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I guess you’d call me a cuck. Tell me I’m spineless. Assume that I’m weak, or pathetic, or a bad husband. 
 
    But that’s not true. I’m a great husband. I love my wife dearly and she loves me too. You see, we have a way to keep our marriage spicy, after all this time. Our secret? I love watching my wife have sex with other men. 
 
    It’s true. I know some guys would find that weird, some women too, for that matter, but I love it. 
 
    Let me tell you how it began, at least. We’d been married for a few years at that point. Things had started to grow stale. We fell into a rut. We’d work, eat, make love, fall asleep, get up, do it all over again. Does that sound familiar to you? 
 
    Well that’s how things were between us for a long time. After a few years of living like that, we weren’t even bothering to make love anymore. There didn’t seem to be any point. We’d assume the same old positions, make the same old movements, have the same old orgasms and fall asleep – if she even had an orgasm, that is. It just seemed like neither of us really hit the spot anymore. The magic had faded. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    So, imagine my surprise when I discovered my wife’s internet history. Vanessa had never seemed the type to browse porn sites – at least, not to my knowledge. But there I was one day, using her computer while mine was in the shop, staring in amazement at the last thing she’d been looking at the day before. 
 
    It was a porn film. One woman, two men. I stared at the screen, watching the woman moan and thrash and buck and scream in pleasure as two men had their way with her, filling up every hole, riding her, throwing her around, taking her roughly in positions I didn’t even know existed, pleasing her with their huge, hard cocks. It made me feel inadequate in every way. 
 
    It also really turned me on. Knowing that my wife was getting off on this behind my back only added to the thrill. I started compulsively checking her history whenever I could, watching the things that got her off. She liked it rough. She liked it dirty. She very rarely watched one-on-one videos. It was always two guys and one girl, sometimes three guys or more. She liked watching threesomes, orgies, gangbangs, any kind of pornographic filth where the woman was overpowered, overcome, and outnumbered. 
 
    My wife was secretly dirty and I loved it. 
 
    I didn’t tell her that I knew. Not at first, anyway. I made her secret my secret. But all that came to an end one night, when she stumbled home drunk from a work night out. She peeled off her evening dress and stood at the end of the bed in her underwear. Vanessa always had a fantastic body, one that seemed to become more alluring, more erotic, as the years went by. I loved lying on the covers, watching her undress. But this night, she looked down at me, biting her lip, deep in thought. I asked her what was wrong. 
 
    ‘There was this guy tonight,’ she said, talking slowly, as if trying to decide how to phrase her response. ‘He… came over to me while we were dancing. I didn’t know him. He said I looked good. We danced together.’ 
 
    I wondered where this was going. Vanessa crawled onto the bed, her eyes locked on mine. 
 
    ‘He ran his hands over my body,’ she said. ‘He slid his hands around my waist. Caressed me.’ 
 
    I was visualizing it. A stranger, an unknown man, running his hands across my wife. I knew I was supposed to be horrified. Supposed to be disgusted. Supposed to leap out of bed and shout how I was going to kick his ass. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    ‘I got so horny,’ Vanessa continued. ‘The way he touched me. He wanted me.’ She paused, looking straight at me. Her face was a mixture of two conflicting expressions. She looked partly worried, as though she were afraid to confess this to me, and partly aroused, like the very act of confessing this desire of hers was turning her on. In truth, I loved it too. I didn’t know what that meant at the time. All I knew was that the image of a stranger running his hand across my wife on a crowded dance floor was exciting me. 
 
    I felt my pajama shorts growing tight as my member tried to rise in arousal – or protest, I wasn’t sure which. Vanessa saw it too. Her eyes sparkled. She reached out and ran a finger along my stiffening manhood, smiling at me. 
 
    ‘I didn’t let him kiss me,’ she said. ‘But he tried… and I wanted him to…’ 
 
    I grabbed at her, tried to unzip her dress. I wanted to take her then and there, but Vanessa was enjoying this. She was getting off on telling me this story. She pushed my hand away. She pinned me down to the bed and straddled me, trapping my growing member beneath her. 
 
    ‘I want him to kiss me,’ she said. ‘I wanted him to keep running his hands across my body. I wanted him to lift up my dress… like this…’ 
 
    She grabbed the hem of her dress. It was already riding high up her thighs as she sat on me. Then she slowly lifted it, gently exposing more of her creamy white flesh to me. 
 
    ‘I wanted him to do it,’ she said. ‘I was so horny and I felt so bad for wanting it. Have I been a bad girl, baby?’ She looked at me with wide eyes, biting her bottom lip, waiting for an answer. 
 
    ‘Tell me more,’ I said, my voice soft. 
 
    Her eyes lit up. I could tell this was as exciting to her as it was to me – maybe even more so. 
 
    ‘I would never cheat on you,’ she said, ‘but I thought about it… I thought that maybe… just maybe… would it be cheating if he didn’t let me say no?’ She lifted her dress higher and higher, still going slowly, the whole of her thighs now exposed. I gently ran my hands across her legs, enjoying the little smile on her face. ‘I wanted him to take me… roughly. Put his hand on my throat. Or across my mouth. I wanted to fight back and have him overpower me. Right there on the dancefloor. Where everyone could see us…’ 
 
    Now she lifts her dress up high enough to expose her panties – a tiny pink pair that make her ass look perfect. She leans back to show me a little more of the pink material between her legs. 
 
    ‘Can you see it?’ she said. ‘I’m so wet…’ 
 
    I could see it. Her panties were wet and starting to soak through. A deep pink area was visible through the fabric. The sight of it drove me wild. My cock strained against my pajamas, begging to be freed, but Vanessa stayed where she was. 
 
    ‘Am I a bad girl?’ she said again, pouting her beautiful lips at me. 
 
    ‘No,’ I said. 
 
    She smiled. Then she lifted the dress up over her head and tossed it on the floor. Her body was perfect. Age hadn’t touched her. She still looked as perfectly tight and toned as the day we met. Her bra was askew – one breast half-exposed, her firm nipple poking out above the cup like it was yearning for freedom. 
 
    ‘Ooh, look at that,’ she said. ‘He did that to me.’ 
 
    I saw it in my head. My wife and this stranger, on the dancefloor together. His hands grabbing at her, pawing at her, squeezing her. Somewhere in his frenzied pawing, he manages to move her bra. She looked disheveled, used. I liked it. I liked it a lot. 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ I sighed. 
 
    ‘Do you like it?’ she said. ‘Do you like it when I’m bad?’ 
 
    I nodded, hungry for more. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. ‘Me too.’ She unhooked her bra from the front and her firm breasts spilled out, hanging tantalizingly before me, tempting me, her hard nipples standing to attention. 
 
    ‘Do you want to hear more?’ she said. 
 
    I didn’t even have to think about it. I nodded vigorously. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. ‘All the ride home, all I could think about was him. How much I wanted him to grab him and take me. You’ve never grabbed me like that. You’re a good man, a nice man. He wasn’t. He just wanted to fuck me. I could tell. I could feel his hard cock pressing against my bare leg.’ 
 
    My eyes flick down to her bare thighs, as though he had left an impression in her skin. 
 
    ‘And he was big,’ she said. ‘Oh god, was he ever!’ 
 
    Her hands reached up to her breasts. She squeezed them together, knowing how much I loved it when she did that. 
 
    ‘I knew I should have stopped dancing with him,’ she said. ‘I should have gone to the bar, or walked away, or come straight home to you like a good little wife, but I didn’t want to. I was hoping he would grab me by my hair and pull me into the bathroom. I was hoping he would pin me to the wall and tear my dress and have his way with me.’ 
 
    She moaned, closing her eyes and leaning back. She started to grind her hips against me, rubbing her wet panties against my firm shaft. It took everything in my power not to tear off my shorts and take her there and then. but I desperately wanted to hear her keep talking. Vanessa rarely spoke this freely, this sexually. It was every bit as exciting as what she was saying. 
 
    ‘I wanted him to have his way with me,’ she said. ‘I wanted him to force me to take it. I wanted it hard and rough. I wanted him to pound my tight pussy until I begged him to stop. I wanted him to send me home full of his come.’ 
 
    ‘Oh fuck,’ I sighed. I couldn’t take it anymore. I grabbed her by the waist and tossed her onto the bed. I tore off my shorts and tugged her panties to one side. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ she said. ‘Like this! Like this! Fuck me hard!’ 
 
    I did as she commanded and pounded her, hard and fast. Her entrance was slick with anticipation and I eased my length inside her in one long stroke. She cried out loudly, moaning my name, begging me to fuck her hard like the slut wife she was. 
 
    I did as she commanded. It didn’t take long for us to come together. She put her arms around my neck and kissed me passionately as my cock twitched, my hot come still pumping deep inside her slick slit. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ I said. 
 
    She sighed, long and low, full of happiness. 
 
    ‘So...’ Vanessa said, ‘I’ve been invited out with the girls again next week...’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That was how we started down this path, the road to my cuckolding. She went out a few times with her friends. They went to a club and danced. My wife would flirt with a stranger and come home and tell me all about it and we would have hard, passionate sex together. 
 
    Slowly, over time, we began to step up our game. My wife began going on dates with other men. We would search for a suitable date online together until we found a man we agreed on. Then she would allow him to take her to dinner and romance her. After, she would come home and tell me all about her date, all about the filthy things she wanted to do, all about the naughty thoughts she had with this other man. It brought a new level of intimacy to our relationship, a new sizzle of erotic tension we were missing before. I would help her select an outfit designed to show off her body, one that would reveal enough to tease her date with a glimpse of her bra, panties, or curves. 
 
    Vanessa’s date night slowly became the highlight of our week, the one event we both looked forward to. She began to get bolder and more daring, even tying me up and forcing me to satisfy her with my tongue while she told me all about her date. It was a whole new side of her, and I loved it. We always came together, hard and loud. 
 
    What was it about imagining my wife with other men that turned me on so much? I didn’t know. Whatever the case, it worked. Vanessa’s date nights put the spark back in our marriage. 
 
    But that’s not why I’m telling this story. I’m here to tell the story of how we went from having a spicy date night to full-blown cuckolding. It began simply enough. Vanessa had chosen a man she wanted to meet. By this point, I trusted her to choose a suitable date without needing to check into him myself. I didn’t know who she was meeting. But I’d find out later. I thought it would be a date night like any other, but I was wrong. 
 
    The night I began a cuckolded husband begins like this: 
 
    My wife is going on a date tonight. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t wait up,’ Vanessa says, checking her hair one last time in the mirror. ‘I don’t know how late I’ll be.’ 
 
    ‘Are you kidding?’ I say, emerging from our bedroom with her jacket. ‘I wanna hear all about it!’ I’m already semi-hard in my pants at the thought of my wife going on a date with a stranger. It’s not so much the date as the uninhibited train of thought that follows. The part when she looks me in the eye and tells me how badly she wanted her date to fuck her. The part when she climbs on top me and rides me like she’ll never get another chance, all the while telling me how she wanted her date to degrade her, to make her his own personal slut for the night. 
 
    ‘It’s just a few drinks,’ Vanessa says. ‘Maybe I’ll let him buy me dinner, too.’ 
 
    ‘Still,’ I say, ‘I can’t wait to hear all the juicy details.’ Last time she went on a date, my wife confessed that the guy had put his hand on her bare thigh. She described how much she wanted him to slide his hand up her dress and touch her. The idea that she let another man touch her in such an intimate way drove me wild. 
 
    ‘Do I look okay?’ Vanessa takes the jacket and turns to face me. She looks stunning. Her hair is long, dark and straight. Her eyes are smoky, her lips a deep ruby red. She’s wearing a deep blue dress that comes down to mid-thigh, with matching heels. Her breasts look incredible, barely restrained, threatening to spill out of the confines of the dress if she lets them. I feel a pang of jealousy for the man who will sit opposite her and ogle her for the next few hours. But at least she’s coming home to me. 
 
    ‘You look amazing,’ I say, planting a kiss on her cheek. ‘So, who are you meeting tonight?’ 
 
    ‘Some guy called Jerome,’ she says. ‘Seems nice enough.’ 
 
    ‘Have fun,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    Vanessa gives me a long, lingering kiss on the lips. Then she walks out the front door, her hips swaying seductively in that perfect dress. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The worst part about your wife dating other men casually is the waiting. Even just a few minutes after she’s left, I’m checking my phone compulsively, wondering when she’s coming back. Partly because I’m worried about her – I’m the husband, I always worry – but also partly because I can’t wait to play our little game again. I can’t wait to hear all her naughty thoughts and fantasies while I watch her play with herself. It’s all part of the game. 
 
    So, I sit on the armchair in the living room by myself and watch TV without really taking in anything that I’m seeing. The images are flashing before my eyes, but my mind is elsewhere. I’m picturing my wife in that dress, leaning forward over a dinner table, her heaving chest almost spilling out while the man opposite stares at her creamy curves, desperate to have her for himself. 
 
    Vanessa loves the tease. She’ll lead him on for a while. Tease, titillate, tantalize. But he’ll never get to have her. She’ll wish that he could. She’ll think of all the things they could do together, then she’ll come home and tell all of them to me and she brings herself to climax. Then, once she has had her fun, I can have mine. 
 
    Those are the rules, if this game has any rules. 
 
    About an hour or two after she’s left, Vanessa sends me a message. 
 
    OMG, this guy so HOT. 
 
    I feel my manhood growing hard again, straining to be free. The knowledge that she’s turned on by another guy drives me wild. I consider pleasuring myself. But I don’t. I want to save it all for her. 
 
    Time drags its heels in passing. A second text lands from Vanessa. 
 
    Might be back a little later. Having so much fun. Gonna go dancing! 
 
    Now there’s an image. I can see it all so clearly. Vanessa in her dress. Jerome, the mysterious stranger. Dancing together in a packed club. Getting hot. Getting close. Getting sweaty. Maybe she’s grinding up against him. Maybe he’s turned on by that. Maybe she’s got her back to him, pressing her ass right into him, feeling his hard muscle pushing back against her. Maybe his hands are all over her. Maybe her nipples are hard, pushing against the dress. Maybe her panties are wet. Maybe she’s crying out for him to enter her there and then at that very moment. Maybe it’s not just the two of them. Maybe my wife was dancing in the middle of a group of hot men, all clamoring to take her roughly. Maybe their hands were pawing at her as they danced, each man determined to have his pleasure with her willing body. 
 
    Maybe my wife wasn’t even really going dancing. Maybe they were going back to his place at that very moment. Maybe Jerome was driving. Maybe my wife was easing his hard member out of his pants at that very moment. Maybe she was tasting him as they drove. Maybe he was holding her head down in his lap, thrusting his hard tool down her throat as they sped along, desperate to get back to his place so they could- 
 
    I snap out of it. Is it wrong to be so turned on by the idea? Would it be wrong of her to go along with it if Jerome offered? What if she wanted to go back with him but didn’t tell me about it? 
 
    All these confused thoughts crash around in my head. All I knew was that we were playing a daring game between the two of us. It turned me on. It turned her on, too. At least, I think that it did. Vanessa’s eyes always sparkled when she told me about her dates and what she wished would happen. What if she was describing what had happened? I don’t know how to feel about that. Is it cheating if I am kind of okay about it? 
 
    My thoughts are interrupted by a third text. 
 
    Fuck ii’m drun. Havin good night. Goin to be so fuckng HOT latr. 
 
    My jaw drops open. Wow. Whatever is going on, I love it. I start to calm down, collect myself. It’s clearly fine. I can’t remember the last time Vanessa and I went dancing. Maybe after this we’ll go more go some time. She can grind up against me if she wants to. She can grab me the way she wants to grab Jerome. 
 
    Time passes. The TV continues blaring. I grow impatient of checking the phone every few seconds and skulk off to my wife’s computer. I scan through her internet history and feel my pulse quicken as I look over all the filth and smut my wife has been viewing in anticipation for her date tonight. There’s one where a wife is blindfolded and must guess which men entering her is the husband. The twist is that the husband isn’t playing. Another video shows a woman being taken at both ends in a hotel room. 
 
    Fuck, I’m horny. 
 
    Finally, a fourth text comes in. This is a picture message. 
 
    It’s a selfie of my wife in a bathroom stall. She looks drunk, her eyes are glazed over. But she’s smiling, a beautiful, teasing smile into the camera. Her hair is a little messy. But the focal point of the picture is the front of her dress. Her breasts have almost completely spilled out, the dark edges of her hard nipples visible at the ends of the fabric. 
 
    Another text flashes in. 
 
    He liks my dress. U lik my dress? 
 
    Part of me wants to drive to wherever she is now and take her away and pound her in the backseat of the car right now. Another part of me wants her to hurry up and get home so I can hear all her filthiest fantasies. 
 
    I reply. I tell her that I love her dress. I tell her that I can’t wait for her to come home. I tell her how horny I am. 
 
    Me 2, she replies. Can’t w8. So hrny! 
 
    The night drags on. I slink about the house in silence, not sure what to do with myself. Nothing distracts me. Can’t focus on TV. Too hot and bothered to sit down and read. Don’t want to waste the anticipation Vanessa is creating by pleasuring myself. All I do for the next hour or two is wander about the house. Standing in rooms. Walking into other rooms. My erection pressing against my jeans the whole while. No further contact from Vanessa. It’s entirely in my imagination now. Is the mysterious stranger Jerome squeezing her breasts now at this very moment? Maybe he hand is on her upper thigh, stroking the smooth creamy skin there. Maybe his hand is slowly moving up her leg, towards the sweet treasure where her legs meet. 
 
    Jesus Christ, this is fucking torture. But the good kind of torture. The thrill of not knowing, the anticipation of waiting for her to come home, it all creates a heady mixture of desire and arousal that will never be truly relieved. I’m so absurdly turned on. 
 
    Time rolls by now and late night becomes early morning. She’s never stayed out this late before. Is she getting too drunk? Has she forgotten about me? Is Jerome taking her back to his place tonight? The idea hurts me a little. That’s not how we play this game. We laid out the ground rules when we started. We agreed we would never do anything behind each other’s backs, that we would always include one another, and that we would be open and honest. I trust her with all my heart. If she’s out late, it’s because she’s got something special in mind for me. 
 
    Finally, I return to the living room and slump down on the armchair. The TV plays something that I’m not really focusing on. My eyelids start to feel heavy. It’s getting way too late now. I don’t think we’ll be able to play our game tonight. The thought makes me sad. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The front door bangs open. I stir. Noises. Footsteps. Giggles. Vanessa is home. 
 
    I sit up on the couch. Turn the TV off. Sleepily check the time. It’s almost three in the morning. Holy crap. 
 
    ‘Hi babe,’ I say. ‘How was your date?’ 
 
    There’s giggling coming from outside the living room. Then a deep purr. I know that sound. That’s the sound of my wife. That’s the sound of Vanessa’s arousal. She only makes that purr when she’s really, truly, incredibly turned on. I haven’t heard her make that sound in years. 
 
    ‘Vanessa?’ I say, still groggy from sleep, but slowly coming around. 
 
    She walks into the room, a little drunk, her eyes shining. Her dress is crumpled here and there, as if it’s been pulled back into place in a hurry. She is breathing hard. 
 
    ‘Stay right here,’ she says, leaning down and kissing my cheek. I can smell the liquor on her breath. Her breasts almost spill out of her top as she leans down. ‘I have a surprise for you.’ 
 
    I frown. A surprise? What can she mean? 
 
    She walks out of the room, comes back in. 
 
    ‘This is Jerome,’ she says, leading a strange man in by the hand. 
 
    My eyebrows shoot up, my eyes open wide in surprise. The man she’s spent the past few hours seducing is a big, handsome, muscular, well-built black guy. 
 
    He nods at me, a knowing smile on his lips. He stands there, cool and confident, like he’s been introduced to a dozen husbands in the past and knows the deal. 
 
    I don’t know the deal. I start to get up. Vanessa pushes me back down. 
 
    ‘No, no, no,’ she says, giving a little drunken giggle. ‘You get to watch.’ 
 
    I open my mouth to say something, but nothing comes out. In the past few seconds, I’ve gone from asleep to aroused. I feel confused and disoriented. Maybe I’m dreaming. 
 
    Vanessa turns back to Jerome. She leans in, wraps her around his waist. She kisses him on the lips. He responds, his own strong arms snaking around her thin, delicate waist. 
 
    I pinch myself. 
 
    Holy crap. 
 
    I’m not dreaming. 
 
    ‘I’m tired of just fantasizing,’ Vanessa says to me over her shoulder. Her body embraces Jerome now, and he paws at her dress, at her ass, in a hungry, aggressive way that makes me feel impossibly jealous. I want to be him. I want to paw at my wife the way he does. I didn’t think she liked it when I touched her like that. ‘Tonight, I’m going to show you what I’ve been thinking about.’ 
 
    She moans as he kisses her neck, her slim body almost engulfed by his huge frame. I feel hopelessly inadequate just looking at this man, and he hasn’t even started undressing yet. 
 
    As I watch, my wife opens her mouth for him, letting his tongue caress hers. As I watch, Jerome’s powerful hands slide my wife’s dress up, up, up her thigh, exposing the creamy skin underneath. As I watch, my wife passionately kisses this other man, grinding her body against his. As I watch, she purrs into his hungry mouth at the feel of his strange, new, exotic touch. 
 
    Jerome’s hands slide her dress up, higher and higher, exposing the toned, taut cheeks of her beautiful ass. Her panties, I notice, are wet. 
 
    But even as I question what I’m seeing, my mind slowly shuts down. It’s like they are actors on a stage, glowing under the spotlights. All I can see is them. All I can feel is the arousal their performance gives off. It’s taking all my willpower not to massage my erection. My wife told me to watch. Until I’m told otherwise, I will watch. 
 
    Jerome’s hand gives Vanessa’s tight ass a firm smack. She makes an excited squeal, though the sound is still muffled by his mouth. Now his hands move up the back of her dress, to her shoulders. I watch his fingers slip underneath the fabric, lifting it from her delicate skin. He slowly, carefully slides the dress off her shoulder. Then he does the same on the other side. 
 
    I am watching a stranger undress my wife in our living room. 
 
    Finally, their lips break apart. Vanessa’s eyes are half-closed with passion, the pupils unfocussed. Jerome pulls at the dress. It falls to the floor, unveiling my wife’s gorgeous body for his approval. 
 
    ‘Fucking hell,’ Jerome breathes. 
 
    He approves. 
 
    My wife stands in just her panties, looking at him, drinking in his admiration. Her perfect breasts stand firm on her chest, begging for attention, attracting his gaze like a magnet. 
 
    ‘Girl, you are fucking beautiful,’ Jerome says. 
 
    Vanessa smiles, giggles, tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. She’s acting like a shy, innocent woman. I don’t remember the last time I said something that made her act like that. It’s not just Jerome’s body making me feel inferior now. 
 
    ‘You like what you see?’ she says. 
 
    I nod. So does Jerome. 
 
    Jerome’s hands return to my wife’s hips. His fingers start pulling at her panties. For a brief second, I have the mad urge to pull him off her. To push him away. To kick him out of my house and claim her as my own. But three things stop me. Firstly, the knowledge that Jerome could probably kick my ass without breaking a sweat. His arms could twist off my head like a difficult jar lid. Secondly, I’m getting seriously turned on watching them and I really want to know what happens tonight, almost as much as my wife does. Finally, Vanessa told me to watch and that’s exactly what I’m going to do. 
 
    But Vanessa pushes him away herself. She shakes her head at him. She pushes him back, makes him sit on the couch opposite me. 
 
    She straddles him in just her panties, pushing her hard, firm breasts into his face. His hands caress, grope and knead the firm flesh on her chest as she sighs and moans. I can hear his tongue lashing against her hard nipples, his mouth smacking as he tastes her breasts. Vanessa loves it. My wife loves the feel of this strange man’s tongue and lips on her sensitive nipples. She looks back at me, over her shoulder. She smiles at me and I smile right back. I can’t help it. I’m so turned on. I don’t want to stop her. I want to watch her. This is her fantasy, and I’m going to make sure it happens just the way she wants it. I grip the armrest on my chair tight, scared that I might lose control if I let go. 
 
    Vanessa slowly climbs off his lap, her breasts wet from his tongue. She kneels on the floor in front of him, her hands running up and down his thighs. His face is flushed with excitement. He’s breathing hard. So am I. 
 
    ‘I wanna suck your fucking cock,’ Vanessa says, her voice thick with lust. She has never spoken that way to me. ‘Do you have a big cock for me to suck?’ 
 
    ‘Biggest you ever seen,’ Jerome says, grinning down at her. 
 
    ‘You gonna make me suck it?’ she says. 
 
    Jerome puts a hand to her throat and squeezes. Vanessa moans with delight. 
 
    I watch my wife unclip Jerome’s belt and tug his pants down to his ankles, leaving him sitting on our couch in his shorts. He peels off his shirt, never looking anywhere other than her face. It’s like I don’t exist to him. That also turns me on, though I’m not sure why. This is for my benefit, I should be the center of attention.  
 
    Jerome’s dark skin is rock solid. He looked muscular before, but now I see his body, I feel hopelessly out of shape. I thought I was good for my age. Jerome looks like he’s just stepped off the Chippendales stage. He’s a perfect specimen of a man. He smiles down at my wife, on her knees between his legs, knowing exactly what’s coming next. 
 
    My wife keeps running her hands up and down Jerome’s thighs, getting higher and higher as she does, slowly getting closer to her prize. She’s teasing him. She’s teasing me. She’s teasing herself. We all know exactly what’s going to happen. 
 
    Jerome groans in the back of his throat as my wife’s hands finally reach his thick, hard length. I see her eyes widen as she touches it through his shorts, marveling at its size. Her gaze is fixed on his as she unbuttons the flap and reaches inside. 
 
    ‘Oh, my god,’ she says as her hands touch him for the first time. ‘Is that fucking real?’ 
 
    He smiles down at her, a man who has heard that sentence a hundred times from a hundred lovers. He nods at her. 
 
    ‘Have a look,’ he says. 
 
    She doesn’t need encouraging. Vanessa gently pulls his shorts down. He lifts his hips to help her out. Now this stranger is sitting on our couch, totally naked. Then I hear Vanessa gasp as she gently takes hold of his manhood and holds it up to her face for inspection. Even my eyes widen when I see it. 
 
    His erection is far bigger than mine. Longer, thicker, heavier. There’s a reason for the stereotype of black men having larger cocks – it’s totally true. My first thought on seeing his member in my wife’s hand is that there is no way she’ll be able to fit that thing – that monster – inside her. My second that thought is that, if she does manage to take him, will she ever need me again? 
 
    ‘Oh, my god,’ Vanessa says, ‘you’re fucking huge.’ 
 
    Jerome smiles, his teeth flashing bright white. 
 
    My wife makes that purr again just looking at his member. She slowly strokes it, tip to base, base to tip, marveling at its size and thickness. Her expression is of a woman discovering something wholly new for the first time. Jerome’s smile widens as he watches her. He adjusts his position on the couch to let her get better access to his shaft. I feel another pang of jealousy – he is so well hung that he needs to move himself so my wife can access him better. I’ve never had to move like that. I’m nowhere near as big as this guy. 
 
    Vanessa runs her hand up and down his shaft a little more, eyes shining with excitement. I’ve never seen her so keen, so hungry, before. 
 
    ‘I’m going to suck it,’ she says, for my ears or Jerome’s I don’t know. ‘I’m going to suck your huge fucking cock. You want that, baby?’ She touches his shaft to her lips, as though testing him. ‘You want my lips around this hard cock?’ 
 
    I’ve never heard her speak like this to me, not even in her wildest, horniest moments. It shocks me as much as it excites me. 
 
    Jerome leans back into our couch, perfectly relaxed, like this is something that always happens in our house. 
 
    ‘Suck it, girl,’ he says. 
 
    Vanessa leans in and kisses his shaft, once, lightly. She makes that purr again and Jerome grins down at her. Then her pink tongue flicks out, almost nervously, touching the thick head of his manhood. She kisses the head, slower this time, her eyes never leaving Jerome’s face. Then she opens her mouth, wide, and takes him inside her. 
 
    Jerome closes his eyes and exhales, long and loud. 
 
    ‘Your wife is fucking incredible,’ he says, not looking at me. He opens his eyes and watches as my wife’s lips slide up and down his member, his thick shaft pumping in and out of her throat. 
 
    I hear that giggle again, that nervous, innocent giggle, in my wife’s throat. She starts to move her head faster now, up and down his impressive length, almost to the base. Her hand grips his shaft at the bottom, stroking the parts she can’t take inside her mouth, as she begins to moan and purr with more and more enthusiasm. 
 
    I get jealous again somewhere in the back of mind – she never puts her lips to mine with this much excitement. All I can do is sit and watch as my wife sucks another man’s cock. And I’m loving it. My heart is racing just as fast as theirs. 
 
    He tosses his head back and groans, the sound deep, guttural, primal. My wife reacts to the noise with her own little purr. She opens her mouth wider for him, slowly lowering her head, taking as much of him inside her as she can. Then she moves her head faster and faster, trying to fuck him with her mouth, his manhood slick and shiny with her spit. Her hands stroke and rub at the base of his length as her mouth and tongue furiously devour the head. My wife looks like a porn star, on her knees in front of this stranger, sucking his length like her life depends on it. 
 
    Jerome reaches out, takes hold of her hair. He starts to thrust up into her mouth as well. I hear her gag and choke slightly on each thrust as his massive length touches the back of her throat. But she doesn’t stop him. She would stop me, if I were to force my manhood down her throat. But she isn’t stopping him. It’s almost as if she wants him to treat her like a slut. Maybe that’s the key difference between he and I – while I must treat her like a wife, he doesn’t have to do any damn thing. He does whatever he wants to her. 
 
    Jerome builds up his pace slowly, pushing himself into her mouth, forcing her head down at the same time. My wife purrs and groans and moans like some wanton slut. I’ve never heard her make noises like that before, not even during her biggest, wildest orgasms. She’s moaning and groaning every time he makes her take it, and every time she moans and groans he makes her take it even more. She devours his cock like a starving woman swallows a hot meal. 
 
    I watch as the stranger abuses my wife’s mouth on our couch. I watch as he sighs and moans in pleasure. I watch as he pulls my wife by her hair and tries to make her gag on his huge cock. I watch as trails of spit trickle from my wife’s mouth, down this strange man’s generously-sized length, onto our couch. I watch as she allows him to use her mouth to pleasure himself. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ Jerome says, more to himself that anyone else. ‘That’s fucking good. You suck that cock, girl. Fucking suck it.’ 
 
    I’ve never been this turned on before. What is happening to me? Is this normal? Should I be enjoying this as much as I am? Will I regret this tomorrow? 
 
    I stop myself from thinking about it anymore. Tomorrow doesn’t matter. All that matters is my wife’s pleasure. She loves me enough to want me to witness it. 
 
    Jerome finally release his grip on her hair and stops thrusting. Vanessa takes this for approval and starts sucking him with renewed vigor, leaning right over him, his hard cock shining more and more with her saliva. I have no idea how he’s managing to last. If Vanessa did that to me, I would have come in her mouth long before now. 
 
    But he isn’t anywhere near being finished with my wife yet. 
 
    Finally, Vanessa looks up at him and slides her mouth off, running her tongue all the way up the soft underside as she does. Her hair is a mess. Her eyes are glazed over. Her makeup is smudged. She looks like some wild slut, not like a married woman. 
 
    I love it. 
 
    Vanessa stands up and turns her back on Jerome, showing him how great her ass looks in that underwear. She starts slowly taking her panties off. He is impatient. He grabs the elastic and tears it down, the panties slipping to the floor. She gasps – a little in surprise, a little in excitement – and bends over in front of him. She shakes her hips, spreading her legs open for him. She slaps her ass, once, twice, hard. The slap almost echoes around the living room. 
 
    ‘You like?’ she says, voice husky with arousal. Her chin is wet from sucking him. She might be asking Jerome the question, but she’s looking at me. 
 
    ‘Mm,’ says Jerome, more a sound in the back of his throat than an actual response. 
 
    ‘You like?’ she says again, shaking her hips, wiggling her naked ass in front of this stranger. ‘You like my ass, baby?’ 
 
    I nod. I like. I like very much. My erection strains against my shorts, desperate to get free, like a man fighting to escape from bondage. It’s taking enormous willpower not to pleasure myself. I could have probably climaxed twice already just watching this show. 
 
    Jerome grabs Vanessa by the hips and pulls her down onto his lap. Her back is to him and she is facing out toward me. Vanessa squeals in delight at his rough, hungry tough. She looks over at me, flushed, smiling, excited. She opens her legs good and wide presenting her – perfectly shaved, I notice – sopping wet entrance. I’ve never made her that wet. Her lips glisten in the light of the room, her soft mound begging to be touched, to be teased, to be tasted. One word from Vanessa and I’d bury my face between her thighs and play my tongue through her delicious folds for the rest of my life. 
 
    She doesn’t ask me to taste her, though. Instead, she bites her lip, cheeks red, chest rising and falling, her eyes locked on mine. As I watch, she lifts her body up for him. He takes hold of his length and gently guides the thick, shiny head to her yearning entrance. 
 
    My wife closes her eyes as she lowers herself down onto the stranger. 
 
    ‘Oh…my…god,’ she groans, taking a long breath between each word. ‘He’s… so much… bigger… than… you.’ 
 
    Why does that turn me on so much? 
 
    I stare, unable to look away, unable to blink, scarcely able to breathe, not wanting to miss a single second, as Vanessa’s aching wet entrance slowly stretches open to fit him inside. For a second, I’m not sure she’ll be able to take him. He’s bigger than me. Thicker than me. Her pussy has never enjoyed a cock his big. Not as far as I know, anyway. 
 
    But she takes it. With a loud, primal moan of total pleasure, Vanessa eases herself down onto him. I watch as his thick totem disappears into my wife, inch by delicious inch, until finally she sits on his lap. He is completely immersed inside my wife now. I can see only the thick base of his cock, lost beyond her beautiful pink lips. His hands are behind his head, totally relaxed again, perfectly content to let her take the lead, to allow her body to get used to the enormity of the task ahead. He is fully inside her. Deep inside her. His long, thick shaft is buried inside my tight little wife. 
 
    Vanessa looks at me again. 
 
    ‘Holy fuck,’ she says breathlessly. ‘Holy fuck.’ 
 
    Now I watch as she slowly starts to rise and fall, pumping his hard cock. I watch as the soft, delicate folds of her entrance try to grip his muscle, to keep it in place. I watch as her juices make him slicker and wetter than she has ever been for me. 
 
    I watch as my wife fucks another man on our couch, a big, stupid grin on my face, my hand rubbing my hard member through my shorts. I want him to fuck her. I want to watch her give herself entirely to this man. I want to see her climax on him. And – judging from the look of rapture on her face – that’s not too far off already. 
 
    ‘Fuck me,’ my wife begs the stranger. ‘Please fuck me.’ 
 
    He grins broadly and does as he’s told. Jerome grabs her hips and starts pulling her down into his lap, gently at first, then gradually getting harder and harder. As he does, he thrusts his hips up to meet her, the wet smack of their bodies connecting music to my ears. Her cries of pleasure grow in intensity and volume with each delicious thrust. I feel like I’m watching them in slow motion. Vanessa’s breasts bounce and sway in perfect rhythm as he fucks her, as he fills her, she as rides him. Her nipples are still shiny from his tongue. 
 
    I’m watching the stranger fuck my wife better than I ever could. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God,’ Vanessa says, breathing hard, moaning loud, ‘oh, my God, baby, fuck me, fuck me. You’re so big baby, I can’t take it much longer...’ 
 
    Vanessa tosses her head back, eyes closed. She leans back into him, grinding her hips down into him. Jerome’s hands snake around the front, one groping and kneading her firm breasts, the other heading south to torment her further. I watch as his fingers stroke the wet folds, then trail upwards to find the hard nub of flesh that always triggers her most intense pleasures. He gently, expertly, touches her body in just the right way. It takes only a few seconds. 
 
    Vanessa cries out loud enough to wake the dead in breathless, wordless pleasure. She body shudders and racks as waves of ecstasy are unleashed at once. He doesn’t stop thrusting up into her. He doesn’t stop caressing her tender clit. He doesn’t stop squeezing and teasing her sensitive breasts and nipples. He keeps going, pushing Vanessa further and further, increasing her pleasure. Vanessa rises and falls, her eyes rolling up in her head, her body tensing and releasing over and over as she rides Jerome. 
 
    I watch as my wife climaxes. As she grips his member with her sensitive, aching entrance. Then I watch as she moans again, growing louder and louder, a single rising note of pure, animalistic passion. And I know that she is climaxing for a second time as Jerome continues to thrust deep inside her, his cock a dark blur, delving into her aching pussy. He makes it look so effortless. A few beads of sweat line his brow, but his face is totally relaxed as he pounds her. 
 
    Jerome keeps up the intensity of his thrusting, still manipulating her sensitive clit, still stimulating her breast, as Vanessa’s cries grow louder. His face is set, focused. 
 
    ‘Oh, my god!’ Vanessa cries. ‘Holy fuck! Oh, my god, please!’ 
 
    Jerome’s hands move to her hips. He pulls her down into his lap, still thrusting up, trying to force his huge length inside her with every stroke. Vanessa’s eyes roll into the back of her head again, her breathy cries of pleasure become guttural moans, and her body goes limp. She has nothing left to give. He slows his thrusting now, letting her come back down to earth gently, carefully, like a fairground attraction ide at the end of the ride. 
 
    ‘Please,’ she moans, ‘please, change… position. Can’t… take it…’ 
 
    He releases his hold on her hips but doesn’t move. Vanessa lifts herself off him, his enormous length slipping back out of her, the shaft glistening with her juices. Seeing his size again, I wonder how the hell she fit it all inside her. It doesn’t seem natural. For the second time, I wonder if she’ll ever feel me inside her again. 
 
    Vanessa steps to the floor. She looks her me, eyes still half-open, drunk on liquor and lust. Her knees are weak from the pounding. She falls to the floor on her hands and knees, looking right at me. 
 
    Without waiting, Jerome gets into position behind her. My wife moans like a wild, wanton slut as her lover fills up her aching entrance once more. She looks up at me as he does, her eyes telling me how much she loves this. 
 
    ‘He feels so fucking good,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ I say. ‘You enjoying this, having his big cock fuck you?’ 
 
    ‘Get your cock out,’ she says. ‘I want to see it.’ 
 
    I tug down my shorts and grasp my stiff manhood. Christ, I’m so turned on I feel like I could come in just a few seconds. I am very aware of how much smaller I am than the man currently fucking her. 
 
    Jerome grabs a handful of Vanessa’s hair and pulls her head back. It looks painful but she moans loudly and busk her hips against him. 
 
    I’m so incredibly turned on. I’ve been turned on for hours. It’s starting to hurt. I desperately need release now. I have never experienced anything like this before. 
 
    Jerome slaps my wife’s ass as he begins pumping in and out of her. Vanessa’s cries of pleasure come thick and fast. She loves his cock. She moans for his cock. She comes all over his cock. 
 
    She doesn’t do any of that for me. 
 
    ‘Oh God, yes!’ Vanessa cries as Jerome starts fucking her faster and faster, his balls slapping against her with every thrust, his massive member filling her up with every stroke, her satisfaction increasing with every second. 
 
    ‘You’re so fucking tight girl,’ Jerome grunts through gritted teeth. ‘I don’t know how much longer I can last.’ 
 
    She moans wildly in response, looking up at me, her expression one of a perfect slut. My beautiful wife. 
 
    ‘Please,’ she begs him over her shoulder, ‘please come inside me.’ 
 
    My mouth drops open. She wants him to come… inside her? I should put a stop to this, I know I should… but I want him to come insider her as well. 
 
    Jerome grins wolfishly in response and starts thrusting into her even harder. My wife screws up her face and her moans become wild squeals of ecstatic pleasure. She looks at me, at my shorts, at my painfully throbbing erection. 
 
    ‘You too,’ she says. 
 
    I start to stroke my swollen, throbbing cock. 
 
    ‘No,’ Vanessa says. ‘Fuck my mouth.’ 
 
    My perfect wife. My filthy slut. She wants her porn star fantasy, too. 
 
    I climb down from the armchair and falls to my knees in front of her. Vanessa opens her mouth wide, her body rocking back and forth from the force of Jerome’s seemingly endless pounding. He lets go of her hair so she can wrap her lips around my shaft. 
 
    I try to match his rhythm as Vanessa takes my hard cock in her eager mouth. I get a small, dirty thrill knowing mine isn’t the first one in there tonight. I moan as Vanessa frantically sucks at me, her tongue lashing against my sensitive head. I match Jerome’s thrusting, so that he forces her down onto my length with every push. My wife purrs on my cock. I love it. 
 
    ‘Oh shit,’ moans Jerome, slapping Vanessa’s ass once more, ‘I’m gonna fucking come!’ 
 
    Vanessa makes a desperate little moan somewhere in her throat and sucks me with renewed intensity, even as Jerome pulls her hips against him again and again and again. I can only marvel at his prowess. I couldn’t last nearly as long as he can. 
 
    I feel my climax building, deep in my belly. I grab my wife’s hair as I watched Jerome do earlier on, not wanting her to stop. I’ve never come in her mouth before. I don’t want to miss the opportunity. It might never happen again. 
 
    ‘Oh yeah… yeah… yeah…’ Jerome breathes and I know he’s getting seriously close now. His face is the purest concentration as he enters my wife over and over, filling her up more completely than I ever could, giving her more satisfaction than I ever have. 
 
    Finally, he gives one more deep thrust and cries out. My wife moans, long and loud as he empties his balls deep into her. That pushes me over the edge. 
 
    I release my seed into my wife’s mouth as Jerome comes in her pussy. We cry out as one, two men brought to climax by the same woman at the same time. Jerome pulls her against him a few more times, as if encouraging her body to drain every drop of his juice. Vanessa hungrily tastes my pleasure, moaning with delight as she continues to tease me with her mouth, devouring me greedily. 
 
    Finally, after a blissful eternity, Jerome withdraws from Vanessa. He gives her ass a fond pat. Vanessa lets me out of her mouth and lays down on the floor, a woman in perfect happiness, naked, the seed of two men dripping from both ends. Her happy smile tells me everything. 
 
    ‘You’re a lucky man,’ he says to me. ‘Your wife’s fucking incredible.’ 
 
    I look down at he, naked, glowing body, her heady, lustful eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes, she is,’ I say, kissing her forehead. ‘Yes, she is.’ 
 
    Jerome dresses himself and walks to the front door. 
 
    ‘You got my number,’ he says to Vanessa. 
 
    And then he leaves. 
 
    Vanessa looks up at me, breathing hard, a smile on her beautiful lips. 
 
    ‘Can I go out with him again?’ she says. 
 
    I laugh. 
 
    Of course she can. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ she says. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I guess you’d call me a cuck. Tell me I’m spineless. Assume that I’m weak, or pathetic, or a bad husband. 
 
    But that’s not true. I’m a great husband. I love my wife dearly and she loves me too. And now, a couple of times of month, my wife will go out on a date with a hot guy. She’ll tell him about our little arrangement. Then the guy will come home with her and he and I will make hard, fast, passionate love to my wife. 
 
    It’s a wonderful arrangement. 
 
    It’s added years of pleasure to our marriage. 
 
    Long may it continue. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Secret’s Out 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ‘Are you ready to go?’ 
 
    Emily looks at me the way she always does, with a mixture of disappointment and disdain. She adjusts the front of her dress, pulling her breasts into position so the beautiful swell of her chest is perfectly visible to everyone. I glance at her breasts and let out a long sigh of desire. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not staring at my tits, you pervert,’ she says. 
 
    I shake my head and turn back to the mirror. I adjust my tie, pulling it into position, and examine my reflection. I look like a muscular man in a nice suit. Nobody who looked at me would ever know my secret. 
 
    ‘Are you wearing everything I laid out for you?’ Emily asks. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, adjusting my waistband. 
 
    ‘Yes what?’ she says, cupping a hand behind her ear. 
 
    ‘Yes, mistress,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Good boy, cuckie,’ she says. ‘It’s a special occasion tonight. We can’t spoil it with your bad manners.’ 
 
    ‘No, mistress,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘You will be,’ she says, in a tone that indicates she is already planning my punishment. 
 
    I turn the bedroom light off and close the door behind me. Emily is waiting in the hallway, applying a final coat of lipstick in the small mirror hanging on the wall. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ she says, without glancing at me. 
 
    ‘You look fantastic, as always,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Would you like to fuck me?’ she says. 
 
    I don’t reply. I sense a trap. I am wary to respond too quickly to this question. 
 
    ‘Cuckie?’ she says. ‘I asked you a question.’ She seals the lipstick and puts the tube in her purse. She turns to face me, hands on hips, looking beautiful. The dress hugs her figure perfectly, showing off her ample cleavage and clinging to the curve of her ass. It’s a short dress and most of her toned thighs are on display. ‘I said, would you like to fuck me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, mistress,’ I say. ‘I very much would, if you were to give me the opportunity.’ 
 
    She smiles, satisfied with my answer. 
 
    ‘Well, if you’re a very good boy,’ she says, ‘and you don’t spoil tonight or embarrass me, and I’m really – really – desperate, I may let you fuck me.’ 
 
    I feel my cock twitch. I try to ignore it, but she’s planted the seed now. She’s put the idea in my head and now I’m picturing her beautiful, naked body, pressing against mine, writhing against me, her intimate lips flowering open to let me inside… My cock strains against the confines of its prison, unable to break free, and the effort causes me pain. 
 
    ‘Cuckie,’ she says, snapping me out of my daydream with a click of her finger, a cruel smile on her perfect lips, ‘eyes up here.’ 
 
    I stand to attention, my eyes resting somewhere above her head. She has me well trained by now. 
 
    ‘Good boy, cuckie,’ she says, as though she is congratulating a dog for bringing her the paper. ‘Now, let’s see if we can get all the way to Jessie’s house without you embarrassing yourself, hmm?’ 
 
    I unconsciously glance at Emily’s neckline, not seeing the usual dull glint of metal she always keeps around her throat. She sees me looking. 
 
    ‘What is it, cuckie? Come on now, use your words. You’re a big boy. Well, maybe not a big boy, but, you know. Tall.’ 
 
    ‘Are you not…’ I say, trying to think how to word my question without upsetting her or making assumptions for myself. ‘Are you not taking the necklace?’ 
 
    She reaches into her purse and lifts out a simple metal chain, old and unvarnished, one that long since lost its shine. In the middle of this metal chain is my salvation. The key. My heart skips a beat when I see it. 
 
    ‘Is this what you’re looking for?’ she says, in a mocking tone. ‘Do you really think I’m going to unlock you tonight, cuckie? At Jessie’s house? For God’s sake, you pathetic man!’ 
 
    Her taunts excite me. She knows they excite me. I feel pain again as my penis tries to react to her jibes. But my manhood cannot move within the confines of its prison. 
 
    ‘Unless…’ she says, thoughtful. ‘Unless you get excited just seeing the chain around my neck. Be honest, cuckie. Does it excite you to see me wearing this?’ 
 
    She holds up the chain in front of my face, dangling the key attached to it right before me. I maintain my position, trying not to follow the key as it sways back and forth in front of my eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes what?’ she cups a hand behind her ear. 
 
    ‘Yes mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she says. She slips the metal chain around her neck. The key falls into the valley of her cleavage. ‘Forget your manners again tonight and we might have to postpone your treat. Now get out. We’re going to be late.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Anyone who looks on us sees exactly what they want to see. They see me, a tall, muscular man with a decent job, and Emily, my wife, a slim brunette with an incredible figure. People see the muscle man and the hot babe together and they make assumptions about us. If they only knew… 
 
    Very few people know the secret of our marriage. Very few people know what we are like behind closed doors. They don’t know the way she belittles me and mocks me and insults me. And they definitely don’t know how much I get off on it. 
 
    It all started about eighteen months ago when Emily confessed that she didn’t think I was very good in bed. She’d had more lovers than me in the past, that much I knew when we first got together, but I had no idea that I was so far down on the scale. We hadn’t even been married three months when she told me this, and I felt as though the entire world had fallen away under my feet. 
 
    Emily told me she loved me – she kept stressing how much she loved me – but said that something had to change. It wasn’t just an issue of my size, or my performance, or my stamina. It was all three. I was good at a lot of things – cooking, looking after her, providing a home – but sex was not one of them. I just wasn’t built to satisfy in that department. 
 
    Of course, hearing this absolutely broke my heart. There’s no man on earth who wants his wife to tell him how bad he is in bed. Emily admitted that she had hoped she’d be able to change me once we were married, but it just hadn’t happened. All I knew how to do was lay on top of her and aimlessly thrust until I came. 
 
    She stressed that she didn’t want to leave me. She loved me dearly, but something had to change. Either I learned how to step up my game – and fast! – or she would have no choice but to rethink our arrangement. 
 
    Naturally, I tried to be better in bed. I tried to follow instructions and do what she wanted, but I just couldn’t last long enough. Emily began to get more and more frustrated with me. It seemed like out marriage was on the rocks. 
 
    Then we tried something. A last-ditch attempt to improve our sex life. We went on a trip out of town. Stayed at a motel. Had a few drinks. Hired a male prostitute. The idea was that he and I were going to fuck Emily at the same time, give her the ride of her life. 
 
    But something totally unexpected happened. I came early, far too early, as usual, but Emily and the prostitute carried on. And on. And on. I grew hard watching them and attempted to join in again several times, but Emily kept pushing me away. In the end, I watched Emily fuck the man we hired and jerked myself off. It was surprisingly hot, watching her tight body bounce up and down on his cock while she moaned over and over. She begged him to be rough with her, to show me how a real man fucks a woman. I came twice more watching them before he finally finished, pumping his cock hard and deep into my wife. 
 
    The experience with the prostitute opened a door we didn’t even know existed. I admitted to my wife that watching her fuck him really turned me on. I loved watching her body move and bounce, loved hearing the filth she said to him, loved the way he grabbed her hair and pounded her roughly from behind. Watching her dirty side get unleashed like that… it did wonders for our marriage. 
 
    I guess it was a short journey from having threesomes with other guys to my becoming a full-time cuckold for her. Over the last eighteen months, our relationship has slowly changed and developed into what it is now. At first, we would find suitable partners and meet them at a hotel somewhere. He and I would fuck Emily, until I inevitably finished far too soon, when I would sit to one side and watch the two of them continue together. After a while, Emily asked me to skip the part where I failed to fulfil her and just sit in the corner to watch. 
 
    ‘I’d really prefer it if you didn’t embarrass yourself in front of him,’ she said. The bold, commanding way she spoke to me really excited me. 
 
    Soon Emily told me that I needed to start going to the gym after work. She told me that if she had to look at my body around the house, the least I could do was give her something nice to look at. I did as she commanded, and slowly developed my body until I became the large, muscular man I am today. Most girls send appreciative glances my way these days, but I ignore them. I only have eyes for Emily. Besides, she and I both know I could never satisfy a woman. 
 
    My visits to the gym served two purposes. One, I was getting fitter, which was for Emily’s benefit. Two, Emily started bringing men over to our house. Part of our game was that I knew the men would be there, but I couldn’t skip the gym. I had to complete my session and get home to watch my wife fuck the guys in our bed. It was incredibly exciting, pumping iron while knowing that someone else was pumping my wife. If you’ve never experienced it, I could never describe it to you. The thrill, the tension, of trying to concentrate on one task while constantly wondering what was happening behind your back… it was exhilarating. 
 
    Emily began to grow bolder at home. Our relationship grew stronger. She began to call the shots at home, started making little jabs at me, making fun of me. I let her – I liked it. Emily’s dominant side is aggressive and arousing. I love it when she’s in charge. 
 
    It was only recently that Emily made the latest change in our relationship. She told me that the guys she was seeing thought it was weird that I liked to watch them. 
 
    ‘They told me it’s creepy how you sit there and drool over them,’ she said. 
 
    That wasn’t the only change she made. She also said that she fucks other men for her pleasure, not for mine, so it wasn’t right that I masturbated while thinking about her with them. She told me that, because she couldn’t trust me to behave myself, I had to be locked in a chastity cage. 
 
    My heart sank, even as my cock throbbed, when she opened the delivery box and lifted out the cage for the first time. It was a small metal piece, barely large enough for even my below-average manhood, made of cold steel, with a padlock at the base and a key with a chain on it. The cage was a small coil of metal that was designed to clip into place at the base of my manhood. At the tip were a set of small holes to allow me to go to the bathroom. The whole thing looked faintly uncomfortable and alien. 
 
    ‘This is for you,’ Emily said. ‘I have to lock you away now. It’s for your own good, you understand this, right?’ 
 
    ‘I think so,’ I said. 
 
    ‘You can’t perform like a regular man. You’re just not good enough. So, you can’t be allowed to pleasure yourself like a normal man. But I’ll make you a deal. If you’re good to me for a full week and you don’t scare my lovers by watching them fuck me, then I will take you out of this cage every Sunday and let you come. Deal?’ 
 
    I thought about it. 
 
    ‘Deal,’ I said. 
 
    She clipped the cage into place around my penis and testicles. It clamped everything into place, tighter than a fist. My penis throbbed painfully against the bars of the cage for the first time. 
 
    ‘Aw, cuckie!’ she said, using my new nickname for the first time. ‘Your little penis looks so cute like that!’ 
 
    She kissed the cage. I felt her breath and a little of her warm lips on my shaft. I groaned. The cage seemed to grow tighter on my genitals. 
 
    ‘Not now, cuckie,’ she said. ‘You have to wait until next week.’ 
 
    Nobody outside of myself, Emily, and the few lovers she brought home knew that I was her cuckold. We never told anyone. We kept up the appearances of being a loving, happy couple. Emily enjoyed tormenting me when we went out together, dressing in provocative outfits that showed off her perfect body, kissing me on the cheek, and flirting with me whenever anyone was close enough to hear. It was torture. 
 
    Nowadays, I spend my week waiting for Sunday, for that blessed moment when she tells me it’s time for my treat. She will lay down on the bed and part her legs for me. She’ll roll a dice on the cover. The number on the dice is the number of times I must make her come with my tongue before she will let me out of the cage. If I have made her unhappy in the week, she will add a second dice into the mix. 
 
    When I have finally satisfied her, she will take the dull metal chain from around her neck and unlock the cage clamped around my shaft. She will giggle as my member stretches like a bear after hibernation, leaning up toward the sun. Then she will lean down and kiss me, just once, tenderly, on my shaft. She’ll ask me if I behaved this week. If I deserve a little reward for being good. And I will beg her to let me come. I can’t come unless she permits it. She loves hearing me beg. A tiny brunette woman, on her knees, with a large, muscular man, locked in a chastity cage, begging for permission to come. It’s a powerful image. And she loves it. I love that she loves it. 
 
    Finally, after much teasing, begging, and giggling, Emily will gently massage my cock. She will count out loud with every stroke, one, two, three… and I must last as long as I possibly can. My current record is twelve. Emily makes me warn her before I climax so she doesn’t get any of my filthy semen on her. That privilege is only for men who can satisfy her. I don’t satisfy her, so I’m not allowed to come on her. If I fail in this and I make a mess on her, Emily makes me wait an extra week for my next release. Once I have finished, I must clean myself up. Then Emily snaps the cage back into place and strokes it lovingly. 
 
    ‘This is the best thing we’ve ever done,’ she always says, her eyes sparkling with happiness. 
 
    Our relationship might not be what you’d call conventional, but it’s loving, trusting, and very erotic – for the both of us. I get turned on by her dominant, controlling side, and she has regular, satisfying sex with a variety of lovers. I take her of her mind and her heart. Other men take care of her body. This way, I don’t disappoint her and we continue to stay together, very happy and in love. I get off on the frustration, the torment, the teasing. She gets off on making me feel that way. 
 
    Anyone who looks on us sees exactly what they want to see. They see me, a tall, muscular man with a decent job, and Emily, my wife, a slim brunette with an incredible figure. People see the muscle man and the hot babe together and they make assumptions about us. If they only knew… 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Eyes on the road, cuckie,’ Emily says. ‘I saw you trying to look down my top. If I catch you again, I’ll throw this key out of the window.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, mistress,’ I say. 
 
    We drive along in silence for a while. Emily looks at the trees as we drove past. 
 
    ‘It’s very nice of Jessie to host us all tonight,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Who’s going to be there?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Jessie, obviously. Her husband Ted, obviously. Plus, Keira and Paul.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t seen Paul in a while,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Mm,’ she says. 
 
    ‘What would you like to do tomorrow?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Tomorrow?’ she says. ‘What about tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘It was just a question,’ I say, backtracking, sensing that I might have overstepped a boundary. ‘Just making small talk.’ 
 
    ‘I know why you’re thinking about tomorrow,’ she says. ‘Tomorrow’s Sunday.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is, mistress,’ I say. ‘But that’s really not why I’m asking…’ 
 
    ‘You’re always thinking about your cock!’ she says. ‘I haven’t been fucked in four days, Jason. Four days! Imagine how I feel.’ 
 
    ‘I can,’ I say, and immediately regret it. 
 
    ‘Was that sarcasm, cuckie?’ she says, a dangerous hint in her voice. ‘I really hope it wasn’t, because I don’t have to let you out of the cage, you know. I don’t have to do anything.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, mistress,’ I say. ‘I really am.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking about getting you one of those pocket pussies,’ she says. ‘You know, the plastic vaginas you stick your dick into and fuck.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say. ‘For me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Because then I wouldn’t have to touch you at all. But now I’m thinking I should maybe leave you in that cage for a little longer.’ 
 
    ‘Please, mistress,’ I say, begging already, a full day before I’m supposed to. ‘Please don’t do that.’ 
 
    She smiles at me, that cruel, yet loving smile. 
 
    ‘I love you, Jason,’ she says. 
 
    I look over at her. 
 
    ‘I love you too, Emily.’ 
 
    ‘Eyes on the road, cuckie.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Hey guys!’ 
 
    Jessie greets us happily at the door, throwing her arms around Emily and giving her air kisses on each cheek. Then she hugs me in turn and waves us both inside. Emily smiles at me now, acting every part the loving wife. There are other people around us, so our cuckold relationship becomes a secret once more. Nobody knows except me, Emily, and the men she beds. I have no idea how our friends would react if they found out, and I don’t plan on telling them. 
 
    The cage constricts painfully again on my cock as I hug Jessie. She smells good. I can’t help but notice that. You notice things when you’re denied pleasure. 
 
    Jessie closes the front door behind us and ushers us into the dining room. The others are already here, seated around the table. Two bottles of red wine are opened. Everyone has a glass in hand. Jessie hands Emily and I a glass each as we say our hellos. Keira gets up to hug us, while Ted and Paul offer a lazy wave. Everyone is dressed up, as though we’re going somewhere fancy, even though we only plan to have a few drinks around Jessie’s dining room. 
 
    ‘So good to see you all again!’ Emily says. ‘How long has it been? Two, three months?’ 
 
    ‘About that,’ Paul says, glancing at me. ‘But that’s because we went on vacation for most of that.’ 
 
    ‘How was it?’ I ask, looking between him and Keira. 
 
    ‘It was amazing!’ Keira says. ‘So hot! I almost burned my butt.’ 
 
    Everyone laughs. 
 
    ‘That’s true,’ Paul says, placing a hand on her thigh and gently rubbing, ‘but we also saw a lot of the hotel room, didn’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Gave the maids an eyeful when we forgot to hang the do not disturb sign up.’ 
 
    We laugh again. My cock twitches again. I try not to imagine Paul and Keira making love in a hotel bed. My eyes fix on his hand, gently touching her upper thigh. I try not to think about how close his fingers are to her intimate areas. I force myself to focus on the conversation. 
 
    The six of us make idle small talk. Emily and the girls make short work of the first bottle of wine. They almost finish the second bottle, too, before I place my empty wine glass on the table. 
 
    ‘Another?’ Jessie says, holding out the bottle towards me. 
 
    ‘No, no, I can’t,’ I say. ‘I’m driving.’ 
 
    ‘You can always crash here,’ Ted says. ‘We finished sorting out the guest bedrooms.’ 
 
    ‘They don’t want to sleep here,’ Keira says, laughing. ‘It’s a special occasion, they’ll want to go home tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Ah, of course,’ Ted says. He raises his wine glass to me. ‘You’ll want to be able to perform.’ 
 
    Ted and Paul laugh. I join in, feeling the cage tight on my shaft. God, I wish I could perform! 
 
    ‘I’ll have his,’ Emily says. She drains the remains of her wine and holds the empty glass out to Jessie. ‘I’ll need it if he’s planning on fucking me later.’ 
 
    The girls laugh now. Jessie tops up Emily’s glass and puts the empty bottle to one side. The cage presses into my flesh again at the very idea of Emily pressing her perfect body against mine. God, I wish I could perform! I wish I was a real man. Instead, I’m a pathetic cuckold who wears a metal cage around his penis so his wife doesn’t have to put up with his lack of sexual ability. 
 
    ‘To love and relationships,’ Keira says, holding her glass. 
 
    We all raise our glasses together. 
 
    ‘So,’ Emily says, turning to Paul and Keira, with a naughty smile on her face, ‘tell us more about your holiday. Sounds like you two had a lot of fun.’ 
 
    Keira giggles into her wine glass. 
 
    ‘We might have… misbehaved,’ Paul says, with a smirk. 
 
    Keira snorts with laughter and spits a mouthful of wine back into her glass. Everyone laughs at her reaction. 
 
    ‘We got asked to leave the casino one night,’ Keira says, blushing slightly, one hand over her mouth. Paul laughs. 
 
    ‘What did you do?’ Ted asks, smiling. 
 
    ‘We, uh, we got on a lucky streak,’ Paul says, glancing at Keira. ‘And she got a little excited.’ 
 
    ‘I started jerking him off under the poker table!’ Keira says, her face a mixture of pride and embarrassment. 
 
    Jessie laughs, a shrill, excited sound. 
 
    ‘You bad girl!’ she says. 
 
    ‘I don’t know what happened!’ Keira says. ‘I just… got so excited. He was winning and there were all these chips on our side and I just… yeah, slipped my hand in his pants and started jerking him off.’ 
 
    ‘The dealer thought we were cheating,’ Paul says, ‘and we got asked to leave.’ 
 
    ‘With your hand down his pants?’ Emily asks, laughing into her wine glass. 
 
    ‘Well, no,’ Keira says. ‘But when we stood up, it was pretty obvious what we were doing. He walked through the casino with a pile of chips in his arm and his cock bulging out and his zipper open.’ 
 
    ‘I felt like a king,’ Paul says. 
 
    Ted and Jessie laugh wildly. Emily giggles again, wiping her chin on the back of her hand. I fight the surge of arousal deep inside, once again feeling the confines of the cage pressing into my soft skin. 
 
    ‘We cashed out and ended up fucking on the beach near the casino,’ Keira says. ‘We couldn’t make it back to the hotel. It was dark and there weren’t many people around, and we managed to find a spot hidden in the shadows.’ 
 
    ‘I’m pretty sure a few people got a beautiful view,’ Paul says. 
 
    ‘That was only our second night there!’ Keira says. 
 
    Ted leans across the table and high-fives Paul. 
 
    ‘You dirty bitch!’ Jessie says laughing, tapping Keira playfully on the arm. 
 
    ‘That’s not the worst of it,’ Keira says. She stands up, showing off her pretty little skirt. ‘Remember when I said I almost burned my butt?’ 
 
    She turns around, slips her thumbs inside the waistband of her skirt and slow pulls it down. My heart races in my chest as she slowly reveals more and more of her firm, pert ass. She wears a white thong, the material framing her ass cheeks to perfection. The cheeks themselves are still slightly red, the skin made crisp under the sun. 
 
    My cock leaps against the cage like a wild animal now, pounding the bars, screaming for freedom. I clench my fists under the table, pressing my nails into my palms so hard I’m worried I might draw blood. This is insane. This can’t be happening. I look away from Keira’s delicious ass. Emily notices. Her lips purse in a way that tells me I will be sorry for checking out her friend’s ass later. If the other had any idea how painful this all is for me… 
 
    ‘Ooh,’ says Jessie, ‘that looks painful.’ 
 
    ‘It’s okay now,’ Keira says, softly moving her hips from side to side, making sure that everyone can see her tanned cheeks, ‘but it was really painful the first couple of weeks. Paul had to apply tons of moisturiser for me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure that was a big hassle for you,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘The things I do for love,’ Paul says. 
 
    Keira pulls her skirt back up and sits down again. 
 
    ‘Are you okay?’ she says, looking at me. ‘You’ve gone quiet.’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘Just wondering if you used the right factor sun screen.’ 
 
    The conversation moves on for Keira’s ass, for which I am grateful. I get my breath back under control, feeling my cock subside inside its cage, the wild animal sedated once more. 
 
    The wine flows as smoothly as the conversation. A third bottle is soon emptied and we move to the living room to make ourselves more comfortable. It’s a wide open, tastefully decorated space, clearly designed by Jessie. There are two huge couches and a single chair forming a loose semicircle on one side of the room, facing a large entertainment unit that currently has its doors closed. There’s a coffee table in the middle of the space, accessible by everyone on the couches. 
 
    As we file into the room, Jessie indicates for me to take the chair. I do so, and sink into the comfortable cushion. 
 
    ‘That’s Ted’s chair,’ Jessie says, sitting down near me on the corner of the sofa. 
 
    ‘He can sit in it,’ Ted says. ‘It’s a good chair, right?’ 
 
    I nod and make some appreciative noises. It feels like a regular chair, I’m not sure what’s so special about it. 
 
    The others come into the room as well. Keira sits down next to Jessie on the couch. Ted, Emily and Paul take the couch opposite me, with Emily in the middle of them. As they sit down, I get a flash of Emily’s inner thighs under the dress. It hits me like a punch in the stomach – that’s the most intimate view of my wife I’ve enjoyed in months. The only other times I get to see her body is after her lover leaves and she walks across the hallway to the shower – I sometimes glimpse her back or her legs, slick with sweat. 
 
    Emily’s eyes flash. She has seen me looking. I swallow hard. I will pay for that later, I have no doubt. She won’t show me any mercy or forgiveness because tonight is a special occasion. She shifts in her seat, parting her legs a little wider. From my position on the other side of the room, I am the only one who can see. It’s a private show, just for me, and I’m not sure if I’m supposed to look. I cast my eyes anywhere else around the room, studying the entertainment unit, looking at the photos of Jessie and Ted on the walls, watching the others in the room. But it’s no good. My eyes are drawn back to Emily’s parted legs, the need to look as inescapable as destiny itself. She knows I can see. She wants me to see. She wants to torture me from across the room, in front of our friends, knowing that I can’t do or say anything about it. The more I try to resist, the harder it becomes to look away. I haven’t been given the opportunity to gaze upon my wife’s sex in so long, all I have to do is look… 
 
    Emily lifts one knee slightly, raising her foot up on her toes. The bottom of her dress lifts, and I can see everything. Emily is not wearing any panties tonight. I can see everything. All of her is on display for me. Her smooth inner thighs. Her shaved cleft. Her pink lips, starting to flower open in arousal. The curve of her ass. I rub one hand over my face and grip my knee with the other, trying to keep myself under control. Nobody else can see what I can see. Nobody else knows that my wife is spreading her legs for me – for the first time in almost a year – and there is not a damned thing I can do about it. The metal bars on my cage grow ever tighter, causing me discomfort, rubbing painfully against my penis. Even after all these months in chastity, I still can’t control my arousal. 
 
    The others continue talking, but I can’t focus. I can’t hear them. My whole world is on the other side of the room, concealed beneath a tight dress. The more I watch, the more she seems to enjoy it. She knows I can’t do anything about it. She engages in conversation, laughing and drinking wine. The rest of the room is white noise to me. All I can see are her pink lips, slowly becoming fatter, redder, wetter. I wouldn’t dare to suggest that she is getting turned on by exposing herself to me. Far more likely that she’s getting turned on knowing how much this is driving me crazy. A real man would storm across the room, throw her down and have his way with her. A real man would pin her to the couch and force her to come, over and over again, while he fucked her. A real man wouldn’t be wearing a cage on his genitals. 
 
    I am not a real man. I cannot do any of those things. I am the kind of man who would crawl naked over broken glass to beg his wife’s permission to lick her feet. That is who I am. My whole life, I thought I was a gentle lover, a caring lover, a generous lover. Emily has made me open my eyes and see what I truly am. A cuckold. A caged, useless, snivelling excuse for a husband. All I can do now I is silently watch from across the room, trying to control my breathing. 
 
    ‘Jason? Are you there?’ Keira’s voice cuts through the white noise of the room, bringing me crashing back to reality. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Looks like you spaced out for a bit there,’ Jessie says, laughing at me. She pours some more wine into her glass. This looks like a fresh bottle. It must be the fourth we’ve shared between us, maybe more, I haven’t been paying attention. 
 
    ‘Something on your mind, baby?’ Emily says from across the room, that wicked smile pulling at the corners of her lips. She rocks her knees from side to side, allowing flashes of her sweet honey pot to flicker across to me. I swallow hard. 
 
    ‘No, no,’ I say, forcing a smile as I turn my eyes away from Emily to the others. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ Ted says shooting me a little wink. ‘It’s a special occasion, I know what I’d have on my mind.’ 
 
    ‘Same thing you always have on your mind, you filthy man!’ Jessie says, erupting into gales of drunken laughter. 
 
    Ted raises his hands in a protestation of innocence. 
 
    ‘You men are all the same,’ Emily says. I notice that she places her hand on Paul’s leg as she speaks. I get a little spasm of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. ‘Always thinking with your cock.’ 
 
    ‘Not me!’ Paul says. ‘I also think with my tongue.’ 
 
    ‘If only you used it once in a while,’ Keira says, laughing. 
 
    Everyone laughs. I force myself to look at Paul, at Ted, at Keira and Jessie, anywhere but my wife’s open legs. It’s driving me crazy. My penis is desperate to grow and harden, but the cruel cage bites down, preventing it from moving. The sensation is exquisite – simultaneously painful, humiliating, and exciting. 
 
    ‘It’s weird how relationships change, isn’t it?’ Ted says. He puts his empty wine glass on the coffee table. ‘Like, we don’t notice it, but they do. Slowly, over time, couples evolve and adapt together.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know about that,’ Emily says, smiling at me, ‘we’re the same people we were when we met. Just more experienced.’ She drains her wine glass and slouches into the couch a little more, subtly raising her hips, allowing me to see even more of her hot, pink sex. I start to tell myself that this will end well for me. She wouldn’t be showing me so much if she didn’t mean to do something about it, right? She wouldn’t be playing such an erotic, tense game around our friends if there was no possibility of pleasure for her, right? 
 
    ‘That’s what I mean,’ Ted says. ‘We grow together and change each other, you know what I mean?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know about that,’ Keira says. ‘The first holiday Paul and I went on, we ended up fucking in the hotel room for most of it…’ 
 
    ‘But you wouldn’t have jerked him off in the casino, right?’ Ted says. Keira doesn’t answer. ‘Exactly. Like, at the start, a relationship is something sweet and innocent, but after a few years…’ 
 
    ‘Are you saying I’m not sweet and innocent, hubby?’ Jessie says, laughing. 
 
    ‘You are far from it, my love,’ Ted says. ‘But seriously, how would describe our relationship?’ 
 
    Jessie thinks for a moment. I can see the wine affecting her. On the other side of the room, Emily puts her wine glass on the coffee table and puts her hand on Ted’s thigh. Paul still hasn’t moved her hand from his leg. Jealousy burns deep inside me. 
 
    ‘I guess I would say…’ Jessie says, ‘…I guess we’re confident? Like, that’s how I would describe us.’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ says Ted, ‘but we weren’t at the start, right? You were really shy when we first got together, took me ages to convince you to dress sexy.’ 
 
    Jessie brushes a lock of hair behind her ear. 
 
    ‘What about you?’ Ted says, looking between Keira and Paul. ‘How would you describe your relationship?’ 
 
    ‘Uh…’ says Keira. ‘Fun, maybe?’ 
 
    ‘Uninhibited,’ Paul says. ‘Unrestrained.’ 
 
    Keira giggles. 
 
    ‘Damn,’ says Jessie, ‘I should have said that.’ 
 
    ‘And you?’ Ted says, turning to Emily. 
 
    ‘Hmm,’ Emily says. She runs her hands up and down the men’s legs while she thinks. ‘That’s a good question. How would you describe our relationship, Jason?’ 
 
    All eyes turn to me, faces expectant, waiting for an answer. Emily uses the moment to flash me a glimpse of her cleft once more. I feel a knot of tension in my stomach. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure,’ I say. ‘Maybe, relaxed?’ 
 
    ‘Relaxed?’ Emily says, in a slightly mocking tone. ‘You think we’re relaxed?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, a little unsure, catching looks from Keira and Jessie. ‘I think we’re relaxed. Like, we’re chilled. We’re cool. We don’t stress, we don’t force anything.’ 
 
    Emily laughs. Not a loud, drunken laugh – the other kind of laugh. The cruel, mocking, taunting laugh. The one she only ever uses behind closed doors. She has never laughed like this in front of her friends. It’s the laugh she uses when addressing a cuckold, not her husband. I feel that knot tightening in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    ‘No, we don’t force anything,’ she says. ‘Actually, you never force anything. You’re a good boy, aren’t you, Jason?’ 
 
    ‘I think I’m a good husband,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You’re a good boy,’ she says. I glance around the room. All eyes are on me. If people are confused by her tone, by the way she’s talking to me, they aren’t showing it. ‘You always do what I tell you, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘A good marriage is where the husband listens to his wife,’ I say, the words feeling weak and pathetic even as they leave my mouth. 
 
    ‘You always do what I tell you,’ Emily says again. ‘In fact, I chose your outfit tonight, didn’t I, Jason? Why don’t you stand up and show everyone what you’re wearing?’ 
 
    I swallow hard. Why is she doing this? Humiliating me at home, in private, is quiet one thing. Doing it in front of our friends is something totally different. I’ll never be able to look them in the eye after this. 
 
    I do as Emily tells me, even though I’m more nervous than I’ve ever been. I stand up out of the chair and lift my arms. I turn on the spot. Everyone can see my dress shirt, tie, and black pants. 
 
    ‘There you go,’ I say. ‘She chose a good outfit, right?’ 
 
    ‘That’s not what I fucking meant,’ Emily says. ‘Take your clothes off.’ 
 
    Keira and Jessie laugh. More a cackle than a laugh, a cold, cruel, shrill laugh of excitement. 
 
    I glance over at Ted and Paul. They watch me closely, not saying anything, just observing my humiliation. 
 
    ‘Emily,’ I say, ‘please…’ 
 
    ‘What are you afraid of, Jason?’ she says, her eyes burning into mine. That cruel smile is all over her lips now. She parts her legs even wider and now I can see clearly how excited she is by all this. Her thick pink lips glisten under her dress, her sex inflamed by the act of humiliating me. 
 
    ‘I’m not taking my clothes off in Jessie’s living room,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You wouldn’t be the first,’ Ted says, with a chuckle. 
 
    ‘Yes, you will,’ Emily says. ‘If you know what’s good for you.’ 
 
    Her hand raises from Paul’s leg, goes to the chain at her neck. The message is unmistakable. If I ever want to be let out of the cage again, I must do this. 
 
    I take a long breath. My fingers start working on the knot of my tie. Shame burns my cheeks, stinging as though I’ve just been slapped. Keira and Jessie laugh and cheer and clap as I remove the tie. Ted and Paul watch me, laughing amongst themselves. Emily’s cruel smile gets even wider. 
 
    I throw the tie into the chair behind me. Jessie’s shrill laugh gets louder as I start to unbutton the shirt. I look down at the floor. Can’t bare to have their eyes on me. Why is she doing this to me? This is more than just cuckolding, more than just humiliation. This is total subordination. I didn’t want our friends to know about this. They’ll never look at me the same way again. 
 
    The shirt falls open, revealing my body. As Emily requested all those months ago, I am lean and muscular, with firm pecs and hard abs. Jessie and Keira whoop and cheer as I take the shirt off and show them all my torso. I hold my arms out to them, trying to look happy, trying to look as though I want them to see me. 
 
    ‘And the rest,’ Emily says. I stare at her, tears of shame pricking the corners of my eyes. Emily raises an eyebrow and touches the chain again. 
 
    I slowly undo the zipper while Keira and Jessie chant in time, off, off, off. Ted and Paul watch me closely, grinning. 
 
    I take hold of the button, the one thing keeping my pants up. I look at Emily one more time. She nods, excitement flashing in her eyes. Then I drop my pants. 
 
    My legs are just as muscular as my upper body. I have a fantastic figure, one that most men would kill to have. But that’s not what their eyes are fixed on. The eyes of my four closest friends are all drawn to my groin. Underneath my clothes, all night, I have been wearing a pair of lacy red panties. Emily’s panties. 
 
    Everyone laughs as I stand there, burning with humiliation, showing them all my firm body and women’s underwear. 
 
    ‘You’re a good boy, aren’t you?’ Emily says, after the laugher dies down. ‘Tell them why I made you wear panties tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Because you told me to,’ I say, looking at the floor. 
 
    ‘Because I told you to,’ she says. ‘You always do what I tell you to do. But here’s my question for the room… if he’s wearing my panties… what am I wearing?’ 
 
    My eyes bulge. My heart skips a beat. My cheeks grow even redder. 
 
    ‘Babe, please…’ I say. 
 
    ‘Silence,’ she says. Then she lifts her legs and places them on the sofa, on either side of the men next to her, spreading herself wide, mocking me, taunting me, showing me what I will never have, never possess, ever again. Now I’m not the only one who can see her wet and ready sex. 
 
    ‘You’re wearing nothing?’ Keira says, laughing. 
 
    ‘You dirty slut!’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘I am a dirty slut,’ Emily says, agreeing. ‘Everyone says I’m a dirty slut. Everyone, that is, except you, Jason. What do you call me?’ 
 
    I mumble a reply, trying not to look across at the wet, pink skin between her thighs. 
 
    ‘Say it again,’ she says, ‘louder.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Louder.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress!’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she says, looking at the others with a smirk. ‘You call me mistress. So, if you call me mistress, Jason, who is it that calls me a dirty slut?’ 
 
    ‘The others.’ 
 
    ‘What others?’ 
 
    ‘The other men.’ 
 
    ‘Tell our friends about them.’ 
 
    I wince. This is too painful. Too cruel. Even for her. 
 
    ‘I allow my wife to… to take other men into our bed. She sleeps with whoever she wants.’ 
 
    The girls’ faces light up with excitement. I see Paul and Ted exchange a look. Their hands are on my wife’s legs now, gently stroking her smooth skin. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ Emily says. ‘Jason here is pathetic in bed. I mean pathetic. Two thrusts and then asleep. Tiny cock. Barely feel it inside me. So, I have to take my satisfaction from other men.’ 
 
    Keira and Jessie look shocked, but there is a twinkle in their eyes. 
 
    ‘Can I get dressed now?’ I ask. 
 
    ‘No, Jason,’ Emily says. ‘You didn’t ask correctly.’ 
 
    ‘Can I get dressed now… mistress?’ I don’t know if my face can get any redder than it is right now. Ted and Paul, my closest friends, are looking at me with mocking faces. 
 
    ‘No,’ says Emily. You look so pretty in my panties, baby, you know that?’ 
 
    I look down at the floor. 
 
    ‘You didn’t answer Ted’s question,’ Emily says. ‘How would you describe our relationship, Jason?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth, Shame and humiliation burns through me. I wish I didn’t enjoy it so much. The cage is agonising on my penis right now. 
 
    ‘Cuckold,’ I say, the word tasting foul in my mouth for the first time in our marriage. 
 
    ‘Cuckold,’ Emily says, her expression one of absolute triumph, as though she has broken me at long last. Something feels different now, there’s a tension in the air I can’t quite describe. 
 
    ‘Let me see if I understand this,’ Jessie says, looking right at me. ‘You let other men fuck your wife? Do you, like, watch? Join in?’ 
 
    I screw my eyes shut, hoping they won’t still be here when I open them again. It doesn’t work. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I don’t watch or join in. I’m not allowed.’ 
 
    ‘He used to,’ Emily says, laughing. ‘He used to try and join in, but I wouldn’t let him. Why spoil an enjoyable time with his pathetic cock?’ She laughs again. ‘Then I stopped letting him watch me fuck my lovers because seeing his face at the end of the bed made them go soft.’ 
 
    Keira laughs, watching me. I fix my gaze on the floor. 
 
    ‘So, he begged me,’ Emily says. ‘He begged me to tell him all the filthy details of my fun so he could jerk off. Can you imagine? My cuckie, jerking his little cock while I tell him how much bigger my lover was? Then I got bored of telling him all the details, so I banned him from enjoying my sex life.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t get any of this?’ Paul says. He slides Emily’s dress back up her leg, exposing more and more of her legs. ‘Your wife has this beautiful pussy and you don’t get any of it?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Emily says. ‘He’s not allowed to enjoy any of this. Are you, cuckie?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘Glad my husband’s not like that,’ Jessie says. ‘He’d never let anyone else fuck me.’ 
 
    ‘Cuckie isn’t allowed any satisfaction unless I expressly permit it,’ Emily says. ‘He has to let me enjoy my lovers for as long as I want. Sometimes I make him wait in the car outside so I can fuck him some more. One time I made him sleep in the car so I could wake up next to a real man for once.’ 
 
    Ted shakes his head, disappointed in me. 
 
    ‘So now cuckie is only allowed to come when I let him,’ Emily says. ‘Why don’t you take those panties off and show everyone my little gift to you?’ 
 
    I look at her, tears in my eyes. I can’t get any more pathetic than this moment, standing in front of my best friends in my wife’s underwear, while she mocks me. 
 
    ‘Please, Emily,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Mistress!’ she says, a flash of anger in her voice. 
 
    ‘Please, mistress,’ I say. ‘Please don’t…’ 
 
    ‘Take. Your. Fucking. Panties. Off. Now. Cuck.’ She spits out each word through gritted teeth. 
 
    I grip the waistband of her lacy panties in my hands and slowly push them down my legs. There is a gasp from the room when the panties hit the floor and I stand there in nothing but my tiny metal cage. 
 
    Then Jessie and Keira burst into wild laughter, pointing and laughing at me. Emily sits forward now, closing her legs, shaking her head in disappointment with me. Ted and Paul sigh, exchanging a look with one another. 
 
    Finally, the girls get themselves back under control. 
 
    ‘Can I touch it?’ Keira asks. Emily nods. Keira puts down her wine glass and walks over to me. I try to cover myself with my hands but Keira pulls them away. I can’t hide my shame. She runs her fingers over the cage. I can feel her skin between the bars, as she touches my penis. 
 
    I look up at Emily and see her hands massaging Ted and Paul’s inner thighs. She looks at me with that cruel smile again. Jealousy punches me in the gut, but I take it like a good cuckold. 
 
    ‘It’s so… small,’ Keira says. She sounds like a kid seeing snow for the first time, excited and surprised by something she has never, ever experienced or even imagined. ‘Do you even feel that when he’s inside you?’ 
 
    ‘Ha!’ Emily says with a dismissive laugh. ‘Of course I don’t. Even before I started fucking seriously big cocks, I hardly noticed when he was inside me. Now he has no fucking hope – I’ve been stretched out so much his tiny cock won’t even know it’s inside me.’ 
 
    ‘How does he get out?’ Jessie says. ‘I mean, assuming you let him out at all…’ 
 
    Emily lifts the chain from her breast. The key flashes in the light. Everyone stares at it. 
 
    ‘Can I see it?’ Jessie says. Emily lifts it from her neck and throws it across the room. My heart jumps in my chest as my eyes follow the key flying through the air. Jessie catches it, holds it up, examining it like an archaeologist with a new discovery. 
 
    She holds the key out, touches it to the cage. Then she looks up at me. 
 
    ‘You really think I’m gonna let you out of there?’ she says. Then she laughs wildly and waves the key in front of my face as Keira flicks the cage with one long, manicured nail. 
 
    ‘See, cuckie?’ Emily says, still running her hands over the inner thighs of the men on either side of her. ‘You’re not a real man. Not one little bit. Ted, baby, why don’t you show my cuckold husband what a real man looks like?’ 
 
    Ted unzips his pants. Without getting out of the sofa, he slides his pants and his underwear down to his ankles. His big, hard, throbbing cock stands up, tall and proud, like a sculpture to the art of masculinity itself. 
 
    ‘And you, Paul?’ Emily says. 
 
    Paul removes his pants and underwear, too. His cock isn’t quite as big as Ted’s, but it’s thicker. Both men look at me with disappointment in their eyes. Emily’s fingers slowly wrap around each man’s shaft. She has hunger in her eyes. I haven’t seen that look in so long. But she isn’t hungry for me or my pleasure. 
 
    ‘My husband,’ she says, ‘my husband begs me for release. He begs me to let him come. He begs me to tell him how my lovers fuck me. And he begs me to sleep in the same bed as him sometimes.’ 
 
    Jessie and Keira giggle, looking at me. I keep looking from the women to the men and back, wondering if the wives are going to stop their husbands from doing this. But Jessie and Keira just smile and laugh. They’re enjoying my humiliation as much as Emily is. 
 
    ‘You see, Jason, that’s why you can’t have me. That’s why you don’t deserve me. Because a real man doesn’t ask. A real man takes. Isn’t that right, Ted?’ 
 
    Ted doesn’t answer. Instead, he looks right at me, a smirk on his face. He reaches up behind Emily’s head and grabs a handful of her hair and pushes her face down into his lap. She opens her mouth and his thick length slides all the way into her mouth, down her throat. She makes little gagging sounds, but he doesn’t let up. He pumps her head up and down on his shaft, holding her hair in his fist as he does. She gags and groans her saliva runs down his shaft in sticky rivers, but she makes no attempt to stop him. 
 
    I’m horrified. My best friend is manhandling my wife. I’ve never seen her get treated so roughly, but she makes noises of delight and arousal in the back of her throat as though this is exactly what she wants. 
 
    Paul reaches to the base of her dress, grabs it in both hands, and tears it along the seam, all the way up Emily’s side, exposing her bare skin to everyone. Jessie and Keira laugh, looking back at me all the time. Keira keeps flicking my cage, as if trying to provoke a sleeping animal that she knows can’t fight back. All I can do is watch. I could pick up my clothes, I could walk out of the room, I could drive home, anything. But I don’t. Partly because my wife wants me to watch this. Partly because I haven’t seen her body in such a long time. Partly because I’m loving it. 
 
    Emily moans deep while Ted keeps pushing her head down over his shaft. He starts thrusting his hips to meet her mouth, driving his length down her throat. I have no idea how she isn’t choking on him. Paul grabs her legs roughly and parts them again, showing us all how wet she is. Then he slips three fingers inside her and starts pumping them back and forth. Emily squeals, the sound obscured by Ted’s hard cock. This isn’t passionate. This isn’t lovemaking. This isn’t even sex. This is pure fucking. 
 
    Finally, Ted pulls Emily’s hair back, letting his length slide out of her mouth, coated in her saliva. She’s gasping for air and her eyes are wild. 
 
    ‘Tell us how much you love it,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘I love it,’ Emily says, still gasping. 
 
    ‘Tell him how much you love it.’ 
 
    ‘I fucking love it,’ Emily says, looking right at me. 
 
    ‘Tell him what a slut you are.’ 
 
    ‘I’m such a dirty fucking slut,’ Emily says, moaning as Paul continues pumping his fingers in and out of her wet sex. ‘I’m such a filthy slut. I’m their dirty, filthy fucking slut. Not yours! I need these hard cocks in me. These big hard fucking cocks. Not your cock. Not your tiny little cock. I need real cocks.’ 
 
    ‘Get up on your knees,’ Ted says. Paul removes his fingers from her. I can see his hand slick and shining. Emily gets onto her knees on the couch, her head in Paul’s lap, ass up towards Ted, her torn dress exposing her body to everyone. Paul puts his wet fingers in her mouth. 
 
    ‘Taste yourself,’ he says. 
 
    Emily moans desperately, loving the way they treat her. I would never treat her like this. I could never treat her like this. My wife sucks her own juices from Paul’s fingers, licking his hand as though desperate for every drop. 
 
    ‘God,’ Jessie says, ‘your wife’s such a slut!’ 
 
    ‘No wonder you can’t satisfy her,’ Keira says, giving my cage another flick. 
 
    Ted gets to his knees behind my wife. Paul grabs a handful of her hair and forces her mouth down over his shaft, pushing it right down her throat. She groans in pleasure. Paul forces her head down as far as it can go, gagging Emily with his thick length. Ted rubs the head of his member up and down her soaking lip for a moment or two, as though preparing her, then he pushes forward. 
 
    Emily groans again, the kind of intense, hungry groan that only a sexually satisfied woman can make. I watch as Ted slowly penetrates her, his large manhood gradually easing inside her. Emily frantically sucks Paul’s length the entire time, moaning over his shaft with pleasure. I watch as Ted’s shaft slides all the way to the base, stretching my wife, filling her more completely than I ever could. Then he starts to thrust and pump, pounding her, not gently or carefully, but fucking my wife like a wild animal. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ says Keira, ‘not even wearing a condom.’ 
 
    ‘Dirty slut,’ says Jessie. 
 
    ‘Can’t believe you’re letting your wife fuck these guys without wearing a condom!’ Keira says. ‘Aren’t you going to stop them?’ 
 
    I glance over at Keira and Jessie. They have dirty smiles and excited eyes – the same expression that Emily has when she belittles me. I can tell they’re enjoying my humiliation, maybe even getting off on it. I shake my head and look at the floor, my face burning. 
 
    ‘Hey!’ Jessie says. ‘Don’t look at the floor, look at your wife!’ 
 
    Keira taps my cage again with the back of her hand, a little harder. The blow jolts my penis and shocks me. I snap to attention again, eyes fixed on my wife as our friends thrust into her willing holes. 
 
    Emily moans like I’ve never heard before as Ted slaps her ass, hard enough to leave a read handprint. Paul vigorously pushes her head up and down on his length, a trail of sticky, sparkling saliva running down his shaft. I can see the concentration on the faces of the men – they’re focusing all their energy on abusing my wife. 
 
    ‘Do you wish you could join in?’ Jessie says. She holds the key up again. 
 
    I nod, trying not to look at her. 
 
    ‘Too bad,’ she says, ‘cuckie.’ 
 
    Ted grabs Emily hips now, pulling her hard against him as he trusts deep inside her. She moans in a frenzy of passion, almost animalistic now. I have never heard her like this. I have never satisfied her like this. I deserve to be in this cage, watching my friends fuck my wife with this level of intense ferocity. 
 
    ‘I wonder how many men she’s fucked since you two married?’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Hundreds, I bet,’ says Keira. ‘A slut like her needs regular cock.’ 
 
    ‘How many days has it been since she got fucked?’ Jessie asks, looking at me. 
 
    ‘Four,’ I say. My face is so red I must look sunburned right now. 
 
    ‘No wonder she’s so desperate,’ Keira says. 
 
    Paul lifts Emily’s head up, away from his cock. Emily still opens and closes her mouth, tongue flicking out, hungry and desperate, like a starving woman denied food. 
 
    ‘I want to fuck her,’ he says. 
 
    Ted slaps Emily’s ass twice more and thrusts deep inside her, as far as he can go. She must feel so full right now. He must be almost twice the size of me. 
 
    ‘Suck my cock,’ Ted says. Emily moans in response and moves on the couch, turning her body around. She lays on her side, legs wide open, allowing me to see her aching sex. Her lips are soaking wet, the deep red entrance wide open, yearning for more. Emily was right. She’ll never feel me again. 
 
    Paul slides down behind her and guides his length towards her. Ted grabs Emily by the throat and forces his length into her mouth. I watch as Paul’s thick shaft slowly stretches my wife. I watch her entrance slowly open for him, gently widening to fit him inside her. There is a strange moment when his thick head is finally engulfed by her sex – a sort of pop, as though her body finally gives out to him – and then Paul begins to fuck my wife hard from behind, pumping quickly. Paul holds her leg open wide, so I can see every detail, every glistening fold, as he fills her over and over. He isn’t gentle or timid, he fucks her hard and fast. I can only watch as his cock enters her again and again. Her body reacts to his thick length, opening around him with every stroke, soaking his shaft with her slick juices. I have never seen her so wet before. I have never seen her so stretched before. She will never feel me again. 
 
    As Paul fucks her hard and aggressively, Ted pulls her head down on his cock over and over. I hear her gag and start to choke. Ted lets her head up so she can breathe for a few seconds, then starts over again, forcing his length into her mouth, as far as it can go. 
 
    Together, the two men abuse my wife, filling her up from both ends, over and over. Emily’s makeup is smudged, her dress torn. She breathes in violent, ragged bursts. 
 
    ‘I hope Ted has some left for me afterwards,’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Real men can fuck whenever they want,’ Keira says, running her hand over my cage once more. This is torture. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck,’ Paul says. ‘I’m going to come. I’m going to come inside you.’ 
 
    Emily moans again as Ted forces his length in and out of her mouth. 
 
    ‘Do it,’ Ted says. ‘Fill her up. Send her home with her husband with your come in her slutty pussy.’ 
 
    Paul pumps her harder and harder, like a man possessed. Emily’s cries grow wilder, muffled by Ted’s shaft in her mouth. 
 
    ‘You fucking love that, don’t you, slut?’ Ted says. 
 
    Emily makes a sound of approval. 
 
    ‘Oh shit!’ Paul says. He thrusts inside her once more, hard and deep, the wet smack of their bodies reverberating in my ears. I watch as his balls twitch, hot come pumping deep inside my wife. Thick white semen leaks out, a trickle running down his shaft. Emily groans loudly, hungrily, loving the feeling being filled out by another man. Paul doesn’t withdraw from her. He gently rocks back and forth, as though trying to drive his come deeper inside Emily. 
 
    Ted grabs her hair and pulls her head back. 
 
    ‘Now my turn,’ Ted says. Emily nods, breathing hard. Ted pumps her mouth hard and faster than ever. I can see her throat swelling and shrinking as his length drives deep into her. Then he grips the back of her head and pulls her right into him, his shaft completely filling her throat, as deep as he can be. He moans. My wife shudders and moans and gags. 
 
    ‘Fuck… yes…’ Ted says. Then I see his muscles contract as his ball squeeze tight and he erupts directly down my wife’s throat. Emily gasps and moans and makes gagging noises, but he keeps her head held tightly in place until he is satisfied. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ Jessie says. ‘That was fucking hot. Glad my husband isn’t a cuckold like you!’ 
 
    ‘I can’t believe you just stood there and watched!’ Keira says. ‘A real fucking man wouldn’t stand for that. No wonder she fucks around on you.’ 
 
    Shame burns my cheeks. I watch as the two men slowly disengage from my wife. Ted lets go of her head. Emily leans back, an expression of otherworldly pleasure on her face. She’s just been choked, gagged, and have a man force his come down her throat and she looks at him with love and respect. She never looks at me like that. 
 
    Paul carefully withdraws from Emily, come trickling out of her as he does. I see her stretched, open entrance clearly now, the hole wide and red, lips wet with passion. 
 
    Emily and Paul sit up slowly. Emily pats their legs, looking exhausted. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ she says. ‘I needed that.’ 
 
    ‘Anytime babe,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘Next time,’ Paul says, ‘I want to fuck your ass.’ 
 
    ‘She doesn’t like anal,’ I say, blurting out. 
 
    There is a shocked silence for a moment. Everyone looks at me. Then Emily smiles, that thin, cruel grin. 
 
    ‘That’s what I told you,’ she says and they all laugh at me. 
 
    I look down at the floor. 
 
    ‘Did you enjoy that?’ Emily asks. ‘Did you like watching me get fucked like that?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she says. ‘And, seeing as it’s a special occasion, maybe we should take the cage off for a minute or two. What do you think?’ 
 
    I look at her. She is sincere. She doesn’t smile cruelly at me. This isn’t a trap. 
 
    ‘Yes please, mistress,’ I say. 
 
    Emily reaches up to her neck. She can’t find the chain. 
 
    ‘I have it,’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Would you mind taking my husband out of his chastity?’ Emily says. ‘I can’t move right now, I’ve been fucked way too good.’ 
 
    Ted puts him arm around Emily. She strokes his wilting cock with love and affection. 
 
    Jessie kneels in front of me and carefully positions the key. She holds the key gently, trying not to touch me. Then she inserts the key and turns it. 
 
    Nothing happens. 
 
    ‘Are you sure that’s the right key?’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ say Emily. ‘I don’t own any other stupid keys on chains like that.’ 
 
    Jessie rattles the key in the lock. My heart is racing as I watch her. She turns the key forward and back a couple of times. 
 
    ‘Do it harder,’ Emily says. ‘Might be stuck, it hasn’t come off in a while.’ 
 
    Jessie keeps working the key. She tries to pull it out but it’s stuck. She turns it again. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    Jessie looks up at me with wide eyes, holding the broken stub of the key in her hand. I stare down at the cage, the lock jammed by the top half of the key. 
 
    ‘Oops,’ she says, her mouth open in surprise. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, whimpering pathetically. My heart breaks. The lock is broken. My swollen penis struggles desperately against the cage, but can’t get free. It may never be free again. 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ Emily says, not sounding concerned in the slightest. ‘I guess we’ll need to get a locksmith.’ 
 
    ‘Not now,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘No, not now,’ Emily agrees. ‘They only come out at night for emergencies.’ 
 
    Emily carefully gets to her feet. She pulls her torn dress into place and runs a hand through her ruined hair. 
 
    ‘Pick up your clothes,’ she says. ‘We need to go home. I’m sure Ted and Paul need to have some alone time with their wives.’ 
 
    I gather my clothes and start to get dressed. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ Emily says. ‘I told you to pick up your clothes. You’re driving home like that. I want all our neighbors to see your little cage too.’ 
 
    I hold my clothes in front of me and walk out to the car. The chilly night air feels good on my burning cheeks. Emily follows me, taking time to thank everyone for their hospitality tonight. She tells them what a wonderful night she’s had and how she hopes we can do it again soon. 
 
    I start the engine as Emily sits next to me. The dress falls open, exposing her breasts. She doesn’t rearrange it. Her makeup is ruined, her hair destroyed. Trails of sweat and saliva cover her body. Her inner thighs are wet from excitement and sex. 
 
    ‘Let’s go home,’ she says. ‘I’m tired.’ 
 
    I start the car and pull away from Jessie’s house. I am silent for the first few minutes, unable to process my thoughts. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ she says, breaking the silence. ‘We’ll fix your little cage at some point. Maybe next week. If you deserve it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not what I’m thinking about,’ I say. ‘You fucked our friends. You told them about – about – us.’ I can’t tell if I’m angry or excited. I really wish I could take this cage off and pull over. That’s what a real man would do. 
 
    ‘Oh relax!’ she says, eyes sparkling with delight. ‘This isn’t the first time they’ve fucked me. It’s just the first time I’ve let you watch.’ 
 
    My mouth opens and closes like a fish on dry land. My brain totally shuts down. I have no idea what to say to that. Emily kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    ‘Besides,’ she says, ‘they’ve known for months about our little arrangement. It was Jessie who suggested I buy the little cage for your cock. We just thought that tonight, because it was a special occasion, we’d put on a show for you. Happy anniversary, baby.’ 
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    ‘He’s going to be here in fifteen minutes,’ Sophia says. ‘You remember the rules, right?’ 
 
    I nod, nervous and excited. I keep glancing out the window, expecting to see his car cruising down the sun-baked street toward the house. I jump every time I hear a car engine. This will be his third visit to our home and I don’t know which one of us is more excited about it. 
 
    ‘You sure?’ Sophia says. ‘You want to repeat them back to me?’ 
 
    ‘Rule one,’ I say, tearing my eyes from the window and looking at my beautiful wife as she stands in front of the mirror, checking herself over. ‘Rule one is that your pleasure is the most important. I can’t come until you decide.’ 
 
    Sophia nods at me. She pouts at her reflection, checking the ruby-red lipstick coating her perfect lips. I feel a twinge of jealousy for the man that will enjoy the feel of those lips on his body. 
 
    ‘Rule two,’ I say, sitting down on the edge of our bed, ‘I have to watch from outside so that everyone can see how pathetic I am. I must stand in the front yard and watch through the window.’ 
 
    Sophia adjusts her breasts, making sure they strain against the low cut of her top. It’s a beautiful blue shirt that hugs her curves perfectly, flaunting her toned and tight figure. 
 
    ‘Rule three is that if anybody asks me what’s happening, I have to answer honestly. I have to look them in the eye and say, I’m watching that man fuck my wife because he does it better than me.’ 
 
    Sophia’s gaze shifts to my face for a second, watching me in the mirror as I sit behind her on the bed. She gently lifts her short skirt up, exposing a glimpse of her blue panties. My throat goes dry for a second. 
 
    ‘R-rule four,’ I say, struggling to keep my mind on track, ‘is that I may not enter the house until he is finished with you. I must be good and watch. And I must not assume that he is finished after he comes the first time. Just because I can’t satisfy you, doesn’t mean he can’t either. And I can’t assume that you’re finished with him. You’re a good little slut.’ 
 
    Sophia raises an eyebrow and clears her throat. 
 
    ‘For him,’ I say, correcting myself. ‘For him, you’re a good little slut. Not for me. For me, you’re a good wife.’ 
 
    Sophia nods and resumes her final preparations. She runs her hands down the front of her shirt, smoothing the fabric. Her dark hair is up in a neat bun. She slips on a pair of thick-framed glasses. She knows I like the quiet, subdued librarian look and she wants to torment me. The outfit and glasses perfectly suit her body. She’s a beautiful, petite woman with a slender frame and soft skin. Her legs look incredible right now and the blue shirt hugs her upper body in just the right way. The skirt is just short enough to tease what might be underneath without revealing the curve of her ass. She wears simple back heels on her feet. She looks incredible right now. my heart swells with love and desire for her, even though I know this is all part of the game – she dresses like this because I like it, but I’m not the one who will get to take it off. 
 
    ‘Last rule?’ she says, adjusting the glasses on her beautiful face. 
 
    ‘Rule five,’ I say, ‘is that I can’t stop anything that happens. He does what he wants to you.’ 
 
    ‘And I will let him,’ she says, almost wistfully, pleased with her look for today. She turns to face me, sliding the glasses down her nose and looking at me over the frame. ‘How do I look?’ 
 
    ‘Amazing,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Would you like to fuck me?’ she says, her tone playful. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, looking her up and down, from her bare feet to her carefully tightened hair. ‘Yes, I really would like to fuck you.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe later,’ she says. ‘After he’s finished with me. I’m not sure if I’ll be able to feel you after he’s had me, though. And I might be too tired, so you might have to jerk off by yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Anything you want,’ I say. ‘But will you wear the glasses again for me?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, suddenly stern. ‘These are for him. All this-’ she gestures down at her body with a hand ‘-all this is for him.’ 
 
    She grabs my hand and lifts it up, standing before me, parting her legs. She places my hand under her skirt, between her thighs. I can feel her excitement through the thin fabric of her underwear. My fingers quiver with excitement. 
 
    ‘This is for him, too,’ she says. ‘I shaved it especially for him. He likes me shaved and clean and wet for him. So, say goodbye to it for now. This doesn’t belong to you anymore.’ 
 
    ‘Goodbye,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Give it a kiss goodbye,’ she says. 
 
    I slip off the bed and fall to my knees before her. She lifts her skirt up again, exposing her panties to me. I lean in and place my lips over her freshly shaven cleft and kiss her deeply. She giggles above me. I can smell the scent of her arousal, feel the heat of her excitement, sense the burning desire in her yearning body. My beautiful wife. All dressed up for another man. 
 
    Sophia checks her watch. 
 
    ‘Ten minutes to go,’ she says, smiling to herself. ‘I want you to go ait outside now.’ 
 
    I stand up and glance out the window once more. 
 
    ‘When he gets here,’ Sophia says with a sparkle in her eyes, ‘I want you to hold the door open for him and shake his hand. Can you do that for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, walking across the bedroom. ‘I can do that.’ 
 
    ‘And when he’s done fucking me, I want you to shake his hand again and thank him for doing such a good job.’ 
 
    ‘What if he does a bad job?’ I say, pausing at the door. 
 
    Sophia cocks an eyebrow. 
 
    ‘He’s not you,’ she says. ‘He doesn’t know how to do a bad job.’ 
 
    I jog downstairs and walk out through the front door. The sun is pretty hot today, but I can see some clouds coming in fast. Hopefully it won’t be too hot. Last time the guy came over; I had to bring a bottle of water because the heat was so intense. I watched from the front yard as he trailed ice cubes across my wife’s body. I saw her squeal with delight as he teased her body. I watched through the window as my wife begged him to fuck her. She’s never begged me to fuck her before, and she probably never will. Her lover is for more skilful than I am, what use could she possibly have for me? 
 
    I shade my face and look around. The neighborhood is quiet today. That’s good. As excited as I am about being made a cuckold by my wife, I don’t actually want the neighbors to know about our arrangement. Our rules are more guidelines than laws. But the thought of other people knowing about our lifestyle turns her on. She gets off on my subjugation. I get off on it, too. 
 
    I stand in front of the living room window and peer in. Sophia has already set the room up, ready for use. The camp bed is unfolded in the centre of the room and there is a selection of oils and lubricants close by in case he wants to use any of them on her. I must shield my face from the sun’s glare to be able to see it all in proper detail. I hope the clouds provide some cover from the glare so I can watch properly. Frustrating as it is to watch another man fuck your wife, it’s even worse when you can’t see it all clearly. 
 
    I hear a door slam and turn in the direction of the sound. It’s Jackson, the guy who lives across the street from us. My stomach clenches just looking at him. He reminds me of all those bullies in high school. Jackson is almost as wide as his front door, packed solid with muscle. He wouldn’t look out of place in a cage fight. Hell, he’d probably win the championship. 
 
    Jackson knows he looks good and loves to show off his body, often walking by his windows without a shirt on. Sometimes he even does a workout on the front lawn so everyone can see how perfectly sculpted he is. I think he gets off on all the attention. Right now, he’s wearing a sleeveless vest top that looks to be at least one size too small. It stretches across his torso, clinging to his muscular frame. His skin is tanned, but I can never tell if it’s from the sun or from a bottle. His thick arms glisten in the sunlight. He’s probably already done a workout at home. Now it looks like he’s leaving to head to head to the gym. He carries a bulging gym bag in one hand as he heads for this sports car on the drive.  
 
    I watch as he unlocks the door, throws his bag on the passenger seat and shuts the door again. He pauses and nods at me, raising a hand in greeting. I nod back. 
 
    ‘Mornin neighbor,’ he says, calling across the road. ‘Beautiful day, ain’t it?’ 
 
    ‘It is,’ I say glancing up at the sky. It’s as blue as Sophia’s tight shirt, though there are some clouds far to the south that look to be coming this way. 
 
    ‘What you doin?’ he says. ‘Gardenin?’ 
 
    I glance down at myself. I’m standing out on the front lawn, barefoot, wearing my slacks. I probably look kind of weird right now. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Gonna do some gardening.’ 
 
    ‘If you need any help,’ Jackson says, ‘you know, liftin stuff, the heavy work, you know where to find me!’ 
 
    He flexes an arm, as though I need proof how strong he is. A muscle the size of my head bulges on his bicep. 
 
    ‘Good to know,’ I say, wishing he will get in the car and go away. 
 
    He doesn’t. To my horror, he starts walking towards me. I glance back through the window, into the front room. Sophia isn’t there yet. She must still be in the bedroom, getting herself ready. 
 
    Jackson crosses the street. He walks across my yard and stands next to me. 
 
    ‘You know,’ he says, ‘I’ve started a business as a trainer.’ 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say, forcing myself to concentrate on him. 
 
    ‘A trainer,’ he says. ‘Like a personal trainer. I go down the gym, help people work out, develop, and get bigger. Like me.’ 
 
    ‘That’s… that’s good,’ I say, wondering why the hell this guy won’t get in the car and go away. Sophia will be downstairs any second. Her lover will turn up any second. 
 
    ‘So, if you ever want to get in shape,’ he says, poking my soft stomach with a finger thicker than a slab of beef, ‘I’d be happy to train you. I’ll even do you a discount, because we’re friends and all.’ He smiles at me, his perfectly white teeth standing out against his tanned face. 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ I say. ‘I’ll definitely think about it.’ 
 
    ‘Here, lemme give ya a card.’ 
 
    He reaches into his back pocket a takes out a small white rectangle of card. He hands it to me. It’s a professionally printed business card, with his name and number embossed on one side. 
 
    ‘Turn it over,’ he says. 
 
    I turn the card over. On the back is a picture of Jackson, shirtless, every muscle individually embossed like the letters on the front. 
 
    ‘That’s great,’ I say, forcing a smile. 
 
    ‘Ain’t it just?’ he says, slapping me on the back with one massive hand. I almost stumble forwards. ‘Say… no Sophia today?’ 
 
    There it is. The real reason he’s standing here next to me. That’s the other reason I don’t like him, aside from his irritating physical perfection. I see the way he looks at my wife. I see the hunger in his eyes. I know he sometimes shakes his head in disbelief at our marriage. And I also know that Sophia often blushes and tucks a strand of hair behind her ear when he talks to her. She likes him. She denies it, but she likes him. Yeah, maybe I am a jealous husband, but I think in this case I have a right to be jealous. This man is everything I am not. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I think she’s upstairs. Probably getting ready. You know, to help me with the garden.’ 
 
    ‘Shame I missed her,’ he says. ‘I guess I’d better be goin, got a client waitin at the gym. See you later, yeah?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. 
 
    He slaps me on the shoulder again and walks back across the road. He raises a hand at me again as he gets into the driver’s seat and hits the gas. His tires squeal as the car jolts forward and he accelerates down the street. After a few seconds, he is gone from sight. A few seconds after that and the sound of his roaring engine fades away, leaving the neighborhood silent once more. 
 
    I squeeze the business card into a ball and toss it aside. I look back through the window to see Sophia entering. Her make up is finished and perfect, hair perfectly restrained in a bun. She smiles at me as I look her up and down, mouth open. How the hell did I get so lucky? 
 
    Sophia stands next to the camp bed and smiles at me. As I watch, she raises her hands – freshly painted nails catching the light – and squeezes her breasts gently. The message is obvious. I can look, but I can’t touch. Holy shit, I wish I could touch! 
 
    She stops touching herself and sits down on the camp bed, a smile on her lips and excitement in her eyes. I can see her chest rising and falling. She’s breathing hard. The anticipation is killing both of us. I wonder who is more excited about this; me, the man who gets to watch; or her, the married woman who gets to take a lover? 
 
    A few slow, quiet minutes drag past. Then I hear it on the air. The sound of a car coming this way. My heart skips a beat. Then the car comes into view. A small black car, driven by a familiar-looking man. The car slows, turns into the drive, and stops. The engine cuts out and the driver climbs from the seat. He waves at me. 
 
    Ethan is here. 
 
    My wife’s lover has arrived. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    First, I do exactly as Sophia asked. I extend my hand as he walks across the yard. 
 
    ‘Good to see you again, Ethan,’ I say. 
 
    ‘No worries,’ he says. He shakes my hand like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    ‘Good drive?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Not bad,’ he says. ‘Traffic was kinda heavy getting off the freeway, hope I’m not late? It’s rude to keep a lady waiting.’ 
 
    I laugh and shake my head. Ethan is a good guy. Funny, effortlessly comfortable, and very generous in the bedroom. He understands the arrangement Sophia and I have and is happy to visit us every two weeks to satisfy her needs. He’s a good-looking black guy, maybe a couple of years younger than me, with a charming smile and thick, dark hair cut close to his scalp. He’s in good shape – not so big and muscular as Jackson, but much more toned than I am. 
 
    I walk in front of him and hold the door open, like Sophia asked. Ethan smiles at me and walks into my home. He turns into the living room and stops when he sees my wife. 
 
    ‘Hello again,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Hi,’ Sophia says, a smile spreading across her face. She looks at me behind him and nods. I pull the door almost closed, leaving it ajar so I can hear them, and return to my place at the window. Their voices are muted, but I can see the scene playing out in front of me, like watching a TV with the volume down low. The clouds are starting to move across the sun now, blocking some of the glare. I can see everything perfectly. Ethan checks out my wife’s outfit, a smile on her face. She twirls for him. 
 
    ‘How have you been?’ Ethan says, hugging my wife to his chest. Her petite frame is almost swallowed up by his large figure. 
 
    Her reply is muffled by his chest. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ he says. 
 
    Her hands begin to slowly move around his body, sliding down his back to his belt. I watch as her delicate fingers follow the belt around to the front. 
 
    ‘Eager?’ he says. 
 
    She giggles. 
 
    I watch my wife slowly unbuckle Ethan’s pants. She pulls down his zipper and pops the button. His pants fall to the floor. She kisses him passionately, Ethan’s hands roaming around her body. He caresses her tender ass, giving the firm curve a playful squeeze as he does, while my wife intertwines her fingers behind his head, holding him in place, keeping his lips pressed against hers. I can’t hear this, so I imagine the sound of their kiss. But I can see their tongues softly caressing one another in their passionate embrace. 
 
    Finally, Sophia releases him, breathing hard. She is smiling, her beautiful face lighting up the entire world. She glances at me, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. She leans towards Ethan, standing on her toes, and whispers something into his ear. He nods and bends down to retrieve something from under the camp bed. He stands up holding something metallic. It glints as the light catches it. He walks over to me at the window. I can see the object in his hand more clearly. A pair of handcuffs. He opens the two front windows. 
 
    ‘My lover,’ he says, nodding back to Sophia, ‘requests that you wear these today.’ 
 
    I hold out my hand to take the cuffs. 
 
    ‘No,’ Ethan says. ‘Put your hands through the window.’ 
 
    I hold out my hands to him. He snaps a cuff on one wrist. 
 
    ‘Put your other hand around the window frame,’ he says. 
 
    I suddenly realize what Sophia wants. I put my other hand through the second open window. Ethan snaps the cuff around my other wrist. I am now handcuffed to the window frame, unable to move. Sophia’s eyes sparkle, her chest heaving with excitement, a naughty smile on her beautiful lips. I feel excitement spreading through my body, my manhood beginning to stiffen and grow at the idea of what my wife has planned for today. She wants me to be utterly helpless while she fucks Ethan. I like the idea, too. Makes me feel like I’m being forced to watch against my will, like Ethan has broken into our house and I’m helpless as he ravages my wife. Maybe I’ll suggest the idea to Sophia tonight. She likes a little spicy roleplay. 
 
    Sophia blows me a kiss as Ethan returns to his position at her side, kicking off his pants as he goes. She pulls him into her again for another long kiss, crushing her body against his as though trying to fuse them together as one. Her attention is now totally focussed on him. While the show is for my benefit, my wife won’t spare me another thought until she is satisfied. 
 
    Her hands slip inside his shirt, sliding the fabric up his body, exposing Ethan’s firm torso. He lifts his arms up and she removes the shirt, tossing it away. Ethan is now in my living room in his underwear. I can see his member growing stiff and firm in his shorts. 
 
    Sophia kisses his chest, trailing her fingers across his rich, dark skin, slowly sinking to her knees before him, like a priestess worshipping at an altar, her pale skin perfectly contrasting on his dark torso. She smiles up at him as her fingers gently snake over the waistband of his shorts. A grin spreads over his face, reacting to the excitement in her eyes. 
 
    My wife gently peels his shorts down, exposing his naked body. Ethan’s manhood springs free from his confines, half-erect, but already thicker than my own length. Sophia loves to remind me how much Ethan stretches her entrance when we make love after he leaves. Ethan’s member stirs as I watch, as though waking from a long sleep, stretching towards Sophia’s face. Sophia lets his shorts fall to the floor, her eyes fixed on the thick, black prize before her. She gently grips it by the base, still smiling like a kid at Christmas, and flicks her tongue across his deep purple head, teasing him. His body responds, and his half-erect manhood begins to grow larger and stiffer in her hand. Sophia plants a kiss on his shaft, a soft, loving kiss, and starts to stroke his manhood. Ethan sighs and closes his eyes as my wife begins to pleasure him. 
 
    It’s a strange thing, being a cuckold to your wife. There are plenty of conflicting emotions you experience when you watch your wife give herself to another. Firstly, there’s the jealousy. You are watching another man become intimate with your wife. It’s natural to feel jealousy, even betrayal, but you must keep in mind that this is about her not you. Anybody who can’t handle that fact shouldn’t even consider this lifestyle. Secondly, there is the feeling of inadequacy. Some guys get into this because they like watching their wives have sex. Other get into this because they like watching their wives have better sex. I can’t deny that Ethan is a far superior lover than I am. He is better endowed, he lasts longer, he brings my wife to better climaxes than I could even dream about. I am far inferior to him. Part of me likes knowing this. Another part of me hates it. But Sophia only reminds me about my own failings on the days when Ethan visits. Every other day, she is mine and mine alone. It’s like a game we play. But the most important thing I have learned since becoming her cuckold is that the world doesn’t revolve around me. I might be the love of her life, but I am not the centre of her universe. This is an important thing to know, and there are many guys out there who would benefit from learning this. I am the man she chose to marry, nothing more. Our wedding rings might bind us together, but it doesn’t mean that she owes me anything, or that I have any right to her body. It simply means we share our life. And that means we share our bed, too – with others, if necessary. 
 
    The clouds overhead start to obstruct the sun, slowly at first, as little puffy offshoots of white that broke off from the main body pass over the shining surface. It provides some welcome shade. 
 
    Sophia passionately sucks Ethan’s hard member, making the shaft slick and slippery with her tongue. She uses her skilled hands to caress and stroke and tease him the whole time, occasionally letting his length out of her mouth for long enough to flick her tongue across his sensitive balls. I hear Ethan moan and sigh. He talks to Sophia under his breath, giving her encouragement I can’t quite hear from outside. As he talks, she resumes sucking his shaft, now with renewed passion and excitement. I wish I knew what he said to hear. I wish she would take my manhood with as much enthusiasm as she takes his. 
 
    ‘Okay, okay,’ Ethan says. ‘I’m gonna have to stop you, girl, or this’ll be all over real fast.’ 
 
    Sophia lets him slide out of her mouth, flicking her tongue across his head one final time. She giggles up at him, the picture of innocence. Ethan pauses and takes a condom from his pants pocket. Sophia watches him carefully slide the latex sheathe into place with rapt attention, eagerly anticipating what comes next. 
 
    Ethan holds out a hand and helps Sophia to her feet. Now he slips his hands under her shirt and gently removes her clothing. First the shirt, then the skirt. Finally, the underwear. He leaves the glasses on. 
 
    Ethan lies down on the camp bed, his feet towards me. His dark member stands firm and strong, draped across his stomach. He gestures to Sophia. She gets to her feet and straddles him, turning her back to me. I watch as my wife carefully positions herself over her lover’s firm length. Then I grip window frame as I watch her slowly sink down onto his thick shaft. I watch as her tight sex opens to accept him, the muscles easing and loosening to allow him access to her body. She tosses her head back and I hear delirious moan of pleasure as she sinks down, further and further, taking his member deep inside her. My mouth hangs open and I breathe hard, watching my petite wife take his huge length. It must be touching her womb, surely. My slacks tighten and bunch with my arousal. 
 
    Sophia rides her lover. She takes her time, growing accustomed to his size again, allowing herself to enjoy every moment. Ethan is a gentle and patient lover. He puts his hands behind his head at first, letting Sophia take the lead. After a long, slow, passionate build up, he places his hands on her hips and begins to aid her movement, lifting her and pulling her down. Sophia moans long and loud, almost one continuous, breathless stream of erotic pleasure. It’s not long before she reaches her first climax, crying out Ethan’s name as she rises and falls, taking his length deep inside her. I wish I could touch myself as I watch her, but it’s one of the rules. She wants my focus to be on her, not on myself. She’s doing this for me, after all. 
 
    The clouds overhead slowly roll along, eventually covering up the sun, with no break in sight. The sudden cooling is nice. Pleasant, even. Maybe it’ll start to get cold in the next half hour or so, but right now it feels nice. 
 
    Inside the living room, my wife and her lover take their time. They are gentle, considerate, passionate lovers together. My heart aches for her. I wish I was half as good in bed as Ethan is. After a while, they change positions. Sophia lays on the camp bed, her legs open wide, as Ethan mounts her. He pumps her gently, filling her with every stroke. Her cries of delight grow slowly faster and more intense as he increases his pace. After building up his pace, he leans back, gripping her ankles, opening her legs wide, thrusting harder and faster. She climaxes again, screaming his name once more, telling him how good he feels, how deep he is, how much better a lover he is than me. 
 
    Then, finally, he leans down over her, their bodies melding into one form. She wraps her arms and legs around him, holding him tight. He thrusts a few more times, then lets out a deep, guttural moan, a sound of pure masculine pleasure, a sound of dominance. My wife cries out one more time. Then they both lie still, their bodies locked together, his member buried deep inside her. They stay that way for a long time, whispering to one another, words I can’t hear from where I am. 
 
    They take their time uncoupling from one another. Sophia runs gentle, loving hands across Ethan’s body as he carefully withdraws from her. She smiles, contended, as he sits up on the camp bed and removes the condom, his thick length slowly wilting. I get another stab of jealousy. Even his wilted length is more impressive than mine at full power. 
 
    Ethan stands over my wife. He leans down and kisses her passionately. She lies on the camp bed, legs open towards me, showing her body, letting me see the aftermath of her lover’s visit. Her sex is wide, soaking wet, the lips inflamed and raw. Her body never looks like that when I’m finished. Only a real man would leave her that way. Sophia remains on her back, exhausted, as Ethan begins dressing. I glance at my watch. They’ve been making love for almost an hour. Longer if you include the teasing and the blowjob beforehand. 
 
    Then I hear a noise that makes my stomach clench. A car, coming towards us. Not just any car – his car. The roar of a sports car engine shatters the quiet of our little street, before tyres squeal and Jackson brakes hard, almost skidding into his driveway. Asshole knows how to make an entrance. 
 
    I look over my shoulder as far as I can with my hands trapped. Jackson climbs out of his car. He opens his front door and tosses his gym bag into his hallway. I silently beg him to go indoors, to head inside and go away. 
 
    But he doesn’t. 
 
    Jackson walks across his yard, heading in my direction. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck!’ I say. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ Sophia says, looking up at me with her face full of concern. 
 
    ‘Jackson!’ I say in an urgent whisper. ‘He’s coming this way!’ 
 
    Sophia smiles at me. She closes her legs and lies flat on the camp bed. Totally naked. Totally exposed. And perfectly visible to anyone at the window. 
 
    ‘What’s rule three, honey?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ 
 
    ‘Rule three,’ she says. ‘I know you know it.’ 
 
    My heart drops into my stomach. I’m okay with a lot of people knowing about my wife’s lover and my fetish for watching them together. I would be okay if my friends knew about this. I would be okay if have the neighborhood knew about this. I would even be okay if my brother knew. But not him. Not Jackson! 
 
    ‘If he asks what I’m doing,’ I say, grimacing, the words sounding so much worse than they did earlier this morning, ‘I have to say I’m watching that man fuck my wife because he does it better than me.’ 
 
    Ethan glances from her to me and back again as he slips back into his pants, a smile on his face. 
 
    ‘Wives are crazy, man,’ he says with a shake of his head. ‘That’s why I’m staying single.’ He picks up his shirt and pulls it over his head. 
 
    ‘Man, ya ain’t gonna believe this shit,’ Jackson says from behind me. ‘My client didn’t even show! What an asshole!’ 
 
    I try to pull back, to turn around and head him off, to stop him from getting any closer, but my hands are cuffed together on the other side of the window frame. I can’t move. 
 
    ‘What’re ya still doin out here?’ Jackson says. ‘It’s s’posed to rain, ya know.’ 
 
    Then he stops dead, standing right next to me, staring through the window into the living room, observing the scene. My wife, naked, used, still breathing hard, a smile on her face. The tall, well-built black man standing over her, adjusting his clothes. Me, with my hands locked around the window frame. 
 
    Jackson’s jaw drops. 
 
    ‘What the fuck?’ he says, eyes darting left and right. ‘What the fuck?’ He turns to me, but his eyes remain fixed on my naked wife. ‘What the fuck are ya doin, bro?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth and clench my trapped fists. I look at his face, 
 
    ‘I’m watching that man,’ I say, almost choking on the words, ‘fuck my wife…’ 
 
    ‘You fuckin what, bro?’ 
 
    ‘…because he does it better than me.’ 
 
    ‘He fucked your wife?’ Jackson’s jaw drops open again. ‘And you fuckin watched?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Ya want me to kick his fuckin ass?’ 
 
    Before I can say anything, Jackson shoves the front door open and steps inside the house. I watch through the window as he barges into the living room, fists clenched, ready to throw down. Ethan raises his hands. Sophia sits up. Everybody begins talking at once. 
 
    ‘It’s a game!’ Sophia says. 
 
    ‘Hey man, I was invited!’ Ethan says. 
 
    ‘You fucked my bro’s wife?’ Jackson says. 
 
    ‘No, stop it!’ I say. 
 
    Jackson pauses, one accusatory finger pointing at Ethan’s chest. He looks around the room. Takes in the setup. The camp bed. The naked wife. The husband outside, looking in. the condom wrapper. The bottles of lube. His eyes widen. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ he says. ‘Oh, fuck.’ 
 
    ‘We cool, man?’ Ethan says. 
 
    Jackson nods, slowly. He blinks a couple of times, as though processing what he sees. 
 
    Ethan leans down and kisses Sophia again. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you next time,’ he says. ‘I think I should probably get out of here.’ 
 
    He stands and walks out of the house. I think he nods to me as he passes, I don’t know. I’m staring at Jackson, standing over my naked wife in our living room. I’m not sure I like the look on his face. Somewhere behind me, Ethan’s car revs into life and peels away. 
 
    Jackson looks down at Sophia, then up to me. 
 
    ‘So, this guy comes over and fucks your wife…’ he says, ‘and you just watch?’ 
 
    ‘That’s rule two,’ Sophia says. She sits up on the camp bed, facing me, Jackson behind her. Her firm breasts look shiny with sweat. ‘Tell him rule two, honey.’ 
 
    ‘I have to watch from outside,’ I say, ‘so everyone can see how pathetic I am.’ 
 
    Jackson shakes his head. 
 
    ‘Some fucking guy dicks your wife and you let him,’ he says. ‘That is fucking pathetic.’ 
 
    I rattle the cuffs on my wrists. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ I say. ‘It’s over now, can you let me out?’ 
 
    Sophia looks at me. A devilish smile spreads across her face. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she says. 
 
    ‘H-honey?’ 
 
    ‘Repeat rule four,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I can’t enter the house until he’s finished.’ 
 
    ‘And rule five?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t stop it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she says. She stands up and turns to face Jackson, showing him her tight, petite figure. His eyes sweep her up and down, his jaw slack. I wonder how many times he’s pictured my wife’s body in his mind. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says. 
 
    ‘You scared off Ethan,’ she says. I can hear a pretend pout in her voice. ‘We didn’t get to play again.’ 
 
    Jackson looks up at me, at the handcuffs binding me in place. 
 
    He smiles. 
 
    ‘I guess I better help ya out with that, huh?’ he says. 
 
    I pull desperately on the handcuffs, trying to break the window frame. I’d rather destroy my own house than watch him with my wife! But the cold metal bites into my wrists, leaving a deep mark in the flesh. I give up and start banging the cuffs against the frame. 
 
    Sophia walks towards me. She bends to pick something up as she nears. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ she says. ‘Come here.’ 
 
    I lean in and open my mouth to tell how much I hate this idea, how I really don’t want to do this anymore, how much I hate Jackson. She shoves something in my mouth. Something small. Delicate. Made of thin cloth. Her panties. 
 
    ‘You made the rules,’ Sophia says. ‘You were the one who said I could have lovers.’ 
 
    I try to speak but the panties muffle my words. 
 
    ‘Shh,’ Sophia says. ‘Just watch.’ 
 
    She turns away from me and walks over to Jackson, my enemy, the neighborhood asshole, my bully. His massive frame looms over her. She steps up onto her toes and kisses him. I screw my eyes shut. Something wet hits me on the shoulder. I look at my shoulder. There is a wet mark, a splash. Another one lands on my back. And another on the grass behind me. I look around in sudden dawning horror. It starts to rain. A downpour, a sudden summer burst. Water splashes down all around me. It cascades off the roof, pouring down into the gutters, flowing all around me. Within a few seconds, my shirt and slacks are soaked through. 
 
    Sophia and Jackson don’t notice. He is shirtless, his absurdly oversized muscles bulging and throbbing as she runs her curious hands over them. He grins down at her. Sophia’s hands slide further down his body, trailing over his biceps, his pecs, his abs… all the way down to his waistband. 
 
    I screw my eyes shut again and pray that he has a small dick. Please, dear God, let him have a small dick... 
 
    Sophia tugs down his shorts and his penis springs out. My heart sinks. Sophia’s eyes widen and her mouth opens in a perfect O. Jackson is not nearly as thick as Ethan, but he’s longer, by at least a full inch. It’s almost the same length as my petite wife’s forearm. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God,’ Sophia says. ‘Holy shit!’ 
 
    ‘Bigger than ya husband, huh?’ Jackson says. 
 
    ‘Way bigger!’ Sophia says. The delight in her voice is like an icy dagger to my heart. ‘This is the biggest thing I’ve ever seen!’ 
 
    ‘I hope ya know what to do with it.’ 
 
    ‘I have a few ideas,’ Sophia says, giggling. For the second time today, I watch her sink to her knees in front of another man. She kisses the head and giggles again as his member twitches in response. 
 
    ‘No!’ I say, my voice lost by the gag in my mouth. I don’t want to watch this. But there is nowhere else to look. Chilly rain water splashes down on me in a furious downpour. I stand closer to the window to try and hide under the guttering, but a light breeze blows the rain into my back. 
 
    ‘Ah fuck, babe, that’s fuckin amazin!’ Jackson says, looking down at my wife. Her head bobs back and forth with enthusiasm. I can’t see what she’s doing with her hands, but it looks like she’s using both on his shaft at the same time as she sucks his head. 
 
    Sophia moans and groans on his length. I almost can’t hear her over the rain crashing down around me. 
 
    Jackson places both his hands over Sophia’s head and pulls her down onto his shaft. She doesn’t fight back or push him away. She lets him use her like a fuck toy. He pauses and takes off her glasses – those sexy secretary glasses I love so much – and tosses them aside. 
 
    ‘I don’t fuck nerds,’ he says. I don’t hear Sophia’s response. She’s too busy showing her incredible oral skills. He holds her head by both hands, looking down at her. If there is an image of the ultimate alpha male, it’s this one right here. 
 
    Finally, Jackson lets go of Sophia. She pulls her face away from his shaft, body rocking as she gulps air. She looks up at him and says something I can’t hear over the falling rain. Jackson looks at me and grins. He bends down and picks her up as though she weighed nothing at all. As petite as Sophia as, she somehow looks tiny against his massive frame, nestled in among his muscles. 
 
    Jackson carries Sophia over to the camp bed and places her down. She giggles and stretches her naked body out before him. She says something and he laughs. Freezing water runs down the back of my neck. I’ve long since lost my erection. I am starting to shiver. 
 
    Jackson grabs at my wife with rough hands. He picks her up and flips her over, so she faces towards me on her hands and knees. She has a wicked smile on her face, though she doesn’t look at me. I don’t exist in her world right now. The only thing that matters is Jackson, his ridiculously powerful body, and his massive length. 
 
    Sophia wiggles her raised ass towards Jackson as he moves into position behind her. He slaps her ass, the sound a sharp crack that carries over the falling rain. Sophia gasps and smiles. She wiggles her ass again and he smacks it again. 
 
    Jackson places a strong hand on the small of her back and takes hold of his length. I watch Sophia’s face as he enters her for the first time. Her eyes roll back into her head as her mouth opens in an O of pure pleasure. I can hear Sophia’s sharp intake of breath as he fills her up. 
 
    I hate him for doing this to me. 
 
    But I can’t stop watching. 
 
    Sophia winces and grits her teeth, whimpering. Jackson purses his lips. Then he places both hands on her hips, his length all the way inside her. I wonder for a second if she will ever feel me again after today. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck!’ Sophia says, both hands gripping the camp bed as though scared she fight fall off. ‘You’re so fucking big!’ 
 
    ‘And you…’ Jackson says, ‘are so fucking tight!’ 
 
    Tight? Seriously? How can she possibly be tight after having sex with Ethan? How big is Jackson? 
 
    Their bodies begin to rock back and forth, Sophia gasping and moaning already, as Jackson holds her hips and pulls her against him. I can see his lips moving, but the words are lost under the rain. Sophia nods and whimpers as he talks to her. She lays her face down on the camp bed, lifting her ass higher, opening herself up to him, offering him her whole body. 
 
    Jackson begins to thrust faster and faster, gradually pumping her harder. I wonder how deep his shaft is reaching inside her right now. Deeper than I’ve ever been, for sure. Maybe even deeper than Ethan, too. 
 
    Jackson slaps her ass, hard, and she cries out. But it’s not a cry of pain. She likes it. He slaps her ass again. 
 
    ‘Oh god, yes!’ she says, lifting her face off the camp bed and screaming the words so loud I swear the whole neighborhood can hear, ‘fuck me, baby, fuck me hard!’ 
 
    Water runs down my face. I rub my face on my arm, but it doesn’t help. My arm is just as wet as the rest of me. 
 
    Jackson pounds Sophia, his teeth bared, face wild. He leans down over her and grabs a handful of her hair. He pulls her hair roughly and she lifts her head back, looking right at me. It looks like a painful position, but she has a wide, filthy smile on her lips, the lipstick smudged and ruined long ago. Her expression is a perfect mixture of pleasure and pain. She doesn’t look anything like the woman I married. She looks like some wild slut he’s picked up at a bar and brought home to fuck. 
 
    ‘Tell me how hard you want it!’ Jackson says, loud enough for me to hear. 
 
    ‘So – fucking – hard!’ Sophia says, gasping out the words between thrusts. 
 
    ‘You like being my slut?’ 
 
    ‘I – fucking – love – it!’ 
 
    Jackson lets go of her hair. He spanks her ass a few more times. She makes desperate, hungry sounds with each impact of his palm. Then Jackson slows and pulls out. 
 
    ‘Stand up,’ he says. 
 
    Sophia breathes hard. She steadies herself, then carefully stands on weakened knees. Jackson grabs her by the waist and lifts her up again, as though she weighs nothing. I can’t tell if he’s incredibly strong, or if she’s incredibly light. Probably both. Water gets in my eyes again and I blink it out. I’m not trying to hide under shelter anymore. I’m already soaked through. 
 
    Sophia wraps her arms around Jackson’s neck and her legs around his waist. He gently lowers her onto his thick shaft. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. His massive length slides into her. I hear Sophia’s animalistic groan of pleasure even over the rain. She gently lowers onto him, head tossed back, eyes shut. I wonder how far inside her his thick head reaches. 
 
    Jackson’s strong hands hold my wife by her tight ass cheeks. He slowly raises her up. Lowers her down again. He holds her in the air, gently fucking her. I have never done this with her. Ethan has never done this with her. I don’t think anyone has ever done this with her. 
 
    ‘Holy fuck!’ Sophia says, breathless with delight. ‘I’m gonna – fuck! I’m gonna come!’ 
 
    Jackson grins and quickens his paces, helping her slide up and down his slick member faster and faster. I can his thick length glistening with her juices. He isn’t even wearing a condom. I’m the only one who gets to fuck my wife bareback. He’s taken that from me, too. 
 
    Sophia’s shrill cry of pleasure is loud, passionate, and intense. She screams out words that I can’t make out through the ecstatic sound of pleasure. She’s never come this loud or this hard before. Not for anyone. 
 
    Jackson doesn’t let up. He continues sliding her up and down his length, over and over and over. Her cries of pleasure grow even louder and more intense. 
 
    ‘I can’t!’ Sophia says finally. ‘I can’t take anymore!’ 
 
    Jackson gently lifts her up. His member springs free. My wife’s juices practically trickle down his shaft and balls. As he lifts her, I get a glimpse of her sex. The lips are full and red, the entrance wide open. She won’t be able to feel me inside her ever again. 
 
    Jackson gently lowers Sophia to the camp bed. He lays her down with her feet towards me, allowing me to see her soaking sex and the damage he has caused. I almost want to cry. 
 
    ‘I want to fuck your ass,’ Jackson says, almost growling the words. 
 
    Sophia groans passionately. 
 
    ‘Not today,’ she says. ‘I can’t handle it right now!’ 
 
    My heart sinks. Not today? Is she planning to see this asshole again? 
 
    ‘Fine,’ he says. ‘But I’m gonna come all over your tits.’ 
 
    She giggles and pulls him close to her face, his length inches from her face. She takes hold of him with both hands and begins to suck and tease him with her mouth once more. Jackson puts his hands on his hips like a conquering hero and looks right at me, outside, in the icy rain. He grins at me. 
 
    ‘Your wife sucks cock so fuckin good!’ he says. ‘You know that?’ 
 
    I shake my head, whimpering into the gag. 
 
    ‘You’re fuckin pathetic!’ he says, laughing. ‘No wonder she needs guys on the side!’ 
 
    He looks me in the eye and starts to thrust, gently easing his shaft deeper into my wife’s mouth. She moans wildly, encouraging him. He leans down and gropes her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them, caressing the hard flesh, pinching the nipples. Sophia moves her hands around his body, to his ass. Pulling him in closer, encouraging him to fuck her mouth. He does, looking down at her, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says, ‘I’ve always wanted to fuck you. I knew you were a dirty slut, I fuckin knew it!’ 
 
    Sophia moans her appreciation. Her legs are wide open. All I can see is her dripping wet sex. I want her back now. I want to stop playing this game. I don’t want to be her cuckolded husband anymore! 
 
    But it’s far, far too late for that. She’s experienced something totally new today. I don’t think the genie is ever going back in the bottle now. 
 
    ‘Oh, God!’ Jackson says, letting go of Sophia’s body. He stands back upright, looking down at her. ‘I think I’m gonna come.’ 
 
    Sophia grabs his shaft with both hands again, stroking him in a frenzy, desperate for his release. 
 
    Jackson screws his eyes shut and moans. Sophia slips his shaft from between her lips and frantically strokes him. I watch as he comes, hard, his load shooting across Sophia’s breasts and stomach. She gasps with delight at the feeling of being marked by her over. He moans again as she continues to stroke him, squeezing his shaft, making sure every drop is on her skin. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘Holy shit. You’re fuckin amazin.’ 
 
    After a long, slow, tender moment, Sophia let go of his member. She giggles and licks her fingers. Jackson leans down and offers her a hand, gently helping her sit up. They look at me, outside, forgotten, in the icy rain. Sophia’s breasts, stomach, neck and chin glisten with his come. She smiles, a wide, satisfied grin the like of which I’ve never seen before. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ she says, ‘I didn’t know it was raining!’ 
 
    They both laugh at me. A thick blob of his semen drips from her breast onto her leg. 
 
    I have watched my wife make love to other men before, but this is the first time I have ever truly felt like a cuckold. Suddenly I understand the difference between having an open marriage and being a cuckold. Ethan might be a better lover than me, but we have an understanding, a mutual respect. Jackson doesn’t respect me. He doesn’t care about me. he just wanted to fuck my wife. The humiliation, the twisted agony of knowing she will forever prefer him to me, hits me like a punch in the gut. Sophia and I might have an emotional connection, but Jackson has forever tainted our physical pairing. I have never seen my wife act so wild, so wanton, with another man. Not even with Ethan. She’s never permitted anyone to come over her body like that, not Ethan, and certainly not me. I’ve never seen her suck her lover’s cock so passionately. I’ve never seen her so desperate, so hungry, for his come. It was like watching someone else, someone unrecognisable. Even her moans and cries were different with Jackson. She sounded somehow wilder, like she had been unleashed. 
 
    I feel the pounding rain begin to slow. Up above, there is a small break in the clouds. The sun shines through, golden light causing the wet ground to gleam and sparkle. It’s almost blinding. 
 
    Sophia stands up. She takes a breath and steadies herself. 
 
    ‘You ain’t never been fucked that good, right?’ Jackson says. 
 
    ‘No,’ Sophia says. ‘No, I haven’t. That was amazing. Thank you.’ 
 
    She stands on her toes and kisses Jackson on the cheek. She then bends down and reaches under the camp bed once more. Jackson smacks her ass again as she bends. Sophia laughs and shrieks with delight. 
 
    The rain has almost stopped completely now. I shiver. My shirt is soaked through. My slacks are two shades darker. I feel like I’ve stood in the shower, fully dressed. I’ve never been as miserable as I am right now. 
 
    Sophia comes to the window, something in her hand. The key. She unlocks the handcuffs one by one and releases me. I want to kick down the door and charge Jackson. I want to climb through the window and attack him. 
 
    But I don’t. I feel defeated. Deflated. Humiliated. He’s always wanted Sophia. Now he’s proved himself so much better than me. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ Sophia says to me. She always says it when Ethan leaves. 
 
    I nod, looking at the floor. 
 
    ‘You’re not mad at me, are you?’ Sophia says, a fake pout on her lips. 
 
    I shake my head. She’s the love of my life. I could never be mad at her. We agreed on the rules of this games together. She played by the rules. I can’t be mad about that. I don’t like Jackson, but her happiness and pleasure come first. Always. 
 
    I walk to the front door. I walk inside my house and head for the living room. Jackson is still standing in the middle of the room, still totally naked. His body glistens with sweat. My wife’s juices shine on his manhood, making it look slick and used. My fists clench as I look at him. 
 
    Sophia runs a hand through her wild, messy hair. I love the sight of her like this, sweating, out of breath, another man’s semen slowly drying on her skin. God, I wish it wasn’t Jackson’s semen. 
 
    ‘Ya wife’s fuckin great!’ Jackson says, smiling wider than I’ve ever seen him smile before. ‘I’m lovin this arrangement ya guys have. Ya shoulda told me about this before!’ He grabs his clothes and walks towards the front door. 
 
    Sophia clears her throat, giving me a pointed look. 
 
    ‘What?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Shake his hand,’ she says. ‘You promised.’ 
 
    ‘I promised I would shake Ethan’s hand, not his.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t matter,’ she says. ‘Do it, please.’ 
 
    I walk towards Jackson and hold my hand out. He takes my hand in his, enveloping my fist in his gargantuan grip. 
 
    ‘Thank you for fucking my wife,’ I say, looking away from him, mumbling the words. 
 
    ‘No problem, pal!’ Jackson says. He released my hand and slaps me on the shoulder, like we’re old friends. ‘If I’d known ya needed help in the bedroom, I’d have been over more often! I’ll come over again in a couple days, okay?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Sophia says. 
 
    ‘Tomorrow it is,’ Jackson says. He opens the door and walks outside. He walks across the street, totally naked, holding his clothes in one hand. The door slowly closes again. 
 
    ‘That was fun,’ Sophia says in a dreamy voice. 
 
    ‘Glad you enjoyed it,’ I say through gritted teeth. I start taking off my wet shirt. The fabric clings to my skin. 
 
    ‘I think I’ll grab a shower,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say. ‘And then we’ll have sex?’ 
 
    She laughs and shakes her head. 
 
    ‘Baby, I’m exhausted!’ she says. ‘I don’t think we’ll be doing anything for a day or two at least.’ 
 
    My heart sinks. 
 
    ‘But, hey,’ she says, ‘if you want, I’ll let you watch me shower and jerk off. Rule one, remember?’ 
 
    Rule one. I can’t come until she decides. 
 
    ‘I give you permission to come,’ she says. ‘But you’ll have to do it yourself.’ 
 
    She walks past me and heads up the stairs, her tight ass cheeks bobbing and weaving as she goes. 
 
    I have two choices now. Option one. I go upstairs, watch my wife shower my enemy’s semen off her body, and pleasure myself. I accept that my enemy will come to our house every chance he gets. He will please my wife in ways I can’t imagine. He will probably wait until I’m at work, too. I will come home to an exhausted wife, too tired to make love to me. 
 
    Option two. We move. Head across country. Leave the state. Settle down in a log cabin somewhere. No internet, no phone. He’ll never find us. 
 
    But Sophia will never enjoy my body the same way she enjoyed his. 
 
    I sigh. Run a wet hand over my face. I take off my soaking clothes and thrown them on the floor in a damp heap. Then I walk up the stairs and join Sophia in the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    A Deal’s A Deal 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ‘David had a wonderful idea last night,’ Elena says, her voice soft and sultry. Her head is on my chest, her lips close to my skin. She loves lying in bed like this because she knows how much it excites me. As always, I am lying on my back, staring up at the ceiling, trying to ignore the feeling of her warm, soft body pressing against mine. She loves to torment me when I’m wearing the cage. 
 
    ‘Would you like to hear David’s idea?’ she says, trailing one perfectly manicured fingernail gently over my bare stomach. I grit my teeth and try to ignore the erotic sensation of her touch. Her wedding ring catches the morning sunlight coming through the drapes. 
 
    ‘Yes…’ I say, focusing extra hard on the words. ‘What is David’s idea?’ 
 
    Elena giggles mischievously, her body shaking against mine. I can feel her hard nipples against my body, pressing through the thin fabric of her nightdress. 
 
    ‘David thought it would be fun if we set you a challenge…’ she says. She is smiling. I can feel her lips on my bare chest. ‘And I like the sound of it, too.’ 
 
    I swallow hard. My wife’s lover has a challenge for me? I have no idea what this could be, and I’m not sure I’m going to like it. David’s sense of humor is twisted. One time he told me I had to lie under the bed while he fucked my wife. Listening to the two of them energetically making love, unseen, just a foot above me was both frustrating and arousing, I won’t deny it, but I much prefer to be a part of my wife’s pleasure. 
 
    ‘What does David have in mind?’ I say, trying to remain calm. Elena gently trails her fingernail over my stomach, heading south across my navel. I feel that familiar pain as my penis rubs against the cage. She loves to torment me like this. 
 
    ‘He wants to let you out of the cage,’ Elena says, gently flicking the metal prison that houses my manhood with her fingernail. The vibration shoots through my penis. I bite my lip to restrain a gasp. ‘In fact, he wants to take you out of this cage all day…’ 
 
    My heart almost skips a beat. My wife’s lover wants me out of the cage for an entire day! I haven’t been out of this cage for more than an hour since Elena decided to put me it over six months ago. Now she wants me free for the entire day. There must be a catch. There must be a catch. It’s too good an offer. 
 
    ‘I would like that,’ I say, choosing my words carefully. 
 
    ‘I thought you might,’ she says, now trailing her finger along the small metal prison between my thighs. The pleasure/ pain sensation of this torment is exquisite. ‘But there is a condition for this…’ 
 
    Here it comes. I brace myself. 
 
    ‘…You are not allowed to come.’ 
 
    My head spins. I able to touch myself… but I can’t pleasure myself. 
 
    ‘And if I make it?’ I say. 
 
    ‘David is coming over tonight,’ Elena says, still stroking the cage as though it were faithful pet. ‘And if you manage to last all day without being naughty and breaking the rules, he will give you permission to fuck me before he does.’ 
 
    My mouth opens in surprise. David never shares Elena with me when he comes over. In fact, I haven’t made love to my wife in almost two months. 
 
    ‘And if I fail?’ I say, my voice thin. 
 
    ‘Then you go back in the cage…’ she says. ‘For a full month.’ 
 
    I think about it for a moment. An entire day. All I must do is avoid touching myself. 
 
    How hard can it be? 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. 
 
    Elena sits up and opens her bedside drawer and finds the key to my cage, a big smile on her face. 
 
    ‘This is going to be so much fun!’ she says. 
 
    I nod. I don’t know about fun, but it will be memorable. 
 
    My wife lies down on the bed, placing her head on my thigh, just inches away from the cage. I can feel her breath on my penis. Her face hasn’t been this close to my manhood in years. 
 
    Elena gently lifts the padlock and inserts the key. She turns the key and opens the lock. I watch as she carefully removes the padlock and prizes the cage open. My soft pink penis flops against my leg. Elena giggles. 
 
    ‘Aw, poor thing,’ she says. ‘Wake up, little one.’ 
 
    Elena carefully slides the metal ring of the cage base from my member. I feel her palm graze me. My penis reacts, growing firmer, trying to reach up to her. 
 
    ‘Now then,’ Elena says. ‘I’m working today. You’re at home. How do I know you won’t pleasure yourself and lie to me about it?’ 
 
    ‘I won’t,’ I say. ‘I never lie to you.’ 
 
    She moves up my body and kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    ‘I know you don’t,’ she says. It’s one of the many things I love about you. But David insists I have some way to be certain. After all, he really doesn’t like the idea of letting you have me before him…’ 
 
    ‘What do you suggest?’ 
 
    Elena sits up and gets out of bed. The nightdress clings to her supple body as she moves, her firm breasts and perfect round ass highlighted in delicious detail. She bends over and picks up her handbag. For a brief second, the nightdress slides up and I get a glimpse of her bare ass. I clench my fist in frustration. I cannot pleasure myself. 
 
    She turns around and kneels on the bed, holding something in her hand. It’s a small black band. She gently holds my manhood and carefully places the band around it, until the band sits at the base where the ring of the cage was until a few minutes ago. 
 
    ‘What’s this?’ I say. 
 
    ‘It’s a monitor,’ she says. ‘If you get excited and start playing with yourself, it will set off an app on my phone. That way I will know. And if you remove it, you’ll set the app off. Again, I’ll know. It’s to keep you honest.’ 
 
    ‘Is this really necessary?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she says. ‘David insisted.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck David.’ 
 
    ‘I do, frequently.’ 
 
    She walks out of the bedroom. After a few moments, I hear running water as the shower comes to life. The flow changes as she steps under the water. I fight the urge to picture her there, naked and wet. 
 
    ‘Ross?’ she says, her voice echoing in the bathroom. ‘Can you come here, sweetie?’ 
 
    I climb out of bed, still naked, feeling the band tugging at my manhood. It’s not uncomfortable, but it feels a little tighter than the cage base did. It will take a few hours to get used to the feel of it. I open the bathroom door. 
 
    Elena stands under the shower, a vision of beauty. I never once thought I would be so lucky as to find a woman as perfect as her. The water cascades down her body, illuminated by the early morning sunlight through the bathroom window, giving her figure a bright, healthy glow. Her firm breasts glisten and shine; her perfect pink nipples stand erect, begging for me to place my lips around them. Water trails across her smooth stomach, through the thin patch of curly hair between her thighs. 
 
    ‘How can I help?’ I say, forcing my eyes to stay on Elena’s face. 
 
    ‘Could you soap my back?’ she says. 
 
    I grit my teeth. This is going to be a long day. Usually I am not allowed to see Elena naked for the whole week before David visits. She says that she doesn’t belong to me that week, that her body belongs to him for that time. Obviously, she’s trying to make this challenge even harder. 
 
    She hands me the shower gel and turns around. I stare at the bottle of shower gel to avoid looking at her beautiful ass. I squirt some gel into my hands and begin to rub it into her skin. 
 
    ‘Oh, that feels good,’ she says, with a theatrical moan. 
 
    ‘You’re not making this easy for me,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’m not supposed to,’ she says. ‘David told me to make it as hard as I could, without touching you.’ 
 
    I finish soaping her back. 
 
    ‘You missed a spot,’ she says, shaking her ass. 
 
    ‘There too?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes.’ 
 
    I squeeze the bottle again and get a decent amount of gel on my hands. Then I kneel and caress my wife’s perfect ass, generously coating her round cheeks with shower gel. Above me, she moans and groans as though nearing orgasm. 
 
    Then I stand up, wipe my hands on the towel, and go back to the bedroom. My manhood throbs, desperate for release. 
 
    This is going to be a long day. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Elena’s final instruction to me before she leaves the house is that I am not to get dressed today. At most, I can wear a bathrobe. But no underwear, and no pants. She says she wants me to be able to touch myself whenever I want… even though I can’t. 
 
    She gives me a long, tender kiss before she leaves for work. I can taste her on my tongue long after she’s gone. My wife tastes delicious. Sometimes I regret opening her up to the cuckold lifestyle. If I hadn’t done that, her delicious taste would be for me and me alone. But I’m not sure we would even be together right now if I hadn’t. 
 
    The morning passes quietly, with no real problems. I spend the time taking care of chores around the house. Elena is the big earner in our household, so I left my job once we fully embraced the cuckold lifestyle a couple of years ago. She gets a kick out of having me act like a submissive housewife. I manage to focus on my chores and forget about the band around my manhood for a while. 
 
    Later in the morning, I get a text from Elena. 
 
    I want you to choose an outfit for me for tonight. What would you like me to wear when you fuck me in front of David? 
 
    My heart starts to race as I consider the possibilities. Elena only wears her special outfits for David. I have only seen them in the few photos she sometimes sends me before meeting David. I’ve never seen the outfits up close, much less seen her wearing them. And now she wants me to choose one for her. 
 
    I go to our bedroom and open the special outfit drawer, the one drawer she always forbade me from opening. 
 
    The contents are not for you, she always said. 
 
    Today, they are for me. 
 
    I feel the band tightening on my shaft as I study the outfits. 
 
    Holy shit. The drawer is filled with sexy garments. Lingerie. Panties. Bras. Outfits. Lubricants. Condoms. Everything I can picture is here, and a few things I never knew she owned, like vibrators and butt plugs and blindfolds and several pairs of handcuffs. 
 
    I reach in and lift a few items out. 
 
    A sheer black thong. A lacy red bra with see-through panels over the nipples. A bronze suspender belt. 
 
    The band starts to pinch my shaft. I glance down and see a small light on the band that I hadn’t noticed before. It blinks yellow, a warning light. 
 
    I close my eyes and let out a long breath. Shit, this is difficult. 
 
    After a long moment, I feel the band’s grip loosening on my shaft as the moment passes. Then I reach into the drawer again. I select the red lacy bra and a matching pair of lacy panties, suspenders, and a tiny skirt barely larger than a belt. By the time I have the outfit displayed on the bed, the little yellow light is starting to blink again. 
 
    I leave the bedroom, close the door behind me and stand under a cold shower. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I send Elena a picture of the outfit. She is impressed and calls me. 
 
    ‘That’s a good one,’ she says. ‘I always feel very naughty wearing this skirt… would you like me to try it on for you when I get home?’ 
 
    The band tightens again. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, my voice weak. ‘I want to see it on the day.’ 
 
    ‘I really hope you pass this little challenge,’ she says, her voice excited. ‘I really want to wear this for you.’ 
 
    ‘Me too.’ 
 
    ‘David doesn’t like sharing me with you… I want you to win.’ 
 
    ‘I want to win, too,’ I say, through gritted teeth. 
 
    ‘My app hasn’t made a noise yet,’ she says. ‘You’re behaving yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I am,’ I say. ‘Not that you’re making this easy for me.’ 
 
    She giggles on the other end of the line. 
 
    ‘There’s another thing…’ she says. ‘David wants me to send you some specials texts today… he said I could send them whenever I want!’ 
 
    She hangs up. 
 
    I frown and put the phone in my pocket. I make myself some lunch. My phone vibrates. A message. I open it up. 
 
    It’s a picture. From Elena. Clearly taken under a desk. The picture is of my wife, sitting in her office chair, with the camera aiming up her skirt. One hand holds the camera, the other is pulling her panties to one side, showing her pink, wet, open sex clearly. I can see everything in exquisite detail. Her firm clitoris. Her wet lips. Her yearning entrance, wet and open, begging for a hard cock to slip inside. 
 
    The band tightens on my shaft again. 
 
    I close the picture and put my phone to one side. I grit my teeth and clench my fists. This is the toughest thing I have ever done. Even watching her take a lover for the first time wasn’t as difficult as this. 
 
    I know some people probably find it strange that I would be willing to let my wife cage me and stand to one side while she and her boyfriend make love in our bed, but I don’t see it that way. In many ways, our current relationship is the best thing to happen to either of us. We rushed into our marriage, going from dating to wedding in less than a year. I was smitten and so was she. But we started to realize quickly that there was a problem growing between us – her sex drive was much higher than mine. I couldn’t last long enough to satisfy her. We had to get more and more creative together, but we quickly ran out of ideas. Eventually Elena broke down and confessed that she needed something more than what I could provide her. She loved me. She didn’t want to leave me. But I wasn’t enough for her. Something had to change. 
 
    So, I tentatively suggested that maybe she could have a ‘single night’ every so often. I would give my permission for Elena to go out with her girlfriends and pretend to be single for the whole night. As long as she came back to me the next day, I would be okay. 
 
    Gradually this began to evolve. I wanted to know more details about what happened, where she went, who she met. She seemed ashamed and disappointed in herself at first, until she realized that I wanted her to have those experiences. She gradually came to realize that I was okay that she danced with other guys – and I was okay if she went home with them, too. I would press her for details about the man she slept with. What did they do with her? How big were they? How did he fuck her? I wanted to see pictures, videos. I needed information, details. I wanted it just as much as she did. As time wore on, I found myself getting more and more excited by the idea of my wife having lovers outside our marriage. Before long, I was begging her to bring these boyfriends back home so I could watch them together. 
 
    That was over two years ago now and we’ve never been stronger or more in love. Having a boyfriend has allowed Elena to become more confident, to be braver and bolder and feel sexier about herself. She never would have sent me a filthy picture from work before now. 
 
    I never thought of myself as a cuckold. I thought I was bold, progressive, sexually liberated. And here I sit at my kitchen table with a special band around my penis and my wife sending me dirty pictures from work to make me come so her boyfriend doesn’t have to share her with me. 
 
    How times change. I guess I have David to thank for that, to be honest. Elena was always flirty and outgoing, but she seemed to open up to me once she began seeing him regularly. She became for confident, more outgoing. She began to dress differently, choosing outfits that flattered her figure and flaunted her assets. She started to see herself in the way I always saw her. Perhaps a wife finds it hard to believe her husband when he tells her how wonderful she looks – after all, he has promised to stay by her side for the rest of his life. But when David compliments her, it somehow means more. When David tells her how stunning she looks, she blushes and sweeps a strand of hair behind her ear. When David tells her how tight she is and how much he wants to come inside her, she grips him tighter and pulls him deeper inside her. 
 
    The phone vibrates again, loud in the quiet of the house. I pick it up. 
 
    A second picture from Elena. 
 
    This is a close-up of her face, her lips. She is sucking on a finger. I can see how slick and shiny her finger is from touching her slit. The band tightens again, but it’s too late. All I can think about is her delicious sex. She loves it when I pleasure her with my tongue. She says it’s my best talent, that I am a natural. Maybe I was born to eat her pussy. Sometimes she will lie in bed and read a book and instruct me to pleasure her for as long as she wants. I’m only too happy to obey. If I please her enough, she lets me out of the cage and we make passionate love… for a few brief minutes. Then I must clean us both up and reset my cage. 
 
    I stare at the picture, at my wife’s soft lips as they part just wide enough for her slick fingers to clip inside. The band constricts me, much harder than before. I glance down and see the yellow light blinking faster than before. I close the picture and put my phone to the side once more, breathing hard, trying to concentrate on letting my excitement subside. 
 
    I owe David a lot. And I am grateful that he is a part of Elena’s life. Yes, I am jealous as all hell that she is much more open with him, that she gives so much more of herself to him, that she seems to prefer him, but that only makes me love her even more. This seems crazy, I know, but it’s simple, really. Her body belongs to him a couple of times a month. Her heart will always belong to me. 
 
    So, long as I’m a part of their sexual journey, I’m perfectly happy for Elena and David to have their night together every couple weeks. 
 
    If I get to watch, of course! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    You have no idea how hard it is to go without pleasuring yourself when it’s the one thing on your mind. 
 
    Elena hasn’t allowed me out of the cage in a little over a week. Most of the time, it’s not hard for me to push away any thoughts or desires. The cage does most of the work for me, taking my mind away from my desires. Even if I wanted to pleasure myself, I couldn’t. But now, suddenly having access to my body makes everything so much more difficult. Every stray sexual thought I have triggers an immediate reaction in my body. Every time I remember the aim of the challenge, my body reacts. Even if I am not consciously having a sexual thought, I feel my body reacting, like a released prisoner looking up at the sky every so often to remember he has been freed. This occurs throughout the day, no matter what I’m doing. Somehow it becomes harder to avoid sexual thoughts when all you want to do is pleasure yourself. But I stay strong. I keep my cool. Sometimes I run to the bathroom and let icy water run over the throbbing head of my manhood. That seems to do the trick. 
 
    My phone vibrates again a few hours later. My throat feels dry as I unlock the phone and open the message. 
 
    It’s another photo from Elena. This one looks like it’s been taken in a bathroom stall. The angle is high, looking down at her from above. Her eyes are half-closed in pleasure. The front buttons on her blouse are open, exposing the swell of her breasts and the bra that barely constrained them. I can see the dark edges of her nipples in the bra. She is leaning back against the stall, her skirt pulled up her thighs,  
 
    One hand is holding the phone to take the picture. The other hand is between her legs. 
 
    Elena is locked in a bathroom stall, right now, touching herself, and thinking of me. 
 
    I drop the phone on the couch and step away quickly, as though it might burst into flames. I run my hands over my face, trying to push the image away, trying not to imagine Elena’s soft moans as her nimble fingers slip in and out of her wet sex. 
 
    The band tightens yet again. God, this is torture! 
 
    I run to the bathroom and turn the shower on. I turn the temperature down low and step under the freezing torrent. After a few moments, my erection has wilted again and my teeth are chattering. I turn off the shower and step out, water trickling to the floor. I catch a glimpse of my reflection and pause. The man in the mirror looks as though he has been to hell and back. 
 
    And the day is far from over. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Sometime in the afternoon, my phone vibrates again. I get a strange feeling in my chest – my heart both skips a beat and sinks at the same time. It skips a beat in pure excitement, delighted by the possibilities of what I could have just received. It sinks because I know how difficult it will be for me to enjoy what it is that I’ve received. I would love to be able to spend the entire day pleasuring myself over the picture Elena has already sent to me. But I must stay strong. If I make it through this day in one piece, I get to fuck my wife in front of her boyfriend. 
 
    God, I want to fuck her! 
 
    I turn my phone over and look at the screen. It’s not a picture this time. It’s a text. I open it up and look. It’s from Elena. 
 
    David is very disappointed that you haven’t failed yet, it reads. He thinks I’m not trying hard enough. He told me to send you a video… 
 
    A video? I don’t know if I can handle this. I’m barely keeping it together here! 
 
    A few long minutes slowly pass, each one an eternity. I sit on the couch, staring at my phone, waiting, like a loyal dog. 
 
    Then my phone buzzes again. 
 
    I swallow hard and open the message. It is a video. Before I can press play, my phone vibrates again. Another message from Elena. 
 
    David says you must watch it all. 
 
    I close my eyes. Take a deep breath. Steady myself. 
 
    Then I press play. 
 
    It’s a video clearly filmed from a phone. It’s focused on Elena’s face. From what I can see of her body, she looks naked. Her nipples are hard, her legs closed. She is on her knees, in a living room. I feel a twinge of embarrassment as I immediately recognize it as David’s living room. It looks like David is standing in front of her, holding the camera. 
 
    Why do you need to film it? Elena says. You can have me any time you like. 
 
    She looks up at the camera with a shy, playful expression, as though she was reluctant to be filmed like this. There’s a gleam in her eyes that suggests she’s enjoying it a lot more than she’s letting on. 
 
    I’m not filming this for me, David says from behind the camera. His voice comes through the little speakers, sounding smaller than usual. I’m filming this for your husband. 
 
    Oh, really? Elena says. She leans back a little, lifting her chest. Her breasts look incredible at this angle. Is that why you made him run to the store for us? 
 
    David chuckles. 
 
    And now I have you all to myself, he says. What should I do with you first? 
 
    Elena smiles, her whole face lighting up with excitement. 
 
    What would you like to do with me? I’m all yours. 
 
    Yes, you are, David says. Come closer. 
 
    My wife crawls closer to the camera on her hands and knees, looking directly into the lens, looking directly into my eyes. Her perfect ass bobs behind her. She comes to a halt in front of David. The angle of the camera now looks down his body. He is only wearing shorts, his bulging member straining to be free. I can see his flat stomach and strong legs. 
 
    You once told me you didn’t like sucking your husband’s dick, David says. 
 
    I don’t, Elena says, with a shake of her head. 
 
    Why not? 
 
    Because I’m not his whore, she says. 
 
    Are you my whore? 
 
    Yes, I am, she says, her smile widening. 
 
    Take my dick out. 
 
    I watch as my wife carefully opens the flap in David’s shorts. His thick, hard member looks even bigger on camera than it does in real life. Elena giggles with delight as David’s member stands tall and proud. 
 
    Are you my whore? David says again. 
 
    Yes, I am, she says. 
 
    Suck my dick. 
 
    My wife looks up at the camera – up at me, watching – and opens her mouth wide. She takes him inside with ease and practice. I’ve watched her pleasure David before, but something about this really digs into me, nagging at me. They were doing this while I was out. David had sent me away so he could film this, torment me with this, all for this moment. 
 
    That fucking bastard! 
 
    The band tightens on me again. I screw my eyes shut, but I can still hear it. Elena moans with delight, loudly sucking and licking her lover’s hard member. She takes it all the way to the back of her throat several times, moaning louder each time. 
 
    Are you my whore? David says again. 
 
    I open my eyes and look at the camera. Elena slides his length out of her mouth, breathing hard. 
 
    I am your filthy fucking whore, she says. 
 
    Good, he says. Make me come. Before Ross gets back. 
 
    She smiles and gets to work. I have never seen her pleasure him with such speed or passion. She keeps her eyes fixed on the camera, on me, while she teases David with an expertise I didn’t know she possessed. She caresses the base of his shaft while sucking on the head. She takes him the back of her throat. She licks his shaft in a frenzy. She sucks and fondles his balls. The whole time, she is moaning like she’s the one being pleasured. 
 
    That’s it, David says. Like that. Fucking love that. 
 
    She moans at the sound of his encouragement, looking away from the camera, putting all her concentration on him and his pleasure. She puts her hands on his hips and moves her head back and forth faster than I thought possible, taking him all the way to the back of her throat, then almost letting his thick head escape her lips, over and over. His shaft is slick with saliva. He moans now. 
 
    Fuck, that feels amazing, he says. That’s right, like that, I’m getting close, baby. Make me come. Make me fucking come. 
 
    She does as he commands. Seconds later I watch as Elena looks up at the camera, his shaft buried deep in her throat. She smiles around his member and I watch as it pulses and throbs, emptying his load into her mouth. 
 
    Fuck, David says, the word one long sigh of sheer relief. Fuck, that’s amazing. You’re fucking amazing, you know that? 
 
    She nods, his member still between her lips. His shaft slows and finally stops, his climax subsiding. 
 
    Okay, show it to me, David says. 
 
    Elena lets him slide out of her mouth. She leans her head back slightly and opens her mouth. His white spend covers her tongue and gums. 
 
    Now swallow for me, David says. 
 
    She glances up at him and closes her mouth. I watch my wife swallow her lover’s come. She opens her mouth again, proving that she has swallowed it all. 
 
    Good girl, David says. Now, when your husband finally gets back with our dinner, I want you to give him big kiss. Can you do that for me? 
 
    Elena giggles and nods, like a naughty schoolgirl. 
 
    Now say thank you, David says. 
 
    For what? Elena says, looking confused. 
 
    For giving you the privilege of sucking my dick. 
 
    Elena smiles. She kisses the head of his shaft. It twitches as her lips touch the sensitive skin. 
 
    Thank you, daddy, she says. 
 
    Now the camera turns to face David. He smiles at me. 
 
    That one was for you, he says. I hope you enjoy this as much as I did. 
 
    The video stops. 
 
    I run to the bathroom and turn the shower on again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I spend most of the afternoon sitting on the couch, holding my knees to my chest, rocking back and forth. I feel like I’ve gone crazy. I can’t focus on anything. I’ve run out of chores to do. I’ve vacuumed twice. The dishes have been put away. I’ve swept the kitchen floor. Hell, I even cleaned the refrigerator. All that’s left to do is… wait. 
 
    I can’t concentrate on anything else. Can’t read a book. Can’t watch TV. Nothing is distracting me. Every time I close my eyes, all I can see is my wife in the video, giving David’s hard member a loving kiss. All I can hear is my wife saying, thank you for allowing her to pleasure him. I should be a man, a real man, like David. I should grab my wife by the hair and throw her on the bed and ravage her. That’s what a real man would do. And when I’m finished, I will make her thank me for it. I will make my wife look me in the eyes and thank me for the pounding I gave her. And David will be the one sat in the corner watching us for a change. 
 
    Every so often my phone vibrates. Elena has stopped sending pictures. Maybe she can’t slip away from her desk anymore. But that hasn’t stopped her from sending me dirty messages throughout the day. 
 
    God, I am soooo wet right now. 
 
    Please, please win the challenge! I will fuck you SO HARD. 
 
    I wish you were here to lick my pussy under the desk. 
 
    I read each message and put the phone down again. My bathrobe keeps parting as my throbbing erection rises to attention once more. I’ve lost count of the number of erections I have managed today. I didn’t think it was possible for guys to have as many erections as I’ve endured today. 
 
    But I keep my cool. If it gets too much for me, I have another cold shower. So far today, I’ve had four. It seems to be working. 
 
    Finally, evening begins and the sunlight starts to fade. I start preparing a light dinner when the front door opens and Elena comes home. I hear her bags hit the floor in the hallway and she rushes into the kitchen. She hugs me to her chest and kisses me slowly, tenderly. 
 
    ‘Is it over?’ I say. ‘Did I win?’ 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she says. ‘Not just yet. But you’re doing so well, baby.’ 
 
    She looks up at me, her eyes sparkling. I can tell she’s enjoyed today. Maybe it was all worth it. Everything I do is for her. This is for her as much as it is for me. 
 
    ‘You’ve been very good today,’ she says. ‘I don’t know whether to be hurt or impressed that my little presents didn’t push you over the edge.’ 
 
    ‘Believe me,’ I say, ‘it was close.’ 
 
    ‘Those pictures were just for you,’ she says in a conspiratorial whisper. ‘David doesn’t have those. Just you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll let you keep them, if you like.’ 
 
    ‘Yes please.’ 
 
    We sit down to eat at the kitchen table. Elena talks about her day, going into much more detail than usual. She is trying to take my mind off the challenge. My heart swells for her. 
 
    We finish our meal and wash the dishes together. Elena checks her watch. 
 
    ‘He’ll be here in an hour or so,’ she says. 
 
    ‘And then it will be over?’ I say, placing a wet plate on the rack. 
 
    ‘Once I take off the band,’ she says, indicating the device wrapped around my penis, ‘it’s over.’ 
 
    ‘Thank fuck,’ I say. ‘I think I’m losing my mind.’ 
 
    ‘There’s… one more thing he wants you to do,’ Elena says, biting her lip. 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, pausing as I wash another plate. 
 
    ‘He wants you to prepare me for tonight.’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Get the stuff ready,’ I say. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Usually, in the days before David comes over to spend the night in bed with my wife, we have a routine. Elena will forbid me from seeing her naked body, as it ceases to be my property and becomes David’s. This continues until the day David is scheduled to arrive, when Elena forces me to prepare her body for him. I choose a nail polish. I paint her toenails. I rub lotion into her skin. I make sure she looks perfect. This is all to ensure that David sees the best possible side of my wife. I want him to enjoy her. 
 
    I enter the bedroom. Elena is laying on the bed, totally naked. I gasp. I wasn’t expecting this. Her beautiful body is splayed out, accessible, ready. I can see how wet and eager her intimate lips are from the doorway. Her legs are parted, the small triangle of wispy pubic hair pointing to her sex like an arrow. For a mad second, I consider rushing to the bed and fucking her hard and fast and getting it over with. Fuck David. Fuck his challenge. This is my wife and I will not be denied! 
 
    But Elena looks at me with those beautiful sparkling eyes of hers. Her chest is rising and falling faster than usual. Her nipples are hard, sitting like proud beacons on her firm breasts. She is everything I want in life. Everything and more. 
 
    ‘I’m ready for you,’ she says. 
 
    I drag my eyes away from her naked body and focus on walking to the bed on leaden feet. I sit on the end of the bed with my back to her. She has placed her collection of nail polish bottles next to her toes. I select a bottle and unscrew the cap. She lifts her foot and places it on my thigh. I begin painting her nails with a brilliant blue polish – my favourite color. 
 
    ‘I love you so much,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ I say, frowning in concentration as I carefully apply a layer of polish to her toes. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says. ‘I really love you. It means so much to me that you’ve done this. I know how hard it must have been for you. But you’ve almost finished. You’ve almost won.’ 
 
    ‘I want you,’ I say. ‘So much.’ 
 
    ‘I want you too,’ she says. 
 
    I fix my eyes on her toes and continue painting. 
 
    Finally, I am finished. Elena checks her watch again. 
 
    ‘I’ll go and get ready,’ she says. I stare at the floor as she gets off the bed and gathers the outfit I laid out for her this morning. I glance up as she leaves the room, catching a glimpse of her perfect round ass disappearing into the bathroom. Once upon a time, that ass was mine and mine alone. I remember the first time I ever saw it. I touched it gently, delicately, as though it were a work of art, and I sighed at its beauty. 
 
    I shake myself out of my daydream. The band is tightening on my shaft yet again. By now I’m used to it. Beyond used to it. I would probably feel like something was missing if I didn’t wear it. 
 
    I prepare the bedroom. I straighten up the covers. Fluff the pillows. I set up the chair in the corner, a smug smile on my face as I realize that David has never sat in this chair before. He calls it the loser’s seat. We’ll see who’s a loser tonight, David. 
 
    I pour myself a glass of water and sit on the couch, drinking slowly. 
 
    Finally, the doorbell rings. 
 
    It’s David. 
 
    I have won. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘You’re fucking kidding me,’ he says, as I hold the door open for him. ‘I guess I underestimated you, huh?’ 
 
    ‘I underestimated myself,’ I say. ‘Do you want a drink?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says, walking into the hallway and bending down to take off his shoes. ‘You got the video, right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I don’t think I enjoyed it as much as you did.’ 
 
    He lets out a low whistle and shakes his head. 
 
    ‘Can’t believe it,’ he says. ‘Can’t believe it.’ 
 
    He walks into the bedroom without being asked. 
 
    ‘I guess I’m sitting here then, huh?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, following him. ‘In the loser’s seat.’ 
 
    He shoots me a look that says I will regret that choice of words. 
 
    I sit on the bed, taking care to cover myself with the robe. 
 
    ‘Is the thing even working?’ David says. 
 
    ‘The light keeps blinking,’ I say, ‘so I guess so.’ 
 
    The bathroom door clicks open and we fall silent. 
 
    Elena steps into the bedroom. She wears the outfit I have selected. Her breasts heave, barely restrained within the lacy red bra. I can see her nipples through the little windows in the fabric. The red lacy panties are barely covered by the tiny skirt. Her legs look long, slender, and graceful in the suspenders. She has added a pair of sleek stockings to complete the look. She looks like a goddess. She smiles, a shy blush touching her cheeks. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Stunning,’ I say. ‘Absolutely stunning.’ 
 
    The band tightens on my shaft. It doesn’t mean anything to me now. It’s over. I’ve won. David looks Elena up and down and nods, his lips pursed. 
 
    ‘So…’ Elena says. ‘How do you want me?’ 
 
    ‘Over here,’ I say, patting the bed. 
 
    ‘Wait,’ David says. 
 
    Elena pauses and looks to him, confused. 
 
    ‘Get out the handcuffs,’ David says. ‘Just because he’s going to fuck you, doesn’t mean he gets to touch you.’ 
 
    Elena looks back at me, a smile on her face. 
 
    ‘I can work with that,’ she says. ‘Take off the robe, baby. Lay down.’ 
 
    I do as she tells me and toss the robe to the floor. Then I lay back in the centre of the bed. Elena takes three pairs of handcuffs out of the naughty drawer. She steps to the bed and fastens one cuff around my wrist. She fastens the other end around the bed post. She moves around the bed, pausing at my feet to fasten my ankles together with another pair of handcuffs. Then she reaches my other arm and uses the final pair of handcuffs to fasten my wrist in place to the bed post. I’m handcuffed in place, unable to move my arms. I can move my legs a little, but it’s difficult. 
 
    Elena climbs on the bed and moves herself into position, straddling me. She looks even more beautiful from this angle. She starts to move her hips, swaying back and forth. She caresses her breasts with her hands, flicking her hair from side to side. She’s giving me a show. It’s perfect. This is the most perfect moment of my life. 
 
    ‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’ David says, breaking the spell. 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ Elena says, looking back at him. 
 
    David points at my penis. 
 
    ‘The band,’ he says. ‘Haven’t taken it off yet.’ 
 
    Elena shifts position, climbing down the bed, until she sits next to my thighs. My penis is firm and hard, straining against the band. She holds my shaft in one hand and carefully grips the band with a finger and thumb. 
 
    ‘It’s on pretty tight,’ she says. 
 
    She starts to gently twist the band, trying to loosen its grip on my shaft. After a few slow turns, I feel it start to move. 
 
    ‘It’s coming,’ she says. 
 
    I feel something stirring inside me. A rising pressure, building in my balls and my stomach. No, it can’t be! 
 
    The band grips me as Elena starts to lift it up my shaft. The band squeezes me as it slides. It feels good. It feels good. The pressure builds inside me. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, ‘no, stop!’ 
 
    ‘Huh?’ Elena says. She takes her eyes off my stiff penis and looks at my face. 
 
    But it’s too late. 
 
    The feeling of the tight band sliding up my shaft has sent me over the edge. After everything that has happened to me today, this is what finally breaks me. 
 
    With the band halfway up my shaft, I feel my balls tighten as they finally release their long-held load. A jet of white-hot come spurts from the tip of my penis. Elena gasps in surprise and release her grip on my shaft. My penis topples and slaps against my stomach, still pumping, hot, sticky semen cascading over my belly. 
 
    ‘What the-’ Elena says, shocked. 
 
    ‘No!’ I say, feeling tears in my eyes. ‘NO!’ 
 
    There is a long silence for a moment. Elena stares down, watching in a mixture of horror and disappointment as my climax subsides and the sticky white fluid begins to settle and dry on my skin. Some drips and trickles over my sides, pooling against my back and the bed sheets beneath. 
 
    Then, from somewhere far away, I hear the faint sound of an alarm. Elena leans over the bed and picks up her phone. 
 
    ‘It’s the app,’ she says. ‘You… you came before it was off.’ 
 
    She looks at David. His mouth opens in a wide grin and he starts laughing. Long, loud, raucous laughter, pointing at me, slapping his thigh, wiping tears from his eyes. My cheeks burn with humiliation. 
 
    Elena looks from David to me and back again. 
 
    ‘What happens now?’ she says. 
 
    ‘I won!’ I say. ‘I won!’ 
 
    David finally collects himself. 
 
    ‘The band was still on,’ he says. ‘The app went off. He failed.’ 
 
    ‘No! I won!’ 
 
    Elena looks at me, sadness in her face. 
 
    ‘He’s right,’ she says. ‘You needed to take the band off, too. A deal’s a deal.’ 
 
    ‘No!’ I say, willing my twitching penis already beginning to wilt. ‘Please! I won! I did it!’ 
 
    ‘We’ll try again next month,’ David says. ‘You can spend the rest of the time back in your little cage to think about how you failed today.’ 
 
    He stands up and moves behind Elena, his hands on her shoulders. 
 
    ‘Look at this woman,’ he says. ‘She is perfect. I’m starting to think she might be too perfect for you.’ 
 
    ‘I won,’ I say, my voice sounding like a petulant child. 
 
    ‘No,’ Elena says, ‘you didn’t.’ Elena pouts. She looks so disappointed in me. ‘I really wanted you to fuck me tonight… I was so looking forward to it.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ David says. ‘There’s still another man who isn’t a total disappointment. 
 
    David slips an arm around Elena’s chest. He gently strokes her throat with a finger, from the base, all the way up to her lips. As he does, she sits up straighter, taller, leaning back into him, as though summoned to do so by his touch. She turns her head and they kiss in front of me. I feel a tear rolling down the side of my face. As I watch, her hands snake around behind, to the front of his pants. I see her gently squeezing and caressing his length. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, baby,’ Elena says to me, breaking off the kiss. ‘You’ll get to try again.’ 
 
    I nod, disappointed, defeated. 
 
    ‘Can you let me out of these?’ I say, shaking the cuffs at my wrists. At the very least, I can sit in the loser’s chair and watch the show. 
 
    ‘No,’ David says. ‘I have a better idea.’ 
 
    He whispers in Elena’s ear. She giggles. 
 
    ‘You have to stay there,’ Elena says, ‘we’re not going to let you out. Not just yet… we want to have some fun with you.’ 
 
    Elena leans down over me, on all fours, her face close to mine. Her hair drapes over me, touching my face. 
 
    ‘David wants to do it like this,’ she says. ‘He says it’s the punishment for your failure.’ 
 
    I blink away tears, confused. Then I suddenly realize what they intend to do. 
 
    My wife moans in my face as David enters her from behind. The bed begins to rock, with me strapped helplessly to the frame underneath them. I hear David’s shaft sliding in and out of my wife, her entrance slick with excitement from a long day of tormenting me. She closes her eyes and moans again. I feel my penis start to awaken and rise once more, still constricted by the band that Elena left on my shaft. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, baby,’ she says. ‘You can try again next month. A deal’s a deal.’ 
 
    She leans back and sinks onto her lover’s throbbing shaft, a long, low moan of erotic delight escaping her lips. All I can see is her face. I crane my neck to try and look down, to see her perfect breasts, but she places a hand under my chin and makes me look at her. 
 
    ‘Eyes up here,’ she says. ‘You don’t get to look at the goods tonight.’ 
 
    I hear a dull smack from behind her as David spanks her ass. She groans in pleasure. 
 
    ‘Spank me again, baby,’ she says. ‘Harder.’ 
 
    David spanks her again and again and again. She moans louder with each smack, her body rocking back and forth faster and faster. I wish I could see his length entering her. This is a worse torment than everything I have suffered today. This is a nightmare. This is worse than a nightmare. 
 
    ‘Oh, god, David, you fuck me so good!’ Elena moans like a woman on the edge of climax. Her body rocks with each thrust. Her face looks at me but her eyes are glazed over, like she’s not seeing me. 
 
    ‘You gonna come for me, you fucking slut?’ David says. He spanks her ass a couple more times, pounding her harder as he does. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck, yes,’ she says. Her elbows start to buckle. He’s fucking her hard than ever. ‘I’m gonna come for you, baby!’ 
 
    She screws her eyes shut. I recognize that look. She’s on the verge of an orgasm now, closing her eyes to focus on the intense sensation about to explode from within. She’s never made that face when I’ve made love to her. 
 
    Elena cries out, loud, throaty, wild. She cries out David’s name, unashamed, and begs him not to stop, to keep fucking her, to make her come again and again. 
 
    I can’t see his face. But I can imagine his expression now. He’s probably gritting his teeth, sweat on his brow, concentrating on pounding my wife as hard and fast as he can. She loves it like that. She doesn’t like it when I try to go hard and fast. She only likes it when David does it. I’m not good enough or big enough to fuck her properly. 
 
    Elena’s first climax subsides. She opens her eyes and looks at me. She smiles, breathing hard. I’m not sure she can see me. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come,’ David says from behind, through gritted teeth. I can hear the wet smack as his body slams into hers. Elena gasps and moans with every stroke of his thick length. 
 
    ‘Come in me,’ Elena says. ‘Fucking fill me up. I want your come in me!’ 
 
    She looks down at me now, as though realizing for the first time that I am here, underneath them. 
 
    ‘He’s so good,’ she says. ‘He feels so good inside. I love his big cock in my tight wet pussy… I love it so much!’ 
 
    David leans forward. He reaches around and grabs her throat with a hand, lifting her chin, pointing her face away from me. 
 
    ‘Don’t look at him,’ he says. ‘You’re mine. You belong to me.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, baby.’ 
 
    ‘Say it!’ 
 
    ‘I belong to you, David!’ 
 
    He groans and grunts and slams against her. I recognize the sounds. I wish I could see what was happening right now. I love to watch as his shaft twitches and jerks and his balls tighten. I love watching the expression on Elena’s face as her lover empties his load deeper inside her than I’ve ever been. But I can’t. Right now, all I can see is her throat, with his hand holding her tight, making sure she can’t look at me. Elena’s body shudders and rocks and convulses against him as he finally slows his seemingly endless assault. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ he says. I hear the wet sound of his shaft withdrawing from her sex. ‘That was fucking incredible.’ 
 
    Elena is breathing hard. He lets go of her throat and she looks down at me. She looks like she’s just woken from a long dream. 
 
    ‘That was amazing,’ she says. ‘I’ve needed this all day.’ 
 
    David gives her ass another playful spank. 
 
    ‘Why don’t you show him what he’s missed out on?’ he says. 
 
    Elena giggles. She carefully raises her body, getting to her knees. Then she slowly climbs up my body, her knees on either side of me, moving closer to my face. She sits on my chest and opens her legs as wide as she can, showing her sex, puffy and inflamed, dripping wet, and well used. David’s thick spend trickles out of her, pooling on my chest. Elena laughs and uses two fingers to spread herself open, as though proving he had finished deep inside her. I see a sticky white trail inside her dark pink entrance. 
 
    ‘I’ll get you a towel,’ she says to me. 
 
    ‘Later,’ David says. ‘Let him think about how badly he fucked up today. I want to shower with you. I’ll let you clean me off.’ 
 
    Elena looks down at me. I have tears in my eyes again. I have never been so humiliated in my whole life. 
 
    ‘He’ll be fine,’ David says. ‘He’s not going anywhere.’ 
 
    David holds out his hands to Elena. She takes them and gently lifts off my chest. I watch as the two of them leave the room, David squeezing my wife’s perfect ass, the ass that was once mine and mine alone, the ass that was supposed to be mine again tonight. 
 
    I hear delighted giggles, childish laughter, and erotic moans from the bathroom. 
 
    The band around my shaft tightens again. 
 
    I guess… a month isn’t such a long time to wait, right? 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    My Wife’s New Boyfriend 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    We need to talk. 
 
    It’s my fault. Totally my fault. I should have seen it coming. I should have seen the signs. If I’d opened my eyes sooner, I wouldn’t be in this situation now. If only I was more attentive. If only I hadn’t been so absorbed in my work. If only I was more of a man and I could satisfy her myself! Maybe things would have turned out differently for the both of us. Maybe I would be the one in bed with my wife, making her moan passionately and beg for more. Maybe I would be the one having passionate sex right now, instead of sitting at the end of the bed, watching this man bury his hard cock deep inside my marriage. If, if… maybe, maybe… there are so many questions rattling through my head right now, but the thought I’m most concerned about right now is this one: 
 
    Why the hell am I so turned on by this? 
 
    I grip my thighs tightly. My knuckles turn white. My fingers dig into my legs, leaving deep dents in my pants. I want to look away. I don’t want to see this. But it’s far too late to back out now. 
 
    Brooke, my wife, the love of my life, the mother of my children, is lying on her back in our marital bed. She is naked, her legs are spread wide open. There is a man I’ve only just met in bed with her. He is naked, kneeling between her legs. Their eyes are locked on one another. I might as well not exist right now. He leans forward and buries his length deep inside my wife. Brooke’s moan is one long, deep, groan of sheer bliss that raises in pitch to a shrill, breathless cry as he sinks inch after inch deep inside her. He enters her completely and wholly, all the way to the hilt, and I hear him groan with pleasure at how tight and wet my wife’s pussy is. 
 
    Brooke moans passionately and sighs his name as she locks her ankles together behind his back, pulling him deeper inside her I have tears in my eyes. Tears of frustration. Tears of jealousy. Tears of joy. That should be me. I’m her husband. I should be the one making her feel this way. I should be the one entering her velvet slit. I should be the one bringing her closer to climax with every passing second as she moans softly and hisses, yes, yes, yes under her breath. 
 
    But I’m not. I’m sitting in a chair at the end of the bed, watching this guy – this fucking guy! – make love to my wife as though I’m not in the room. I’m hearing her delighted moans and cries of pleasure from a distance, and, is it just me, or does she sound different with him? She sounds like she’s enjoying it more with him. Her passionate moans are louder, more frequent. She’s talking to him, encouraging him to fuck her harder, telling him what feels good. She never does that with me. When Brooke and I make love, she is quiet and timid and her moans are infrequent, subdued, almost mouse-like. She never tells me what feels good for her. She never makes these kinds of noises with me. 
 
    I watch my wife raise her hips to allow him to drive his shaft deeper inside her. He pumps her hard and fast. I can hear the wet smack of skin-on-skin with every thrust of his hips. My wife’s hands snake around the thick body of this man, this stranger, and she clutches him tight against her supple skin. I can see her wedding ring, bright and clear on her finger, the finger that now digs into the flesh of another man, pulling him hard against her body. I watch his taut muscles twist and pull as he leans over her and pounds her wet sex with his hard length. I can hear how wet she is. She has never been that wet for me. 
 
    I am horrified. I am outraged. I am jealous beyond words. But I don’t move from my chair. I don’t stop them, or leave the room, or grab a baseball bat and bring it down on this guy’s head. I feel like I should. But I don’t. This is all about Brooke and her needs. She wanted this. She begged for this. And I agreed to it. All of it. I agreed to let this man into our home and into our marital bed and into her slick pussy and I agreed to sit and watch in the same room while it all happened. 
 
    Why? It’s because a little over week ago, she sat down and said four little words. 
 
    We need to talk. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Sure?’ I say. ‘What’s up, honey?’ 
 
    Brooke sits at the end of the bed, biting her lip, looking away from me. She runs a hand through her shoulder-length blonde hair. Her body is half turned towards me, half to the wall. I see something in her face, an unusual seriousness. There are tears glistening in her eyes. She clasps her hands together in her lap, fingers moving and twitching. I frown. My wife is usually so bubbly and happy and full of life. It’s very rare for her to have such a serious expression on her face, and she has never said those four little words to me before in all our time together. Something is troubling my beautiful wife and I don’t like it. 
 
    We’ve been married for about eight years now. It’s been a good run. I like to make her happy. I feel blessed every day I wake up next to her. My heart soars every time she smiles. She is my best friend and my soulmate. 
 
    Brooke is about fifteen years younger than me. We met in college. She was a freshman and I was a senior filling in for a lecture. We hit it off almost immediately. She was funny and quirky and asked probing questions. She was a cute young woman with dark hair and green eyes and a gorgeous smile. I liked her the moment I saw her. She stayed behind after the class to talk more and we ended up having dinner together. One thing lead to another and before I knew it, we were an item. I never expected it to last. I thought a bright, beautiful, funny freshman would easily get bored of me, but she kept surprising me. Sex with Brooke was like nothing else on this planet. She was supple, flexible, eager to please, and always willing to experiment. 
 
    Once I finished college, I was sure she’d want to break up with me and move on and find other guys her age. But she didn’t. She chose to stay with me. Our relationship deepened into a loving, passionate bond. When she finally graduated, I asked her to marry me. She was, is, and always will be, everything I want in life. She’s never been the type of woman to respond to another guy flirting with her. She’s never looked twice at anyone else during the whole time we’ve been together. The age difference never seemed to matter, even when she hit thirty last year and my hair started to turn gray. 
 
    Our age difference never seemed to matter. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    I put my book to one side and sit up, ready to hear her talk. Today is Sunday, so I’ve spent most of the morning lying in bed, reading a book. Our kids are out playing in the back yard, laughing and chasing each other. I can hear their delighted cries through the open window. I’ll head outside and play with them this afternoon. 
 
    Brooke stands and closes the window. She closes the bedroom door. If it weren’t for the serious look on her face, I would think that we were about to have some fun. 
 
    She sits back on the bed, still in that half-turn pose, not quite looking at me. I feel a tight knot of worry forming in the pit of my stomach. Is she about to tell me that she’s pregnant… or something much worse? 
 
    ‘I don’t know how to say this, Patrick,’ she says, twisting and untwisting her fingers together over and over. She straightens her blouse and pulls at the hem of her skirt. 
 
    ‘Okay…’ I say, unsure. I wait, but she doesn’t speak. ‘Maybe you should just tell me what’s bothering you?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t want you…’ she pauses, takes a breath, ‘…you might hate me.’ 
 
    I lean forward in bed and take her hands in mine. Her skin is soft and warm. I love these hands. I love the way she holds me. 
 
    ‘I could never hate you,’ I say. ‘No matter what.’ 
 
    She smiles, tears shining in her beautiful eyes. Then she takes a breath, starts talking, and changes our marriage forever. 
 
    ‘I don’t feel satisfied,’ she says. 
 
    I frown, unsure what she means. We have a beautiful home. Two wonderful children. I work hard to provide for my family, to make sure Brooke never needs to spend a day away from our children. We take a summer vacation every year and she wants for nothing. How on earth could she feel unsatisfied? 
 
    ‘I mean… sexually,’ she says. 
 
    A look must pass over my face, because she grabs my hands tighter and turns to face me a little more. Her bright eyes are misted with tears. 
 
    ‘I don’t mean that I feel unfulfilled, or unhappy, or anything like that,’ she says, talking fast. ‘I love you – so much! – but I feel like you don’t have the same needs as me anymore.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ I say. I feel like I’m trapped in the centre of a cornfield and I can’t see the way out. 
 
    ‘I want more sex,’ she says. ‘I really want more sex. I don’t feel like we have enough anymore.’ 
 
    That knot in my stomach tightens. I feel a cold chill. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ I say, thinking hard. I had a vague recollection of Brooke and I enjoying a playful tryst in this very bed recently. ‘We had sex, what, two weeks ago?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘That was two weeks ago. Don’t you want more? Don’t you want me?’ 
 
    ‘Of course I do,’ I say. ‘I want you all the time. I just… I’m tired after work. I have no energy.’ 
 
    She looks downcast and turns her face away. 
 
    ‘I spend most of the day by myself,’ she says. ‘I feel like I’m going crazy. I’m always horny and frustrated and I spend all day waiting for you to come home and… and…’ 
 
    She stifles a sob. The sound breaks my heart. 
 
    ‘I feel trapped,’ she says, ‘like I need to have sex and every day I don’t, I feel myself going crazy.’ 
 
    ‘How long have you felt this way?’ I say. 
 
    ‘A while.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t you say something sooner?’ 
 
    ‘I thought it would go away,’ she says. ‘But it hasn’t. I just… I need more sex than we’re having now. I feel like I’m always horny, like there’s an itch I can’t scratch. I don’t want to leave you and I don’t want to cheat on you – I’m not like that – but you’ve gotta help me out. Please. I’m going crazy.’ 
 
    A tear trickles down her soft cheek. That knot inside me sinks down into the depths of my stomach. I feel my heart ache for her. Beautiful, sweet Brooke. My wife. The love of my life. The mother of my children. 
 
    ‘What would you like me to do?’ I say. ‘I’ll do anything.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to want me as much as I want you,’ she says, wiping her hand over her face. The wet tear streak makes her whole cheek glisten. ‘Or if you can’t manage that, then, I don’t know, we need find a compromise.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of compromise?’ I say, that knot growing firmer in my stomach. It feels like a fist pressing down me, making it hard to breathe. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ she says. ‘If you won’t have sex with me… then maybe someone else should.’ 
 
    I feel all the wind get sucked out of me at once and for a long second, I can’t breathe. 
 
    ‘What are you suggesting?’ I say. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ she says. ‘I don’t want to have an affair or cheat on you or leave you. I want to feel wanted.’ 
 
    ‘And you want… someone else?’ 
 
    ‘I’d rather have you. But you’re slowing down and I don’t want to be forced to slow down with you.’ 
 
    Her words sting like needles. Truthful needles, but needles nonetheless. 
 
    ‘Okay.’ I say. ‘We can do something about that.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ She looks at me, her face brightening. Her eyes are wet and silvery trails run down her cheeks. 
 
    ‘Why don’t we go to the adult bookstore,’ I say. ‘We can buy some naughty toys, so if I’m too tired, you can still enjoy yourself.’ 
 
    Brooke sighs and stands up. I watch her walk around the bed, to the nightstand on her side. She opens the bottom drawer and pulls it out of the cabinet and upends it on the bed. I stare at the contents as they spill out. I have never seen so many sex toys in real life before. There are small silver bullet vibrators. Large, pink dildos. A pocket-sized vibrator disguised as lipstick. Medium-sized purple vibrators with thick heads, spinning shafts and bunny ears to stimulate the clit at the same time. Lubricants. Jellies. Sexy panties. My eyes widen as she looks down at her hidden collection, jaw set in defiance. 
 
    ‘I don’t want any more sex toys,’ she says. ‘I got enough. What I want is you.’ 
 
    I keep staring at the toys on the bed, open-mouthed in shock. I had no idea she had bought any of these. No idea at all. 
 
    ‘These…’ I say, struggling to form a coherent sentence while observing a slim pink vibrator and trying not to picture it sliding in and out of my wife’s tight sex. ‘These don’t do it for you?’ 
 
    ‘They do,’ she says, but they aren’t enough.’ 
 
    She kneels on the bed, next to the pile of toys, and takes my hand. She puts it to her cheek. 
 
    ‘I can make myself come,’ she says, ‘but what I want is this. The feel. The closeness. The intimacy. Toys are fine, but they aren’t as good as you. I need this.’ 
 
    She closes her eyes, my hand on her cheek. She is so soft and warm and the tear stain is wet on my palm. My heart swells in my chest. I love this woman so much and here she is, baring her soul to me, sharing a part of herself that she tried to keep hidden. I must do everything in power to support her. It’s what a husband does for his wife. 
 
    ‘I’ll try my best,’ I say. ‘I’ll do everything I can. I only want to make you happy.’ 
 
    Brooke lies down on the bed and holds me tightly. 
 
    ‘I don’t want a boyfriend or a side guy or anything like that,’ she says. ‘I just want you. I want to make love to you. But I can’t take going to sleep unsatisfied and horny. Do you understand? Does this make any sense?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. 
 
    I hold her close and kiss her head. She smells like home. She was, is, and always will be, everything I want in life. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    We don’t talk about this for the rest of the day. We play with our children in the back yard in the sunshine. We laugh and eat together and spend time making each other happy. The day passes quickly in a happy blur. Before I know it, the children are in bed, sleeping peacefully, exhausted from all the fun we had today. 
 
    I close the door to the kid’s room and creep back downstairs to the family room. Brooke is lying on the couch, happy and content, watching TV. All day long, her words have echoed in my mind as I tried to weigh up what she was telling me. My wife wants a boyfriend. How the hell do you cope with something like that? 
 
    I sit down on the couch next to her and put my hand on her bare thigh. Her skirt has shifted, exposing a little more of her legs to me. 
 
    ‘They’re asleep,’ I say. ‘So… what would you like to do now?’ 
 
    She looks at me. A naughty smile creeps across her face. 
 
    ‘I can think of a thing or two we can do,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Really?’ That same naughty smile spreads to my face, too. ‘What thing or two is that?’ 
 
    She lifts a leg and slowly parts her thighs. Her skirt opens and draws my gaze to her black panties. I watch, my excitement slowly growing in my pants, as she gently hooks her fingers under her panties and tugs them to one side. I suck in air through my teeth as she unveils her beautiful mound to me, right here on the couch. I can see everything, and it looks as though she’s prepared for his moment. Her cleft is bare and shaved clean, her lips glistening with readiness and open, begging for attention. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ I say. I’ve never seen her intimate area look as good as it does right now. 
 
    She smiles at me, biting her bottom lip in that seductive naughty-but-innocent way she has. 
 
    ‘See something you like?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Oh yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘What do you think we should do?’ she says. 
 
    I lean down on the couch and kiss her smooth mound. She makes a happy sigh and follows that with a delicious, naughty giggle. I love that sound. I love making her giggle like a bad girl. 
 
    I move my lips slowly down her body and kiss her again, a little lower, a little closer to my prize. I can feel the heat from her sex already. I glance up at her once more. She bites her bottom lip, smiling that naughty smile, eyes gleaming, and nods. 
 
    I softly, slowly, gently kiss her velvet slit. She exhales through quivering lips. It is a beautiful sound. I kiss her again and again, slowly, planting my lips on her perfect, pink intimate lips, moving up and down her cleft. 
 
    ‘That feels so good,’ she says. ‘I love the way you kiss me.’ 
 
    I let my tongue play across her lips, tasting her, teasing her, thrilling her. She giggles again, that filthy, dirty, naughty giggle of delight. I slide my tongue between her lips and gently trail it up and down, tasting the length of her sex. 
 
    She groans and clamps a hand over her mouth. 
 
    ‘More,’ she says in a passionate whisper. 
 
    I delve my tongue deep into her. Taste her. Slip my tongue into her blossoming hole and lap up her sweet juices. She groans into her hand. 
 
    ‘You lick me so good,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Better than your toys?’ I say. 
 
    ‘God, yes,’ she says, a low hiss escaping her lips. ‘There’s no toy in the world as good as a real man.’ 
 
    I tease her with my mouth for several long, delicious minutes, swirling around her firm clit, tasting her growing arousal, flicking my tongue up and down her slit, and delving deep inside her wet entrance. Her moans and gasps are music to my ears, an orchestra reacting to a conductor’s baton. I love it. I love everything about it. I listen to the changes in her breathing, reacting to her excitement. I take my time when she gasps and flick faster when she moans. I know all the moves she likes best and when to apply them. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ she says, breathing hard, ‘I can’t take anymore. We need to go to the bedroom. Now.’ 
 
    We creep upstairs like naughty teenagers evading our parents. I follow behind, Brooke lifting her skirt to flash me her perfect ass. I want to take her on the stairs right there and then. 
 
    She closes the bedroom door behind me and whispers, ‘Clothes off. Get on the bed.’ 
 
    I strip naked faster than any man in history and get on the bed, my erection lying flat against my stomach. My erection is a little above average in size and about as thick as two fingers. She turns on a lamp, throwing heavy, seductive shadows over the room. A smile spreads over her face. She climbs on the bed and takes off her clothes, making sure I’m watching as she does. 
 
    ‘How do you want to do this?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Shh,’ she says, placing a finger to my wet lips. 
 
    Brooke straddles me takes unclips her bra. Her beautiful bare breasts swing free, like delicious fruits on a tree branch. I cup one in my hand and squeeze it, loving the wicked grin on her face. She leans down and kisses me. 
 
    ‘Am I a bad girl?’ she whispers. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘You’re a very bad girl.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me how bad I am.’ 
 
    ‘You’re very bad.’ I’m not good at dirty talk. I find difficult to vocalize the things I find sexy. Words that sound enticing in my mind always seem to fall flat, or feel awkward and clumsy when I say them aloud. Sometimes I wonder how pornstars can keep a straight face. 
 
    ‘How bad?’ she says. She reaches down and talks hold of my hard member. I gasp at the feel of her warm hand on my hot shaft. 
 
    ‘Very bad.’ 
 
    ‘Am I bad because I asked you if I could have a boyfriend?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    Brooke eases backward, sitting upright, and the tip of my firm member presses against her hot entrance. Her lips part for me. I feel her wet, warm, heavenly entrance lower over my shaft, engulfing me, taking me inside. She feels like perfection, her body moulded to mine by years of passion. 
 
    She sinks down onto me until I am entirely inside her. God, she feels like heaven. Brooke’s body squeezes and grips me just right, her wetness soaking my shaft, getting me ready to slide in and out. 
 
    ‘Do you want me to have a boyfriend?’ she says, gently grinding her ass down into my lap, forcing me as deep as I can reach. 
 
    ‘I want you all to myself,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ she says, a hint of excitement in her voice. ‘You gonna claim me, huh?’ 
 
    She rocks her hips back and forth on my lap, grinding her body against mine. I can feel the inner walls of her sex squeezing my cock. I groan and rock my hips in time with her movements, pushing myself deeper. It feels good. Really good. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna make you mine,’ I say. 
 
    Brooke groans and starts rocking faster and harder. She runs her fingers through her hair and arches her back, pushing her breasts out. I love this pose and she knows it. 
 
    She looks down at me, that wicked, dirty gleam in her eye, that wicked, dirty smile on her face, and she starts to fuck me harder. The bed squeaks quietly underneath us. I place my hands on her hips. 
 
    ‘How you gonna make me yours?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Uh…’ I pause and hold back another groan. ‘I’m gonna fuck you.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ Despite my awkward attempts at talking dirty, she’s getting into this. She rides me faster, breathing hard, biting back a moan. ‘You gonna fuck me hard because I’m a bad girl?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to fuck me so hard,’ she says. She puts her hands on my chest. Scratches me with her nails. Smiles that wicked smile again. Fucks me harder. Her sex grips me tighter, her wetness making me glide in and out of her hole faster and faster with each movement of her hips. ‘I want you to make me scream.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to make me sorry I ever wanted a boyfriend.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck me harder,’ she says. 
 
    I grasp her hips and pound her, thrusting up with firm strokes. She moans in pleasure and begins breathing deeper and faster. I can feel her body beginning to reach a climax. I can also feel a pressure building in my balls, in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    ‘I’m getting close,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she says. ‘Me first. Make me come.’ 
 
    She squeezes her thighs together and grinds her sex down against me harder. It’s too much. Way too much. 
 
    ‘Baby,’ I say, ‘I’m too close-’ 
 
    ‘No!’ she says. 
 
    But it’s too late. Her wet, red-hot sex grips me tight and sends me over the edge. I shudder with the overwhelming pressure and release a spurt of hot, sticky semen inside her. Brooke gasps and grinds me harder and faster, desperately trying to get herself off too, but it’s too late. The moment my penis makes its final jerking spurt, it starts to wilt. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ Brooke says softly. Not in passion or pleasure, but in frustration. ‘I’m so close…’ 
 
    But she can’t come. I’ve finished too soon. 
 
    She leans forward and my wilting penis slips out of her. I feel my semen trickle out of her slit, onto my thigh. The look on Brooke’s face breaks my heart. 
 
    ‘That’s okay,’ she says. ‘It’s okay.’ 
 
    But it’s not okay. I know it. She knows it. I have failed as a husband. I have failed as a man. Brooke smiles as though she had as much fun as I did and she climbs off me and rolls on her side and pulls my arm around her slender body. She wriggles in the bed until she’s pressing up against my body, sharing her warm body with me. I feel my heart shatter. 
 
    I’m not good enough to satisfy my wife. I may never be good enough to satisfy my wife. Can I really do this to her? Can I make her live like this for the rest of her life? She doesn’t deserve this. She doesn’t deserve to fall asleep unsatisfied and unhappy. I can’t put her through this. If she wants to try something new, the least I could do is consider it. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ she says. Her body is warm on my skin. My wilting penis nestles into the cleft between her perfect ass cheeks. I wish I could will my penis to get hard again and bury it in her beautiful ass and make hard, passionate love to her the way she likes it. But I can’t. I’m old and spent. 
 
    ‘If you want to…’ I pause, steeling myself to say the words, ‘get a boyfriend…maybe that would be okay.’ 
 
    She stiffens, hardly daring to breathe. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I want you to be happy. That’s all I ever want. I’d do anything for you.’ 
 
    Brooke rolls over and buries her head in my chest. She wraps her arms around me and holds me. I kiss her head. 
 
    ‘I love you so much,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Can I just ask two favors?’ I say. 
 
    She nods, hair brushing against my chest. 
 
    ‘Anything,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Let’s not do anything around the kids,’ I say. ‘I don’t want to have to explain this to them, or cause any confusion.’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    ‘And the other favor… please don’t do anything behind my back. Always be open and honest with me.’ 
 
    She nods again. Looks up at me. Her eyes sparkle with happiness and love. She is so beautiful. My perfect wife. 
 
    She kisses me softly on the lips. Her firm breasts touch my chest, yearning to be touched. Again, I find myself wishing I could get hard again and go for round two. 
 
    But I can’t. 
 
    ‘I promise to be honest with you,’ she says. ‘Always.’ She pauses. I can tell she’s holding something back, like she’s wondering whether to tell me some new piece of information. I wait, watching her eyes dart back and forth, until she takes a breath and starts talking. 
 
    ‘Well, actually,’ she says, in a slow, shy voice, ‘there is this guy.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say. I feel that knot again in the pit of my stomach, tightening inside me, making it hard to breathe. ‘Tell me about him.’ 
 
    ‘He’s a friend,’ she says. ‘And he’s kinda hot.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say, a little shocked. Wives aren’t supposed to find other men appealing. I’ve never looked twice at another woman since we married. ‘Tell me about him.’ 
 
    ‘He’s taller than me,’ she says. ‘About your height. Dark hair. Blue eyes. He goes to the gym a lot, so he’s kinda ripped.’ 
 
    She bites her bottom lip, suppressing a guilty smile. 
 
    ‘What’s his name?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Hunter.’ 
 
    I almost burst out laughing. 
 
    ‘Hunter, seriously?’ I say. ‘Is that a real name?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she says, a little indignant. ‘And he’s a nice guy.’ 
 
    ‘How do you know this man?’ I can hardly believe what I’m hearing. My sweet, innocent, beautiful wife is confessing to finding another man attractive. And I’m encouraging her to tell me more. 
 
    ‘He goes to the same gym as me,’ she says, and a shy, embarrassed smile creeps over her soft lips. ‘I see him there a lot. Sometimes we talk. Once or twice we grabbed a drink afterwards.’ 
 
    I open my mouth to speak, but she knows what I’m going to say already. 
 
    ‘Nothing happened. Nothing at all. He was just a friend. He knows I’m married and never tried to take it further…’ 
 
    ‘But?’ 
 
    ‘This one time, he helped me with my posture and he put his hands on my body and…’ she bites her lip and looks at me with a guilty expression. ‘I thought about it. Like, seriously thought about it. Not about cheating with him, but…’ 
 
    Her voice trails off. 
 
    ‘But what?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Maybe I thought about you and him,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Both of us?’ I say, surprised. ‘You mean, together? At the same time?’ 
 
    ‘No, she says. ‘First, it was just him. You watched me and him together. Then you got your turn when he was finished.’ 
 
    ‘Wow,’ I say. My chest is tight again. ‘That’s, uh, that’s pretty…’ I try to think of the right word, ‘…pretty intense.’ 
 
    ‘I know, right?’ she says. She wriggles her body against me. Her firm breasts are soft on my chest. Her burning sex touches my soft, limp manhood. ‘It was so hot. I had to come straight home and open my special drawer.’ 
 
    Brooke reaches down with her hand. She gives my penis a gentle, playful squeeze. 
 
    ‘Which one is me?’ I say. ‘Out of your toys, I mean? Which one do you pretend is me?’ 
 
    ‘Depends on my mood,’ she says, with that naughty giggle. ‘Sometimes I use the purple rabbit and I pretend that you’ve thrown me to the bed to ravage me. One time I used the pink dildo and I imagined that my little clit-bullet was your tongue while I was getting fucked. That was really hot.’ 
 
    ‘Wow,’ I say in a breathless whisper. I can feel something happening down below. Maybe it’s the feel of her hand on my member. Maybe it’s the way she’s talking to me. My imagination is running riot picturing all the things she’s talking about right now. My beautiful wife pleasuring herself with toys. My beautiful wife wanted to be fucked by two men. I love it. I can’t explain why, but I love it. I feel my member begin to stiffen once more. 
 
    ‘Oh, hello,’ she says, a smile in her voice. She squeezes my rapidly-hardening manhood again. It feels good. ‘Did someone like that?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe, I don’t know. You’ll have to keep talking.’ 
 
    She giggles again, that wonderful, wicked giggle. 
 
    ‘Oh, really?’ she says, enjoying herself. She slides her sex up and down my hardening member and gives my manhood another playful squeeze. ‘Well, I have this… fantasy, I guess, where you watch him fuck me right here, in our bed. He does anything he wants to me and tells me what to do and I do it for him. When he finally comes, you fuck me right after.’ 
 
    I swallow hard. Holy shit. This is seriously sexy stuff. I had no idea my wife was this kinky. I can feel my body reacting to her words and her warm hand. 
 
    ‘What else?’ I say. I want this to keep going as long as possible. 
 
    ‘Maybe you boys tie me down and take turns with me,’ she says. My manhood is full and hard again. She grinds her intimate lips my shaft, rubbing the head against her clit. I groan softly. ‘Maybe one of you uses my mouth and the other teases my pussy. Maybe you fuck me at the same time.’ 
 
    ‘Keep talking,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You enjoy this?’ she says, wearing that wicked smile again. ‘You enjoy your wife being naughty like this?’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh.’ 
 
    She slides my member up and down her slit again. 
 
    ‘I want you to watch him fuck me,’ she says. ‘I want you to let him do whatever her wants to me. I want you to watch as he makes me his whore.’ 
 
    She kisses me. Hard. Passionate. Tongues. Teasing. Grinding her burning sex against my hard manhood. Gripping my body with her hands. Wanting more. Needing more. Hungry for more. 
 
    I roll over and pin her to the bed. This isn’t me. I’m not aggressive like this. I’m not the type of guy to mount his wife like this. But I can’t help myself. I am overcome by passion and desire. The way she’s talking, the way she describes her fantasy, it makes me desperate to take her again. 
 
    She angles her body and parts her legs wider to let me in. I ease my hard length inside her warm, wet, freshly-fucked slit. She moans softly as I fill her up all the way to the hilt. Brooke’s slick entrance feels different the second time. It’s already burning with intense heat and her slit is slippery with my come. It feels better than the first time. I have never experienced this before in my life and I can’t believe how good it feels. 
 
    ‘Keep talking,’ I say. 
 
    She keeps talking. 
 
    The second time is better. Much better. She talks to me the whole time, encouraging me, making me jealous with the idea of sharing her. I love it. I love all of it. Her words taunt me fill me with a passionate envy. I fuck her harder and longer than I’ve fucked anyone before in my life. I finally satisfy my wife. She kisses me long and slow and tenderly as I finally climax inside her a second time. She was, is, and always will be, everything I want in life. 
 
    Brooke falls asleep in my arms. I remain awake for a short while, my minds filled with fuzzy images. I picture her with another man. Being fucked by another man. Coming for another man. 
 
    I think I might be crazy… but the thoughts excite me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘I want to do it,’ she says in a quiet voice. 
 
    ‘Hmm?’ I say, turning away from my book. The bedroom is half-lit by the lamp behind me and part of her body is shrouded in shadow. Her eyes gleam, even in the darkness. It’s been a couple of days since we made love. I’ve been way too tired to do it again. 
 
    ‘What we talked about,’ she says, making that you-should-know face at me. ‘You know, the thing.’ She lowers her voice, even though we are alone in the bedroom. ‘The other guy. A boyfriend.’ 
 
    I’m shocked. I had half-hoped that all that talk was just that, talk. I wasn’t sure if I took any of it seriously. I didn’t know if she did, either. 
 
    ‘You… serious?’ I say, unable to form a coherent sentence. I sit up further in bed and close my book. ‘You really… want that?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you?’ she says, a hint of confusion in her voice. ‘I thought you… liked it? We had fun talking about it right?’ 
 
    ‘Well, yeah,’ I say. ‘But I thought…’ 
 
    ‘Thought what?’ 
 
    ‘You were serious?’ I say again. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ She nods and bites her lip. ‘I really wanna do it. Just once, you know, to try it out. We don’t have to do anything. We can see how we feel at the time. All I want is to try it. That’s all.’ 
 
    I gaze at Brooke, laying peacefully in bed next to me. I try to picture her with another man, her body writhing with pleasure given by someone else. I feel my cock twitch with excitement. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why do I get excited by that? Why do I want to see that? 
 
    ‘I guess we can try it,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You have to want it,’ she says. ‘I’m serious. I’m not doing this unless you’re with me a hundred percent. I really want to do it, but we have to agree.’ 
 
    I think about it for a second. Really think about it. Try to imagine the scene playing out in my mind. My wife Brooke with this other guy. My wife Brooke giving herself to this other guy. My wife Brooke opening her legs to this other guy. I swallow hard and my cock twitches again. The scene I’m picturing is emotionally confusing and shocking and thinking about it makes me feel incredibly jealous. But, at the same time, it’s intensely erotic. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say in a quiet voice. 
 
    ‘You mean it?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Yeah, I mean it.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me what you want.’ She smiles, a bright, beautiful grin of happiness and excitement. ‘Go on, tell me.’ 
 
    ‘I want,’ I pause, thinking hard. If I say it aloud, that makes it real. The thoughts stop being my ideas and fantasies and become ours. ‘I want to watch you get fucked.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me more.’ 
 
    ‘I want to watch you get fucked by another man and come all over his big cock.’ 
 
    ‘More.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to be his whore.’ 
 
    ‘More.’ 
 
    ‘I want to fuck you afterwards.’ 
 
    She kisses me hard, mouth open, tongue seeking mine. 
 
    ‘You mean it?’ she says, smiling, breathless. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Can we do it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She hugs me tight, her head on my chest. I smell her scent again. She smells like home. She always smells like home. 
 
    She falls asleep that way, head on my chest, my arm around her slender figure. I lay awake for a while, staring at the ceiling, wondering what I’m about to do. I have just agreed to share my wife with another man. Am I really, truly, okay with this? Am I comfortable with the idea of another man making love to my wife? Could I really go through with it? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of days, we make a rough plan together and agree on it. My heart is in my throat every time she brings it up, but the idea of watching her with another man excites me. 
 
    Brooke wants to bring the guy to our house this coming Saturday. She would rather be somewhere comfortable and familiar to her. I ask my mom to look after our kids that weekend. I tell her we need a little husband-wife time and she agrees. She understands. I feel bad lying to her, but there’s no effective way to explain that I’m going to watch someone else make love to Brooke. 
 
    As the week slowly passes, I find myself getting more and more distracted at work. It’s hard to focus. Every time my mind drifts away from the task in hand, I find myself imaging Brooke moan in the arms of another man. My throat tightens every time I revisit the image. I can’t figure out what it is that I find so appealing in the idea. I could never explain it to another man. I don’t know if anybody else would ever understand my reasons for wanting to watch this happen. 
 
    A few days before the night in question, I turn to Broke and ask, ‘Have you asked this Hunter guy if he’s up for this? Like, have you explained to him what’s going on?’ 
 
    ‘Not exactly,’ she says, with a slightly guilty expression. 
 
    ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t straight-up asked him to come over on Saturday,’ she says. ‘And I haven’t told him that you’ll be involved as well.’ 
 
    ‘So, what’s happening?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been kinda flirty with him,’ she says. ‘And I got his number. And he always says that if I wanna hang out more, I should text him.’ 
 
    I watch her guilt face. Her lips twitch into a naughty smile. 
 
    ‘We’ve been texting a little bit,’ she says, before quickly adding, ‘nothing inappropriate. But I know he’s into me and I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t have a problem with you being here, too.’ 
 
    ‘So, you’re going to explain all this to him, yes?’ 
 
    She nods and starts writing a text. I try to read it, but she covers the screen and walks into another room. After a few minutes, she re-emerges and smiles at me sweetly. 
 
    ‘He says yes,’ she says. 
 
    ‘To what?’ I say. 
 
    ‘To all of it. He wants to come over here and he’s down to see how things go.’ 
 
    ‘He knows I’ll be here, too, right?’ 
 
    She smiles again, that naughty little grin. 
 
    ‘He says that’s the best part,’ she says. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The day finally arrives. Part of me feels like we shouldn’t do this. It feels like we’re breaking some moral law about the sanctity of marriage, that we’re violating ancient rules and customs. Part of me is afraid of how I’ll feel watching Brooke and Hunter together. Will I feel jealous? Angry? Betrayed? Heartbroken? Or worse, will I feel nothing at all? So many questions race through my mind. Even my mom asks me why I look so distracted when I drop the kids over. I tell her I’m fine, just tired, and I really need a night where it’s just the two of us. She understands. Moms always understand. 
 
    Brooke spends the day filled with nervous energy. She cleans the house from top to bottom. She selects an outfit to wear tonight. Changes her mind. Selects another outfit. Cleans the house a second time. Selects another outfit. She shuts herself in the bedroom and listens to music. I can hear her from the family room, dancing and singing energetically. My own nervous energy manifests in a different form. I find myself unable to focus on anything. I watch TV and tune out. I try a book and read the same paragraph a dozen times. I play the kid’s videogames and crash and die on the same level repeatedly. Nothing helps. Nothing calms me down. My cock twitches in my pants whenever I try to imagine how tonight is going to play out. 
 
    Around mid-afternoon, Brooke steps into the shower to start getting ready. I watch her stand naked under the water, leaning in the doorway, feeling a throb of desire down below. It takes all my control not to join her. When she steps back out, I sit in bed and watch her dry her hair in front of the mirror. She smiles at her reflection and pokes her tongue out when she sees me looking. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ she says, turning off the hairdryer and dropping the towel to the floor. She twirls on the spot, revelling in her naked glory. Her cleft is freshly shaved and silky smooth. I let out a sigh of desire. 
 
    ‘That good, huh?’ she says. 
 
    ‘How much time do we have?’ I say. 
 
    Brooke smiles at me in the mirror as she runs a brush through her hair. 
 
    ‘Plenty of time,’ she says. ‘But we’re not doing anything right now. I want to save it all up for tonight. Whatever happens – if we go through with it or not – I want you to save it all up for me.’ 
 
    I let out a wistful sigh as she starts to get dressed. 
 
    It’s a strange thing, watching your wife get ready for another man. She knows what you like and the clothes you enjoy seeing her wear. But in this moment, you know that she’s not thinking about you. She’s not dressing to impress you or choosing outfits that you prefer her to wear. She must think about him and what he might like. What must be going through her mind right now? Is she trying to decide what he would rather see her wear? Is she thinking about what might be easiest to take off? Or does she want to look her best to make you jealous? 
 
    I watch my wife slip into a pair of long, thigh-length socks. That knot in my stomach tightens yet again as I realize that it might not be me who takes those off. Then she raises a tiny black thong, making sure I can see it clearly. She bends over, her ass pointing toward me, her pink slit teasing me with a fleet glimpse, before she slides the thong up her legs. Her ass looks incredible right now. Again, I become aware that I might not be the one who takes that off. Brooke pulls a tiny plaid skirt up her legs and zips it into place. The skirt is barely long enough to cover her pert little ass. She wore that for me, once, when we played a naughty game of dress-up. I made her keep it on the whole time we made love. It might not be me who takes it off. 
 
    The guy isn’t even here yet and I already hate him. My wife is dressing for him, making herself look perfect for him. I fight the urge to storm across the bedroom and grab her and throw her to the bed and ravage her myself. 
 
    Brooke holds up a choice of two bras. One is black and matches the thong. The other is a soft pink. She looks at them in the mirror, weighing them up. Which would her potential boyfriend prefer to see her wearing? Black or pink? I see that mischievous smile cross her lips again and she puts both bras back down. She lifts a tiny white crop top over her head. I have never seen this shirt before and the sight of it on her body takes my breath away. It’s short enough to leave part of her midriff exposed, her smooth stomach visible between the top and the skirt. The shirt is also dangerously low-cut, revealing a generous amount of cleavage. Her nipples are visible through the fabric as small, dark circles of flesh. Her breasts fill the shirt, barely contained the material. 
 
    ‘Is that top new?’ I say barely able to take my eyes away from her breasts in the reflection. They fill the shirt, fighting to get out, begging for attention. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘Got it as a surprise. You like?’ 
 
    ‘God yes.’ 
 
    She laughs and looks at herself in the mirror. Then she opens her makeup bag for the next stage of her preparation. 
 
    Brooke looks impossibly gorgeous right now. She always looks beautiful to me, but this is a side of her I’ve never seen before. Playful. Slutty. Naughty. I feel like I’m watching a whole new woman. 
 
    I like it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I’m sitting on the couch, staring at a muted TV, praying that he wouldn’t come, that I could have this beautiful woman all to myself and not have to share her. The doorbell rings. My heart almost stops. He’s here, standing at our front door, ringing the doorbell. The man who has come to claim my wife. 
 
    ‘Can you get that please, honey?’ Brooke says from the bedroom upstairs. I have no idea what she’s been doing in there. She was ready a good hour or two ago. Then she kicked me out, saying that she wanted to ‘get the room ready’, whatever that means. 
 
    ‘Sure thing,’ I say. I get off the couch and take a couple of deep breaths to steady myself. He’s here. This is really happening. Her fantasy is about to become our reality. 
 
    I could disconnect the doorbell and turn off the lights and break Brooke’s cell phone until he left. I could tell him he’s got the wrong house and give him some new address four or five miles away and tell Brooke that it was neighborhood kids ringing the bell. I could do all those things. I seriously consider doing all those things. 
 
    But the doorbell rings again and I need to answer it. I walk through our house to the front door, my heart thumping, blood rushing through my ears louder than a tidal wave. I can see the silhouette of a figure standing on the porch, illuminated by the visitor’s light outside. I step closer to the door, my feet heavy as lead, my legs moving through tar, and reach for the door handle. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ says Hunter, smiling, as I open the door. ‘This Brooke’s place?’ 
 
    He’s a young man in his late twenties, exactly as she described him. A good few inches taller than me. Dark hair cropped close to his head. Blue eyes. He’s broad-shouldered, with a thick neck and a strong jawline. He carries a bottle of red wine in one large hand. Brooke wasn’t kidding when she said he was ripped. He is solidly built and wears a plain red shirt that reveals his muscular, tattooed arms and blue jeans and sneakers. He’s dressed far too casually for my liking. While Brooke has put time and effort and thought into her appearance, this guy looks as though he’s come straight from the gym, barely making any effort. 
 
    He’s a tall, good-looking muscular man and he’s come to sleep with my wife. He’s everything I’m not and I hate him already. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘You must be Hunter?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, that’s me,’ he says, grinning at me. His teeth are irritatingly white and straight and perfect. 
 
    I hold out my hand to him and he shakes it. His grip is firm. His hand dwarfs mine. 
 
    ‘Great,’ I say, ‘I’m Patrick, Brooke’s husband.’ 
 
    ‘Nice to meet you,’ he says. ‘I’ve heard a lot about you.’ 
 
    ‘Likewise,’ I say, telling a small lie. I know almost nothing about this man aside from the fact that my wife fantasises about him. 
 
    I hold the door open and welcome this guy – this fucking guy! – into my home. He steps through the doorway and looks around as though he likes what he sees, like a film director admiring the set for the first time. Yeah, it’s good, I can work with this. 
 
    ‘Lovely house you have here,’ he says. ‘Really nice.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ I close the door and lead him through the house. ‘Brooke’s getting ready. Would you like a drink?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says, holding up the bottle of wine in his hand. ‘I brought this, I remember Brooke once said something about liking red wine.’ 
 
    ‘Great,’ I said. ‘I’ll get some glasses.’ 
 
    Hunter follows me through the house to the kitchen in back, looking around the whole time. I try to imagine that I’m seeing it all for the first time. The family room. Downstairs office. Downstairs bathroom. Closet. Family pictures on the walls. 
 
    We walk into the kitchen, a large, modern space at the back of the house with a wide breakfast bar and stools in the centre. I open a cupboard and remove three wine glasses. Hunter leans casually against the breakfast bar, acting cool and confident as though he lives here. 
 
    I place the wine glasses on the counter and find a corkscrew in a drawer. Hunter pulls the seal off the bottle and hands it to me. I twist the sharp spike into the cork and pull. The cork comes free with a soft pop and the fruity aroma of red wine wafts up from the bottle. I give it a sniff, pretending I know a damned thing about wine, and nod approvingly. I pour a generous amount into the three glasses. 
 
    Hunter takes a glass and raises it to me, saying, ‘To new friends.’ 
 
    ‘New friends.’ 
 
    I touch my glass to his and take a deep mouthful of wine. Great, he’s big, brawny, handsome as fuck, and sophisticated, too. 
 
    I really hate this guy. 
 
    ‘So how long you guys been married?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Eight years,’ I say. ‘Eight long, happy years.’ 
 
    ‘That’s great,’ he says. ‘Brooke seems really happy.’ 
 
    ‘I hope so,’ I say. ‘All I want to do is make her happy.’ 
 
    I lean back against a counter on the outside of the room, one arm crossed over my waist, the other holding the wine glass. Hunter still rests on the breakfast bar, in the place where I sit for my meals, I notice, with a pang of irritation. I’m trying to find reasons to dislike him, and I’m succeeding. 
 
    ‘Okay, look,’ Hunter says, talking in a quiet tone, ‘I just want to say something real quick. I don’t know what you’re expecting to happen here and I don’t know what Brooke is thinking, either. All I’m here to do is have a drink with my friend and get to know her husband. What happens after that is up to you guys. I ain’t gonna be offended if you ask me to leave later. Okay?’ 
 
    I nod slowly, absorbing his words. 
 
    ‘If there’s anything you want to talk to me about, or anything you want to ask me about all this, I’m right here,’ he says. 
 
    I take a large gulp of wine and cradle the glass in both hands. 
 
    ‘Am I not good enough for her?’ I say. The question slips out unexpectedly. It’s the one thing I’ve been thinking since Brooke first brought this whole thing up. I didn’t expect to voice my concerns aloud. 
 
    But Hunter acts as if he expected that question. 
 
    ‘Of course you are,’ he says. ‘And the honest answer is, yes, you are good enough. You’re the reason she wakes up smiling, man. You make her happy and fill her with love every day. But she’s a woman in the prime of her life and she’s got needs. That’s where I come in.’ 
 
    He takes a sip of wine and continues. 
 
    ‘Think of it like this. If you need something done, you get a tool or a machine to assist you. That’s me. All I want to do is help you guys. And maybe we’ll all have a little fun in the bargain.’ 
 
    ‘You seem to know a lot about this,’ I say. 
 
    ‘It’s more common than you’d think. Lots of couple experiment with open lifestyles and free-range marriages these days. My first experience in this was having a threesome with a friend and his wife. Like I say, you’re not alone in this. There’s lots of couple like you.’ 
 
    I fall quiet and mull over his words. A silence falls between us. I sip on my wine, thinking about what he’s said and steeling myself to ask the next question, the second point that’s been bothering me since we started going down this road. 
 
    ‘Am I a freak?’ I say. 
 
    He looks at me, puzzled, over the rim of his glass. 
 
    ‘I am weird for wanting this?’ I say. ‘I keep telling myself that it’s wrong and I shouldn’t want it, but then…’ 
 
    ‘But then you think about it,’ Hunter says, finishing my thoughts. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    He nods thoughtfully. I get the impression that he’s had this conversation with many nervous husbands before in the past. 
 
    ‘The way I think about it is like this, he says. ‘That’s your wife, right? She’s been the centre of your sexual world for years now. But also, us guys, we like sexual imagery, we like porn and we like to watch. So, all you’re doing is combining the fantasy with the reality. You’re literally turning your wife into your pornstar.’ 
 
    I take deep drink of wine. 
 
    ‘I never thought about it like that,’ I say. 
 
    He shrugs. 
 
    ‘Most guys don’t. They only think about the negatives. They don’t think about all the good things. Your wife still loves you. She still respects you. This whole thing is about trust and communication. You must have one hell of a strong marriage.’ 
 
    ‘We do.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ he says. ‘My aim here isn’t to come between you two, or screw up your marriage or anything like that. This is for both you. She wants the sex, you want the image. That’s all I’m here to do.’ 
 
    I finish my glass of wine and study the glass, trying to look anywhere but at him. 
 
    ‘My wife wants to have sex with you because I’m not good enough,’ I say. ‘I kinda hate you for that.’ 
 
    He offers a rueful smile. 
 
    ‘Don’t think about it like that,’ he says. ‘You’re plenty good enough. She married you, after all. But there’s only one thing you can’t give her.’ 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ 
 
    ‘The moment you enter her for the very first time.’ 
 
    I fall silent again. He’s right. I can’t give her that. I’d love to. But I can’t. I’d love to be able to give her everything she desires in the bedroom, but I can’t. I’m older now and I can’t keep up with her sex drive anymore. 
 
    ‘Look,’ he says, bringing me out of my thoughts. ‘If you don’t want this to go any further, all you have to do is say. I promise I won’t do anything if you disagree. It’s important to me that you both want this.’ 
 
    I nod slowly. Part of me wants to pick this guy up by the scruff of his neck and toss his ass in the street yelling, And stay out! O-W-T out! 
 
    But I don’t. Brooke wants this. I’ve seen it in her eyes. In her smile. I’ve noticed a spring in her step as the days ticked by. She wants this desperately. She wants something I can’t provide – the only thing I can’t provide. 
 
    So, I will do this. I will go through with this for her. 
 
    But I can’t promise not to hate this tall, handsome, muscular, thoughtful, intelligent man a little bit for it. He’s the total package. 
 
    Hunter sips his wine slowly, appreciating the taste. I hear the bedroom door open upstairs and my body stiffens. This is it. No turning back. My wife’s footsteps slowly creak across the hallway above us. I hear her first tentative footstep on the stairs. I try to imagine how she’s feeling now. If I’m nervous, she must be borderline hysterical. 
 
    Hunter shoots me a reassuring look. I nod back and hold onto the edge of the counter with one hand. I need the support. 
 
    Brooke’s light footsteps slowly descend. My throat is dry. I have so many conflicting feelings clashing together right now. Jealousy. Anger. Worry. And, simmering above it all, a smouldering erotic tension that makes my chest so tight it’s hard to breathe. I want to keep my wife all to myself, but I also really, really want to see this guy make love to her. I want to see his large, strong hands on her naked skin. I want to see her moan and writhe beneath his firm body. Maybe it’s wrong, but – goddammit – it feels so right. 
 
    From Hunter’s position against the breakfast bar, he has a line of sight down the hallway. He looks that way now as Brooke reaches the bottom of the stairs and heads our way. I watch a wide, delighted smile spread across his face as my wife enters the kitchen. She’s dressed exactly as she was earlier – short skirt, breasts straining against the short crop top – and she’s taken time with her hair and makeup, giving herself smoky, seductive eyes, deep red lips, and wild hair carefully crafted to appear messy and untouched. In short, she looks phenomenal beyond words. She twirls open the spot, standing in the doorway. Her skirt lifts at her back and we both get a glimpse of her beautiful ass. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ Hunter says, that smile widening even further. 
 
    ‘How’re my two boys getting along?’ she says, striding into the kitchen, beaming with delight at our reactions to her entrance. 
 
    I see the expression on Brooke’s face as she looks at him, and I realize he’s not underdressed at all. He’s dressed to please her, exactly as she is for him. He’s chosen an outfit that he knows she will enjoy. She likes the casual, easy-going look on him. My earlier resentment fades a little. Brooke smiles broadly and stands up on her toes to place a kiss on his cheek, pausing, I notice, to touch his firm bicep as she does. 
 
    Hunter slips an arm around her waist and pulls her slender body against his. I’ve never thought of Brooke as petite, but next to him, she looks tiny. 
 
    ‘It’s good to see you again,’ he says. ‘You look amazing.’ He glances over to me. ‘You’re a lucky man.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I am,’ I say, my throat dry. I watch Brooke’s arms snakes around Hunter’s waist with both a pang of jealousy in my heart and a throb of desire in my groin. How is it possible to experience both emotions simultaneously? 
 
    ‘Is this for me?’ Brooke says, pointing to the third wine glass. She takes it and sniffs, a smile on her face. ‘My favorite!’ 
 
    She takes a few small mouthfuls of wine and licks her lips. I love the way her tongue flicks out, tasting the wine. 
 
    ‘Should we, uh, get more comfortable?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yeah!’ Brooke says. She takes Hunter by the hand and leads him through the house, heading for the family room, excited to show him our home. I hang back for a few seconds, trying to calm myself. I pour myself another glass of wine with the remains of the bottle and follow them. 
 
    Brooke and Hunter have made themselves comfortable on the couch, her bare thighs pressing up close to his legs, his arm around her shoulders. Brooke is talking excitedly, a smile on her face. I haven’t seen her so giddy as this since I asked her to marry me. 
 
    I take the chair, sitting by myself, away from them. I watch them together and slowly drink my glass of wine. Hunter is good with her – an attentive listener, funny when needed, and able to hold a conversation. If you walked into the room right now, you’d think they were the married couple. 
 
    Once or twice, I see Brooke’s hand touch Hunter’s thigh. I get a pang of jealousy, like a jolt of electricity running through me. She touches his leg one more time and leaves her hand in place, resting on his thigh.  I see her fingers moving, squeezing his leg, massaging him. The chemistry, the sexual tension, between the two is palpable. The air feels tense and heavy with erotic energy and sensual promise. The three of us know how this evening is going to play out, but we’re all ignoring it, pretending otherwise, acting as though this is a normal night, just three friends sharing a bottle of wine while my wife is dressed like a hungry slut. 
 
    Brooke lifts her glass to her beautiful red lips and realizes that she’s out of wine. 
 
    ‘Do we have any more, honey?’ she says, holding out her glass to me. 
 
    I take her glass and walk back through the house to the kitchen. Hunter says something and Brooke laughs, loud and happy. 
 
    I look through the liquor cupboard, pushing bottles aside until I find what I’m looking for. Another bottle of red wine. Not the same as before – not Brooke’s favorite – but a good brand she likes. I uncork the bottle and pour half a glass and then I realize that I can’t hear anything from the other room. No voices. No laughter. My heart skips a beat. My manhood throbs in my pants. 
 
    I pause, holding the glass, listening. There’s no sound at all from the other room. What could they be doing in there? What could be occupying my wife’s lips right now? 
 
    I walk back through the kitchen, heart hammering, feet heavy as lead, wine glass shaking in my hand. I still can’t hear anything. It takes me a week to walk the length of the hallway. I pause outside the family room, listening hard, not daring to breathe. Then I hear it. A single sound. A sound I love to hear more than any other. Brooke’s naughty giggle. The sound she makes when she’s being bad and knows it. I swallow hard. This is it. It’s really happening. I slowly lean forward and peek around the door. 
 
    My wife is making out with Hunter on the couch. Gently, tenderly, passionately. I’m close enough now to hear their wet smack of their lips. I’m close enough now to hear her breath escape in passionate sighs. I’m close enough to see her hard, excited nipples pressing against the thin shirt, begging to be touched. 
 
    Her hand is higher on his thigh now and she gently squeezes and massages a thick, firm bulge in his pants. His hand slides up her leg, up her smooth stomach, to her breasts. I watch his fingers squeeze her chest and she lets out that naughty giggle again. 
 
    ‘You like my outfit?’ she says. 
 
    He says something in response, whispering in her ear. She giggles again. 
 
    ‘I can be very bad,’ she says, with a wicked smile. 
 
    He leans into her and begins to kiss her neck. She sighs and smiles and groans at the feel of his lips on her skin. Her hand tightens around his manhood and I can clearly see its shape through his pants. It’s bigger and thicker than me. This guy – this fucking guy! – is the perfect physical specimen. Tall, good looking, smart, funny, good company, and he’s well-endowed as well. I really want to hate this guy, but I see the wide, filthy smile on my wife’s face and I know we’re going through with this. 
 
    Brooke sees me watching them. Her smile widens. She loves this, loves the attention from Hunter, loves the fact that her husband is watching the scene unfold. 
 
    ‘Are you jealous, baby?’ she says in a low, sensual voice. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Are you gonna stop me?’ 
 
    I swallow. Hesitate. This is it. This is my moment. I can stop this if I want to. I can call a halt to all of this. Hunter will stop kissing my wife’s neck. He will stop squeezing my wife’s breasts. She will stop massaging his hard tool. I can reclaim her for myself. But I don’t want to stop it. My own erection strains against my pants, hard and firm, begging to be unleashed. I’m enjoying this almost as much as she is. She knows it, too. Her eyes flick down to my body and I know she’s seen the evidence of my excitement. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I’m not going to stop you.’ 
 
    A soft, excited moan escapes her lips. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she says. ‘Because I want this so much.’ 
 
    ‘So do I.’ My throat is dry. My voice is soft and hoarse. 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ she says. ‘I love the way he kisses me.’ 
 
    His hand slides back down her body, to her thighs, and under her tiny skirt. She parts her thighs for him, opening her body up to his touch. 
 
    I lift Brooke’s wine glass to my lips and drain it in one long swallow. 
 
    His hand disappears under her skirt. She groans as he touches her intimate areas. 
 
    ‘His hands feel so good,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Where do you want him to touch you?’ I say. I’m starting to get a little more into it now. I feel a little more confident about joining in. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna let him touch me wherever he wants,’ she says. ‘I’m his whore now.’ 
 
    She grins wickedly again and gasps. 
 
    ‘Sit down,’ she says. 
 
    I sit back in my chair, still holding the empty wine glass. She parts her legs for him. She gasps as he touches her. 
 
    ‘What’s he doing to you?’ I say. I can see it all. But I need to hear it. I need to hear it from her. 
 
    ‘He’s teasing me with his fingers,’ she says. He kisses her neck. Her shoulder. She sighs at the touch of his lips. ‘He’s… oh, he’s exploring me.’ 
 
    I try to lean back in my chair but I can’t. I’m on the edge of my seat. One hand wrapped around the wine glass. The other gripping the arm rest. My stomach is a pit filled with jealous, squirming snakes that bite one another in a frenzy of anguish and pain. 
 
    ‘He’s touching me,’ Brooke says. She opens her mouth to say more, but a soft groan is the only thing that I hear. 
 
    His hand gently moves back and forth under her skirt. This guy – this fucking guy! – is caressing my wife’s sweet sex. Right in front of me. And I’m getting turned on by it. I take my clenched hand off the arm rest and squeeze my hardening member through my pants. 
 
    ‘No, no, baby,’ Brooke says, watching me. ‘You have to wait your turn. Save it all for me, okay?’ 
 
    Then my wife turns her face towards Hunter and she leans in and kisses him full on the mouth. My heart shudders in my chest. I wasn’t prepared for this. I wasn’t prepared to see her kiss him, strange as that sounds. I had only focused on the sexual aspect. I had steeled my mind to witness Brooke make love to this man, but I hadn’t thought about what might happen before that. 
 
    She groans into his mouth. His hand still explores her soft folds beneath the skirt. His other hand finds her firm breasts, barely concealed under the crop top. She makes that naughty giggle again. I love that sound. Even though she’s making it for someone else. 
 
    Part of my mind is screaming at me, over and over, three simple words: 
 
    This is wrong. This is wrong. This is wrong. 
 
    But then I watch the way my wife seems to melt in his arms. The way her hips sway to his touch. The way her head tilts as she kisses him. And I realize in this moment that there is nothing wrong with this at all. This is exactly right. She might be married to me, but pleasure knows no such boundaries. I can see how badly she’s wanted this, how much she’s yearned for this, and who am I to stop her? I promised to love her no matter what and always make her happy. If this makes her happy, then I will support it. Sure, it might hurt me that someone else is giving her sexual pleasure, but I’m getting turned on by it just as much as she is. 
 
    However, this fact doesn’t make it any easier to watch. An envious monster rears its head inside me, roaring and thrashing about like Godzilla in downtown Tokyo. She has never kissed me with such fiery passion before. She has never purred into my mouth like she purrs into his. She has never giggled and wiggled her hips when my hands slid around her ass. And she has never – ever – run her hand over my crotch and made an excited squeak at what she feels under my pants, as she does with him now. 
 
    I feel a pain in my stomach. It doesn’t feel like a knot anymore. It feels more like a knife twisting in my gut. It’s a deep, jealous anguish. God, I want to be him! But I also… I also really don’t want to interrupt. Whatever is about to unfold is for my benefit just as much as hers and I want to see it to the end. 
 
    She grinds her hips down against his hand, moaning into his mouth. He pulls on her top and one breast falls free, hard nipple pointing right at me. My mouth opens to suck on her sweet, firm nipple, but I can’t. I’m on the other side of the room, watching. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God,’ Brooke says, in a passionate, breathless voice. ‘He feels so good.’ 
 
    ‘Should we…’ I say, my voice husky and dry, ‘should we go upstairs?’ 
 
    Brooke smiles at me. She nods. 
 
    ‘Would you like to see my bedroom?’ she says to Hunter. 
 
    Hunter looks to me. 
 
    ‘I’d like to take your wife upstairs,’ he says. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    Brooke and Hunter both smile at me. Hunter gently slips his fingers out from under her skirt. His first two fingers are shiny and wet. Brooke stands up and takes him by the hand and leads him through our home, laughing with that naughty laugh as she goes. 
 
    I stay behind for a second, a little shocked. I’ve given this man permission to fuck my wife. Despite the pit of snakes writhing in jealous rage in my stomach, I still want to go through with this. 
 
    Above me, the bedroom door opens. I put the wine glass on the table and walk upstairs on light feet, not wanting to be left behind. 
 
    I find them in our bedroom, standing next to the bed. Brooke and Hunter are locked in a deep, passionate kiss when I enter. Brooke steps back as I walk in, a little guilty smile on her face. 
 
    ‘Are you enjoying this, baby?’ she says. Are you enjoying watching me be a whore for him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Good. Now be a good boy and sit in the chair. I want you to watch everything he does to me.’ 
 
    I do as I’m told and sit in the chair at the end of the bed. I try to sit comfortably and look relaxed, but I can’t. I lean forward and place my hands on my thighs. 
 
    Brooke kisses Hunter again, deeply and passionately. Her hands caress his body and grab his ass and stroke his neck. He squeezes her tight ass and gives it a playful spank. She giggles again. God, I love that sound. 
 
    ‘So,’ she says, with a playful, teasing voice, ‘what are you gonna make me do? You want me to be your little whore?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Hunter says. ‘I’m gonna make you scream my name.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want me to do?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Undress me.’ 
 
    She slides her hands underneath his shirt and slowly pushes it up over his head, exposing his taut, lean body. Holy hell is this guy in great shape. He would make an underwear model doubt their physique. 
 
    Brooke sinks to her knees, hands on Hunter’s thighs, and slowly unbuttons his jeans. The snakes in my belly are out of control now. Godzilla has stomped Japan flat and is heading for New York. I twist in the chair and grip my thighs. This is happening. This is really happening. 
 
    My wife slowly opens his jeans and gently tugs them down. His member bulges against his shorts, straining against the cotton, crying out for freedom. 
 
    ‘Oh, wow,’ Brooke says. She runs her fingers along the bulge, eyes wide. She looks to me, her face shocked. ‘Can you believe this?’ 
 
    I shake my head and swallow hard. 
 
    ‘Can I see it, please?’ she says. 
 
    Hunter grins down at her. 
 
    ‘Go ahead.’ 
 
    She giggles again – that sound! – and slips her fingers into his waistband. I watch her face closely as she gently pulls his short down. She is breathless with excitement and anticipation as more of his body is revealed to her. A short, well-maintained patch of pubic hair. A thick, firm base. A hard, lengthy shaft, with thick, pumping veins running through it. A large, throbbing, deep purple head. She peels his shorts down and his bulging manhood springs up, resting against her cheek. She gasps in delight, a beautiful smile on her face. She has never smiled like that over my body. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ she says, her voice filled with excitement. 
 
    ‘You can touch it if you want,’ Hunter says. 
 
    Brooke carefully grasps his member in one hand, testing it, weighing it, feeling it. She gives it a gentle squeeze. I see his member flex in response. 
 
    ‘Put it in your mouth,’ he says. 
 
    ‘She doesn’t like doing that,’ I say, feeling comfortably superior in my intimate knowledge of what Brooke does and doesn’t enjoy in the bedroom. 
 
    But here, again, Brooke shocks me. She smiles up at her new lover and plants a tender kiss on the tip of his penis. 
 
    Hunter looks at me with a smug, devilish grin as my wife open her mouth to receive his swollen manhood. My mouth opens in an O of shock. I can’t remember the last time my wife did that to me. I could never imagine ordering her suck my cock, but this guy – this fucking guy! – told her what to do and she did it without a second thought. 
 
    I grip my thighs tighter, trying to ignore my erection straining against my pants. If I only knew what was so arousing about this situation. Why am I enjoying this so much? It feels wrong, and yet I’m so turned on it almost hurts. I keep my hands on my thighs, or I might be tempted to pleasure myself. 
 
    Brooke sighs happily as she grasps his length with one hand and trails her tongue along the underside. His manhood is almost the same length as her face. I can see a wide, delighted smile on her lips. The snakes in my gut lash out in venomous anger, biting my insides over and over in jealousy. My cock throbs with painful desire. I wish that was me. I wish her lips were wrapped around my cock. 
 
    My wife takes him eagerly into her mouth, purring as she does, looking up at him with her bright, beautiful eyes. He groans as she slowly caresses his shaft with her lips and tongue. 
 
    ‘You like that?’ she says. ‘You like me sucking your big cock?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Keep going.’ 
 
    She looks over to me. 
 
    ‘You like it, too?’ she says. 
 
    I nod. My fingers claw into my thighs. I’ll have bruises later. 
 
    She keeps her eyes on me and takes him all the way to the back of her throat. He groans again. She starts to pleasure him, sucking him hard, taking him deep, stroking his wet shaft, playing with his balls. Everything I want her to do to me. Everything she’s never done to me. 
 
    ‘Fuck, she’s good,’ Hunter says. 
 
    He places his hands on her head, helping her movements, controlling her speed and depth. Brooke groans, loving it. She allows him to control her while she pleasures him. 
 
    After a few long, long minutes – longer minutes than I could last, for sure – Hunter gently eases his length out of her mouth. Brooke looks up at him, pouting. 
 
    ‘Your turn,’ he says. 
 
    He bends down and wraps his arms around her. Then he stands, lifting her up. She laughs in delight as he carries her – my wife – to the bed – our bed – and lays her down on the covers. The snakes in my stomach burst into flame as he leans down over her and his hands touch her body. She purrs and sighs and gasps at his touch. He slowly undresses her, first freeing her breasts from their tight prison. I watch his lips part as her sucks her hard nipples. She groans. He teases her firm mounds with his tongue. She moans. He kisses her breasts. She sighs. 
 
    His hands travel south, to that sexy plaid skirt of hers, the one to see her wear. I watch as his hands slide beneath the skirt for the second time tonight and his fingers begin to tease and tantalize my wife in ways I can only imagine. 
 
    Brooke’s soft, breathy moans are beautiful. But they are different to the sounds she usually makes. I know her very well. The moans she makes with this man are different. Not just passionate, not just aroused – there’s a tension there, too. She’s wanted this for a long time and it’s finally happening. She craves this man. 
 
    Hunter kisses her smooth stomach, leaving a little trail that makes her body tingle and shiver in delight. She opens her legs wider for him and lifts her hips. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘I like this skirt. I want it to stay on.’ 
 
    She makes that naughty giggle again. 
 
    Hunter climbs on the bed – our bed – and lays down between my wife’s legs. I can hardly breathe. I feel like all the air has been sucked out of the room and I’m gasping at nothing. I watch as he lifts her skirt and gently kisses the treasures inside. 
 
    Brooke’s gasp of delight is unlike any sound I’ve ever heard her make before. She coos and purrs and groans and sighs all at once, her body reacting to the feel of his lips and tongue on her most intimate parts. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ she says in a low, tense voice, ‘your tongue feels so good.’ 
 
    He murmurs a quiet response that I can’t hear and continues his work. 
 
    I watch them together, a spectator of a sport I once ruled. I’ve been jealous before. I’ve felt intense stomach-churning dread before. What I’m feeling now is something totally new and indescribable. Every time the snakes in my stomach react to the sights before me, I feel another powerful surge in my manhood. It excites me in ways I’ve never felt before. I feel like I could flip a speeding car with just my erection. Part of me wants to grab his head and pull it clean off his shoulders. Another part of me wants to move closer and see what he’s doing to her. Another part wants to masturbate hard and furious while I watch. 
 
    Brooke’s moans change in pitch and power as he expertly brings her closer to the edge. I recognize the signs. The curling toes. The short gasps. The clenched fists gripping the bed. The knees bending and raising to allow him better access. My wife is close to a climax. 
 
    My wife is close to a climax that someone else is giving her. 
 
    Her orgasm rips through the quiet room like an explosion. She moans and groans and begs him for more. I lean back in my chair like a giant invisible hand has pushed me there. Hunter keeps going, keeps pleasuring her. Brooke’s cries of delight grow even louder and more intense. 
 
    ‘Stop!’ she says at last, gasping for breath. ‘Stop! Please! Can’t! No more!’ 
 
    He gets to his knees and waits a few moments for her to recover. 
 
    ‘I want you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Me too.’ She’s still breathless, but unable to wait any longer. She beckons him with a finger and he responds, moving closer, until he kneels before her perfect, smooth, shaven pink slit. She hands him a condom and he obediently opens the foil pack and unrolls the latex sheathe over his member. 
 
    I watch. Mouth open. Heart beating against my ribs like a tiger in a cage. Fingers tight on my thighs. Manhood straining against my pants. The moment I’ve been looking forward to. The moment I’ve been dreading. 
 
    Hunter positions himself and gently eases forward and buries his hard, throbbing cock deep inside my marriage and groans as he fills her all the way up. Brooke’s breathless moan raises to a shrill cry as he sinks inside her completely. Their eyes are locked on one another. I might as well not exist right now. 
 
    ‘Holy fuck!’ Brooke says, her voice low with lust and passion. ‘You’re so deep.’ 
 
    Her voice says it all. I have never been that deep inside. I have never taken her to this place. She has never felt this way with me. 
 
    It all comes crashing down on me. This is what it’s all been about. This is what Hunter meant when he said I could never give her the first time again. This is what Brooke meant when she said she felt unsatisfied. This, right here, is the reason we’re doing this. 
 
    Brooke moans passionately and sighs his name as she locks her ankles together behind his back, pulling him deeper inside her. I have tears in my eyes. Tears of frustration. Tears of jealousy. Tears of joy. That should be me. I’m her husband. I should be the one making her feel this way. I should be the one entering her velvet slit. I should be the one bringing her closer to climax with every passing second as she moans softly and hisses, yes, yes, yes under her breath. 
 
    But I’m not. I’m sitting in a chair at the end of the bed, watching this guy – this fucking guy! – make love to my wife as though I’m not in the room. I’m hearing her delighted moans and cries of pleasure from a distance, and, is it just me, or does she sound different with him? She sounds like she’s enjoying it more with him. Her passionate moans are louder, more frequent. She’s talking to him, encouraging him to fuck her harder, telling him what feels good. She never does that with me. When Brooke and I make love, she is quiet and timid and her moans are infrequent, subdued, almost mouse-like. She never tells me what feels good for her. She never makes these kinds of noises with me. 
 
    I watch my wife raise her hips to allow him to drive his shaft deeper inside her. He pumps her hard and fast. I can hear the wet smack of skin-on-skin with every thrust of his hips. My wife’s hands snake around the thick body of this man, this stranger, and she clutches him tight against her supple skin. I can see her wedding ring, bright and clear on her finger, the finger that now digs into the flesh of another man, pulling him hard against her body. I watch his taut muscles twist and pull as he leans over her and pounds her wet sex with his hard length. I can hear how wet she is. She has never been that wet for me. 
 
    I take my right hand off my thigh. I can feel dents in my flesh, pock marks caused by my fingers. I squeeze my manhood. God, I’m so turned on right now. Maybe it’s because I know this should be wrong. Maybe it’s because it’s my wife having sex. Maybe it’s because I must be patient and wait my turn. Whatever the reason, this is the single most intensely erotic moment of my life. I don’t want it to end. Yes, I want my turn with Brooke, but I also want this guy – this fucking guy! – to keep making love to her until neither of them can stand up. 
 
    Hunter’s body seems to mould and adapt to Brooke, sensitive to her needs, eager for her pleasure. He increases his speed when her moans grow louder. He fills her deep and slow when her breathing becomes passionate and heavy. He kisses her long and tenderly at just the right moments and the sight of them together is almost more than I can bear. I hate him for everything he is. He is everything I am not. 
 
    ‘I want you to make me come,’ Brooke says, in a breathy whisper I can only just hear over the sound of his manhood sliding in and out of her soaking sex. ‘Please, Hunter, please make me come.’ 
 
    He responds with his body, filling her over and over, each stroke somehow deeper and harder than the last. Her moans quickly grow louder and her heavy breathing accelerates. I grip my cock tight and watch, hardly daring to breathe. 
 
    Brooke climaxes hard. Really hard. Harder than I’ve ever made her come. Her entire body seems to shut down and reboot for a second. She can’t breathe. She can’t think. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body shudders violently. The moment lasts for a solid thirty seconds. The whole time, she cries out his name. Not mine. His. 
 
    Because he is better than me. 
 
    This fucking guy. 
 
    He whispers something to her. Something I can’t hear. Words only intended for her ear. I don’t know what he says, but I can see and hear the effect those words have on my wife – she has a second full-body orgasm. Right then and there. I can’t remember the last time I gave her two back-to-back orgasms. 
 
    This second orgasm is more powerful than the first. Once the moment passes, she collapses onto the bed, her body spent. 
 
    Hunter slowly withdraws from her. I rise from my chair, ready, excited, about to get my turn. 
 
    ‘He hasn’t finished,’ Brooke says, breathlessly. ‘He needs to finish.’ 
 
    I open and close my mouth. I don’t know what to do or say. 
 
    ‘Tell him,’ Brooke says. 
 
    ‘Tell him what?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Tell him you want him to come inside your wife’s tight pussy.’ That smile spreads across her lips again. That smile makes me weak at the knees. 
 
    ‘Please come inside my wife,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ Hunter says, with that smug grin again. 
 
    He grabs my wife and rolls her over, onto her front, ass in the air. She laughs with delight. Then he mounts her from behind and sinks that fat cock into her again and her laughter quickly turns to squeals of delight. This time he is less concerned with her pleasure. This time he doesn’t adapt to her wants and needs. This time he fucks my wife like a man possessed, slamming his body against her ass, filling her tight slit with his thick member, pounding her hard and fast and dirty. This time he fucks how he wants to, and he takes what he wants. 
 
    And, judging from the sounds she makes, my wife is enjoying this even more than the first time. 
 
    I sit back down in silence. Watching. Waiting. I hate this guy so much for doing what I can’t. I hate him for making me feel this way – so inadequate, so desperate, so jealous. I hate the fact that I’m willing him to come inside my wife, rooting for him to fill up that condom with his passion. I hate that I’m enjoying this so much. It’s the most wonderful torture I could ever imagine. 
 
    Brooke climaxes for a third time as he fucks her hard from behind. She cries of passion slowly become desperate, mewling pleas for him to come inside her, to fill her up, to make her his fucking whore. 
 
    Finally, he obliges. He grunts get louder. His muscles tense and flex. He fucker her even harder. 
 
    ‘I’m going to…’ he says, through gritted teeth. 
 
    ‘Fill me up, baby!’ she says, almost screaming in desperation. 
 
    He comes so hard I can almost feel it, like the air pressure in the room changes with the power and intensity of his climax. Brooke moans his name once more while he slams into her, again and again. He groans as he empties his seed inside her. 
 
    Even after he comes, he keeps fucking her for another few minutes. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. This guy is now so physically perfect that he’s defying biology itself and is refusing to stop after sex. 
 
    Finally, Brooke begs him to stop. 
 
    ‘I can’t… take anymore…’ she gasps. Her body is limp on the bed, ragged and well-fucked. I have never put her in this state. She has never begged me to stop. 
 
    Hunter gently withdraws. He kisses Brooke’s bare back lovingly. She gasps in pleasure. Then he gets off the bed and looks at me, that smug grin on his face again. The polite, thoughtful guy I met in the kitchen is long gone. This guy is pure alpha. Pure dominance. Pure man. The condom hangs from his shaft, the tip filled with his precious semen. I’m so glad she made him wear that. I don’t think I could handle it right now if he came inside her bareback. 
 
    ‘Your turn,’ he says. 
 
    I stand and take off my clothes. My fingers tremble on the buttons. Hunter looks my body up and down but doesn’t say anything. I climb onto the bed, where my wife is waiting, used and wet and ready. 
 
    Brooke rolls on her back. Her face is serene. Hair messed up. Makeup smudged. Breasts hard. Nipples erect. Clit swollen. Lips pink and inflamed and fat. Entrance gaping. Even the bed under her butt is wet. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Beautiful,’ I say. 
 
    I kiss her. 
 
    I get between her legs. 
 
    I enter her. 
 
    And we have the best sex of our lives. I am hard and passionate, driven by jealousy and the need to make her mine again. Her sex is wet and open and deep and feels different against my shaft. She moans differently. She touches me differently. It’s like we’re making love for the first time all over again. 
 
    The best sex of our lives. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Brooke and I lay together afterwards, under the covers, basking in the glow of our passion. I feel as though I’ve been soaring through heaven itself. Hunter sits in my chair, watching us. I stroke Brooke’s hair. She kisses my cheek. 
 
    ‘That was amazing,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Everything you wanted?’ I say. 
 
    She nods. She looks at me. Her eyes are full and bright like the moon. 
 
    ‘Can Hunter stay here tonight?’ she says. 
 
    I laugh and kiss her. 
 
    ‘Yes, he can,’ I say. 
 
    She giggles again. I love that sound so much it hurts me. 
 
    ‘Can Hunter sleep in bed with us?’ she says. 
 
    I kiss her again. That’s my answer. 
 
    Brooke looks across the room at her new boyfriend and beckons him to join us. He strides over to the bed, naked, confident, and already semi-erect once more. He pulls back the covers and climbs into bed on the other side of my wife and kisses her softly on the lips. There are three of us in this bed now. I feel strangely at peace with the idea, comfortable with having this other man in our lives. 
 
    ‘My two boys,’ Brooke says, in a soft, dreamy voice. She kisses me again, then turns her attention back to Hunter. She climbs on top of him and gently eases herself down onto his manhood once more. I lay next to them, smiling, watching my wife’s face as she makes passionate love to Hunter right in front of me, under the covers, in our bed. I watch the way she smiles and groans and rocks her body for him. I watch the way he touches her and pushes his hips up to meet her movements. I hear the things they whisper to each other, as though I am not here. I feel my own member slowly returning to life. My wife makes my heart ache with love and jealousy. 
 
    She was, is, and always will be, everything I want in life. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Reclaiming Chelsea 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I’ve been a naughty girl. 
 
    Waiting is the worst part. You’d think I would be used to it by now, but I’m not. Every time my wife leaves the house with that naughty grin on her face and that gleam in her eyes, I feel my stomach tie itself into knots of frustration and jealousy and angst. There’s very little I can do except wait for her to come home. I spend the night glancing at my phone, wondering what she’s doing, who she’s with, and when she’ll come home to me. Tonight is one of those nights. It is the last Friday of the month and my wife has gone out by herself, while I’m sitting at home waiting for her. 
 
    I surf the internet for a while on the home computer. It’s a fun distraction, but it doesn’t last very long. Soon my mind is drifting away to other places. I try to imagine Chelsea, wherever she is right now. I try to imagine who she’s with right now. I try to imagine what she’s doing right now. Before long, I’m lost in a hedonistic fantasy of unrivalled erotica, with my wife as the star, centre stage and surrounded by admirers. I know the reality isn’t going to be anything like this, but until she comes back to me, all I have are my fantasies. 
 
    The last Friday of every month is ‘girl’s night’, an evening when my wife heads out with her friends for some fun. When I say the words girl’s night to my friends, they get an image in their heads. Maybe they picture my wife and her friends having glasses of wine in a restaurant. Maybe they imagine women drinking cocktails in fancy bars, laughing and talking and having an enjoyable time. Maybe they see my wife and her friends on a dancefloor, swaying their hips in time with loud, pounding music. I let them believe these things and I don’t correct them. 
 
    The truth is very different My wife might go and drink wine in a restaurant, and she might go and enjoy cocktails in a fancy bar, and she might hit the dancefloor, but that’s not the whole story. The truth is that, from the moment my wife leaves the house on that Friday night until the second she returns, she is a single woman. 
 
    I walk around the house listlessly as evening sets in and the light fades and I pause by the key hook in the hallway. Her wedding band hangs next to my car keys on the little black hook, beneath a hand-painted sign that reads, Hang ‘Em or Lose ‘Em! Hanging the ring here is her way of saying, I don’t need that right now, a symbol of her intent to return and a reminder to me that I am not one of her priorities right now. It is part of the game we play together, a naughty game that I desperately love playing with her, even if my role is merely to wait at home until she comes back to me. 
 
    She always comes back to me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The front door clicked open and Chelsea came through and walked back into our home, the late afternoon sun illuminating her from behind like a glowing aura. She dropped her work bags on the floor and embraced me, planting a soft kiss on my cheek. 
 
    ‘Welcome home, honey,’ I said. ‘How was work?’ 
 
    She made a noise of disgust and annoyance. She stepped back and took off her jacket, exposing the curve of her chest beneath the pale blue work blouse she wore. I forced my eyes to look elsewhere. 
 
    ‘Don’t even go there,’ she said. ‘My boss is a jackass, the clients are jackasses, and it rained when I was out on my lunch. Seriously, thank God it’s Friday.’ 
 
    She kicked off her black pumps and rolled her shoulders back, stretching her tired muscles. 
 
    ‘Poor baby,’ I said. ‘You wanna grab a shower while I handle dinner?’ 
 
    ‘Dinner can wait,’ she said. ‘It’s Friday. I want to start my weekend right.’ 
 
    I tried to hide my delighted smile. I failed. 
 
    ‘Is it Friday already?’ I said. ‘I hadn’t realized.’ 
 
    She poked her tongue out at me and walked upstairs. I followed her, watching her beautiful ass sway in that tight, grey skirt she wore to the office. I had no idea how any man could concentrate on his work when that ass was in the same area. 
 
    ‘Yes, it’s Friday,’ she said, reaching the top of the stairs. ‘And I hope you’ve been good for me again today.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said, following her into the bedroom. ‘Always have.’ 
 
    Our playful game really began earlier in the week, on the previous Monday. From the moment we woke up on the last full week of the month, our relationship had subtly changed. While she still belonged to me and she was still my wife in every respect, her body was off-limits to me. As soon as the game began, I was no longer allowed to see her naked, I was not allowed to touch myself, and I was not allowed to view anything even remotely sexy – no porn, no smutty stories, not even any bikini pictures. Her body was off-limits to me, and my mind and spirit and even my precious sperm were hers entirely. I had to save myself for when she returned from her girl’s night out later in the week. Then, and only then, would I be permitted to see her naked body and indulge in the sweet pleasures of her supple, tender flesh. It was all part of the game we played. It created a heightened sense of sexual tension every moment we were together that increased with each passing day. 
 
    ‘Turn around,’ she said. 
 
    I did as I was told and faced the bedroom wall. I heard her skirt sliding down her smooth legs. The sound of her buttons popping open, one by one. The sound of her bra unclasping. I had not seen her body all week and these little sounds were like a symphony to my ears. I forced myself to look at the wall and not turn around. 
 
    ‘What would you like to do?’ I said. 
 
    ‘I want to shower,’ she said, ‘and get myself ready for tonight.’ 
 
    I can hear a smile in her voice. I know that she’s standing behind me, naked, waiting to see if I can resist turning and sneaking a peek. 
 
    ‘Get yourself ready?’ I said. I know exactly what she means, but I want her to say it. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she says. ‘I’m going to clean my body. I’m going to wash my hair. I’m going to shave my little pussy. Would you like that? Would you like me to shave this little pussy?’ 
 
    I heard skin touching skin, the sound of her hand gently rubbing her pubic area. She shaved her mound last week. I can hear her fingertips dragging across the stubble above her cleft. The sound makes the hair on my neck stand up. I love it. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I would like you to shave your pussy.’ 
 
    ‘But you’re not the one who’ll get to see it,’ she said, in a mock-sad tone. 
 
    ‘No,’ I said. ‘I’m not.’ 
 
    ‘Poor baby.’ 
 
    She hugged me from behind. I could feel her body pressing against me, her warm skin, round breasts, and firm nipples on my back. It was torture. I loved it. 
 
    ‘Close your eyes, Justin,’ she said. ‘I’m going to get in the shower now. I don’t want you peeking while I get my pussy ready for tonight.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I stand in the shower, trying to cool off. As much as I love the mental torments of our little game, the waiting makes me feel like I’m going crazy. She could be doing anything right now. With anyone. And I’m here, in our home, waiting. By myself. With nothing to occupy my mind other than images and fantasies of my wife and what she might be getting up to right now. 
 
    I’m sure that there are a lot of guys out there who would never understand the appeal of sharing your wife, the desire to allow your wife to sleep with another man, the pleasure of knowing that she could be making love to someone else at that exact moment. To be honest, I’m not sure I could really explain it. There’s something about the shock that your wife can – and has – been wild and naughty. Something about the jealousy in knowing that someone else has seen a side of your wife only you were supposed to have experienced. Something in the primal, aggressive, animalistic nature of reclaiming her for yourself after she returns. After she’s been unfaithful, there’s a frenzied, intense passion to the lovemaking that is unlike anything else you could ever experience. You feel as though you must prove yourself to her all over again. You need be better than the last man she chose. You learn to experience her for the first time all over again. 
 
    Sure, she can give herself to someone else, and they can use her body for a night, but they will never possess her heart the way I do. No matter who she chooses to enjoy, my wife will always come home to me afterwards. No matter how good her lover is that night, she will always return to our bed the next morning. 
 
    My personal favorite part of the entire week-long process – from being denied her body on Monday morning, to finally reclaiming her on Friday night – is listening to Chelsea recount her adventures once she is back in our bed. I have never had any reason to complain about our sex life, but Chelsea often allows other men to use her body in ways I could never even dream of doing. In the past, she let one guy fuck her throat in the alley behind the club. She allowed a guy to fuck her ass before she even knew his name. She even jerked off a guy and his roommate and made them come all over her breasts – she wore the evidence home that night. 
 
    Hearing my wife confess her infidelities while lying in bed with me is one of the most powerfully erotic experiences I can imagine. The way recounts her adventures, delving into explicit detail, describing the most intimate parts of her night, it’s almost enough to send me over the edge right there and then. Knowing how bad she’s been and the things she’s allowed another man to do to her body drives me wild with desire. 
 
    This confession leads to the best part of the entire week-long ordeal: the moment when I reclaim my wife for myself. After a long, long week when I am not allowed to see her body – a week when I can’t even touch myself for relief – she finally gives me permission to make love to her again. Every time is like the first time. I am the second (or maybe even third) man to enter her that night, but I am the only one that matters. We spend hours together, getting to know one another all over again. It is passionate and gentle and wonderful. 
 
    I step out of the shower and rub a towel across my face, water trickling down my body. I glance at my phone again, but there’s still no message. I don’t expect to get one this early in the night. Chelsea usually doesn’t text me until she’s on her way home, or unless the plan changes. We have an agreement that I won’t pester her with messages asking where she’s going or what she’s doing or who she’s with. She is radio silent for the duration of her absence. Not knowing what she’s doing drives me crazy in the best conceivable way. 
 
    Some people use the words ‘cuckold’ in a negative sense, a term of derision to dismiss a man who allows his wife to have affairs. I don’t see it like that at all. To me, cuckolding is an intellectual fetish as much as a physical one. Most other fetishes can only satisfy the physical side of sexual interaction, but in a cuckolding relationship, your mind gets almost as much – if not more – of a workout as your body. I’m addicted to this sweet, delicious, intoxicating torment, and my wife loves to play with this knowledge. That’s why I’m not allowed to see her naked for week. That’s why she won’t answer my calls when she leaves. That’s why she hangs her wedding ring on a hook in the hallway. She knows these things only make increase my sexual frustration when she is away from me. I love being left alone to simmer in my own fiery arousal like this. 
 
    I hang the towel on the rack and get dressed in some fresh shorts and a night shirt. I glance at my watch again. It’s half past nine. I try not to wonder where she is right now. I fail. Maybe she’s found a guy already. Maybe she’s with him right now, and all her focus is on this man and his body and she doesn’t even remember me. 
 
    The thoughts drive me crazy. Intellectual torment. 
 
    The other side of a cuckolding relationship is trust and understanding and communication between partners. I trust that she will always return to me afterwards. No matter what she does with her body, no matter who she gives herself to, I am the man who controls her heart. I am the man she loves. Other men might give her more pleasure, other men might last longer, and other men might have bigger cocks, but I am the one she loves. I am the one who makes her feel whole. I am the one she trusts with her heart and soul. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I heard the shower shut off and my heart skipped a beat. I could picture her, standing there in the bathroom, naked and wet, water trickling down her firm breasts, trailing across her freshly shaven cleft. I was jealous of the water that clung to her body, trickling over her skin. 
 
    I forced myself to focus on cooking dinner. Vegetables steamed in the pot. Two steaks sizzled in the pan. A few more minutes and it would be ready. 
 
    Chelsea walked into the kitchen, wrapped in a loose towel that left the swell of her wet breasts exposed. Her dark hair hung down in stringy trails. 
 
    ‘Almost ready,’ I said. ‘I hope you’re hungry.’ 
 
    ‘I love a thick slab of meat in my mouth,’ she said, with a grin. 
 
    I shot her a look and turned the steaks over for the last time. 
 
    ‘What are you going to wear tonight?’ I said. 
 
    She stepped behind me. Hugged me. Placed her hands on my stomach, resting just above my crotch. I forced myself to concentrate on the food. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure what I want to wear,’ she said. ‘Why don’t you choose for me?’ 
 
    I turned the heat off and set the steaks to one side. 
 
    ‘You want me to choose?’ I said. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I want you to decide what outfit I wear tonight. I want you to look through all my clothes and pick out the naughtiest outfit you can find. I want you to choose the clothes I’ll be wearing when another man fucks me later.’ 
 
    I took a deep breath. My manhood reacted to her words, pushing against my pants, yearning for freedom, straining for release. 
 
    ‘Would you like that, baby?’ she said. ‘Would you like to be responsible for making sure your slutty wife looks fabulous tonight?’ 
 
    ‘I would.’ 
 
    Her hands slowly slid down my body. She squeezed my growing manhood through my jeans. 
 
    ‘Ooh,’ she said in a mock playful tone, ‘I can tell you like it. You can choose whatever you want. I’ll wear anything you want me to… or nothing at all.’ 
 
    I groaned as she ran her hand over the bulge in my pants. 
 
    ‘I have lots of naughty little outfits,’ she said. ‘Would you like me to wear one of those? You want your slutty wife to wear a naughty little outfit tonight?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I said. The water in the vegetable pot started to boil over. I let it. Her hand felt so good on my pants. It was the most she’d touched me all week. 
 
    ‘Even though you won’t be the one to see it?’ she said. I could hear the pout in her voice. ‘Even though my poor little husband will be sitting here at home while another man takes off my naughty little outfit?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. She gave my manhood one final squeeze and released me. ‘I’m hungry. Food smells great.’ 
 
    I stood at the counter for a few seconds, listening to her footsteps as she walked away from me. I heard her sit on a chair at the kitchen table. I took a long, slow breath and forced myself to calm down. The vegetable pot continued to boil over. I turned off the heat and served the food. Steak and vegetables. A delicious meal for a delicious wife. 
 
    ‘This looks amazing,’ she said, as I put the plates on the table and took my place on the chair opposite. ‘Thank you, baby.’ 
 
    She started to eat. I noticed that the towel had slipped a little, almost to her nipples. She caught me looking and smiled. 
 
    ‘Now, now,’ she said. ‘Control yourself, honey. This isn’t yours just yet.’ 
 
    ‘Not until you get home,’ I said, slicing into my steak. 
 
    ‘Maybe not even then,’ she said, stabbing her fork into a piece of carrot. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ I said. 
 
    ‘I might not want to be yours,’ she said. ‘What if I don’t find somebody tonight? What if I don’t make a new friend? I might have to… make you wait until next time.’ 
 
    She smiled and ate in silence for a moment. I knew she was joking. It was all part of the game, all part of the tease, all part of the intellectual torment. The thought that I might not get to enjoy her body for an entire month was a painful one. Luckily, my wife was very good at making new friends. So far in the few months we had been playing this game, she had never failed to have a pleasurable girl’s night. 
 
    We ate together at the kitchen table. There are few things in life as wonderful as sharing a meal with someone you love. You enjoy the taste more. You pause to sample the delicious flavors. A meal becomes a shared experience. 
 
    Finally, we finished and pushed our empty plates away. 
 
    ‘Amazing,’ she said. ‘Thank you so much.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ I said. ‘Would you like dessert?’ 
 
    ‘Save it. We can have it… later, maybe?’ 
 
    Her eyes gleamed with possibilities. I couldn’t help but smile. 
 
    ‘I need to dry my hair,’ she said, ‘and get my makeup ready. Would you like to choose my outfit?’ 
 
    I smiled again. She stood up from the table. The towel fell away from her naked body as she walked across the kitchen. I caught a glimpse of her bare back. A glimpse of her soft, tight ass. 
 
    ‘No peeking,’ she said, over her shoulder, smiling. 
 
    I looked away again, like a good boy. I waited until I heard the bathroom door close before I stood up and walked to the bedroom. 
 
    Chelsea had her own closet, full of clothes. Some for work. Some for home. Some for getting dressed up to go out. I pushed the irrelevant stuff aside and started to look through for the right outfit. What should my wife wear tonight when she flirted with another man? What clothes would I want to picture her wearing when a stranger touched her body? What outfit would look best before she took it off? 
 
    By the time my wife had dried her hair, I had an outfit selected and ready. Low-cut dark green top to match her eyes and show off the curve of her firm breasts. Tight white pants to grip her firm ass. Red French panties that are visible through the pants. Black heels. 
 
    If my wife was going out tonight, I was determined to ensure that she got laid. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I sit on the couch, watching a movie. It’s a good movie, one of my favorites. But I can’t concentrate on it right now. I keep thinking about that outfit, the one I picked for her to wear. I keep wondering where it is right now. Is she still wearing it, or has it come off already? Is she in a club, or in some stranger’s home? Is someone running their hands over her body right now, or are they watching her from afar, planning to make their move? 
 
    The time is almost eleven at night. The movie still has an hour to go. I decide to keep watching for the sake of having something to do. Maybe I can keep my mind occupied. 
 
    We’ve been playing this game for a few months now. I can’t remember how exactly we settled on this routine for our naughty mischief, but I’m so glad we did. I feel sweet, intoxicating, painful electric tension in every part of my body the entire night. It doesn’t lessen with time, or get any easier the more we do it. On the contrary, the tension increases like a weight in my stomach all week long, finally ballooning into a knot of jealous tension as she walks out the front door and leaves me here. 
 
    Only a couple of our friends know about our relationship and the ‘girl’s night arrangement’. She had to tell her friends because otherwise they might react badly when she openly flirted with strange men. I confessed to one of my closest friends when he told me he saw my wife kissing some other guy. We tried to keep a lid on it. Too many people knowing a secret makes the secret worthless. 
 
    We didn’t start out in a cuckolding relationship. It wasn’t like she approached me one day and said, ‘Hey, if you want to be my boyfriend, you need to let me fuck other guys on the side.’ It was a slow, steady turn in an already-great relationship. At first, it was just the two of us, boyfriend and girlfriend. We were always good together. Passionate, fun, engaging. We made each other laugh every day. Our sex life was fantastic – intense, passionate, caring, slow, tender. We did everything we wanted. Slowly it began to evolve. It started when I slipped my thumb in her ass while I fucked her from behind. She climaxed louder and harder than she ever had until that moment. She told me that being filled like that – having both her pussy and ass used at once – was the most incredible feeling she had ever felt. 
 
    Things progressed from there in small steps. It started with my thumb. Then a little plug for her ass. Then she would use a vibrator in her pussy while I fucked her ass. Then we would masturbate together watching MMF threesome porn and talk about how much we wanted her to be the chick getting railed by two cocks at once. She always had her biggest orgasms when we were actively fantasising about having another cock involved. It was inevitable that we would want to try it for real. 
 
    The first time we got another guy involved was after we went to a friend’s party. We didn’t know many people there and ended up having a little too much to drink. Chelsea saw this guy she thought was kinda hot and proceeded to flirt with him, right in front of me. Watching your girlfriend flirt with another man is one of the most infuriating, achingly sexy experiences you can have. It was clear that this guy was seriously into her, and when she suggested that he came home with the two of us, he hastily agreed. 
 
    That first experience was totally different to the fantasy Chelsea and I both had in our minds. In porn, both guys work as a team and they focus their combined efforts on the girl they’re sharing, each picking up the other’s slack, until they climax in – or on – the woman. This guy had no interest in sharing my girlfriend. He dominated both of us that night, telling me what to do and ordering her to take up positions. Chelsea loved it. His cock was bigger and thicker and harder than mine and he fucked my girlfriend deeper and longer than I ever could. I joined in at one point and fucked her tight ass as this other guy filled her pussy but I came within a few short minutes and had to take a seat while they continued, hardly noticing my absence. 
 
    This was about the time that I discovered a new kink I didn’t know about before: I loved watching her fuck another guy. 
 
    Once he had finally finished up (coming on Chelsea’s breasts, something she rarely did with me) and left, we talked about what had just happened. I admitted to being really turned on watching them fuck. Chelsea admitted that she hadn’t really enjoyed taking the both of us at the same time. She found it uncomfortable, despite how naughty she felt. 
 
    If I had to pick a moment when our relationship definitively changed forever, it would be that one. The moment when she looked up at me, face full of nervous guilt, and asked, ‘Would you be willing to… watch again sometime?’ 
 
    That was the moment we entered a cuckold relationship. 
 
    The movie finishes and I’m still wide awake and Chelsea still hasn’t text me to say she’s on her way home. Wherever she is, whatever she’s doing… she must be enjoying herself. I feel a throb of desire in my manhood. It takes all my willpower, all my inner strength, not to pleasure myself to all the dirty thoughts and the naughty memories of my wife. I get up from the couch and pace around the room like a caged animal. God, I want her back with me, right now. I need to feel her body against mine, to smell another man on her skin, to feel her sex glistening with the excitement caused by someone else. I head to the kitchen and open a bottle of beer to calm my nerves. Intellectual torment is the best and the worst part of this lifestyle. 
 
    She used to let me watch, back in the beginning, back when we first started going out together looking for someone to share her with me. It was a thrill for me to watch other men fuck her, to see what they did, to hear what they did to her. But after a few months and a few lovers, Chelsea looked up at me one again, face full of nervous guilt, and asked, ‘Would it be okay if maybe you weren’t there for the next one?’ 
 
    As much as she loved being shared, she found it uncomfortable to have me watching. She felt like she couldn’t relax and enjoy herself. She felt like she had to put on a show for me. She couldn’t really let herself go and get swept up in the moment. 
 
    I said she had my permission to meet someone in private, but she had to tell me every little detail afterwards. She agreed. 
 
    The next time, she went out alone. That was my first time waiting at home alone. It was excruciating. It was exhilarating. It was everything I wanted. 
 
    Finally, she came home, a wide, naughty smile on her face. She climbed into bed with me. She kissed me. Her tongue tasted different. Her skin felt different. Her smile was different. Her scent was different. She was like a whole new woman. 
 
    She kissed me again and then whispered in my ear five words I have come to crave hearing. 
 
    I’ve been a naughty girl. 
 
    I asked her to marry me the very next day. 
 
    She said yes… but only if she can keep making new friends. 
 
    I finish my beer and toss the empty bottle in with the recycling. It’s a little after midnight now. Still no word from her. I know better than to worry, but that doesn’t mean I won’t. 
 
    I pick up my phone but there is still no message. No voicemail. No missed call. She might have forgotten all about me. Forgotten all about her husband. I feel another throb of desire in my manhood. Why does that idea turn me on? 
 
    While I’ve been a cuckold – her cuckold – for years, I can’t remember when or how we developed our current system of week-long denial and teasing that built up to her evening out with the girls. What started as a random when-the-mood-takes-us event slowly morphed into a monthly tradition. I don’t regret it at all. We managed to stay faithful to each other for a full year after our wedding, before she asked if I would be okay with her being a naughty girl again. It was music to my ears. I told her to go out that very night and not to come back until she had a story to tell me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Do you think you’ll have a story to tell me tonight?’ I said, concentrating on carefully applying another coat of deep purple polish to her big toe. 
 
    Chelsea lay on the bed, propped up on the pillows, wearing the underwear I picked out for her. Her legs were across my lap so I could work on her toes. She had applied her makeup already and only her hair was left to fix. She looked relaxed and comfortable. I glanced at her panties again, at the tiny triangle of fabric that barely covered her freshly shaven slit. I wanted to tug that triangle aside and delve my tongue into her delicious folds and convince her to stay home with me tonight. 
 
    She leaned forward and gently turned my head back to her feet. 
 
    ‘Concentrate,’ she said. ‘I need to look my best tonight. You want me to look good for the other guys, right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘God, yes.’ 
 
    ‘I wonder who I’ll meet tonight?’ she said. ‘Maybe it’ll be some fit young college stud?’ 
 
    I concentrated on her toes. One after the other. Carefully painting them. Making them look good. 
 
    ‘Or maybe he’ll be older than me?’ she said. ‘Maybe he’ll be on the lookout for a younger woman to fuck and I’ll offer him my sweet little pussy?’ 
 
    I switched to the other foot. My fingers shook with the effort of concentrating on the task at hand. I desperately wanted to mount her and fuck her and come inside her right there and then, to make her leave the house with a memento of my love running down her leg. 
 
    ‘I wonder how big his dick will be?’ she said. 
 
    I painted her toes. Starting with the big toe. Working in. Focusing. Concentrating. Not wanting to make a mess or smudge the paint. 
 
    ‘Maybe he’ll be huge,’ she said. ‘Like, really huge. He’ll go so deep inside me and touch places you’ve never been.’ 
 
    I moved across her toes. Tried to block the images from my mind. Tried not to picture her fucking a huge cock, taking it deep inside her open, gaping pussy. 
 
    ‘Maybe he’ll have a thick cock and stretch me,’ she said. ‘Maybe I won’t be able to feel you when I get home…’ 
 
    I finished painting her nails and leaned back. 
 
    ‘Would you like that, baby?’ she said, gently nudging my manhood with her bare heel. ‘Would you like it if I got fucked so good I couldn’t feel you?’ 
 
    ‘You’ll feel it,’ I said. ‘You always feel it.’ 
 
    A wicked grin spread across her beautiful red lips. Those lips might soon be wrapped around another man’s cock. Those lips might taste another man’s come in a few short hours. Then those lips would be mine again. 
 
    She glanced at her watch and clicked her tongue against the inside of her cheek. 
 
    ‘Almost time to go,’ she said. ‘Will you miss me tonight?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She got out of bed and stood in front of a full-length mirror at the bottom of our bed. I watched as she slowly dressed, bending over so I got a full view of her delicious ass in those panties, and the reflection of her breasts in the mirror. She stood, dressed and ready, and carefully manipulated her flowing hair into a tight, reserved bun. She knew how much I loved it when she pulled the clips out and her hair spilled down. She always made sure that I knew another man would be seeing that image. I watched her apply a final layer of deep red lipstick – the kind of lipstick that leaves a stain on skin if pressed hard enough. She always liked to leave her lover with a little memento of their night together. 
 
    ‘What will you do while I’m gone tonight?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’ll sit around and wait for you to come back.’ 
 
    ‘Will you miss me?’ 
 
    ‘Every second.’ 
 
    ‘Will you be able to control yourself?’ she said. ‘You know that bad boys don’t get any treats.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be good.’ 
 
    She smiled at me in the mirror. Blew me a kiss. 
 
    ‘Don’t wait up for me,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I always do.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe if you fall asleep,’ she said, ‘I’ll wake you up in a very pleasurable way…’ 
 
    I smiled at her. She examined herself one final time and nodded, satisfied with what she saw. Any man would be lucky to have her. Tonight, any man might get lucky enough to have her. 
 
    She walked out of the bedroom and down the stairs. I followed her. This was the part of the week I hated the most. My long, solitary wait was about to begin. 
 
    She slipped on the heels I had chosen and fastened the straps and looked at me with a playful expression. 
 
    ‘Gonna kiss me goodbye?’ she said. 
 
    I leaned in and took her body in my arms, her lips on mine. We kissed for a long moment, slow and passionate. It was the most physical contact we had shared since the week began. My manhood stirred once more. She gave caressed it through my pants. 
 
    ‘Easy, tiger,’ she said. ‘Save some for me, okay?’ 
 
    ‘You too,’ I said. 
 
    She stepped back from me and twirled on the spot. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Like the perfect wife.’ 
 
    She smiled and took off her wedding ring and hung it on the key hook. Hang ‘Em or Lose ‘Em! 
 
    ‘How do I look now?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Like the perfect woman,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Let’s hope someone else thinks so, hmm?’ she said. 
 
    Then my wife blew me a kiss and opened the door and left our home, heading out to find and fuck a new man. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The agony of waiting is killing me. It’s close to one in the morning. She has never been out this late without letting me know first. A seed of worry plants its roots in the pit of my stomach. I’m not worried about her safety – she knows martial arts, she could kick the crap out of anyone who tried to hurt her. I’m starting to worry about where she is and who she’s with. What if this time – this one time – she doesn’t come back to me? 
 
    I lie in bed, on top of the covers, in the dark, staring up at the ceiling. The world is quiet. Every time I hear a vehicle on the road out front, I tense up, hoping it’s my wife in a cab home. It never is, though. The cars drive past our home. My wife is not coming back to me just yet. My heart rises and falls with every small sound I hear outside. Each little creak or rustle or squeak could be my wife preparing to slip her keys in the lock and re-enter my life. 
 
    But they aren’t. 
 
    My mind starts to fill with new images, new ideas, new fantasies. What could she be doing right now that keeps her from coming home? How many new friends has she made tonight? Is she still with them, right now, getting fucked over and over and over? Or has she had her fun already? Is she heading for the cab right now, or is she still partying with her friends? Is she on her knees, pleasuring her new friend with her mouth? Is she bent over, her pants around her ankles, being filled by a big, hard cock right now? 
 
    Intellectual torment is the best and worst kind of torture. 
 
    I stare up at the ceiling and wait. I feel sleep beginning to call for me, its long, shadowy fingers clutching at my body. I fight it for as long as I can, willing myself to stay awake. She will come back to me. She will come back to me. She will come back to me. 
 
    She will… 
 
    Come… 
 
    Back… 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve been a naughty girl.’ 
 
    I slowly come around. I feel a presence in the room. I feel her presence in the room. Chelsea. My wife. She’s come back to me. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say, my tongue thick and heavy from sleep. I glance at my watch. Half three in the morning. I’m still on top of the covers. I must have fallen asleep exactly as I was lying. 
 
    Chelsea is fully dressed. Her hair is a mess, not in a neat and tidy bun. Her clothes are creased and wrinkled and she has a those come-to-bed eyes right now. My wife has made a new friend tonight. 
 
    She climbs up on the bed and straddles me and leans down and whispers those magic words in my ear again. 
 
    ‘I’ve been a naughty girl.’ 
 
    I can feel the heat of her well-used sex on my erect length. It feels amazing. She looks down at me and smiles. 
 
    ‘Would you like me to tell you how naughty I’ve been?’ she says. 
 
    A few seconds ago, I was fast asleep. Now I’m more awake than I’ve ever been. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I was really naughty,’ she says. ‘Are you sure?’ 
 
    ‘Tell me.’ 
 
    She smiles again and adjusts herself on top of me, deliberately grinding against my hard manhood. The swell of her breasts is enticing and erotic and beautiful from this angle. I watch as she gets herself comfortable above me, and I wait in silence for her to begin. This is the part I love the most, the final tease, the confession before she becomes mine again. 
 
    ‘We started at that cocktail bar on seventh,’ she said, running a hand through her messy hair. ‘It was me and Cynthia and Jessica and Misty. We found ourselves a little table together and we ordered a few drinks to get us started.’ 
 
    She watches my face carefully. I stay quiet. This is her moment. 
 
    ‘Misty kept asking me if I was going to fuck somebody tonight. You know what she’s like, she loves to talk about it. She would never do it herself, of course, she’s a one-man woman, but she loves the idea, the fantasy. 
 
    ‘So, I look around and I see a couple of other guys at this table nearby and they’re making eyes at me. They look kinda nice. Kinda hot. Dark hair, dark eyes. Nice smiles. They reminded me of you. I smile back, but I don’t do anything. I don’t want to get the night started too early. I want to have fun with my friends first.’ 
 
    She gently moves her body, rocking her hips, grinding her burning sex against my hard cock. It feels like torment. Physical torment this time, not intellectual. That stage has almost passed. Almost. 
 
    ‘Misty keeps telling me that these guys are looking my way. I play it cool. She keeps asking me which one I find attractive. I tell her I think they’re both hot. Yeah, she says, but which one do you want to sleep with? I say to her, Why should I choose just one? You should have seen her face. Oh my God, it was like the thought had never, ever crossed her mind. Two guys? Not for our Misty.’ 
 
    I can picture the scene in my mind. The dark cocktail bar. The low lights. Candles on the tables. Waiting staff moving back and forth across the room. Customers sitting together in quiet conversation. My wife and her friends. The two guys a table or two over, noticing that my wife is the only one in the group without a wedding ring. My wife, the obvious choice for a man on the hunt. My wife, responding to their initial eye contact. 
 
    ‘We hang out for a while, talking amongst ourselves. Jess and Cynthia are talking about this vacation they’re planning with their husbands. It sounds cute. Maybe we should think about doing something like that?’ 
 
    I nod. I gently push my hips up, rubbing my hard length against her burning pants. She raises an eyebrow. 
 
    ‘Uh-uh-uh,’ she says. ‘You gotta wait your turn. Now, where was I?’ 
 
    She pauses for a long moment, deep in thought. 
 
    ‘Right, the cocktail bar,’ she says. ‘We sat by ourselves for a while and drank our cocktails. They were delicious. Then the waiter brings over a pitcher. A whole pitcher! Cynthia says that we didn’t order this, but the waiter says it was a gift from the two guys over there. 
 
    ‘Naturally, we invite them to sit with us and share this pitcher. The two guys come over and they’re nice guys. Funny and charming and even hotter up close. I think they said they were soccer players, I don’t know. I can’t really remember. I just remember Misty getting really excited and flirting with them so hard – it was so funny, you should have seen it.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not falling asleep?’ she says. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I’m listening. Concentrating.’ 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she says. She leans down and kisses me gently. Her breasts press into my chest and I can smell the scent of another man on her skin, on her breath. It drives me wild. She resumes her position and her story. 
 
    ‘The two guys, they’re talking to us, but I notice their eyes keep flicking back to me. I’m not wearing a ring, so I’m the one they want, but they make a good play for the others, too. Cynthia isn’t really into it, but Jessica likes them and Misty is clearly enjoying the attention. 
 
    ‘We talk and we drink and we flirt and we finish the pitcher. The guys are called David and Evan. I ask the guys what they’re doing after this. They say they’re going to this club and ask if we want to join them. Cynthia and Jess both pussy out, but Misty wants to come and I ask if they mind us tagging along. They don’t mind, not at all.’ 
 
    I can imagine the looks on the guy’s faces. Two women wanting to go to a club with them. One married, one apparently single. Jackpot. 
 
    ‘So, we head out and say our goodbyes to the others. The club isn’t too far away and I take David’s hand and we walk together and he makes me laugh all the way. He’s a good guy. You’d probably like him. 
 
    ‘We have to wait to get into the club. It’s that place on Rosamund, you know, the one with the gold dragon over the doorway? I always thought it was a Chinese restaurant, but it’s actually a club. It’s spacious inside. There’s two dance floors. The one downstairs plays cheesy old school music, but the one upstairs is much better. Loud bass. 
 
    ‘We start dancing together. These guys can really move, especially Evan. They’re good. Misty dances with Evan and she’s loving all the attention. David keeps getting close to me and I can feel his cock through his pants.’ 
 
    ‘Was he big?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Shh,’ she says. ‘No interrupting.’ 
 
    I bite my lip to stay quiet. This is torture. My mind is filled with sensual images of my wife and this guy, while her burning sex presses and grinds against my manhood. It’s taking all my willpower not to grab her and wrestle her down onto the bed. 
 
    ‘We dance as a foursome for a while, but David and I break away from the others. A slow song comes on and I grab him and pull him into me and I kiss him. His hands are all over my body. He squeezes my ass. I love it. 
 
    ‘I ask him if he wants to fuck. He says, Yes. I ask him if he wants to fuck here or somewhere else. He asks if I’ll go home with him. Turns out that he lives in this apartment on twenty-fifth with Evan. He says that he wants us all to go home together. 
 
    ‘I tell him that Misty is married and probably won’t be up for that, but I would be very happy to go home with both of them. He asks me if that means what he thinks it means. I ask him if he has a problem sharing with his friends and he laughs.’ 
 
    It’s a strange feeling, hearing your wife confess to openly flirting with another man, hearing her admit to proposing a threesome with a guy she’s barely met. I feel a mixture of emotions – jealousy, lust, a hint of anger. 
 
    ‘Does that upset you, baby?’ she says. ‘I wanted this guy and his friend to fuck me instead of coming home to you.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It upsets me.’ 
 
    ‘You gonna punish me?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Absolutely.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ She smiles wickedly. ‘I need to be punished. I’ve been a really, really naughty girl.’ 
 
    ‘How naughty?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll show you.’ 
 
    She stands up on the bed, looming over me. She unzips her pants and slowly pulls them down. 
 
    I watch as my wife turns around and bends over and lets her pants fall to the bed. Her beautiful ass draws my eyes. She still wears the panties I chose earlier, but now they look different. There’s a dark, wet spot on the fabric, all along her slit. 
 
    She kicks off the pants and kneels next to my head. She slips her thumbs into her panties and gently pulls them down. 
 
    ‘I was really naughty,’ she says again. 
 
    I can see her panties. They’re not just wet, they’re soaked. More than usual. Her panties aren’t just wet from excitement. There’s something else there, too. Something white and thick and sticky. 
 
    ‘Did they…’ I say, almost not believing my own eyes, ‘did they come inside you?’ 
 
    She grins again and bites her bottom lip. 
 
    ‘Yes, baby,’ she says. ‘They did. I made two friends tonight and I let them both come inside me.’ 
 
    ‘How many times?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Not so fast,’ she says. ‘I haven’t finished my story.’ 
 
    She mounts me again. This time she sits across my chest, close enough for me to see her ruined, soaked panties. Close enough for me to smell her arousal. Close enough for me to smell another man’s semen as it trickles out of her sex and gathers in her panties. 
 
    ‘We left the club around midnight,’ she says. ‘Misty got in a cab and went home. I figure she’s going to jump on her husband and make him want her as much as she wanted Evan tonight. That left the three of us. At first, Evan is a little disappointed that he’s a third wheel. He thinks he’s going to have to listen to me and David fuck in the next room. But David whispers in his ear and I see Evan look at me and smile. He asks David if he’s sure this is okay. I get in between them and feel both their cocks at once and I tell them how much I’ve enjoyed their company tonight. I tell them how much I’m looking forward to spending more time with them.’ 
 
    I’m breathing hard. Fighting the urge to pin her down and fuck her long and deep and hard. The scent of her dripping, already-fucked sex is driving me wild with desire. 
 
    ‘Does that make you jealous, baby?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Yes, it does.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like imagining your sweet, innocent wife getting fucked by two guys at once?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Does it turn you on, knowing that they both came inside me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She sucks on two fingers and slips them into her panties and touches herself. She holds up her wet fingers, both digits slick and shiny with collective juices. I watch as she sucks on those sucks again, cleaning them with her tongue. 
 
    ‘So sweet,’ she says. ‘I think it might be sweeter than yours.’ 
 
    I clench my teeth. 
 
    ‘Maybe I should find out, hmm?’ she says. 
 
    She moves down my body, easing herself back on the bed, until she is between my legs. She pulls on my shorts, freeing my hard, pulsing cock. I’ve never been so hard in my life. My cock throbs painfully, twitching with my heart beat. 
 
    ‘Aww, has he missed me?’ she says, with a cruel smile. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘All of me has missed you.’ 
 
    She takes hold of my length in one hand and gently squeezes it, teasing me. 
 
    ‘We got in a cab and went back to their place,’ she says. ‘I was so horny, I kept teasing them all the way. I think the cab driver saw Evan fingering me while I squeezed their hard cocks through their pants. It was so good.’ 
 
    She glides a finger along my shaft, from the base to the tip. It sends ripples of electricity through my body. 
 
    ‘They took me inside their building and their hands were all over me the second we were in the elevator. I made out with Evan while David played with my titties. He loved my titties. He kept saying how good I looked. That’s an extra point for you, baby.’ 
 
    She trails her finger back down my shaft again. It feels exquisite. 
 
    ‘They got me inside their apartment and locked the door. They were like animals in heat… the first time, anyway. The second time was more considered. They were more passionate the second time. The first time, they wanted to fuck me as quickly as possible. They got me naked and shoved me on the couch and started touching me.’ 
 
    She takes off her low-cut green shirt. She takes off her bra. Her breasts swing free, hard and firm, erect nipples begging for my lips. 
 
    ‘They touched me here,’ she says, squeezing her breasts. ‘They touched me here.’ She slides her hand back inside her panties again. ‘They grabbed my ass and my legs. They were so excited.’ 
 
    ‘What else did they do?’ I say. 
 
    She tuts and flicks my shaft with a solid fingernail. 
 
    ‘That’s rude,’ she says. ‘You shouldn’t interrupt a lady when she’s telling you how other men handled her.’ 
 
    I take a deep breath and force myself to be patient. This is intellectual torment at its finest. 
 
    ‘As I was saying,’ she says, taking hold of my shaft again, ‘they were so excited. It was like two children having a new pet and not knowing what to do with it. I let them touch me for a few minutes. Then I asked them which one wanted my mouth on their cock first.’ 
 
    She leans down and kisses my hard cock. Once. Gently. Letting her warm breath play over my sensitive skin. 
 
    ‘Evan went first,’ she says. ‘His cock was a little bigger than yours. A little thicker, too. It was soft and beautiful and it tasted delicious.’ 
 
    She parts her lips and takes my length inside her mouth. I gasp with pleasure. It’s been over a week since I felt this. A week is too damned long. She takes my length out of her mouth and gently strokes it. 
 
    ‘Then David took his clothes off. He had a good body. Lean and fit. Awesome legs. You know I’m a sucker for good legs. His cock was even bigger than Evan’s but not as thick. I sucked him, too. He tasted good. I couldn’t get his whole cock in my mouth, he was too big for me.’ 
 
    As if illustrating a point, she puts my entire length in her mouth, to the back of her throat, her eyes watching my face. I moan with delight. She smiles and lets my cock slip out, trailing her tongue across the wet underside as she does. 
 
    ‘They took turns with my mouth,’ she says. ‘For a while, at least. Evan was the first one to get between my legs. They had me on the couch, on my back. David stood up and fucked my face and Evan rubbed his cock up and down my pussy. I was so wet, baby! I don’t think I’ve ever been that wet before. Not even for you.’ 
 
    She gives my manhood another little squeeze, as though telling me not to take it personally. 
 
    ‘He fucked me right there on the couch while I sucked on his roommate’s cock. It was amazing. I felt so dirty, like I was their whore. I forgot all about you. I forgot I was your sweet, innocent wife. I wanted them to use me to make themselves come. Does that make you jealous?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    She takes my shaft inside her mouth again for a long, slow minute of exquisite pleasure. I sigh and moan and force myself to lie still and let her take control. This is her moment, not mine. I’ll get mine soon enough. 
 
    ‘Evan said he was getting close. I told him he couldn’t come yet. Not yet. I wanted David to fuck me with his big cock, too. So, they swapped over and I got on all fours and open my pussy for David. His cock felt so good sliding into me. You wouldn’t believe it. He wasn’t the biggest I’ve ever had, but it’s been a few months since I’ve had a cock that big inside me. God, it touched parts you’ve never reached.’ 
 
    My cock twitches in her hand. 
 
    ‘Aww, poor baby! Don’t worry, you’re more than enough to satisfy me.’ She kisses my shaft again, slow and tender, like a lover in the rain. ‘Sometimes I need something a little extra.’ 
 
    She strokes my shaft now, her hand sliding up and down my length easily. 
 
    ‘I sucked Evan’s cock again and David fucked me from behind. It felt so good. I moaned like a whore. I wasn’t quiet. Their neighbors heard me getting fucked, I’m sure of it. David fucked me hard. He wasn’t gentle. He slapped my ass a lot. I think he might have left a mark. Evan fucked my mouth and pulled on my hair and shoved his cock down my throat. I was a dirty little slut, baby. Do you like it when I’m a dirty little slut?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Good.’ She kisses my shaft again. ‘I like it, too. You know who was the first to come?’ 
 
    ‘Evan?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, with a smile. ‘It was David. He fucked me super hard for a few minutes. He kept telling me how tight I was and how good my pussy felt. Then he said he was going to come. I told him to come inside me. I wanted to bring a little present home for you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome. So, I let David fuck me hard until he came inside me and I sucked Evan better than I’ve ever sucked anyone. His cock was delicious and when he finally came in my mouth, I swallowed it all. He tasted so good, baby. Have I ever swallowed your come?’ 
 
    ‘No, you haven’t.’ 
 
    ‘I guess maybe you just don’t taste so good.’ 
 
    ‘I guess not.’ 
 
    She takes me inside her mouth again for another long, slow minute. It feels incredible. I focus and concentrate on keeping my cool. I don’t want to come now. Not yet. 
 
    ‘I lay on their couch for a few minutes,’ she says, stroking my cock faster and faster, ‘and they watched me play with myself. You know what I’m like, once I have a little taste, I want more.’ 
 
    ‘I know.’ 
 
    She laughs and takes me in her mouth again. She watches my face, her lips smiling, as she teases me. I let her know how good it feels. 
 
    ‘I let them watch me. We all sat on the couch and I touched myself and I asked them if they were finished with me yet. I think it was about one in the morning. Evan looked at David and said, I could go for one more. And David laughed. 
 
    ‘I got on my knees in front of the couch and I made them both hard again with my mouth. They loved it. Do you like my mouth, too, baby?’ 
 
    She sucks my cock hard and fast, then slow and gentle. She teases me lovingly and sucks me greedily. It drives me wild. 
 
    ‘I love your mouth,’ I say. 
 
    She sits back and strokes my shaft again, hard, fast, as though determined to make her story outlast me. 
 
    ‘The second time,’ she says, ‘they were gentle. More considerate to my needs. I love getting fucked good and hard, but I also love to come. You know that. So, I climbed on David’s lap and felt his huge cock fill me up again and I looked over at Evan and I asked if he wanted my mouth or my ass. Which do you think he chose?’ 
 
    I swallow hard. It’s difficult to concentrate. My chest is tight and I can feel the pressure growing in my balls. 
 
    ‘Mouth?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Wrong,’ she says with a smile. ‘He chose my ass. I told you, I was really naughty tonight. I met two guys and went back to their place and I let them fuck my pussy and mouth and my ass. Do you forgive me, baby?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth as she teases my cock again, sucking me slow and gentle. 
 
    ‘Are you getting close, baby?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Good. I’m almost finished. Think you can hold it a couple more minutes?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be quick.’ She strokes me again, long, smooth caresses that feel wonderful on my shaft. It’s been over a week since anyone touched me like this and it feels like my first time all over again. ‘I sit on their couch and let them both fuck me together. I came two… maybe three times in the first few minutes. They weren’t gentle. My ass is kinda tender. You might have to kiss it better later.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    ‘Evan’s cock felt so good in my tight little ass,’ she says. ‘And David was so big and so deep in my pussy. I loved it. David played with my titties and Evan kissed my neck. I loved it. I felt so dirty and so full and so fucking sexy. I wanted them to keep fucking me all night long.’ 
 
    I groan again. My cock twitches in her hand. I’m getting close. Really close. 
 
    ‘They fucked me for about twenty minutes. We changed positions a couple times, but I didn’t let David fuck my ass. He was too big, I didn’t want him to hurt me. Evan was the perfect size. I begged them both to come inside me and make me their dirty slut.’ 
 
    She licks my cock again, once slow teasing lick. 
 
    ‘Evan came first. He filled my tight little ass with his come. When was the last time you fucked my ass? I don’t remember. I guess you’ll have to reclaim my ass as well as my pussy.’ 
 
    I close my eyes and try to ignore the rising pressure, the building tension in my balls. I’m getting seriously close. 
 
    ‘I felt Evan’s come trickling out of my ass while David fucked me. I think I must have come about six or seven times by then. They were good. They had great cocks and they fucked me so good. David came inside my pussy again. I’ve had all my slutty holes filled by other men tonight. Do you want to make me yours again, baby?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t hear you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes! Please!’ 
 
    She smiles and climbs on top of me again. She pulls her soaking, come-drenched panties to the side and opens her pink lips with her fingers, showing me how wet and slick she is. 
 
    ‘You want to take me back, baby?’ she says. ‘Even after I let two guys come in my mouth and my pussy and my ass?’ 
 
    ‘Fuck yes,’ I say. 
 
    She smiles and opens her dripping pussy and sits back on my hard, erect shaft. 
 
    Finally, after a long week, after a night of intellectual torment, after an hour of intense teasing, I enter her slick, soaking, yearning, red-hot sex and reclaim Chelsea for myself. 
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    ‘What kind of place is this, again?’ I say, tilting my head back to see the final button on my shirt in the mirror. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ Kat says from the bathroom, over the rush of water pouring into the basin. 
 
    ‘The restaurant,’ I say, slotting the button into place. ‘is it, like, crazy expensive or super fancy?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so,’ Kat says. The rush of pouring water stops as she turns off the faucet. ‘It’s nice, that’s for sure. Why? I’ve already told you, we don’t have to pay. Don said that tonight’s on him.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, stepping back from the mirror and checking the collar of my shirt, ‘I remember. What I mean is, will I need a tie? Is it that kind of a restaurant?’ 
 
    ‘What kind of a restaurant?’ She sounds distracted, like she’s busy concentrating on something else. 
 
    ‘Will I need a tie?’ I say. ‘It’s kind of a fancy restaurant, right? Do you think I should wear a tie?’ 
 
    Yeah,’ she says, still sounding distracted. ‘Sure. Whatever you think is best.’ 
 
    I open the top drawer and push my underwear to the side, looking for my ties. Even though we both agreed to having dinner with Kat’s boss this evening, I’m not looking forward to it. I barely even know the guy. I think I met him once at the last Christmas party. I told him my name was Derek, but he couldn’t hear me over the music and called me ‘Dick’ all night. I tried to correct him, but he still called me Dick. I had a vague recollection of him – a tall, handsome, well-built black guy, probably in his early forties – but I had no idea he remembered me. 
 
    My tie options are limited. I own three ties – one deep red, one black and one dark blue. I’m wearing black trousers and a pale blue shirt. The black tie is for funerals, so that’s out. A deep red tie with a pale blue shirt? Hell no. Guess I’m going blue-on-blue tonight. I take the tie out of the drawer and lift the collar of my shirt up. 
 
    I still don’t know why Kat’s boss wants to have dinner with us tonight. He’s a well-respected senior advisor for a banking firm, and she’s a lowly personal assistant for someone three steps junior to him. I didn’t even know Kat was on his radar. She’d barely even spoken about Don MacLean before last week when she came home and told me that he’d invited the both of us to dinner. I asked her over and over if she was sure about that. Why would a man in his position invite not only Kat, but me as well, out to dinner? It didn’t make sense. I’ve spent the past week thinking about it, trying to figure out what his motives are, but I can’t. The only options that makes sense are either that he is going to fire Kat and wants me there to look after her, or that he simply wants to get to know his employees better. What do I know? Maybe he invites all his employees and their partners out for one-one-one dinners. It’s probably unusual, but maybe this Don guys is one of those nice, friendly, approachable rich guy bosses you hear about from time to time. 
 
    I slide the tie around the collar and attempt to loop it into a knot. Is it over-under, or under-over? I pull the end and the knot falls open. 
 
    ‘Can you help me with this?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Not now,’ Kat says. ‘I’m busy. Can it wait?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. 
 
    What kind of watch should I wear tonight? I look at the options. There’s my usual, everyday watch, or the one Kat got me for our anniversary last year, or the crazy-expensive one I bought on holiday three years ago, the one that mostly stays in the box because it cost so much money I don’t want to risk damaging it. My heart says that I should wear Kat’s watch, the one with the inscription etched into the underside. My head says that I’m going to be sharing a meal with a man who drives a car that cost more than my house. I reach behind the photo of Kat and I on our wedding day and grab the velvet-covered box. The watch inside is still ticking, still pristine, still exactly as perfect as the day I bought it. I slip it over my wrist and fasten the metal clasp and check myself over in the mirror again. I look pretty good, I hope. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Freshly shaved chin. The shirt fits me quite well, maybe a little tight in the midsection, but I’ve been working from home for the last couple of weeks, trying to get my business up and running. Nobody should be allowed to stay so close to a sweet jar for eight hours a day. 
 
    The bathroom door opens and Kat finally emerges, wrapped in a white bath robe, her long dark hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. She’s applied more makeup than usual. When the two of us go out to dinner, she sticks to foundation and mascara and a bit of eyeshadow. She’s wearing a lot more than that right now. I guess she’s feeling twice as nervous as I am right now. 
 
    ‘You look great,’ I say. ‘You should go like that.’ 
 
    She shoots me a look that says, never heard that one before, jackass, and lifts her leg up, foot on the bed. She runs a hand over her shin and calf. 
 
    ‘I’ve just shaved my legs,’ she says. ‘Did I get everything?’ 
 
    I lean in and gently run my hand up and down her leg. Her skin is warm and silky-smooth. 
 
    ‘Feel good,’ I say. I run my hand higher, up over her knee. Her thighs feel wonderful. Firm and toned and tight. ‘This feels good too.’ My hand moves towards her inner thigh now. ‘And what about here?’ 
 
    She takes her foot off the bed and steps back, a frustrated smile on her face. 
 
    ‘We haven’t got time for that,’ she says. ‘We need to be there in an hour.’ 
 
    ‘We can do it in ten minutes,’ I say. ‘We’ll have time to cuddle afterwards, too.’ 
 
    She smiles and turns to the closet, letting the bath robe fall to the floor behind her as she does. I grit my teeth to fight back a groan of desire. We’ve been together for seven years now, married for five, and the sight of her body still drives me wild. We’re both in our early thirties, but the years have been far kinder to her than they have been to me. While my hair is starting to recede and turn gray at the temples and my stomach is slowly expanding, she still looks fantastic. She’s slender, tight, toned, with an ass that could make an atheist believe in God. She still looks as beautiful as she did on the day we exchanged our vows. She still has a sparkle, a zest, that makes me fall in love with her a little more every day. I spend my days working in the office at home and feel exhausted. She comes home from work and still has enough energy to make me happy just by being herself. 
 
    Kat’s smile was the reason I fell in love with her. We’d been friends for about six months or so, introduced by mutual friends at a party. Her smile was the first thing I noticed about her. It was so warm, so wide, so inviting. Whenever she smiled, I felt like the sun had come out from behind a cloud. I liked her immediately, but she had a boyfriend at the time, so I remained respectful and kept my distance. We swapped numbers and stayed in touch, but it was difficult. She was wonderful, kind, funny, and beautiful. It seemed so unfair to meet such a fantastic woman and not be able to do anything about it. Sure, I wanted her for myself, but I wasn’t going to be some dickhead who pressures her into cheating on her boyfriend. Besides, he seemed like a nice guy. I met him once or twice. I saw the way her looked at her, the way her touched her body, she way she giggled when he kissed her in front of me. Sometimes I though he was putting on a show because he knew I was attracted to her. Like he was marking his territory. I didn’t care. I’ve never told anyone this, but I jerked off a few times thinking about watching the two of them together. I wanted her to fuck me instead of him, but the idea of watching really appealed to me for some reason. I liked to imagine his hands on her body while she looked at me and moaned. 
 
    Naturally, when she broke up with her boyfriend, I made my move. I was right there, the friendly shoulder for her to cry on, the man who listened to her stories, the guy with the wine and ice cream. I helped her through the mourning period like a gentleman and I buried my dark desires and thoughts and fantasies deep down inside. 
 
    Three days after she became single, we slept together for the first time. It was unplanned, unexpected… and beyond awesome. One minute we were watching a movie at Kat’s place, the next we were making out on the couch, her tongue caressing mine, her hands clutching at my body in a desperate frenzy, her hot, whispered, breathy voice begging me to make love to her. It was the first time she had truly smiled since she became a single woman. 
 
    I think of that moment a lot. It’s probably one of my top three life moments so far. Sometimes I close my eyes and I’m transported back to that night, to our first desperate, passionate, delicious moments as a couple. I can feel the heat of her body on my skin. I can hear the excited cries escaping her lips. I can see the wonderful look in her eyes. Then I open my eyes and she’s standing right there. My wife. My soulmate. My partner. Sometimes she’ll catch me in that moment, when I open my eyes and my memory and reality merge. She’ll ask me why I’m smiling. And I always say that I’m thinking about her. 
 
    Kat pulls a deep green dress out of the closet and holds it in front of her naked body, checking herself out in the reflection. 
 
    ‘How does this look?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Beautiful,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I don’t want to look beautiful,’ she says, putting the dress back in the closet. ‘I want to look professional. Elegant. Sophisticated. What about this one?’ 
 
    She poses behind a white pantsuit. I try to concentrate on the outfit, but my eyes fight to glance at her bare ass. 
 
    ‘Professional,’ I say ‘Elegant. Sophisticated.’ 
 
    She rolls her eyes and hangs the pantsuit back up. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ I say, crossing the room to stand behind her. I wrap my arms around her slender, naked frame and pull her into me. ‘Relax. It’s just dinner.’ 
 
    ‘It’s just dinner,’ she says, ‘with one of the senior guys in the company. I can’t relax!’ 
 
    I kiss her neck. Softly. Slowly. Just how I know she likes it. 
 
    ‘Calm down,’ I say. ‘You’re beautiful, no matter what.’ I kiss her again and again. Softer. Slower. Just how I know she likes it. ‘No matter what you wear, you’re going to look great.’ Kiss. Kiss. Soft. Slow. My hand caresses her stomach. Sliding south. My fingertips brush the small, trimmed wisps of hair at her cleft. She sighs and shivers in delight. 
 
    ‘We don’t have time,’ she says. 
 
    ‘We do.’ 
 
    ‘We really don’t.’ 
 
    ‘We really do.’ 
 
    ‘Derek!’ She says, smiling, trying to sound annoyed but failing. She pushes me away. ‘If you can’t behave, go wait downstairs.’ 
 
    ‘But you’re naked in here,’ I say. 
 
    She laughs and shakes her head. 
 
    ‘We can have fun later,’ she says. ‘After dinner. I can’t relax enough right now to get in the mood. Later. Okay?’ 
 
    ‘Later,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Tell you what,’ she says, ‘why don’t you pick out my underwear? You decide what panties I wear tonight. Maybe that will give you something to focus on.’ 
 
    I grin like the cat who got the cream and march over to her underwear drawer. I look through her selection of bras and panties, trying to decide what I want to see her wear later tonight. What colors? Purple or pink or red or black? What style? What kind of lace? 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she says in a teasing tone, ‘I need to get dressed…’ 
 
    I select my favorite underwear set. It’s a lilac-colored bra and panty set. Maybe not the sexiest set – it’s not lacy or tight or revealing – but it has some good memories for me. The last time she wore this particular set of underwear, we fooled around in the car on a long drive home from her parents. I fondly recall hours of slow, teasing fun before we finally pulled over and fucked in a passionate frenzy on the side of a dark, lonely road. 
 
    She smiles when she sees my choice of underwear, knowing exactly why I chose it. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not expecting a repeat performance?’ she says, putting her hands on her hips, standing bold and naked before me. ‘We’re going to make it all the way home before those come off this time.’ 
 
    I grin and hand her the panties and kiss her on the cheek. 
 
    ‘Go wait downstairs,’ she says. 
 
    I sigh theatrically and head downstairs. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Kat joins me ten minutes later. She has chosen the first outfit she showed me, the deep green dress. She looks stunning. Beyond stunning. The material hugs her body perfectly, accentuating her figure, drawing my eye to her breasts and waist and hips. The color brings out the sparkle in her eyes. My heart beats harder as I look at her. How the hell did I get so lucky as to marry a woman like this? 
 
    ‘You look awesome,’ I say. 
 
    She smiles, a shy little twitch at the corners of her pretty lips. 
 
    ‘You’re still not ready,’ she says. 
 
    I glance down and realize that my tie is still hanging loose around my neck. Kat brushes a lock of hair out of her beautiful face and steps towards me. She takes hold of the tie and carefully loop and threads and knots it. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe you still don’t know how to do this,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I’ve never needed to know,’ I say. ‘I can’t believe you do know how to do it.’ 
 
    ‘My school had strict uniform standards,’ she says. ‘Tie, blouse, skirt, socks.’ 
 
    ‘I’m picturing it now,’ I say, half-joking, a wistful smile on my face. ‘Tell me more. How strict was this school?’ 
 
    ‘Very strict,’ she says, mirroring my wistful smile, eyes on her hands as they weave the tie together. ‘The headmaster used to spank us if we disobeyed. My little ass was always red raw…’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say, my heart beating harder again. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, laughing. She finishes with my tie and steps back to admire me. ‘Good. I think we’re both looking pretty good.’ 
 
    I slip my arm around her shoulders and we look at our reflection in the mirror. We look good together. We make an attractive team. She leans her head on my shoulders and closes her eyes. 
 
    ‘What are you thinking?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ she says. ‘Just glad I have you.’ 
 
    I wrap my arms around my wife and kiss her forehead. 
 
    ‘We still have time…’ I say. 
 
    She laughs and breaks out of my hug and walks towards the door. 
 
    ‘We’re going to be late,’ she says. ‘Come on.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    We arrive at the restaurant five minutes early. The dusky rose of evening time is over and the night is beginning. Cars driving past with headlights illuminating the streets. The businesses and storefronts that remain open are lit from within, projecting bright images of their interiors to the world. 
 
    Kat holds my hand as we stand outside, glancing in through the window. She’s nervous. Her fingers grip mine, shaking slightly. She was quiet in the car on the ride over. Her eyes dart left and right, looking for the guy. I look through the window at the restaurant. It’s a beautiful place, designed to look like something out of a period movie. Oak tables, sparkling silver cutlery, antiques on shelves on the walls, the room both sombre and elegant in deep dues of brown and red. The staff all wear outfits that resemble maids and butlers. It looks like one of the places you see in British TV shows about snooty lords and sassy widows. I’ve walked past this place many times and wondered what it would be like to eat here, but I’d have to sell a kidney to afford three courses. 
 
    ‘I don’t see him,’ Kat says, her voice tight. 
 
    ‘Should we wait out here?’ I say, glancing around, expecting to see Don arrive at any second. 
 
    ‘We’ll go in,’ Kat says. ‘He must have booked a table or something, right?’ 
 
    I glance at the expensive-looking restaurant interior. 
 
    ‘I think he probably put down a deposit for a table,’ I say. 
 
    Kat purses her lips, too nervous to laugh at my joke. She grasps the ornate door handle on the restaurant’s door and gently pushes it open. 
 
    Inside, the restaurant is warm and comfortable and inviting. The air smells of a dozen different dishes, each one perfectly cooked, the odour making my mouth water. There’s a faint sound of gentle string music coming from somewhere – I glance around, but can’t see any obvious speakers – and the conversations coming from the occupied tables are hushed and polite. There’s a mixture of patrons in here tonight. Couples on dates. Clients and managers engaged in late business meetings. Men in suits and women in elegant dresses. There’s a strange vibe in the air, a sense of power and money. I’ve never felt this atmosphere before. It’s like I’ve entered a jewelry store where all the prices have at least three zeroes and the clerks just know you’re only looking. 
 
    A young woman steps up to the lectern at the front of the restaurant, wearing an immaculate maid outfit. Maid outfits tend to come in two kinds – sexy and practical. This is the latter. She isn’t showing any unnecessary skin, and the skirt reaches past her knees. She bows her head deferentially to us and asks if we have a reservation. 
 
    ‘We’re meeting someone here,’ Kat says. ‘He might have a reservation. Don Maclean?’ 
 
    The young woman scans the reservation list in front of her and nods. 
 
    ‘Maclean, party of three,’ she says. ‘Please follow me.’ 
 
    She turns and walks deeper into the restaurant, weaving and threading her way through the tables with expert precision. Kat follows closely, with me picking up the rear. I try not to glance at the occupied tables around us as we walk by. I feel hundreds of pairs of eyes on the back of my head, but nobody pays us any attention. I feel hopelessly outclassed by this place. I should have worn a nicer shirt. I should have worn a suit. I look homeless compared to the rest of the clientele. 
 
    We walk to the back of the restaurant and the woman stops, gesturing to a booth hidden in a nook on the side wall. The padded seats offer a semi-circular arrangement around a table, and there is already a man sitting there. A tall, handsome, well-built black guy in his early forties. Don Maclean. 
 
    He stands up, seeming to unfold from behind the table to his full height, and smiles broadly, his perfect white teeth almost gleaming in the light. He has a shaved head and no trace of stubble on his chin. His gray suit is perfectly tailored to his broad shoulder and slim waist, and his white shirt is open at the collar. I note with a stab of irritation that he isn’t wearing a tie. This guy looks like he could play professional football, yet he works in finance. Go figure. 
 
    ‘Kat!’ Don says, offering his hand to my wife, ‘very good to see you. Thank you so much for accepting my invitation.’ 
 
    Kat takes his offered hand. His skin looks even darker when contrasted against her pale fingers. His large hand dwarfs hers, almost enveloping her hand. I’ve never thought of Kat as small or slight, but compared with this guy, she’s practically petite. He’s almost a full head taller than she is, and he has a good few inches on me, too. 
 
    ‘Thank you for inviting us,’ Kat says. ‘I’ve always wanted to eat here.’ 
 
    ‘It’s pricey,’ Don says, ‘but the atmosphere is worth the expense.’ He smiles down at Kat and finally releases her hand. He turns to me. ‘Good to see you again, Dick. Nice tie.’ 
 
    I shake his hand. 
 
    ‘It’s, uh, it’s Derek,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You sure?’ he says, with a half-smile, and releases my hand. He gestures to the table. ‘Please, sit down. I hope you don’t mind, but I ordered a bottle of wine. It’s my favorite.’ 
 
    Don sits at one end of the semi-circular booth. Kat takes off her coat and slides around the booth, resting roughly in the middle. I sit down opposite Don. We take up three points of the compass. Don lifts a bottle of wine from the table and pours it into three crystal glasses. It’s a white wine and it bubbles gently. Don hands a glass to Kat. I reach across the table and take one for myself. I raise the glass to my lips and take long draught. The wine is very sweet and very strong. It smells fruity and bubbles burst under my nose. I put my glass back down. 
 
    ‘That’s nice,’ I say. 
 
    ‘That’s a vintage French wine from the early nineteen-hundreds,’ Don says, an amused smile on his face. ‘At two hundred dollars a bottle, it had better be nice.’ 
 
    Kat blanches, her eyes widening. 
 
    ‘Two… two hundred?’ she says, her voice high. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about it,’ Don says, waving away her concerns. ‘Please, tonight is my treat for the both of you.’ 
 
    Kat glances at me, her eyes still wide. She takes a small sip on her wine and places the glass back down, as though terrified of spilling any. 
 
    ‘We were kinda surprised you made this offer,’ I say. ‘We didn’t know you knew either of us.’ 
 
    ‘Well,’ Don says, putting the wine glass down and placing his expansive hands on the table, ‘truth be told, I didn’t know much about you, Kat, until last month.’ 
 
    Kat frowns, quizzical. 
 
    ‘Did I do something wrong?’ she says. 
 
    ‘No, no.’ Don shakes his head, an amused smile on his face. ‘Quite the opposite, actually. I have it on good authority that you’re the person who managed to secure Lohman and Lester as clients.’ 
 
    ‘Oh,’ Kat says, glancing down at the table and blushing. ‘I wasn’t aware…’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ Don says. He reaches across the table and places his massive hand on top of Kat’s. A little gnawing tension develops in the pit of my stomach, like a tiny beaver chewing away at my insides. This guy I don’t know is strangely affectionate and touchy with my wife. 
 
    ‘What you did,’ Don says, looking Kat right in the eyes, ‘was wonderful. We’ve been trying to go into business with them for years. You talk to the guy for five minutes and he signs the paperwork that same day. Whatever you did, you deserve my sincerest gratitude.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t know he was a client,’ Kat says, blushing again. She turns to me. ‘I happened to meet him in the breakroom and he was looking through his wallet and I saw a picture of his kids. We got talking about children. I didn’t even know who he was.’ 
 
    ‘He appreciated that,’ Don says. ‘He told me yesterday while we were playing golf that he enjoyed having a regular human conversation. No hard sell, just a nice woman being friendly. I asked around, and found out it was you. Kat, you’re responsible for bringing in a client worth tens of millions of dollars annually.’ 
 
    Kat’s jaw drops. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ I say, stunned. 
 
    ‘So, I think I can return the favor with a bottle of relatively expensive wine,’ Don says, a smirk on his face. ‘It’s the very least I can do.’ 
 
    I raise my glass to Kat. 
 
    ‘Awesome, babe!’ I say. ‘I had no idea you were so good!’ 
 
    ‘Me neither,’ she says, blushing again. 
 
    ‘So,’ Don says, placing one large hand on Kat’s shoulder and looking towards me, ‘please think of tonight as a well-earned reward for your excellent work and loyalty to our company.’ 
 
    Kat’s cheeks are burning bright red. She looks adorable. 
 
    The young woman in the maid outfit approaches the table, hands clasped behind her back. 
 
    ‘Are you ready to order?’ she says. 
 
    ‘I haven’t looked at the menu yet,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Allow me,’ Don says. ‘Do you have any allergies?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Kay says. 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘In that case,’ Don says, ‘my friend Derek will have the seafood platter. Kat would enjoy the duck, and I will have the steak.’ 
 
    The maid nods and turns and walks toward the kitchen. 
 
    ‘You’ll enjoy the food,’ he says. ‘I’ve never had a bad meal here.’ 
 
    ‘Do you eat here often?’ Kat says. 
 
    ‘Only when I have company,’ he says, ‘and I want to show them a good time.’ 
 
    I say, ‘If you ever need Kat to get another client for you, we’ll be happy to come back!’ I laugh at my own joke. 
 
    Don glances up at me. 
 
    ‘We’ll get into that later,’ he says. ‘Tell me about yourselves. How long have you been married?’ 
 
    ‘Five years,’ Kat says, with a smile. 
 
    ‘That’s great,’ Don says. ‘I love young married couples like you.’ 
 
    ‘Are you married?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No,’ Don says, with a rueful shake of his head. ‘I tried that many years ago. It didn’t work out. I spend so many hours at work, I could never make time to find a woman or settle down. You’re a lucky man, Derek.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You have a beautiful wife.’ 
 
    ‘I know.’ 
 
    ‘You guys have children?’ Don says, turning his attention back to Kat. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says. ‘Not yet anyway.’ 
 
    ‘You plan to?’ 
 
    ‘Well, yeah.’ Kat glances at me, a little uncomfortable with the direction this conversation has taken. ‘I mean, we’ve talked about it, but it’s not the right time just yet.’ 
 
    ‘How come?’ Don says, elbows on the table, chin resting on his large hands. 
 
    ‘We want to be ready, I guess,’ she says. ‘And with Derek trying to start up his own business…’ 
 
    ‘A businessman!’ Don says, his eyes gleaming. ‘What do you do?’ 
 
    ‘I handle financial and legal paperwork for families and small businesses,’ I say. ‘Wills, life insurance, wellness documentation, things like that.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like a good market,’ Don says. ‘You have many clients?’ 
 
    ‘A few,’ I say. ‘It’s a small start-up right now. I took a few clients with me from my old firm when I went private. I’m hoping to get more soon.’ 
 
    ‘Give me some business cards,’ Don says. ‘I’ll pass them around for you.’ 
 
    I nod, hoping my face doesn’t look too grateful or too embarrassed. 
 
    ‘So, what makes you the big earner in your household, huh?’ Don says, his attention returning to my wife again. 
 
    Kat nods responds. I zone out from the conversation for a moment, watching the two of them interact. There’s something I can’t place my finger on, some strange energy in the atmosphere. Don keeps looking at my wife, keeps smiling at my wife, keeps putting his hand on my wife. There’s something more than simple friendship or politeness here. I don’t know what it is, but my stomach knots and tightens every time I see it. Kat doesn’t appear to notice. She smiles and nods and responds to him and doesn’t shrug off his hand. She seems oblivious to both his over-friendliness and my discomfort. 
 
    So, what do I do here? Do I say something? Should I let him keep putting his large hands on my wife’s arm and shoulder? Should I let him keep looking at her like that – with that deep intensity burning in his eyes? Or do I stay quiet? Should I say nothing and eat my food like there’s nothing wrong here? 
 
    Maybe I’m reading too much into it. Maybe there’s nothing going on here. The guy said that he spends all his time at work, maybe he doesn’t get out much. Maybe he doesn’t realize that he’s being a little too forward, a little too inappropriate, with another man’s wife. 
 
    I watch Don Maclean laughing and joking and putting his hand on my wife’s shoulder and decide that I’m being crazy. He’s just a nice guy. A nice guy who doesn’t get many chances to talk to woman. Besides, if I said something and I offended him... he would probably make me pay for my meal. I couldn’t afford that. 
 
    I zone back into the conversation again. Kat is talking about her years at college. 
 
    ‘I just love art,’ she says. ‘Beautiful, classical paintings are masterpieces, so, yeah I studied art as my major.’ 
 
    ‘And ended up working in finance?’ Don says, laughing. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Kat says, laughing along with him. ‘Maybe I should have studied something more useful, but there’s something about a gorgeous work of art that really speaks to me. I feel all these emotions inside me and it makes me want to look for as long as I can, to really understand why I feel the way I do. Does that make any sense?’ 
 
    ‘Of course,’ Don says. ‘I often get excited when I see something beautiful.’ 
 
    Kat sweeps a lock of hair behind her ear and for one split second, I think I see Don’s eyes glance down at the valley between her cleavage. I get another crazy stab in the pit of my stomach and wonder if he’s talking about the same kind of beautiful thing that she is. Kat is talking about paintings – the kind that she loves to gaze at in museums for hours on end. Don’s idea of a work of art might be very different. 
 
    I open my mouth to say something, but the maid suddenly reappears with the food. She places three pristine China-white plates on the table, each one with an arrangement of food on top that looks as though it’s been assembled by a photographer in a studio to look as perfect and appealing as possible. 
 
    ‘Holy crap,’ I say, staring down at my plate. ‘This look beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you enjoy it,’ Don says. He lifts the bottle of two-hundred-dollar wine and refills Kat’s glass. 
 
    Kat closes her eyes and sniffs the air above her plate, steam rising into her nostrils. 
 
    ‘This smells amazing,’ she says. ‘I really don’t think I deserve all this.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, you do,’ Don says firmly. ‘I want you to enjoy a pleasant evening on me. And I always get what I want.’ 
 
    He glances over at me, a smirk on his face and a gleam in his eyes. For one brief second, I think that he’s trying to communicate with me, to send me a message across the table, but the moment is gone and his eyes sweep down to the meal on the table. 
 
    I pick up my fork and gently piece the work of art before me. Steam rises into the air, carrying the delicious scent of seafood. My mouth instinctively waters. There looks to be about four or five various kinds of fish, neatly parcelled and carefully placed into a tightly coiled nest of pasta. I don’t know if I want to eat it, or frame it. 
 
    ‘It’s interesting that you studied art,’ Don says to Kat. ‘I’m guessing you’re a very passionate woman?’ 
 
    Kat pauses, midway through chewing a mouthful of food, and looks at her boss. She quickly swallows and says, ‘What makes you say that?’ 
 
    ‘The way you talked about art stirring up all these emotions inside you,’ Don says. ‘Don’t worry, it’s not a bad thing! In fact, I’m the same. I’m a very passionate man. I have a modest collection of paintings at home. Sometimes, when I can’t sleep, I like to sit in front of them and allow myself to get washed away by all the emotions they bring out in me.’ 
 
    ‘You have a collection?’ Kat says, a note of keen interest in her voice. 
 
    Don nods, pausing to eat a small, neatly cut piece of steak. He savors the moment, chewing long and slow, before swallowing. 
 
    ‘A modest collection,’ he says. ‘I’d be delighted to show it to you.’ 
 
    ‘I’d love to see it.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome too, of course,’ Don says, turning his attention to me. ‘But I get the impression that art isn’t your thing.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, trying to play it cool. ‘I love art.’ 
 
    Kat almost snorts with sudden laughter. 
 
    ‘You liar!’ she says, covering her mouth with one hand. ‘You hate it when I want to go to a gallery or an exhibit! The last time you came with me, you asked the security guard if you could sit in his chair.’ 
 
    Don grins at me, his brilliant white teeth reminding me of a shark scenting blood in the water and closing in on its prey. 
 
    ‘If you’re not a fan of art,’ Don says, ‘I don’t mind showing your wife around by herself. I have plenty of chairs for you to sit in while you wait.’ 
 
    Kat laughs again. Heat rushes to my cheeks. I open my mouth to try and say something clever, to make a witty comeback, but I can’t think of anything smart. I lapse into awkward silence as my wife laughs at my humiliation and Don grins at me. 
 
    ‘It’s not that I don’t like art,’ I say finally, ‘it’s that I just don’t get it. What’s the appeal in looking at a painting?’ 
 
    ‘It’s not just about looking at the painting,’ Kat says, a note of exasperation in her voice, as though we’ve had this exact conversation a hundred times before. ‘It’s about the process. Who was the artist? What did they see? How did they feel? What were they trying to convey? How does the finished product make you feel?’ 
 
    ‘A work of beauty is something truly special to behold,’ Don says. ‘Whenever I see a work of art that makes me feel something deep down inside, I have to possess it.’ 
 
    He looks at me in a way that makes me wonder, again, if he and my wife are talking about the same kind of art. 
 
    We fall into silence, slowly eating our meals. Kat makes little appreciate noises as she devours each delicious morsel. Don calmly, slowly, methodically consumes his steak. I eat my beautiful fish arrangement, willing myself to eat faster so that we can go home. No matter how much I try to convince myself that this is all in my head, I can’t get over the thought that there’s something going on here. I still can’t put my finger on it, but Don keeps glancing towards me and smiling to himself. It is not a warm smile. It is more like a sneer. He keeps making jokes about me and putting me down and trying to act superior. I don’t get it. Maybe he’s so used to high-powered business lunches that he doesn’t realize what is happening. Maybe he’s totally unaware. Whatever’s going one, Kat seems completely blind to it. She eats her meal happily, enjoying herself, tasting every delicious morsel. I eat faster, hoping that she’ll do likewise. 
 
    It doesn’t work. Instead, Kat stops eating and reaches for her glass. She takes a long, slow swallow and sighs happily as she sets the glass back down. 
 
    ‘You like the wine?’ Don says, that shark-like smile on his face again. 
 
    ‘It’s delicious,’ she says. ‘I never really drink wine, but that’s so good.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad,’ Don says. 
 
    ‘It almost seems a shame to waste it like this.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Don says. ‘Nothing is ever wasted if it is truly enjoyed. Besides, now I know what to get for your Christmas bonus.’ 
 
    Kat’s eyes widen in surprise. 
 
    ‘Mister Maclean,’ she says, starting to protest. 
 
    He cuts her off, saying, ‘Call me Don, please. We’re not at work.’ 
 
    ‘Don,’ Kat says, a little embarrassed, ‘you really don’t have to. You’ve already done so much. This is wonderful.’ 
 
    ‘This is nothing,’ Don says. He puts down his knife and fork onto the empty plate and dabs the corners of his mouth with a pearl-white napkin. ‘I’m always on the lookout for employees like you, Kat. Young. Hungry. Focussed. Hardworking. Passionate. In fact, I have a little confession to make.’ 
 
    Kat puts down her cutlery, listening intently, all her concentration on this dark man. 
 
    ‘I had a second reason for inviting the both of you out tonight,’ he says. ‘I wanted to get to know you and assess you and learn a little more about you. I’m very glad that I did. You are a wonderful couple. Exactly the kind of people I like to befriend. And I’d like to make you an offer, Kat, as a reward for your excellent work bringing Lohman and Lester over to our cause. I’d like to offer you a job.’ 
 
    Kat’s jaw drops again. She looks at me with stars in her eyes, her beautiful lips curling into a delighted smile. 
 
    ‘Not just any job,’ Don says. He leans across the table and takes Kat’s hand in his. Her slender fingers are engulfed by his large, dark hands. ‘It’s very important to me that you understand this, Kat.’ He looks directly into my wife’s eyes, leaning close. ‘This is not your usual nine-to-five. It will be a hard job, with long hours. You must be dedicated and prepared to give your all to me. In exchange, I will offer you rewards you can only dream about.’ 
 
    Kat swallows. Her chest is heaving. 
 
    ‘What are you asking me to do?’ she says. 
 
    ‘I want to work for me,’ he says. ‘Directly under me. I want you to become my personal assistant.’ 
 
    Kat blinks in shock. 
 
    ‘In exchange,’ he says, ‘I can offer you a generous salary – more than enough to support the two of you while Dick here gets his business up and running.’ 
 
    I grimace at his deliberate error. 
 
    ‘It’s a job unlike any other,’ he says. ‘I can offer you a hundred different perks… and there’s only one string attached.’ 
 
    ‘What’s the string?’ I say. 
 
    They both ignore me. My wife stares into Don’s dark eyes, fixated on his broad, handsome face. 
 
    ‘What’s the string?’ I say again, a little louder. 
 
    ‘We’ll get into that,’ he says. ‘Later. But only if you’re interested.’ 
 
    ‘I’m interested,’ Kat says, without hesitation. 
 
    ‘Please don’t rush into this,’ Don says. ‘It’s a big step. I’m not going to lie, it will be extremely difficult.’ 
 
    ‘I’m still interested.’ 
 
    Don smiles again and finally releases her hand. He stands from behind the table. 
 
    ‘I need to use the restroom,’ he says. ‘Think over my offer. Talk about it with Dick. If it sounds like the right move for you… we can talk about the next step.’ 
 
    He walks away from us and around a corner, out of sight. 
 
    Kat immediately turns to me, her face lit up with a brilliant, beautiful smile. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God!’ she says, her fingers shaking as she tries to cover her mouth with a hand. ‘Can you believe it?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I really can’t.’ 
 
    Kat wipes a tear from her eye. Her voice is thick with emotion. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe it! I never thought… oh, God, is he serious? Holy shit, I couldn’t handle it if he’s kidding…’ 
 
    ‘What’s the string?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ 
 
    ‘The string. He said something about a hundred different perks and one string attached. What do you think he means?’ 
 
    ‘Honestly?’ she says. ‘I don’t know. Maybe he expects me to pull an all-nighter once a week. I don’t know. I don’t care! Think about what we could do with that money!’ her eyes sparkle with joy. She claps her hands together on the table, fingers moving as though feeling crisp dollar bills already. ‘We find a new place to live. We could have a baby. We could do anything!’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘We could.’ 
 
    She snaps out of her trance as suddenly as if I had poured hot coffee in her lap. 
 
    ‘You don’t sound very excited,’ she says, her tone suspicious. ‘What’s wrong?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘I’m proud of you – really damn proud of you – but…it’s this guy. There’s something about him I don’t trust.’ 
 
    ‘Like what?’ she says, taken aback. 
 
    ‘I don’t know. I don’t like the way he was looking at you.’ 
 
    ‘What? How was he looking at me?’ 
 
    ‘Like he wanted you.’ 
 
    ‘Of course he wants me, he asked me to come work for him!’ 
 
    ‘No, I mean… sexually.’ 
 
    She stares at me for a second, then laughs in disbelief. 
 
    ‘Are you serious?’ she says. ‘Oh, my God! Seriously? This guy offers me a golden ticket on a plate and you don’t want me to take it because you think he’s got the hots for me?’ 
 
    Heat rushes to my cheeks. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, ‘when you say it like that, it sounds stupid.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, it’s stupid!’ she says, still laughing. ‘You told me to wear this outfit, didn’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I did…’ 
 
    ‘And now you’re acting like a twelve-year-old because some guy is eyeing me up?’ 
 
    I push my plate away, frustration mounting in the pit of my stomach. I can’t explain how I feel and now she won’t take it seriously. 
 
    ‘Honey, please,’ she says, moving closer and putting her hand on my arm. ‘I think this could be amazing. Beyond amazing. Can’t we at least here a little more?’ 
 
    She looks at me with those big, innocent, wonderful eyes. She smiles that big, innocent, wonderful smile. My heart melts and reforms and melts all over again. 
 
    ‘If you’re sure,’ I say, choosing my words carefully. ‘If you want to hear more. But I’m going to hear it with you, okay? You might think it’s stupid, but I don’t want to leave the two of you alone.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t trust me?’ she says, her voice full of hurt. 
 
    ‘I trust you. I don’t know him.’ 
 
    The young girl dressed as a maid reappears and removes the empty dishes. 
 
    ‘Would you like to see the dessert menu?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Just the check,’ I say, feeling like a big shot for being able to say that in a place like this. 
 
    The maid nods and quietly vanishes with the empty plates. Kat slides closer along the booth and kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ she says. ‘Thank you. We’ll hear what he has to say… and if you don’t like it, we won’t do it. But only if you really don’t want me to do it. Deal?’ 
 
    ‘Deal.’ 
 
    I kiss her back, enjoying her warmth on my lips, her scent in my nostrils. 
 
    ‘You’re very cute together.’ 
 
    Don’s deep voice cuts into our little world. I glance around to see him standing next to us, that predatory smile on his face. How can Kat not see this? 
 
    ‘We have been discussing your proposal,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Have you come to a decision?’ he says. ‘You can have more time to think about it.’ 
 
    ‘We want to hear more,’ she says. 
 
    ‘We?’ he says. ‘I’m only offering one position…’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ I say. ‘But I’m here too.’ 
 
    I look him in the eye, trying to look as though his size and bulk and good looks don’t intimidate me. 
 
    ‘Very well,’ he says. ‘If you would like to hear more, I suggest the two join me to discuss the terms somewhere more private.’ 
 
    ‘Like where?’ 
 
    ‘You can come to my home, if you would like.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, certain that I heard him wrong. 
 
    ‘Did you drive here tonight?’ Don says. 
 
    ‘Cab,’ Kat says. 
 
    ‘Excellent.’ Don claps his large hands together, delight on his face. ‘I’ll have my driver pick us up in ten minutes. I’ll pay the check and get another bottle of wine to celebrate.’ 
 
    He walks through the restaurant, effortlessly threading his bulky frame through the tables and chairs. 
 
    I look at Kat, feeling the first unsettling tug of fear on my heart. 
 
    ‘Relax,’ she says quietly. ‘What’s he going to do? You’re going to be with me, remember? He’s not going to be inappropriate, or try anything with you right there, is he?’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Don’s car is a limousine, because of course it is. 
 
    We sit in the back, the three of us squeezed together on the leather seats, Kat in the middle. I could sit on a chair opposite, but I hate traveling backwards. 
 
    ‘Thank you for tonight,’ Kay says. ‘It really meant a lot to me.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t thank me yet,’ Don says. ‘The night is far from over.’ 
 
    I lean forward, looking around Kat, desperate to try and interrupt whatever moment is going on here. 
 
    ‘Don’t you already have personal assistants?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Don says, not leaning forward or taking his eyes off my wife. ‘I have three.’ 
 
    ‘Then why do you need her?’ 
 
    Kat turns and glares at me. 
 
    ‘What the fuck are you doing?’ she says in a low, dangerous whisper. 
 
    ‘I’m just curious,’ I say. ‘You said there was a string. Now you say you already have three assistants. What’s going on?’ 
 
    ‘What’s going on is that you and Kat and I are all going back to my place to discuss the terms of the position in more detail,’ Don says, in a slow, patient voice. ‘If you don’t want to be part of the negotiations, I can always have my driver let you out here.’ 
 
    I glance out the window. The surroundings are dark, black buildings against a star-studded sky. I don’t know where we are. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, ‘I’m coming, too. I just want to know more, that’s all.’ 
 
    ‘You will,’ Don says, ‘soon enough.’ 
 
    He lapses into silence for a long moment. Kat glares at me, angry that I might have soured the deal and cost her the job. 
 
    ‘It’s really nice of you to drive us like this,’ Kat says, desperately trying to get the atmosphere in the limo back on track. ‘If it’s going to be inconvenient for you, we can schedule a meeting a work?’ 
 
    ‘It’s not inconvenient at all,’ Don says. ‘I’m enjoying the pleasure of your company.’ I grimace. How is she not seeing this? The way he talks, the way he looks at her… She must be blind to his advances. ‘Believe it or not, I rarely get to enjoy nights like this. Mostly I’m working at the office and eating takeout.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ Kat says. ‘I assumed you went to the gym, I mean, you’re really big.’ 
 
    I hear Don chuckle, his face obscured from my view by Kat’s head. 
 
    ‘No,’ I don’t go to the gym. I find… other ways to work out.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll have to tell me your secrets!’ Kat says, laughing. ‘I swear, if I miss a gym session, my ass won’t fit in any jeans!’ 
 
    They laugh together, clearly amusing one another. I sit in silence, squeezed up against the car window, clenching my teeth in irritation. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    About twenty minutes later, the limo gently pulls to a stop in front of a large, modern house at the far end of a long private driveway. The house is hidden from the road by a line of trees and has enormous windows on the first and second storeys, windows that offer expansive views of the surrounding landscape. 
 
    ‘This is your home?’ Kat says, looking over my shoulder at the beautiful building. 
 
    ‘It is,’ Don says. ‘This is where I hang my hat.’ 
 
    ‘It’s…’ she searches for the right word for a second, ‘gorgeous.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ Don says. 
 
    The driver opens Don’s door and he unfolds himself again and stands up in the cool night air. I open my door and hop out. I turn around, hand out, ready to help Kat, but she’s climbed out Don’s side. His large dark hand lifts her small white hand as she climbs out of the car. He smiles at her and holds up a second bottle of that two-hundred-dollar wine. 
 
    ‘Would the two of you like to come inside and share this with me?’ he says, asking both of us, but only looking at Kat. 
 
    ‘Yes, please,’ Kat says. ‘I’d love to.’ 
 
    Don puts his arm around her shoulders, apparently guiding her towards the front entrance. I see his hand touch her shoulder and feel another maddening jolt in my stomach. What the hell is this guy playing at? Surely, he could afford any woman he wants, why does he need to hit on my wife like this? 
 
    I take a moment to breathe and calm down. Maybe it’s nothing. Like he said, he isn’t married. Maybe he doesn’t really know how to act around people. Maybe this is completely innocent. 
 
    Don glances back at me over his shoulder, a grin on his face. 
 
    ‘Are you coming, Dick?’ he says. 
 
    Maybe it’s not completely innocent. 
 
    I follow the large black man and my wife into his home. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    He opens the door and gestures us inside. We walk into an enormous reception room, the same height as the house. There’s an enormous metal spiral staircase in front of us, winding up to the second floor. The left is what looks to be a den, covered in shadows. To my right is a walk-in closet. The walls are bare and white and modern and every piece of furniture looks as though it’s come from the distant future. Kat and I make all the right noises. This place is stunning, though it kills me to admit it. I feel like this guy is flaunting his wealth. Paying for the meal was one thing, having his driver take us all the way out to his ridiculously beautiful home is something else entirely. 
 
    ‘Would you like to see my paintings?’ Don says. 
 
    ‘I’d love to,’ Kat says, a warm smile spreading across her beautiful lips. 
 
    Don takes her by the arm and the two of them walk on ahead. Don leads her toward the staircase and for a second I think that he’s about to take my wife upstairs, but then he walks on, heading deeper into the house. I let out a sigh of relief. 
 
    I follow them deeper into the house, around a corner tucked behind the staircase. As Don walks through the rooms, overhead lights gently illuminate the spaces, sensing his movement. The house seems to unfold before me as I turn the corner and walk into an enormous kitchen. Every kind of convenience, appliance, and contrivance is on display. The cupboards are made from beautiful mahogany. The counter-tops are thick, shiny marble. There’s a large breakfast bar in the centre of the kitchen, with several stools positioned around it. 
 
    Don opens a cupboard and removes two glasses. Most people would have to go up on their toes to open this cupboard, but for this burly asshole, the cupboard is in front of his face. He sets the perfectly clear, immaculate crystal wine glasses down on the counter. As he carefully uncorks the bottle, Kat glances over at me, nervous excitement in her face. She raises her eyebrows, asking me without words if I’m okay. I force a tight-lipped smile and nod back. I’m not okay. Kat frowns and turns her attention back to Don. He pours the two-hundred-dollar liquid into the two glasses and sets the bottle down on the bench. 
 
    ‘Here’s to new opportunities,’ he says, raising one glass in Kat’s direction. 
 
    ‘New opportunities,’ she says in echo, raising the second glass. 
 
    Christ, it’s like I’m not even here right now. I step toward the breakfast bar and loudly place my hands down on the smooth marble countertop, trying to smear the surface as much as possible. 
 
    Kat swallows her wine and says, ‘Would you like some wine, honey?’ 
 
    ‘If that’s okay,’ I say, trying to sound more in control than I feel right now. I feel like a rabbit that wandering into a cave with a slumbering bear. I feel like the bear knows I’m here and is waiting patiently for me to get closer, until there is no possible escape. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ Don says. ‘Here, you can help me with this.’ 
 
    He holds out his glass towards me, the glass he just drank from. His lip print is visible around one edge. 
 
    ‘Don’t you have any more glasses?’ Kat says, an amused tone in her voice. 
 
    ‘I do,’ Don says, ‘but I don’t think my friend Dick minds sharing, do you, Dick?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Derek,’ I say, not moving. 
 
    ‘Is it?’ he says again. ‘I must be getting old.’ 
 
    I glance at Kat. She looks at me, expectation in her eyes, willing me to take the glass. I can almost hear her saying, please don’t fuck this opportunity up for me. 
 
    I swallow my pride and take the glass from him. Kat’s eyes flare open wider for a split second, in that way she does when trying to remind me something important in front of other people. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. The words leave a bad taste in my mouth. 
 
    ‘No problem,’ Don says. ‘The paintings?’ 
 
    Kat nods with enthusiasm. Don places his arm around her shoulders again and leads her deeper into the house. I follow close behind, drinking the wine, wishing we could get the hell out of here and go home and put this weird night behind us. 
 
    The lights gently illuminate a wide, open room. It looks like a wing in an art gallery. Various paintings line the walls, evenly spaced, neatly framed, positioned at roughly eye-level. Don probably has to stoop to look at them closely. The paintings are varied in size and nature – some portraits of stern faces, some Bob Ross-esque landscapes, a few abstract colorful shapes and a few tasteful nudes. The wall to our right has an archway to the rest of the house. 
 
    Kat gasps in delight and turns her head from left to right, trying to absorb everything at once. 
 
    ‘Holy crap!’ she says. ‘This is amazing!’ 
 
    Don makes a self-depreciating chuckle. 
 
    ‘It’s just a small collection,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Are these… are these originals?’ she says, hardly daring to breathe. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    Kat looks back at me over her shoulder, eyes gleaming, mouth open and says, ‘Honey, these are originals!’ I make a face that I hope looks suitably impressed. ‘This is incredible! This must be worth a fortune!’ 
 
    ‘Several fortunes, actually,’ Don says. ‘But it’s all worth it. Every single one of these paintings made me feel a surge of emotions when I saw them. They still do. Please, go on, look around. My home is yours.’ 
 
    He releases my wife and she timidly walks forward, heading for the first painting on her left, as though unsure how close she should get. 
 
    ‘Is this Vermeer?’ she says. 
 
    ‘You’re good,’ Don says. 
 
    ‘Holy crap,’ she says again, gazing at the painting with an expression somewhere between lust and delight. 
 
    I watch quietly as my wife slowly walks around Don’s art gallery, sighing and admiring his collection. Her heels click on the hard floor as she carefully moves across the room. 
 
    ‘You’re a lucky man, Don says in a quiet voice, not turning back to me. 
 
    I step in closer, drawing alongside him. 
 
    ‘I know,’ I say. ‘I love her very much. And she loves me, too.’ 
 
    ‘I would give all these paintings to have a woman like her in my life.’ 
 
    I can’t think of a response. I drink some wine. As Kat reaches the far end of the room and begins to walk along the opposite wall, I finally pluck up the courage to ask the question that’s on my mind the most. 
 
    ‘Are you trying to hit on my wife?’ I say. 
 
    I feel Don tense up for a second, then he relaxes. 
 
    ‘Trying?’ he says, softly. ‘No. I am succeeding.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ I’m so shocked that I think for a moment that I’ve misheard him. 
 
    He turns his head to me now, looking down at me, that predatory smile on his face once more. 
 
    ‘Wait and see, boy,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Excuse me?’ I say, flustered, stunned, feeling like I just got blindsided by a truck. ‘Are you seriously – are you trying to take my wife?’ 
 
    ‘Take her?’ he says. ‘No. I would never do that to your marriage. Haven’t you figured it out yet, Dick? Haven’t you figured out what I really want? Your wife is beautiful, sure, but I could have a hundred like her any time I wanted. What I really want is-’ 
 
    ‘I don’t recognize this one,’ Kat says, from the far end of the room. ‘Who painted this?’ 
 
    Don walks across the room towards my wife. I stay where I am for a moment, flabbergasted, shocked, feeling like all the air got sucked out of my lungs, before I walk after him. Part of me wants to toss the wine in his face. Another part wants to stab him with the glass. Maybe I could grab Kat and we could make a run for it… but, no, I have no idea where we are. And I doubt the driver is going to take us home without Don’s permission. 
 
    Kat is standing in front of a large canvas in landscape form, maybe two feet wide and another foot tall. The painting is a tasteful nude. My art teacher would say that it was painted in warm, soothing tones. The subject of the painting is a woman, laying on her back on a bed. She has one arm covering her eyes, a smile visible on her face. Her breasts are on full display. Her naked body looks warm and glowing and inviting. She has one leg raised, bent at the knee. A small dark patch of hair in a neat V-shape is visible at her cleft, but her sex is obscured from view. The bed she lays on is messy, tangled sheets and rumpled pillows. It is obvious to me as I study the picture that the woman being painted has just had sex. Not just any sex, either. She looks the be riding the wave of some incredible can’t-walk-afterwards sex. 
 
    ‘I don’t recognize this artist,’ Kat says again. 
 
    ‘Do you like it?’ Don says. 
 
    ‘Yeah, it’s beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘How does it make you feel?’ 
 
    Kat pauses for a moment, considering her emotions. 
 
    ‘I feel… warm. In a good way. I’m a little jealous of her – she looks so beautiful and so happy – and I want to feel the way she does. I’m trying to imagine myself in her position, naked on the bed, while my lover paints me in the afterglow. I like it.’ 
 
    ‘I painted it,’ Don says in a quiet voice. 
 
    ‘Really?’ Kat says. ‘It’s beautiful. I had no idea you were so talented.’ 
 
    ‘Painting is just a hobby,’ he says. ‘I was the reason she had that smile, too.’ 
 
    Kat swallows nervously. 
 
    ‘I… I see,’ she says. ‘Well, you’re very talented.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps we should discuss your new position?’ Don says. ‘Before it gets too late.’ 
 
    Kat nods and he puts his arm around her again and leads her away from the gallery room, through the archway to the right of the room. I follow again, my heart pounding, impotent anger building inside me, as we pass through several rooms. I can barely focus on my surroundings, all I can see is Don’s massive arm draped around my wife’s thin, delicate shoulders. 
 
    Finally, Don opens a large heavy-looking wooden door set in one wall. I don’t know the layout of the house, but it feels as though we’ve walked in a circle and are back near the front entrance again. Don holds the door open and gestures us both inside the room. I follow my wife inside, my feet heavy, like I’m wading through a river. This room is an office space, with a large desk and a padded leather chair and two smaller visitor’s chairs at the far wall. Bookcases lined with dusty hardback tomes. Diplomas and personal photos of Don shaking hands with important people. I have no doubt that this office is a smaller, more compact version of the one at his workplace. This must allow him to work from home without breaking his stride. 
 
    He closes the door behind us and strides across the office, taking his place behind the desk, with the large leather chair. He gestures for us to sit down opposite. Kat sits down and places her empty wine glass on the desk. I tilt my head back and down the last of my wine, then I put the glass on a bookshelf, because fuck this guy. 
 
    I sit down in the chair next to Kat. Don reaches into a drawer and pulls out a plain brown folder, with several sheathes of paper inside. Kat leans forward in her chair and grabs my hand, squeezing it tight. I can feel nerves and tension pulsing off her in waves. 
 
    ‘This is the basic agreement,’ Don says, his tone business-like and brisk. ‘In agreeing to work for me, your shift patterns will mostly fall into the standard nine-to-five, Monday to Friday. However, you also agree to suit the needs of my business, so evenings and weekends are also a distinct possibility, at an overtime rate of one and half times your hourly wage. You will work hard, but you will be rewarded.’ 
 
    I wait silently, coiled and tense, waiting for the string to suddenly appear. 
 
    ‘In exchange, you will get many perks,’ Don says, his eyes still fixed on Kat. ‘These include access to the 24-hour company gym, paid thirty-minute lunch breaks, and a company car.’ 
 
    He pushes the folder towards Kat. She opens it up with her free hand and starts reading, running a finger down the page. 
 
    ‘Is… this…’ she says, pausing to phrase the question in the best way, ‘is this my yearly salary?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Don says. ‘That’s your monthly salary.’ 
 
    Kat’s eyes almost pop out of her head. I lean in a little closer. The words are too small to read from this angle, but I can see several zeroes next to where her finger hovers on the page. 
 
    ‘I will not lie to you,’ he says. ‘I will make you earn that. You will work harder for me than for anyone else in your life.’ 
 
    ‘I think I could do that,’ Kat says, breathless, turning the page and reading more of the finely-printed contract. Her fingers squeeze mine tighter as she studies the pages. 
 
    ‘You will also be expected to attend many conferences around the world, often at short notice.’ Don leans back in his chair, the picture of supreme confidence. ‘You will be reimbursed for any and all expenses.’ 
 
    Kat flips the page again and frowns. 
 
    ‘This page…’ she says. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘There’s a space for three signatures,’ she says. I lean closer. There are indeed three equal sections awaiting the signatures of the relevant parties. ‘It says… uh, it says line manager, employee… and employee’s husband.’ 
 
    She looks over at me, confusion in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Don says. ‘Keep reading.’ 
 
    Kat swallows and traces the words on the page at the bottom of the contract, reading aloud. 
 
    ‘I, the undersigned, hereby give my consent for the above manager to use my wife for any and all sexual needs at his pleasure.’ 
 
    ‘I fucking knew it!’ I say, the words exploding out of my mouth before I’m even aware. I jump out of my seat and slam my hand on the desk and glare at Don as though I’ve just caught him red-handed. ‘I knew it, you fucking bastard!’ 
 
    Don sits perfectly still, cool as a polar bear in a blizzard. His eyes slowly assess me, drifting lazily up and down my body, as though trying to decide if I am a threat. Evidently, he decides that I’m harmless, because he gestures for me to take a seat. 
 
    Kat looks from me to Don and back again. I remain in place for a long second, my hand still on his desk, jaw clenched in anger. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ Kat says, her voice high and nervous. 
 
    I look at my wife, at her worried face, into her frightened eyes. 
 
    ‘Please,’ she says. 
 
    I look back at Don. He’s still sitting calmly, hand gesturing to my chair, waiting for me to sit down again. After a few long, tense seconds, I sit back down, fists clenched in my lap. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Don says, ‘as a part of the contract, I get to enjoy your wife once per calendar month.’ 
 
    ‘That’s the string,’ I said. ‘That’s the fucking string. I knew. I fucking knew it.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Don says. ‘Your wife enjoying my sexual pleasures is listed in the contract as one of the job perks. The string – the single string attached to this contract – is… you.’ 
 
    ‘Me?’ 
 
    My hands are balled up. I feel cold rage. I feel hollow numbness. I feel everything and nothing. 
 
    ‘Yes. What I want is your permission – and your willing participation. For your wife to accept this job, you must agree to the two of us making love once per month. And you also agree to be in the room with us.’ 
 
    ‘You mean… what? A threesome?’ I say, my head reeling. 
 
    ‘No. I want you to watch.’ 
 
    ‘Wha…’ All the air is sucked out of me, like I’ve been punched in the gut. 
 
    ‘You watch,’ Don says, a hint of impatience creeping into his voice for the first time. ‘Do I need to spell it out for you? I want both of you to sign this contract. In return, your wife will have a more rewarding and more satisfying career than she could ever get have otherwise. And you get the pleasure of watching the two of us together once a month.’ 
 
    I look at Kat, stunned. She chews her bottom lip, deep in thought. 
 
    ‘You can’t be serious?’ I say. ‘You’re actually considering this bullshit?’ 
 
    ‘The job,’ she says, her voice quiet and subdued. ‘It’s a really excellent job.’ 
 
    ‘Aren’t you listening?’ I say. ‘This guy fucks you.’ 
 
    ‘Only once per month,’ Don says. ‘And with your knowledge and approval. I find it’s much better to do these things out in the open.’ 
 
    ‘Shut up!’ I say. ‘Kat, please, baby, let’s go. We can’t do this.’ 
 
    I stand up and turn to walk away. Kat grabs my wrist. 
 
    ‘Honey,’ she says. ‘The money.’ 
 
    ‘So?’ 
 
    ‘Did you see how much?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, turning back to her. ‘Does it really matter? You’d be fucking this guy.’ 
 
    ‘Only once a month,’ she says quietly. 
 
    The room falls silent, except for the pounding of my own heart. 
 
    ‘Babe,’ I say, ‘you can’t…’ 
 
    ‘I don’t have to enjoy it,’ she says, a hint of defiance in her voice. ‘How many things do you do in your job that you don’t enjoy? You do them because it’s your job, right?’ 
 
    ‘I run my own business.’ 
 
    ‘Hardly,’ she says, shaking her head. ‘You’re not bringing home enough money. If I took this job… it wouldn’t matter.’ 
 
    My mouth opens and closes a couple times, like a fish on dry land. 
 
    ‘Things have been tight,’ I say. ‘But… they haven’t been this bad, right?’ 
 
    She looks at me, her eyes on mine. Her beautiful, sweet eyes. Innocent, wide eyes. The eyes that looked at me from under her veil and gleamed as she swore to love me until death do us part. 
 
    ‘It’s my dream job,’ she says. 
 
    I feel deflated. Defeated. I want to grab her by the hand and pull her away from this guy, out of this room, out of this house. But I know that she would never forgive me. For the rest of her life, she would resent me for it. 
 
    ‘You… want to go through with this?’ I say. 
 
    She nods once, slowly. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say, all the air punched out of me again. 
 
    Don holds out a beautiful fountain pen across the desk. 
 
    ‘The money,’ she says again. ‘Think of the money. A couple months and we could pay off all our debts. All of them.’ 
 
    ‘And you’d fuck this guy twice.’ 
 
    She looks at Don. 
 
    ‘Do I… have to?’ 
 
    He nods. 
 
    ‘Non-negotiable,’ he says. 
 
    She reaches forward with a timid hand in slow motion and takes the pen from his hand. 
 
    ‘Babe…’ I say. 
 
    ‘Why me?’ she says, quietly. 
 
    ‘It’s nothing personal,’ Don says. ‘All my assistants have signed the same contract. All their husbands have consented to the same agreement.’ 
 
    ‘And they’re okay with that?’ she says, shocked. 
 
    ‘They insist on it.’ 
 
    She takes a deep breath and signs her name on the line for employees. She turns to me, her face a mixture of shyness, embarrassment, and defiance. 
 
    ‘You have to sign it, too,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I won’t sign it,’ I say, folding my arms. 
 
    ‘Then the contract is void,’ Don says. ‘The offer is rescinded.’ 
 
    Kat looks at me, pleading with her eyes. Begging me. 
 
    ‘Why?’ I say to Don, hurt, wounded, deflated. ‘Why are you doing this to us?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not doing anything to you,’ he says. ‘I’m doing something for you. Right now, you can’t see it. But soon… soon you’ll understand.’ 
 
    I swallow. 
 
    ‘Are you really okay with this?’ I say, looking at Kat. ‘You’re really okay with this guy fucking you?’ 
 
    She avoids my eyes, saying nothing. 
 
    I let out a long, low breath. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say. 
 
    Then I step forward and take the pen from her. I hold the pen, nib poised over the line, a bare inch from signing my name. 
 
    ‘Don’t make me do this,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’m not making anyone do anything,’ Don says. ‘I’ve simply presented an opportunity, and your wife would like to take it. You don’t want to disappoint her, do you?’ 
 
    I take one final look at Kat. She begs me with her eyes. She wants this job. She was committed to this job the moment it was presented to her in the restaurant. She would say yes to this no matter what kind of strings are attached. 
 
    I scrawl my signature on the line and toss the pen on the table. Thick black ink spills from the nib, splattering over the smooth wooden surface. 
 
    ‘Excellent,’ Don says. He slides the contract back towards him, picks the pen, and signs his own name. ‘Your new position as my personal assistant begins on Monday.’ 
 
    He stands up and offers out his hand. Kat stands and shakes his hand, looking down at the table. 
 
    ‘When do we… when do I…’ she says. 
 
    ‘As per the contract,’ he says, ‘we should consummate our new arrangement… now.’ 
 
    ‘Now?’ I say, horrified. 
 
    ‘Is that a problem?’ Don says, still holding my wife’s hand and looking deep into her eyes. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, her voice small and timid. 
 
    He smiles and releases her hand. 
 
    ‘Please,’ he says, ‘go upstairs and make yourself comfortable. Bring the bottle of wine if you like.’ 
 
    Kat nods and turns on her heel and slowly walks to the door. She pauses as she passes me and says in a quiet voice, ‘I won’t enjoy it, okay? I promise.’ 
 
    Then she steps past me and opens the door and walks away, leaving me alone with this enormous tree of a man. 
 
    ‘What the fuck is wrong with you?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Why are you doing this?’ I open and close my fists several times, unsure if I want to throw a punch or strangle this man. 
 
    ‘Because I can,’ he says. ‘Because I want to.’ 
 
    He closes the folder with our three signatures in and leaves it on the desk. He slowly strides around the room, until he comes to a stop in front of me, forcing me to look upwards at him. 
 
    ‘Like I was saying earlier,’ he says, ‘I could have a hundred women like your wife any time I wanted. I enjoy them, sure, but sure pleasure is fleeting. Temporary. What I really enjoy – what really turns me on – is the look in a husband’s eyes.’ 
 
    ‘What look?’ I say, my throat dry. 
 
    ‘A look kinda of like the one you’re giving me now.’ His large hands lift and take hold of my tie. He carefully adjusts and positions my tie while he talks to me. ‘A mixture of anger and embarrassment and jealousy. I love it when I look at a husband and see the exact moment he realizes that I have made him a cuckold. There is no finer feeling in the world. I fuck your wife, sure, but the one who’s really getting fucked is you.’ 
 
    He straightens my tie and smooths my collar. I stand there, frozen to the spot, letting him touch me. 
 
    ‘I ain’t gay, so don’t worry, I’m not gonna try to fuck your ass, or make you suck my cock,’ he says, smiling. ‘All I’m going to do is fuck your wife. Better, harder, deeper, and longer than you’ve ever dreamed. Then, when I’m finished, I’ll send her home with you.’ 
 
    ‘You’re an asshole.’ 
 
    ‘Yes. But a rich asshole who fucks other men’s wives.’ 
 
    ‘And they all let you?’ I say. ‘All the other assistants? Their husbands just… let you?’ 
 
    He places his massive hands on my arms and leans in close and whispers into my ear, ‘They love it. Some of them have begged me to fuck their wives once a week.’ 
 
    He leans back, that predatory smile showing a flash of pearly white teeth. 
 
    ‘But you’ll find out all about that,’ he says. ‘Come on, your wife is upstairs. It’s rude to keep a lady waiting.’ 
 
    He slaps me on the back, as though we’re friends, as though this is a game we’re playing, and gently leads me out of the office. He places a hand on my shoulder and guides me back to the main lobby, until we stand under the metal spiral staircase. 
 
    ‘After you,’ Don says. 
 
    I don’t move. My feet are welded to the floor. I don’t want to walk up there. I can’t walk up there. I don’t want to watch what’s about to happen. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ Don says, in a strangely soothing voice. ‘You’re not the first man to have doubts.’ 
 
    I stare at him, at his irritatingly good-looking face. 
 
    ‘Juts think of it as watching porn,’ he says, ‘only more intimate, more intense, and more satisfying.’ 
 
    ‘She’s my wife,’ I say, my voice thick with emotion. 
 
    ‘And she’ll still be your wife afterwards,’ he says. ‘She’ll still go home with you and she’ll love you and almost nothing else will change.’ 
 
    ‘Almost?’ 
 
    ‘I guarantee that you’ll both be looking forward to our next rendezvous.’ 
 
    I feel tears pricking my eyes and bite my lip to stay focused. 
 
    ‘You’ll… you’ll at least wear a condom, right?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Of course,’ he says. ‘I’ll wear one for as long as you both insist. Most husbands request I take it off around the third or fourth time.’ 
 
    He smiles at me, his hand on my shoulder, and gestures toward the stairs. I take a deep breath and start climbing. My footsteps tap on each metal step, echoing in the quiet house like bells, loud, booming bells. Like death knells. He follows close behind, preventing me from stopping or turning around, keeping me moving. I get the feeling that he’s done this before. Many times. Probably with many more husbands than he’s told us about. 
 
    I near the top of the stairs and the second floor of the house comes into view. It’s a huge, wide-open space, almost as large as the entire downstairs area. In the centre of the space is an enormous bed, with a few simple pieces of furniture neatly placed in a rough semi-circle around it. Behind the bed is a large window. I can’t see what the view is like, everything outside is dark. This feels like a very simple room, a place for Don to relax and unwind and disconnect from the rest of his life. 
 
    Kat stands near the bed. She sees us coming up the stairs, her eyes wide, body language tense and nervous. She’s drinking two-hundred-dollar wine straight out of the bottle. As I reach the second floor, she tilts the bottle back and takes another mouthful. I can hear the wine moving inside the bottle. Doesn’t sound like there’s much left. Kat steps toward me, uneasy on her feet. Maybe she’s halfway drunk already. 
 
    Kat hugs me tight, hands shaking, head buried in my chest. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ I say. 
 
    She nods. 
 
    Don’s heavy footsteps ring out loud and clear behind me as he reaches the second floor. Kat releases me and stands back, chewing her bottom lip nervously. Don walks past me and kisses my wife on the cheek, like he always does this. Kat’s eyes fix on mine as her boss gently kisses her cheek, his lips slowly moving down to her neck. His dark skin makes her white flesh seem paler than ever. He kisses the valley between her neck and shoulder and Kat lets out a short, brief sigh. She catches herself and clamps her lips shut. 
 
    I stand two feet away, watching this man put his lips on my wife. His hands reach up, on curving around her waist, the other gently stroking her other cheek. Kat lifts the bottle of wine to her lips and drains the last few drops. Don’s lips and hands continue to move and caress and stroke my wife. I feel something like a knife twisting in my gut as I watch them together. It hurts me deeply. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    No. I push aside the thoughts, ignore the alternative. This is wrong. This is wrong. This shouldn’t be happening. I should stop this. I should do something. 
 
    But I don’t. 
 
    I stand there and meekly watching this tall, bulky black man put his hands and lips on my wife. She doesn’t stop him. She closes her eyes and breathes slowly, biting her lip. 
 
    Don’s hand leaves her cheek and drifts down her snowy skin to the shoulder strap of her deep green dress. His fingers slide under the strap and gently slip it from her shoulder. She starts to breathe a little harder now, her chest rising and falling faster, her firm breasts seeming to swell and fill the dress better with every passing second. 
 
    Don’s hand moves from the fallen shoulder strap to my wife’s firm breasts. His massive hand easily covers her mounds, gently squeezing them, one by one, fondling her body. Right in front of me. 
 
    And still I do nothing. I just stand still. Watching. Mouth dry. Still with that knife twisting in my gut. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    No. 
 
    Kat’s dress slips a little further on one side, exposing the purple cup of her bra. Don slowly moves around her, standing behind her now, kissing the other side of her neck. She sighs again, tilting her head to allow his lips better access to her tender, sensitive skin. His hands roam her body, caressing her breasts and stomach, gently touching her, but remaining respectfully above the waist. Kat opens her eyes a little and looks at me. Her eyes are clouded over, partly from the wine, but partly from lust and excitement and arousal. I recognize those eyes. I’ve seen those eyes myself many times. The first time I saw them, we were on her couch, watching movies, after she broke up with her old boyfriend. I love those eyes almost as much as I love her smile. Now she’s making those eyes because another man is turning her on. The knife twists again in my gut. 
 
    Don’s hand slides under her other shoulder strap and gently frees it. He slowly and carefully slips the dress down, never breaking his gentle, soft, teasing kisses on her neck and throat, until the dress falls to the floor. 
 
    My wife stands in this man’s bedroom in nothing more than her soft purple panties, the soft purple panties I picked out for her to wear tonight, the soft purple panties that we supposed to be for my eyes only. 
 
    And still I stand there, watching in silence. Watching him undress my wife. Watching him touch and kiss and tease my wife. Feeling the knife twist in my gut. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    I can’t deny it. I feel my manhood stirring as I watch. I’m getting turned on watching this man with my wife. 
 
    There must be something wrong with me. I should feel sick or angry or betrayed. I do feel those things – but only a little, like a dull sensation in the back of my mind. Far more overpowering is the feeling of excitement, of arousal, of tension, as my manhood begins to come to life, filling and hardening as I watch. 
 
    Don places his huge hand on my wife’s throat. She tilts her head back and another long sigh of pleasure escapes her lips. His other hand gently strokes her stomach and she shivers. He whispers something in her ear. She makes a little breathy, excited groan and nods. 
 
    He takes the wine bottle puts it down on the floor, out of the way. She looks me in the eyes again, her lips parted, chest rising and falling, waiting patiently until he returns to her. He stands behind her and unclasps her bra and she slips it free, her breasts spilling out, soft pink nipples hard with arousal, her creamy flesh crying out to be touched. 
 
    My manhood twitches in my pants, straining, trapped. 
 
    ‘I think he’s enjoying this,’ Don says, smiling at me as his hands reach around and cup and squeeze my wife’s breasts. She lets out another short, breathy gasp at the feel of his warm skin touching hers. 
 
    As I watch, she seems to melt into his arms. I can almost see her worries and concerns and nervousness dissipating with every passing second. Maybe it’s because she drank so much. Maybe it’s because she’s enjoying herself. 
 
    ‘Undress me,’ Don says. Not a request, but an order. My wife obediently turns to him, turning her back on me, her ass looking perfect in those purple panties. She reaches up to this top shirt button with trembling fingers and slowly prizes it open, exposing a little of his firm, dark skin beneath. The room is silent as she slowly works her way down his chest, carefully opening his shirt. 
 
    ‘Don’t be nervous,’ Don says. Kat pauses for a second, looking up at him. I see their eyes meet, some unspoken communication passing between them. Then she continues, until his shirt hangs open, revealing his firm chest. She gingerly reaches out and touches his chest, as though making sure it’s real. He doesn’t look particularly muscular, but his body is big and broad and firm. Her fingertips gently brush his skin. He chuckles. 
 
    ‘Can I…?’ she says. 
 
    Don answers her question by leaning down and wrapping his enormous arms around her body and kissing her passionately on the lips. 
 
    The knife goes right through my gut, even as my manhood throbs and punches the inside of my pants. This can’t be real. I can’t be watching this. 
 
    My wife purrs into his mouth, her hands slipping beneath the shirt and pushing it open, brushing it free. He lets of her long enough for the shirt to slide over his shoulders and fall to the floor, still kissing her the entire time. 
 
    Kat runs her hand down his firm body, feeling his figure through her fingers. I watch as her hands cross his flat stomach arrive at his pants. She pauses for a second, a little hesitant, maybe a little reluctant. 
 
    Don breaks from the kiss and nods at her. She places his large hands on her shoulders. She takes the hint and slowly sinks to her knees without a word. My mouth hangs open. She would never be that obedient with me. 
 
    I watch my wife get to her knees, her fingers gently prising Don’s belt apart, carefully peeling open his zipper. She pops the button and takes hold of his waistband and gently tugs his pants down. I hear a sharp intake of breath as his boxers are revealed, a pair of tight white shorts that hug and cling to his dark skin. Even back here, I can see the shape of his large, hard cock, straining against the fabric. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ Kat says, her voice soft and heavy, sounding almost mesmerized by his length. 
 
    Don chuckles again, amused by my wife’s reaction. 
 
    ‘Yes, it’s real,’ he says. ‘Would you like to see it?’ 
 
    She nods. 
 
    ‘Ask him to if you can see.’ 
 
    Kat turns her head, looking at me for the first time in about ten minutes. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ she says in a quiet, innocent voice. She could be a schoolgirl, asking for help on a difficult math problem. ‘Can I please see it?’ 
 
    Don looks at me, that shark-like grin on his face again. I finally start to understand. This is what he does. He makes wives desire him. He makes their husbands bow to his will. He’s going to make me give her permission. 
 
    I hesitate for a few long seconds. A voice in the back of my mind says, Say no, say no, say no! 
 
    My manhood strains against my pants again, overriding my thoughts. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ Don says. 
 
    ‘You…’ I say. I swallow, my throat dry. ‘You can see it.’ 
 
    ‘Can I touch it, too?’ Kat says, still in that same innocent voice. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She reaches up and grabs the elastic of his shorts and slowly tugs them down, peeling them away from his dark skin. I hear her breath catch in her throat as his member is revealed. It’s big, and black, and thick, and as she pulls his shorts down, it slowly, almost lazily rises before her eyes, the head coming to a rest a little under her chin. 
 
    I stare at it in shock and horror and humiliation. This guy’s body is bigger and thicker than most men, and his cock is too. It’s so big and thick and strong that it looks more like a battering ram than a penis. My manhood is about average – I have soft pink balls that hang down an inch or so, a reasonably thick shaft, a penis about five to six inches in length with a delicate upwards curve in the shaft, and a deep purple head a little thicker than the rest of my cock. Don’s member is almost as thick as my forearm at the base, with two lemon-sized balls hanging free beneath his long shaft. His cock is at least twice the size of mine. It’s straight and thick and firm, lined with pulsing veins that make his shaft look ribbed, like one of those novelty dildos in sex shops. His head is about the same thickness as the rest of his length, paler in color than the rest of his deep, dark skin. 
 
    My first thought is, There’s no way that can be real. 
 
    My second thought is, There’s no way my wife can take that. 
 
    My third thought is, She won’t want to take that. 
 
    Kat makes a deep, excited groan in the back of her throat and my heart sinks. In all the time we’ve been together, she’s told me that size doesn’t matter and it’s how you use it, but now, on her knees, inches away from this man’s thick, veiny weapon of a cock, she seems completely overwhelmed by desire. 
 
    She gently grasps it by the thick base with both hands, her fingers barely reaching the whole way around his shaft. I can see her chest rising and falling faster with every beat of her heart. She leans forward and kisses his length, once, gently, near the head. She kisses it again, slowly, as though she’s in a restaurant and the burger she ordered won’t fit in her mouth and she doesn’t know where to begin. She trails her tongue along the shaft, leaving a silvery streak on his sensitive skin. 
 
    My jaw drops. My wife is on her knees, kissing her boss’s massive cock. No – she’s worshipping it. Right there. In front of me. Without a second thought. Like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    I look up from the back of my wife’s head and see Don, watching me closely. He smiles at me, that damn shark-like expression creeping over his lips. He wasn’t kidding. He really is getting off on watching me twist and write in agony. I should go into another room and wait, but there’s nowhere to go except downstairs and I don’t my knees will hold out right now. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ Don says. ‘Nice and slow. Take it easy.’ 
 
    Kat groans with passion as she toys with his length. I can see it growing harder in her hands as she slowly strokes him and kisses him and teases him. Finally, she opens her mouth and nervously tries to take his head inside. She makes little purrs and growls and moans in the back of her throat as his length glides across her tongue, filling the entire space of her mouth. Don sighs, a deep, throaty sound, and gently strokes Kat’s hair, looking down at her. 
 
    ‘Good,’ he says. ‘Very good.’ 
 
    My wife makes a happy noise, her head bobbing slowly back and forth along his shaft. I can see from the wet streaks her lips leave on his dark skin that she can only take about half of him cock into her mouth. I blink in disbelief. What the fuck am I thinking? Do I want her to be able to take more? 
 
    Kat strokes his shaft as she takes him in her mouth. Her wedding ring – the ring I gave to her as a promise of my undying love and affection for her – glints in the light as it slides along his thick manhood, slipping and sliding in the wetness from her tongue. 
 
    Again, I feel all the air getting sucked from my lungs. I watch as my wife pleasures him with her mouth, his black skin becoming slick with her saliva, hearing the little moans and groans she makes as she works his cock with her lips. 
 
    ‘You’re wonderful,’ Don says. 
 
    Kat moans in response. 
 
    ‘Stand up,’ he says. 
 
    My wife slowly eases his length out of her mouth stands up, still clutching it with her hands, as though scared she might not get it back if she lets go. 
 
    Don gently turns her around, facing me again. Her hands go behind her back, no doubt still stroking his member. Don gently grasps her throat with on hand. She moans, a little louder this time, a little less timid about enjoying him. Don’s other hand gently squeezes her breasts again, before sliding down her body, slowly, softly, gently. Her breathing audibly changes as his fingers cross her stomach, over her navel, and slip beneath the soft purple fabric of her panties. 
 
    My wife’s eyes roll back slightly and her lips part and she lets out a deep, passionate sigh as his fingers move and slide beneath her panties. She doesn’t resist him or fight him or try to break away from him. She stands still, her hands resting on his manhood behind her, allowing this man to touch her intimately, to control her body with his touch. 
 
    ‘I have plenty of lube,’ Don says, nuzzling Kat’s neck but talking to me. ‘But I don’t think I’m going to need it.’ 
 
    He withdraws his hand from my wife’s panties, making sure I can see his fingertips glistening with her juices. I watch, stunned, as he places his fingers by her lips. She opens her mouth and sucks his fingers, tasting herself, moaning. She has never done that with me. 
 
    ‘Your wife and I are going to get in bed now,’ Don says. 
 
    I swallow, throat dry, and nod. 
 
    ‘Tell her to fuck me.’ 
 
    I open my mouth but nothing comes out. 
 
    ‘I think he’s a little shy,’ Don says. Kat giggles. 
 
    Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand. 
 
    ‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. ‘They’re a gift from Don.’ 
 
    She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat. 
 
    ‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Don’t thank me,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don. 
 
    He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy. 
 
    Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter. 
 
    Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed. 
 
    They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting. 
 
    Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side, black on the other. I see the letters XL stencilled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member. 
 
    ‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’ 
 
    I grip the warm, wet panties in one fist and grit my teeth, tears in my eyes. My cock throbs painfully, struggling against the inside of my pants. Why do I feel this way? Why is my body enjoying this? 
 
    Don positions himself above my wife, the tip of his big black cock brushing her slick lips. She moans and parts her legs wider for him, opening her body to his conquest. He pushes forward and begins to enter her. 
 
    I stare, breathless, horrified, aroused. Part of me thinks that there’s no way he’ll ever be able to fit that monstrous thing inside her. Part of me doubts that she’ll stop him from trying. 
 
    She moans at first, gently, as the first inch presses against her soft lips and slowly pushes deeper inside. As the second inch slowly follows, her moaning grows higher in pitch, louder, more intense. By the third inch, she’s crying out louder than I’ve ever heard before. 
 
    ‘Holy fuck!’ she says. ‘Oh, my God! You’re so fucking big!’ 
 
    She screws her eyes shut with the intensity and grips the bed, knuckles turning white on her balled fists. Her cries become indistinguishable howls of delight. I can’t imagine how her body will feel after this. She will surely be stretched and loose, her sex wide open, unable to feel me. 
 
    And he’s still barely halfway inside her. 
 
    I can’t look away. I want to look away, but I can’t. Nothing else exists right now, nothing except his thick, pulsing, veiny cock entering her tight, dripping slit. 
 
    Don grunts, slowly withdrawing, then pushing forward again, deeper, burying himself inside her. Kat raises her hands in stop, stop motions. 
 
    ‘You’re – fuck! – deep!’ she says. 
 
    I can’t believe it. This guy has bottomed out inside my wife, his massive shaft touching parts of her that I have never reached. And there is still an inch or two to spare. 
 
    Don grins and begins moving his hips in gentle, rhythmic motions. Slowly in. Slowly out. She cries out with each stroke. Not moaning passionately, like she does with me. Crying out. Loud and uninhibited, like shameless porn star, only she isn’t faking this. You can’t fake these kind of noises, these kind of wild, aggressive, animalistic noises. He is taking her to a place she’s never been with me, a height I’ve never helped her to reach. 
 
    ‘Holy shit!’ she says, and her entire body shudders and shakes, toes curling, fists clenching, breath ripping out of her lungs in ragged bursts. I know exactly what’s happening. My wife is climaxing on his cock. I’ve made her come many, many times, but never this hard this fast. He’s barely begun fucking her. 
 
    Don takes her powerful body-wracking shudders as a sign of encouragement and starts to move faster now, sliding in and out of her yearning slit quicker and quicker. He grabs her ankles and holds her legs in place, keeping her body open for his use. 
 
    I find myself breathing hard now. My heart races. My cock throbs. I try to will myself to stop enjoying this, but it doesn’t work. I’m too far gone now. I am a cuckold. 
 
    Don fucks my wife like this for a good while. Far longer than I’ve ever lasted. She comes once, twice, then begs him to stop before the third. 
 
    ‘I can’t… take anymore,’ she says. 
 
    He chuckles in amusement and gently eases his length out of her. 
 
    ‘Hands and knees,’ he says. ‘Facing him. Face down, ass up.’ 
 
    Kat lays still for a few seconds, breathing hard, summoning the energy to move. Finally, she begins to roll her body over. I can hear how wet she is as her thighs close and open again. She turns to face me, on her hands and knees. Her eyes are glazed over with lust. 
 
    ‘I’m so sorry, honey,’ she says, her voice thick. ‘I said I wouldn’t enjoy it… but…’ 
 
    Don climbs on the bed behind her. He grabs her hips and presses forward again. My wife cries out once more, eyes rolling back, and she collapses forward into the bed. Her moans are muffled, but I can still see her hands clutching the bed desperately. 
 
    ‘You can jerk off,’ Don says. ‘If you want to. I can see you’re enjoying it.’ 
 
    I freeze, unsure what to do. I’m crazy horny. My cock continuously throbs, little painful spasms that beg for release. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ Kat says, muffled by the bed. ‘I’m coming!’ 
 
    I unzip my pants and pull my cock free, the tip wet with excitement already. I grasp it hard with my free hand and stroke with furious intensity, watching Don fuck my wife from behind on his bed, listening to my wife orgasm for the third time. 
 
    Don grunts and groans, a thin sheen of sweat visible on his brow. His shark-like smile turns to a grimace of concentration. 
 
    ‘You still watching, cuck?’ he says. 
 
    I nod, stroking my hard cock, my hand almost a blur. 
 
    Don leans over my wife, still pounding her hard from behind. He grabs her hair and gently pulls. She lifts her head up and sees me masturbating. 
 
    ‘I think your husband likes this almost as much as you do,’ Don says. 
 
    Kat moans in response. 
 
    ‘Please come,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Me, or him?’ Don says. 
 
    ‘Both!’ 
 
    My balls tense. My stomach tightens. I feel a surge of familiar pressure deep inside my gut. I am about to come. 
 
    I look around desperately for a tissue or something, anything, for me to use to come. The only thing I have is Kat’s panties, balled up in my other hand. I reach the point of no return and quickly cup the head of my cock with my other hand, Kat’s panties rubbing against the tip. I groan and explode, an eruption of hot, sticky come pumping out, thick and fast, covering Kat’s panties, covering my hand. 
 
    Don grins once more, victory all over his face. He’s won. He was right. He has fucked me. 
 
    I keep pumping my cock, unable to stop, even after my balls empty and the sensitivity of my shaft becomes overpowering. 
 
    ‘My turn,’ Don says. ‘I want to come on you.’ 
 
    Kat nods, still moaning into the bed. Don gently ease out and slaps her once on the ass. She rolls over for him. He walks around the bed on his knees, until he’s next to her breasts. 
 
    Kat moans breathlessly. Don peels off the dripping, slick condom and tosses it away. He strokes his wet cock with one large hand, looking down at my conquered, exhausted wife. He caresses her cheek with the other hand and softly puts his thumb between her lips. She sucks on it without hesitation. She cups her breasts, pushing them together, creating a target for him. 
 
    I finally stop pleasuring myself. Kat’s panties are hot and sticky in my hand, coated in my come. My manhood slowly wilts, but I can’t take my eyes off the scene in front of me. 
 
    Don makes a final deep groan and aims his cock down at my wife and a torrent of thick, pearly-white semen blasts out across her breasts, covering her nipples, trickling down into the valley between each firm gland. She moans in delight until he finally finishes, his climax over, his cock empty, balls drained. 
 
    At last, it is over. My humiliation is complete. I hold my wife’s underwear – dripping with my own come – as she lays on the bed, wearing her lover’s splattered semen like a trophy. 
 
    Don gently lays on the bed next to her, caressing her hair. They might be the married couple and I might be outsider right now. He whispers to her, words I can’t hear. She sighs pleasantly. 
 
    ‘I think some of your come landed on the bed,’ she says. ‘I’m sorry. I didn’t want to waste it.’ 
 
    He chuckles again and says, ‘Nothing is ever wasted if it is truly enjoyed.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The night air is cool and crisp, biting at me through my jacket. My feet crunch on the gravel path of Don’s driveway. Ahead of me, the driver dutifully opens the rear doors of the limousine. I glance back, making sure they’re still following me. Don, naked, carries my wife in his arms. She is too exhausted to walk on her own. 
 
    Kat is dressed again, that beautiful deep green dress shimmering in the moonlight. She isn’t wearing any underwear. I hold her warm bra and sticky panties. Kat’s nipples are erect from the chill, poking through the dress. Don’s drying come glistens on her breasts. 
 
    The driver says nothing as Don bends down and carefully places my wife in the backseat. She sighs softly as he releases her. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ she says. 
 
    ‘It was my pleasure,’ he says. 
 
    Don turns to me and places a gentle, friendly hand on my shoulder. 
 
    ‘It was your pleasure, too,’ he says. 
 
    I nod, ashamed of myself. Ashamed I didn’t stop it. Ashamed I enjoyed it. Ashamed of how long and hard and deeply I came as I watched them fuck. 
 
    Don pats me on the back, like an old friend. 
 
    ‘I’ll leave it up to you to arrange next month’s meeting,’ he says. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    Don leans down to Kat and tenderly kisses her one final time. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you on Monday,’ he says. ‘Eight thirty.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ she says again. 
 
    I climb into the other side and nestle into the backseat next to my exhausted wife. Don didn’t lie. He has fucked her better, harder, deeper, and longer than I’ve ever dreamed. Kat’s eyes are glazed over. I don’t think she knows what planet she’s on right now. 
 
    The driver closes the doors and takes his position behind the wheel. The limousine shudders into life and gently rolls forward. I glance out the back window to see Don slowly walking back toward his large, empty house, naked. He might have fucked my wife, but he’ll be sleeping alone tonight. I guess that’s a small victory for me. 
 
    The house shrinks and disappears, obscured by the trees as we reach the road. 
 
    I stroke Kat’s hair, looking at her peaceful face. Her lover’s come is dried on her chest. I feel a dull, muted pang of jealousy. I should have stepped closer and come on her, instead of the panties that are currently balled up in my sticky hand. I should have tried to intervene. I should have done anything other than watch and masturbate. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ Kat says in a soft, sleepy voice. 
 
    ‘What for?’ 
 
    ‘I really did try not to enjoy it,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Next time I’ll do better.’ Next time. 
 
    She leans in close to me, her head on my shoulder. She smells of sex and sweat and come. She smells like Don. 
 
    I look down at her, and see her lips curling into that beautiful smile I love so much. I look out the window and sigh. 
 
    This is my life now. 
 
    I am a cuckold. 
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    ‘I got the best blowjob of my life last night,’ Donovan says, grinning down at me from across my little office, a cold, cruel twinkle in his eye. He wants to study my reaction. He knows I don’t feel comfortable talking about stuff like this, but he does it to make me squirm. I swear, he gets off on my discomfort. I look away from his face, trying to focus on something else – his black tie, his lavender-colored shirt, his dark suit jacket, anything – but my eyes return to his bright face once again. 
 
    Donovan closes the door to my office, shutting out the rest of the cubicle farm. It’s just me and him now. Me and Donovan, my boss, the owner of the company. I try to turn my attention to the pile of paperwork in front of me – orders, transactions, receipts – hoping that he’ll get the hint. I’m way too busy for his bullshit. It doesn’t work. He pulls out my visitor’s chair and sits down. 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say, feigning casual interest. Maybe if he thinks I want the details, he’ll shut up and go away. ‘The best one of your life?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yeah,’ he says, putting his perfectly polished Louboutin shoes up on my desk. I grimace in irritation, but keep my mouth shut. If he realizes that I’m annoyed, he doesn’t seem to care. ‘Well, maybe not the very best. Definitely a top two, top three blowjob. I tell you, Jameson, more sex I have, the better it gets.’ 
 
    I pick up my pen and scratch the stubble on my chin and bend forward to continue working my way through a purchase order. I glance up occasionally to enter data into the computer. Maybe I can block him out and get back to work. I’d like to go home on time tonight, for once. 
 
    ‘You gotta hear this,’ he says. I can see his grin in my peripheral vision. I can hear the delight in his voice despite my efforts to ignore him. I glance up. Donovan’s eyes gleam with that cold, cruel light. I sometimes wonder if he enjoys tormenting me more than he enjoys his numerous conquests. A guy like Donovan could sleep with any woman on earth, but he always makes sure to tell me all the gory details the next day. I swear, if this job didn’t pay so well, I’d walk out. If my wife could get a job, I’d be able to step down and work somewhere for less money. But with us trying for a baby, it’s not worth the effort right now. Better to try and hold on until she’s had the baby before she goes back to work. I swear, sometimes working for a guy like Donovan isn't worth all the hassle. 
 
    ‘I’m listening,’ I say, doing my best to appear as busy and inattentive as humanely possible. 
 
    ‘This slut,’ he says, eyes gleaming with memory, ‘she sucked my cock like she was starving. I mean, she swallowed me. You ever seen a sword swallower, Jameson? It was like that. She sucked me like her life depended on it. Like she couldn’t get enough. It was messy and sloppy and loud. I loved it. Like being sucked off by a goddess. You know that feeling?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say. I have no idea what he’s talking about. My wife and I have never done anything so disgusting. I’ve never even considered asking my wife do perform such a degrading act. 
 
    ‘Yeah, you do. She was sucking me like she couldn’t get enough. Stroking me, licking me – God, if I was a lesser man, I would have come in the first ten seconds. But I managed to hold on.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say, ignoring his use of the Lord’s name in vain. 
 
    ‘It was, like, ten minutes,’ he says. ‘I died and went to heaven three times, hand to God.’ 
 
    ‘Great.’ 
 
    ‘She was begging me for it. Pleading with me. There’s nothing I love more than a slut who begs for me to fuck her mouth and come on her face. You know what that’s like, right?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ I don’t know and I don’t want to know. 
 
    ‘I used that little slut’s mouth to make myself come. I fucked her throat like it was her pussy. You should have seen her! She was moaning so hard, she made herself come while she sucked my cock. It was awesome. Top three, easily.’ 
 
    ‘Glad to hear it.’ 
 
    ‘She kept telling me how much bigger I am than her husband. Apparently, the old man don’t give it to her like she needs.’ 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say, caught off-guard, like a man torn from a dream. 
 
    ‘Oh, yeah,’ he says, that cruel smile growing wider, his eyes flashing in triumph. He’s got my attention and he knows it. ‘My latest fuck toy. She’s married.’ 
 
    ‘That’s... God,’ I say. ‘What about her husband?’ 
 
    He finally takes his feet off my desk and leans closer, like a conspirator in a secret meeting, and says, ‘He has no idea. Fucking clueless. I’ve been fucking his wife on the side for about six months now. She begs me to come over and fuck her in their bed. She loves it. Dirty slut.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re okay with that?’ I say. ‘Seeing a married woman?’ 
 
    ‘I ain’t seeing her,’ Donovan says in a mocking, dismissive tone, ‘I'm fucking her. You should see some of the things I make her do! Last week, I told her to put on her tiniest skirt – no underwear – and go to the mall and make sure at least ten people see her bare ass. She loved it.’ 
 
    I open my mouth. Can’t think of anything clever to say. I close my mouth. 
 
    ‘There’s one thing all women have in common,’ he says. ‘They want to feel dirty.’ 
 
    Jess doesn’t, I think. I resist the urge to say the words aloud. I don’t want this guy to even think about my wife. 
 
    ‘What if it was your wife?’ I say, still trying to process the fact that my boss is bragging about sleeping with a married woman. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ 
 
    ‘How would you feel if your wife was cheating on you?’ 
 
    He grins. 
 
    ‘Wouldn’t be an issue. I can keep ‘em satisfied. That’s why they come to me, Jameson. Of course,’ he leans back in his seat, ‘having a big dick helps. You won’t believe the things a woman will do for a cock like mine.’ 
 
    ‘Wait,’ I say, trying to ignore his last sentence, ‘I thought you were dating that other girl? Rebecca, was it?’ 
 
    ‘I wasn’t dating her,’ he says, in that same mocking, dismissive tone, ‘I was fucking her. Still am, actually.’ 
 
    ‘You’re with two women?’ I say. I think my head is going to implode. Why the heck do I need to know all these things about my own boss? 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ His eyes twinkle, like a grandfather recalling a treasured memory, except this treasured memory is somebody’s wife. ‘They both know about each other. My goal is to fuck both of them at the same time someday.’ 
 
    ‘Are they into that?’ I say. 
 
    He shrugs. He doesn’t know or care. 
 
    ‘Like I said, you won’t believe the things a woman will do for a cock like mine.’ 
 
    He lets the words hang in the air for a moment. I try not to picture the images he’s planted in my mind. I try not to imagine somebody’s wife begging him to come on her face. I try not to picture his big dick sliding in and out of her mouth. I try not to envision my boss being pleasure by two women simultaneously. I fail on all three counts. The room feels a little smaller, a little warmer. My tie feels like it’s pinching my throat. My shirt feels damp under my arms. 
 
    ‘Well,’ I say, taking a deep breath and forcing myself to focus on something else, ‘I’ve almost finished logging the Cain orders. Should be done by the end of the day.’ 
 
    He nods and stands up. Relief floods through me. He’s about to leave me alone, finally. 
 
    ‘You wanna see a picture of her?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Who, Rebecca?’ I say. ‘You already showed me. She’s a knockout.’ 
 
    Donovan slips a hand inside his jacket pocket and produces his smartphone. He brushes his thumb over the screen in a few directions, then turns it toward me. 
 
    ‘This is the wife,’ he says. 
 
    I glance up and see the picture and recoil in horror, covering my eyes. I only looked for a split-second, but the image is burned into my mind. I can still see three key parts of the image, hovering before my eyes. Firstly, the blonde hair of a woman at the top of the screen, cascading over most of her face, except for her pink lips, wide open, chin pointing down. Secondly, the glint of a wedding ring on her hand, brightly reflecting the flash of the camera. And, thirdly, taking up at least three quarters of the screen, filling the woman’s clutching hand and wide-open mouth, is Donovan’s enormous, thick, pulsing, rock-hard, veiny, nine-inch length. 
 
    ‘Good lord!’ I say, rubbing at my eyes, afraid that the image has been burned onto my retinas like a static image on an old TV. ‘What the heck did you do that for?’ 
 
    Donovan laughs and puts his phone away. 
 
    ‘Relax, we’re all guys here,’ he says. ‘I know you wanted proof.’ 
 
    ‘Proof?’ 
 
    ‘Of how big I am.’ 
 
    I lean back in my chair and look at Donovan. He stands on the other side of my desk, grinning broadly, loving my reaction. 
 
    ‘I don’t need to see that,’ I say. ‘Do you really think that was appropriate for the workplace?’ 
 
    ‘I can show it to you again after five o’clock, if you want,’ he says. 
 
    ‘No!’ I wave my hands at him in surrender. ‘That’s not what I... look, I just meant, that was really unprofessional. I really don’t like having these talks.’ 
 
    He rolls his eyes and says, ‘Jesus, Jameson, it was a joke. Don’t be a such a faggot.’ He turns and walks across the small office, pausing at the door. ‘And I want the Cain paperwork on my desk by four, okay?’ 
 
    He jerks the door open and walks out, pulling it shut behind him. I sit in my still and quiet little office, stunned by what’s just happened. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘I couldn’t believe it!’ I say, through a mouthful of food. ‘It was so ridiculous. He just walks into my office and starts talking about blowjobs. How unprofessional is that?’ 
 
    Jess looks at me from the other side of our dinner table, eyes wide with shock, cheeks tinged pink with embarrassment. She must feel how I felt. She chews her food slowly, thoughtfully, listening as I tell her all about my day. 
 
    ‘I swear,’ I say, ‘it’s like he enjoys talking about it. He must know that I don’t want to hear his stories. It’s disgusting!’ 
 
    ‘What did he say?’ Jess says, her beautiful Southern accent a soothing lullaby to my ears. She reaches forward and takes her glass of water. ‘About the blowjob, I mean?’ 
 
    ‘Oh,’ I say, digging my fork into the baked potato on my plate, ‘he kept going on and on about it being one of the best in his life.’ 
 
    Jess almost spits out her water in shock. She stares at me, mouth open, speechless and breathless. 
 
    ‘I know,’ I say, ‘if I’d been drinking at the time, I would have done the same!’ 
 
    My wife’s cheeks flush an even deeper pink. I nod enthusiastically, glad that she is reacting the same way as me. 
 
    ‘Did he say...’ she says, wiping a hand over her mouth, ‘who?’ 
 
    ‘He said she was married,’ I say, pausing to chew and swallow another mouthful of food. ‘That’s really all I know. He kept referring to her as a slut.’ 
 
    Jess sits back in her chair clasping both hands over her mouth in shock. I drop my fork on the plate and hold up my hands, palms towards her in a don’t-shoot-the-messenger gesture. 
 
    ‘I apologize for using that word,’ I say. ‘But that’s the kind of man he is. You know he has two women on the go right now? Unbelievable. Honestly, he’s disgusting.’ 
 
    Jess takes a moment to recover. Finally, she lowers her hands, her pretty lips pinched in a tight pink line. She shakes her head, her tightly-wound blonde bun rocking from side to side. 
 
    ‘Do you think he likes to rub it in your face?’ she says. I give her a quizzical frown and pick up my cutlery again. ‘What I mean is, do you think he likes to remind you that he’s a rich, single man who can bed anyone he wants?’ 
 
    I blow air out through my lips like a mechanic stumped by a complex engine. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ I say. ‘I really couldn’t tell you what goes through that man’s head most days. I think he’s really lonely and needs someone to talk to.’ 
 
    Jess pushes her plate away, the remains of the meal untouched. She’ll probably eat the leftovers for lunch tomorrow. It’s how she stays in such fantastic shape – eat a little, work out a lot. 
 
    ‘Do you wish you were like him?’ she says. ‘Single? Sleeping around?’ 
 
    I chew my thought in silence for a moment, trying to imagine myself living Donovan’s life, but I can’t. I put down my knife and fork and reach across the table and take Jess by one soft, perfectly manicured hand. 
 
    ‘I love the life I have with you,’ I say. ‘You’re all the woman I need.’ 
 
    She returns my smile, a little tear of happiness in the corner of her eye. 
 
    ‘You know,’ she says in a husky voice, ‘all this talk of sex has made me feel a little... hot. Do you think we could try and make a baby tonight?’ 
 
    My eyebrows jolt upwards in surprise. She wants to make love again! That’s the third time this month. Jess is becoming quite insatiable in her quest to have a baby. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ I say. ‘Can I get back to you on that one? I’m exhausted.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ she says, leaning back, pulling her hand out from under mine. I see a flicker of something behind her eyes. Disappointment, maybe. I know how much she wants a baby. I’ve been trying, I really have – but Donovan has been making me work so much that I’m constantly exhausted. It’s not like I don’t want to have a baby with her. It’s more like my body won’t allow me to get excited enough to enjoy the process. 
 
    ‘Why don’t you go grab a shower?’ Jess says. ‘Maybe you’ll feel better when you’re washed up.’ 
 
    I nod and get up from the table. I walk across the kitchen and through the den, to the stairs. As I start the climb, I pull off my tie and loosen the top buttons on my shirt. My body aches. Not the good kind of ache, like you get after a tough workout. The bad kind of ache, from sitting in an uncomfortable chair for way too long. I glance at my watch. Oh, my God, it’s almost nine o’clock. I swear, I’m spending more time at work than I am at home right now. How long is Donovan going to keep me slaving away like this? 
 
    I walk into our bedroom. Toss my shirt into the laundry basket. Hang up my suit pants in the closet. I take off my underwear and socks and kick them into the laundry basket. Our bedroom is a cosy space, clearly designed with a woman’s comforts in mind. A king-size bed is the centrepiece of the room, with matching units by the head on either side for each of us. A framed picture of Jess and I hangs on one wall, the two of us hugging on our wedding day, ten years ago. There’s a TV mounted on a wall and a closet and all the usual furniture and knick-knacks that come with years of marriage. It’s a good space, a happy space. I look at the bed, longing in my heart. A few years ago, I would have carried Jess upstairs and thrown her down and made passionate love to her until the sun rose. Now, since I’ve started working for Donovan, I can barely summon the energy to stay erect for more than two minutes at a time. On the last occasion Jess and I tried to get intimate, I almost fell asleep. Thankfully, the lights were off and she didn’t realize. 
 
    I turn the shower on. The water takes a second or two to get warm. I step into the little glass-walled cubicle, getting a glance of my naked body as I go. I’m not in bad shape. Definitely looking better than most other men my age. A little soft in the middle, a little rounder than I maybe could be, but it’s tough trying to balance work and life and the gym, along with a wife who wants to try and make a baby several times a month. Still, maybe I could make a bit more of an effort. 
 
    The water cascades over my skin, refreshing and revitalising my dulled senses and exhausted mind. I don’t understand how Donovan’s brain works. I don’t know why he seems to enjoy torturing me with his lurid tales of affairs and sexual encounters. I also don’t know why he seems to wait until almost the end of the working day to drop a whole new set of problems on my desk. Just today, for instance, I managed to clear all the Cain paperwork by four o’clock, exactly as requested, only for him to announce that there was a whole other set of orders that I needed to add to the existing pile. I bit my tongue and did as I was told, because I’m not the type of man to fly off the handle, or kick up a fuss. I got to where I am in life by being a nice, polite, hardworking man. That’s why I'm blessed with a wonderful wife and a great house and a senior position in a large shipping company. 
 
    Throughout it all, Jess has been by my side. My wife is a saint. If my working patterns have upset her with my long absences and six-day weeks, she hasn’t made a single sound of complaint. I know plenty of men who refer to their wives with less-than-kind nicknames, or live under constant nagging and dissatisfaction, but Jess is the opposite. Once Donovan started keeping me working late in the office – around six or seven months ago, if memory serves – she was supportive and helpful and praised me for working so hard. It must be hard for a wannabe mom like Jess, spending her days alone, pining for me, looking forward to our reunion. I understand why she is so desperate for a baby, if only to have some company at home. I hope we have a boy. I think Jess would enjoy some male company. 
 
    I wash my body and rinse shampoo out of my hair. Then I shut off the water and hop out of the shower, wrapping a towel around my waist. The little bathroom is filled with steam. I open a window. I towel myself dry and head back into the bedroom. Jess is still downstairs. I can hear the sound of plates and pans being placed in the dishwasher. She’ll be finished soon enough. I look over at the photo on the wall, the picture of the two of us on our wedding day, and smile to myself. 
 
    We met about a year or two before we got married. I knew within the first month that she was the girl for me. We met through mutual friends from our bible study group, way back in college. I was a bright-eyed young man with a head full of dreams. She was a couple years younger than me, but she took my breath away from the moment I laid eyes on her. I liked everything about her, from the cute Southern twang in her voice to the dimples in her cheeks when she smiled. I had never been with a woman and she had never been with a man. We took the first nervous steps of a blossoming relationship together. 
 
    I still remember the way she blushed when I asked if we could meet up sometime. I still remember the way her eyes sparkled when I asked her to be my girlfriend. I still remember she way she shrieked with delight when I proposed. She was, still is, and will always be, my heart and soul. 
 
    Because we were devout Christians, we decided to wait until we were married to sleep together for the first time. That first night was one of the most wonderful moments of my life. We took our clothes off in front of each other for the first time. We kissed with the fiery intensity of youth and desire. I touched her body for the first time and she touched mine. We laid in bed. I got on top of her. We looked in each other’s eyes and giggled with nervous anticipation. I gently entered her for the first time and heard the sharp intake of breath as she accepted me. Her body opened up before me like a book – not just any book, but the best book I had ever read, and the words printed on its perfect pages were for my eyes and my eyes alone. We made love three times that first night. And the second night. And the third, as well. We spent our honeymoon lost in a world of erotic fantasy. We had waited most of our lives to experience the pleasures of married life, and – boy, oh boy! – did we make the most of that first year of marriage. We would make love – always me on top, Jess guiding me inside – until neither of us could walk straight. It was blissful. 
 
    The memories fade and I slowly return to the present, standing naked in my bedroom, with an attractive bulge in the towel around my waist. I smile with satisfaction. Looks like we’ll be making a baby tonight! 
 
    ‘Jess,’ I say, calling downstairs. The clatter of dishes stops for a moment. I can picture her in the kitchen, listening intently, head tilted to one side. ‘I’m out of the shower... and I’m ready for you!’ 
 
    In less than two minutes, my wife is in our bed, laying on her back in the centre of the mattress, naked under the covers. I turn off the light and hang up the towel in the bathroom, walking naked in the darkness. Pale slivers of moonlight fall on my body through small gaps in the curtains. 
 
    I lift the covers and slip into bed. Jess shivers with anticipation. I get into position between her legs. She parts her thighs and I feel the heat of her body on my naked skin. Her warmth envelopes me as I lean down over her. My stiffness grazes her slick sex. She trembles at the feel of my masculine prowess. She sighs softly as I ease my manhood inside her. 
 
    Jess is already wet with arousal. Wet with the thought of making love to me. I kiss her softly and slowly, and gently begin to make love to her. She breathes deep and slow, her chest rising and falling, her naked breasts soft and firm against my chest. She wraps her arms around my back. Her body relaxes beneath me as I slowly push all the way inside, until I come to a rest against her hips. 
 
    We make love as husband and wife, as God intended. Our hearts beat as one. I slowly and tenderly rock back and forth, the same way I always do, the same way I’ve made love to her since our wedding night. It’s perfect every time. 
 
    I close my eyes to enjoy the sensation of our closeness. An image flashes in front of my eyes, unbidden. The image of Donovan’s thick, hard length between the lips of a married woman. I wince and try to shake away the image, but I can’t get it out of my head. I open my eyes, but all I can see in the darkness of the bedroom is the vague shape of my wife’s head. I can hear her gentle breathing and soft sighing. 
 
    Again, the image floods my mind. Donovan’s manhood, thick and huge and ripe. The woman’s soft pink lips, open just barely wide enough to take him inside. I try to shake it away, but I can’t. The image starts moving before my mind, Donovan’s shaft pushing forward, between those pink lips, back and forth, over and over. 
 
    I feel a sudden and unwelcome feeling deep down inside me. A tension building in the pit of my stomach. I grit my teeth. No, it can’t be. Not now. Not like this- 
 
    Jess gasps as I climax suddenly and without warning, my semen rushing inside her. 
 
    ‘Oh!’ she says. ‘That was quick…’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ I say, my body still twitching as I climax. ‘I’m so sorry, I must be more tired than I thought.’ 
 
    ‘It’s okay,’ she says. ‘It’s okay.’ 
 
    I wait for my climax to pass. Then I ease out of her sex and roll over onto my side of the bed. She kisses my cheek. 
 
    ‘It’s okay,’ she says again. ‘We can try again tomorrow.’ 
 
    I say nothing. I stare into the dark, grateful that she can’t see how embarrassed I am right now. 
 
    What the heck came over me? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The coffee pot bubbles into life, steam rising from the spout. I lift the pot and tilt it, watching the thick, deep brown liquid fill my World’s Best Husband mug. I feel exhausted. It’s not even lunchtime and I’m already on my fourth cup of coffee. My body is drained and empty. I can barely focus on my work. 
 
    I walk out of the staff break room with my mug, the scent of rich, heavenly coffee gently rising around me. I don’t usually drink coffee during the week, but today it’s a necessity. The office bull pen is pretty quiet today, with people talking in hushed tones, or typing information into computers, or making short phone calls to other departments and suppliers. 
 
    ‘Guess what?’ 
 
    Donovan’s sudden appearance startles me. I falter in my pace for a second, almost spilling my coffee. He grins at me and I get a flashback to the previous evening. Heat floods my cheeks. I look away from him. Knowing Donovan, he’ll be able to read my mind and know exactly what I’m thinking. 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, not stopping my walk. My little side office is a few short paces ahead of me. If I can get inside and close the door, maybe he will realize that I’m busy and leave me alone. But Donovan keeps pace with me, walking at my side, still grinning as he goes. 
 
    ‘I’m going to see my married slut tonight,’ he says. Even though we’re in the office, where anyone could hear us, he doesn't bother to lower his voice or talk in a softer tone. He could be bragging to a football team in the changing room, or talking to a group of his friends in the bar. 
 
    I hurry inside my office and turn to face him, grasping the door handle, ready to shut myself away. Donovan either doesn’t notice or doesn't care. He pushes past me, barging into my office, and sits down in the visitor’s chair, a wide, wolfish grin on his face. 
 
    ‘Please, come in,’ I say, in a wooden, forced voice, hoping that he’ll get the hint and leave. It doesn’t work. Of course it doesn’t work. Donovan doesn’t pick up on social cues or subtle irritations. I close the door and sit down in my own chair, opposite him, putting my mug on the desk. 
 
    ‘She called me earlier,’ he says. ‘Begged me. Begged me to come over tonight and fuck her. What do you think about that?’ 
 
    ‘I think that’s somebody’s wife and what you’re doing is pretty terrible.’ 
 
    He grins at me and I immediately know that I’ve made a mistake. I’ve risen to his bait. I showed a weakness in my armor. 
 
    ‘Aw, don’t be such a prude,’ he says. ‘If you weren’t such a saint, you’d have women begging for your dick, too.’ 
 
    I run a hand over my tired face. I can’t deal with this right now. I don’t want to deal with this right now. I have so much work to do. 
 
    ‘Is this really workplace appropriate conversation?’ I say. 
 
    He scoffs at my discomfort. 
 
    ‘We’re bonding,’ he says. ‘That’s perfectly workplace appropriate.’ 
 
    I sigh and turn to my computer. Maybe I can ignore him and get some work done. 
 
    ‘You wanna know how she begged me to fuck her tonight?’ he says, leering at me. 
 
    ‘I have a feeling that you’re going to tell me,’ I say, ‘no matter what.’ 
 
    ‘She sends me a picture,’ he says, completely ignoring me. ‘She sends me a picture of her pussy, and she writes on her thighs in lipstick, please fuck me, daddy. How can I say no to that?’ 
 
    ‘This woman is married,’ I say. ‘Why would she do this?’ 
 
    ‘Do what? Fuck me? You’ve seen my cock, you know exactly why she’d want to fuck me. No husband on earth can compete with that.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, the image of my boss’s nine-inch manhood flashing up again before my eyes. ‘I mean, why would she do something as awful and unforgivable as betray her husband? Marriage vows are not to be taken lightly.’ 
 
    He shrugs and purses his lips. For a brief moment, I think that maybe he’s reconsidering his lifestyle. Maybe I’ve finally said something that resonates within him. Maybe I’ve finally gotten through to Donovan. Then he opens his mouth and the moment is gone. 
 
    ‘Because women love to feel slutty,’ he says. ‘You give me the most loyal, faithful, meek, demure housewife on earth, and I’ll have her swallowing my come and begging for more by the end of the night.’ 
 
    I grimace. My stomach turns.  
 
    ‘Men and women,’ he says, dismissing my reaction with a flick of his wrist, ‘are simple animals. We’re programmed to want the best. For men, it us most competitive. We want to be the best. Have the best bodies, be the best providers, offer the best shelter for a family. For women, it means they seek out the best man.’ 
 
    ‘And that justifies your affair?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he says, firmly. 
 
    I study his face for a moment. For the first time, he’s serious. He isn’t joking or grinning or making fun of me. He genuinely believes it. I feel as though I suddenly understand Donovan more clearly than ever before. He sees himself as the better man. He really believes that he is locked in some primal, animalistic fight to the death with every other man on earth, and the only way to win this contest is to... what? To sleep with their wives? To fight them all in hand-to-hand combat? I feel a cold shiver running through me. Thank goodness he’s never met Jess. I’d hate to know what he thinks of my beautiful wife. 
 
    He returns my gaze with a fixed, impassive face, and says nothing. The silence stretches between us for a long moment, until I finally speak. 
 
    ‘What about her?’ I say. ‘How could a wife betray her husband like that?’ 
 
    ‘Easily,’ he says. ‘Wives love it. Look at it this way, you’ve been eating the same thing for lunch every day for the last ten, twenty, thirty years. Then suddenly a guy like me shows up and offers you a whole different buffet. How are you going to turn that down?’ 
 
    ‘By saying no,’ I say. 
 
    ‘That’s what they all think.’ His impassive face sudden breaks into a broad, delighted grin. All the seriousness is gone. The connection between us – real or imagined – is broken. ‘Everyone says that they’ll be different, they’ll be good. But when you get an offer that you can’t refuse from a guy who won’t take no for an answer... it’s amazing how many wives forget their vows.’ 
 
    ‘And you enjoy this?’ I say. I can’t even pretend to work or to try and ignore him. Something about the way he’s talking is really grinding my gears. Maybe it’s his flippant manner. Maybe it’s his grin. Maybe it’s the fact that he clearly enjoys doing something as sickening and morally repulsive as sleeping with married women. 
 
    ‘I don’t enjoy it,’ he says. ‘I love it. I live for it. There is nothing better in this world than the moment a sweet, obedient wife finally cracks. I’ve seen sides of women that their husbands didn’t even know existed. Women who think blowjobs are disgusting drop to their knees and swallow my come without hesitation. Wives who would never let their husbands do anal beg for me to fuck their tight asses. I’ve been with women who called their husbands while I was fucking them. They were wild. Just called to say goodnight, I love you. All while I’m bending her over for more.’ 
 
    He finishes his little monologue and looks at me. I feel like a bomb has just exploded in my face. From the way he grins at me, I probably look like I’ve just survived an explosion. I blink and open my mouth. I pinch myself, but this isn’t some awful dream. He’s still here. I’m still here. 
 
    ‘How?’ I say. ‘How do you do it?’ 
 
    ‘Simple,’ he says. ‘I’m a charming man.’ I purse my lips, saying nothing. ‘I’m a friendly, nice guy. I flirt with them. Harmless enough. I get their attention. Then I make my offer. I ask if they want to spend the night with me. They’re flattered. But they’re married, so they can’t. I don’t see their husbands around. I won’t tell. What’s the harm in a little casual fun?' 
 
    My stomach churns again. I can picture Donovan talking to a beautiful woman – a faithful, married woman. I can visualize the look on her face as her defences slowly break down and she weakens. 
 
    ‘Then I tell them what they can expect if they come back with me,’ he says. ‘I tell them what I’ll do to them. With them. For them. I tell them how big I am and what I like to do. After that, it’s only a matter of time.’ 
 
    He finishes talking. Silence falls. I say nothing for there is nothing to say. 
 
    ‘Forbidden fruit,’ he says. ‘The sweetest taste is the one you weren’t supposed to experience.’ 
 
    ‘That fruit got Adam and Eve thrown out of Eden,’ I say, recovering my senses just enough to fire back a quick retort. 
 
    He sneers at me from across the desk and says, ‘Anyone can be tempted. Anyone can be corrupted. Even a guy like you, Jameson. In the right time, in the right situation, you’ll see what I'm talking about.’ 
 
    ‘I surely hope not.’ 
 
    He sits in silence for a moment. I shake my head to clear the fog, feeling like I’ve just come out of a coma. I really don’t understand this world sometimes. I don’t understand how a wife could betray her husband for a man like Donovan. I don’t understand how a man like Donovan could enjoy making women violate their marriage vows. Isn’t love and comfort enough for couples anymore? Don’t people appreciate the small pleasures of life like they used to? My parents were married their whole lives and never once so much as looked at other people. They didn’t have a fortune, or a big, fancy house. They had each other. Then they had me. That was enough for the three of us. And Jess is more than enough for me. 
 
    ‘What’s on your mind?’ Donovan says. ‘Come on, spit it out. I can see the wheels turning. Are you able to throw holy water on me, or tell me about the lake of fire?’ 
 
    ‘No point,’ I say, shaking my head sadly. ‘What I don’t understand is why the woman you’re seeing can’t tell her husband how she feels. Why can’t she sit him down and look him in the eye and say, I’m dissatisfied with the intimacy in our relationship?’ 
 
    He bursts into a gale of loud laughter. It takes him a long moment to recover. 
 
    ‘Why would she?’ he says. ‘She’s been married for so many years, she knows everything there is to know about her husband. She knows he ain’t gonna change. She knows he ain’t gonna suddenly become the perfect lover. He ain’t gonna suddenly start providing for her needs. No, it’s better my way. I can give her all the satisfaction she ain’t getting at home, without causing any problems with her husband. I don’t want to break up their marriage, or steal her for myself. I just want to fuck her for as long as we can take it.’ 
 
    I feel a strange heaviness in my heart. I feel so sad for Donovan. He’ll never understand the value of a good, honest, open relationship. Not the kind of union that I have with Jess. He’s the kind of man who will never be satisfied emotionally. He only knows the value of flesh. 
 
    ‘Have you ever thought about settling down?’ I say. ‘Get a girlfriend of your own. A real girlfriend, I mean. Not someone else’s.’ 
 
    He chuckles and shakes his head. 
 
    ‘Why would I do that?’ he says. ‘My life is perfect the way it is. I can have any woman I want, whenever I want.’ 
 
    ‘Not any woman,’ I say, thinking of Jess. 
 
    ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ 
 
    ‘I, uh, I just mean,’ I say, not wanting to bring my wife into this conversation, ‘that surely there are some women who don’t want to have affairs with you?’ 
 
    ‘Nope.’ He shakes his head firmly. ‘Not one. Ever.’ 
 
    ‘What about the husbands?’ I say, trying to make him see how completely immoral his actions are. ‘What if they find out?’ 
 
    ‘Some of them have,’ he says. ‘But, you know what?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure I want to know.’ 
 
    ‘Most of them get really turned on by it. I’ve had husbands ask for me to come and visit their wives. They don’t want me to stop. They like what I can do. They like the way their wives act around me. Like I said, I bring out a side of women that their husbands never see.’ 
 
    I feel like the entire office just tilted on its axis. My head spins. The room blurs. What an awful mental image. What kind of husband would accept his wife’s infidelity? What kind of husband would want it to continue? Donovan grins at me, enjoying my stunned silence. I fight back a wave of nausea and try to think up a devastating comeback. 
 
    ‘I'll pray for you,’ I say. Not very devastating, but it’ll do. 
 
    ‘Don’t need it, but thanks for the offer.’ 
 
    I glance at the clock on my computer. Good Lord above, he’s wasted forty minutes of my day with all this talk of infidelity and unfaithfulness. 
 
    ‘Did you have anything else?’ I say, indicating my computer. ‘Because I’ve got a lot of work to do.’ 
 
    He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his cell. 
 
    ‘I wanted to show you this,’ he says, grinning. I have a sinking feeling in my gut. His grin is not a friendly one. ‘It’s the picture my married slut sent me.’ 
 
    ‘No!’ I say, jumping out of my chair and walking around the desk. ‘I really don’t!’ 
 
    I walk across my office and yank the door open, waiting for him to leave. I’m panting, my cheeks red, eyes wild. I probably look deranged. 
 
    ‘Now can you please leave?’ I say, staring holes into the back of his head. ‘Or do I need to take this to HR?’ 
 
    Donovan calmly and quietly stands up from the chair. He walks slowly across my office. He pauses in front of me at the door. 
 
    ‘What’s the matter, Jameson?’ he says in a quiet, almost threatening voice. ‘Afraid of a little pussy?’ 
 
    Then he walks past me and out into the bull pen. I close my door and lean against it, breathing hard. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I finish my eighth cup of coffee and lean back in my chair, exhausted both mentally and physically. The clock on my computer reads 15:30. The pile of paperwork in my ‘out’ tray is two inches thick, at least. My ‘in’ tray is empty. I feel the dull, quiet, satisfaction of a job well done in my heart. It’s been a long, gruelling day, but I’ve achieved everything I set out to complete. Once again, I am the master of my domain, proving my worth. That’s why I have this job. That's how I’ve kept this job, even in this economy. I’m worth three people, easily. 
 
    I allow myself a long moment of pride, then push those feelings aside. I check my emails. Nothing urgent. Nothing that can’t wait for another day. Nothing crying out for my attention right now. 
 
    Maybe I’ll get out of here at five o’clock tonight, for once. The thought brings a smile to my face. I can’t remember when I last left work on time. I might even get home before six, if the traffic is good. I can share a meal with Jess and we can enjoy the evening together. That thought also makes me smile. 
 
    I take my smart phone out and open it up. I am greeted by a picture of Jess, smiling happily across the table on our anniversary last year. Her smile is so beautiful. It warms my heart and soothes my aching body. She was, still is, and will always be, my heart and soul. 
 
    I write a quick text message to Jess. Nothing fancy, just a brief note to say that I’ve managed to clear my backlog for the first time this month. I tell my wife how much I love her. How much I’m looking forward to coming home at five tonight. I even mention that there’s a good chance I’ll be feeling strong enough to try and make a baby tonight. 
 
    I press send and lean back again, gazing at the picture of Jess. I stroke her smile with my thumb. How did I get so lucky in life? How did I meet a woman so pure and beautiful and loyal as her? 
 
    A few minutes pass. Jess doesn’t respond. I busy myself for a while, clearing up my desk, wrapping rubber bands around various pieces of paperwork, and reorganising my binders. It feels good to finally be free of clutter and mess. I feel like I can breathe again, for the first time since... well, since I started working directly under Donovan. 
 
    There’s a knock on my door. Three hard, firm raps. It’s almost four PM. I frown. Not now. Please, not now. 
 
    Donovan opens my door without waiting for me to speak. He carries a thick binder. My stomach clenches. A knot of dread tightens in my chest. Not now. Please, not now. 
 
    ‘What is that?’ I say, nodding at the binder in his hands. 
 
    ‘Just had a call from the Consortium,’ he says. ‘They’ve requested a meeting tomorrow. I need this cross-referenced and double-checked. Today.’ 
 
    My heart sinks into my stomach. 
 
    ‘Now?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Right now.’ 
 
    He dumps the binder on my desk. 
 
    ‘Are you going to help?’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’ve got another binder on my desk,’ he says. 
 
    Donovan turns around and walks out of my office. The door closes behind him with a soft click. 
 
    I look up at the ceiling for a long moment, wondering if this is the plan God has decided for me. I rub my exhausted eye and try to focus on the positives, but I can’t see any. 
 
    I send Jess another message. I tell her that I’m sorry. That something has come up. That I’ll try and finish it as quickly as possible. 
 
    I let out a long, tired sigh and open the binder to the first page. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The office is quiet. Everyone has gone home. Everyone but me, in my little office, and Donovan, in his much larger office. I’ve managed to clear the first twenty pages of the binder, but I’m slowing down. I’m old and tired and worn. All I want to do is go home and spend time with my wife. I look at my watch. It’s gone six. Aw, heck. Why am I doing this? What kind of meeting could possibly be so important that all this work needs to be done beforehand? 
 
    I stand up. Back stiff. Legs aching. Eyes blurry. I need another cup of coffee. 
 
    I walk out into the quiet, dimply little bullpen. The cubicles are empty, the monitors dark and the computers silent. It would be eerie, if I wasn’t used to it by now. 
 
    My footsteps are muffled by the carpet as I walk through the bullpen, heading to the kitchen. I pass Donovan’s office, his door closed. I stop suddenly, listening. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I can’t hear a thing in Donovan’s office. Not the phone. Not the computer keys clicking. Not the sound of his voice, or the pages of a binder turning, or a pen taping on a desk. 
 
    I knock on the door. 
 
    ‘Donovan?’ I say. 
 
    I open the door. 
 
    The office is dark and silent. He’s gone. 
 
    I frown. He can’t have finished his work already, can he? I turn the light on and walk over to his desk. There’s no binder to be seen. I open his drawer and pull out his work planner and flick through the pages. Almost every page has a brief note, a reminder of the day’s task. I look at tomorrow’s date. 
 
    It’s empty. 
 
    ‘What the heck?’ I say. 
 
    I look around some more, but I can’t see anything about a meeting tomorrow, or any notes about the work I’m doing now. I get a sinking feeling in my gut, that maybe Donovan is taking me for a ride. Maybe I’m doing his work, as well as my own. Whatever the case, I’ve had enough. I’m going home. He can explain himself to me in the morning. 
 
    I sigh. Walk across the office. Turn off the light. Close the door. Walk back to my own office. I turn off the computer. Gather my things. Turn off the light. Close the door. I walk to the elevator and press the button. I ride the elevator down. Step out into the parking garage. I open my car. Throw my things in the backseat. Start the engine. Squeeze the gas. Drive out of the lot. 
 
    The office building becomes a silhouette in the distance behind me as I follow the roads home. I turn on the radio to try and distract myself. I feel pretty steamed right now. My heart is racing. I drive a little too fast, take the corners a little too hard. I just want to go home! 
 
    It’s dark when I finally hit the turn signal and pull into my street. I drive past houses, each one glowing from lights behind pulled drapes. I ease my foot off the gas and slowly coast up the street to my house. I’m so preoccupied with getting home and seeing my wife that I don’t notice the car parked opposite my house. 
 
    I pull into my drive and hop out. I stretch my aching body. Gather my things from the backseat. Lock the car. Walk to the front door. I slip my key in the lock and open the front door. 
 
    The house is quiet. 
 
    I close the door softly behind me and walk through the house, to the kitchen. 
 
    ‘Jess?’ I say. 
 
    No answer. Everything is still and quiet. There’s a glass on the kitchen counter with lipstick on the rim. 
 
    I hear a noise from upstairs. The squeak of the bed in our room. Jess must be having a nap. I quietly walk upstairs, treading lightly so I don’t wake her. I walk through the hallway and gently open the door to our bedroom. 
 
    I stop dead in my tracks, mouth hanging open. 
 
    Jess is on the bed. Our bed. In her underwear. Passionately kissing a man. A big, broad-chested man. He is naked. He is on top of her. Her arms are wrapped around his body. Her feet are entwined behind his back. 
 
    I stand there for a long, long moment. They don’t notice me. 
 
    ‘J-Jess?’ I say, my voice weak. 
 
    She breaks out of the kiss and looks at me, startled. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ she says. ‘Whoops.’ 
 
    The man turns his head and my eyes almost bulge out of my head in shock. 
 
    ‘What the fuck are you doing here?’ Donovan says. 
 
    My knees give out. I fall to the floor. The last thing I see is the carpet, rushing up to meet me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I slowly come back to life. I open my eyes. My vision is blurry. I blink to clear my sight. I try to wipe my eyes, but I can’t. I squint to focus. My hands are trapped. By what? I blink. My head is foggy. Where am I? What the heck is going on here? 
 
    My wife. My boss. My bed. 
 
    The images suddenly swim into sharp focus. I am on my knees at the foot of the bed. My hands are cuffed to the bed frame, one hand at each corner, so my arms are spread wide in front of the bed. I am facing the mattress. There is a belt around my neck, looped against the frame. I pull my head back. The belt tightens around my throat. I can’t turn my head or stand up or pull away without choking myself. 
 
    I hear a giggle. Not just any giggle. It is a sound I know very well. A sound I know intimately. It is the sound of my wife, giggling at something she finds amusing. 
 
    I sit upright as far as I can and look over the bed. The scene before me occupies my whole view. My eyes widen in shock and horror and I know, instinctively, that I will never be able to forget what I am seeing now. 
 
    Jess, my wife, my soul mate, is laying on her front, watching me. Her eyes are bright and clear. Her beautiful lips are stretched into a smile of deepest satisfaction. As I struggle to sit upright without choking myself, she smiles even wider. Donovan, my boss, the man I work for every day, is laying on top of her, supporting his weight on his powerful forearms. He is still bare-chested. He kisses my wife’s bare shoulder with a tenderness I didn’t know he possessed. I can’t see enough of their bodies to know if they’re wearing any clothes. 
 
    ‘He’s awake,’ Jess says. 
 
    ‘Jess,’ I say, my throat dry and raspy. ‘Jess… what’s going on here?’ 
 
    Donovan laughs, a harsh, braying bark. 
 
    ‘Ain’t it obvious?’ he says. ‘I’m fucking your wife.’ 
 
    My mouth falls open. My stomach turns. My heart bursts into flames. The world tilts on its axis. Gravity gets ten times heavier. I can’t process this. My head is too foggy. I’m dreaming. I’m dreaming. I’m still in my office. I’ve fallen asleep at my desk. I try to pull back, but the belt threatens to strangle me. It’s not a dream. This is real. This is very, very real. 
 
    ‘Well,’ Donovan says, ‘I mean, I’m not fucking her right now, but I was before you interrupted us. And I have been for the past six months.’ 
 
    I screw my eyes shut. Scalding hot tears of pain and shame and humiliation squeeze out from the corners of my eyes and blaze a damp trail down my cheek. Everything suddenly clicks into place. Everything Donovan has said at work about his married slut. My wife’s pink-cheeked reactions to my stories. The extra hours I’ve been pulling, late into the night. All to keep me out of the house so they can be together. I blink away the tears and watch them. 
 
    ‘She loves it,’ Donovan says. He grabs a handful of my wife’s hair and forces her head back. It looks painful, but she smiles. ‘Don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, baby,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Your wife needs a real man,’ he says. ‘That’s why she comes to me.’ 
 
    Jess’s eyes sparkle with lust and excitement. 
 
    ‘Shall we show him how much you want it?’ he says, his lips by my wife’s ear. 
 
    Her response is a deep, lustful groan. 
 
    ‘Jess,’ I say, my voice thick with pain, ‘Jess, please. Please!’ 
 
    ‘I don’t want to hear him,’ Donovan says. ‘His voice annoys me. So whiny. I don’t know how you manage it.’ 
 
    He sits up on my bed, towering over me and my wife. I watch as he leans over Jess and grabs her hips. I struggle against the handcuffs and the belt, but I can’t go anywhere. I’m helplessly trapped here. 
 
    ‘Get your hands off my wife!’ I say. 
 
    Donovan ignores me. He smiles to himself and slowly pulls down on Jess. It takes me a couple of seconds to realize that he’s pulling down her underwear. I trash against the bindings. I’ll destroy the whole bed if I have to! I make aggressive, animalistic noise of wordless anger as I thrash. The belt tightens around my throat. 
 
    Jess lifts her hips to help him, always watching my face, always smiling at my reaction. My wife is enjoying my pain, my agony, my rage. Donovan finally eases Jess’s underwear off and stands up, climbing off the bed. He is totally naked and totally at ease in my bedroom. I force myself to look at his face and not his body – his huge, thick, throbbing body. 
 
    ‘Recognize these?’ he says, holding up his prize, my wife’s underwear. I stop thrashing and look. My heart sinks. I recognize the underwear. It’s a pair of lacy green panties she bought a couple years back. She wore them for me one time, for my birthday. It was the most erotic moment of my life. 
 
    ‘She bought them for you,’ Donovan says, ‘but she wears them for me.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ I say, tears rolling down my cheeks. ‘Why are you doing this to me?’ 
 
    ‘Because I want to,’ Jess says. 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, breathless with shock. 
 
    Donovan walks over to me. He bends over, his face inches away from mine. He smells like sex and sweat. He smells like my wife. 
 
    ‘You need to be quiet,’ he says. ‘You’re interrupting my evening with this married slut.’ 
 
    ‘That’s my wife-’ I say, but before I can say another word, he shoves the panties into my open mouth, gagging me. 
 
    ‘This is what’s going to happen,’ he says. ‘I’m going to fuck your wife. I’m going to fuck her on your bed. I’m going to make her my slut. And you are going to watch.’ 
 
    I shake my head as much as the belt permits me to move. Donovan slaps me. I wince. 
 
    ‘Bitches get slaps,’ he says. ‘Don’t be a bitch. I told you once before, husbands love watching me. Tonight, you get to be one of them. You should be honored. I’m letting your wife have me.’ 
 
    Jess makes a strange, hungry noise with her throat. She looks at him with something like worship in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Enjoy the show,’ Donovan says. He ruffles my hair. I trash again, but the bindings hold tight. I can’t move. I can’t turn my head. The only thing I can do is close my eyes and pray that this night ends soon. 
 
    Donovan kneels on the bed by my wife’s head. Her eyes are fixed on his manhood. So are mine. I watch in horror as she gently takes his length in her hand and he begins to swell and grow. And grow. And grow. His member is at least two, maybe three, inches larger than mine, and almost twice as thick. My stomach churns. This is the worst thing I have ever seen. 
 
    Jess plants a loving kiss on his thick head as it rises before her eyes. She savors him with the lips I kiss every morning and every night. I groan into my gag, the sound of a man utterly defeated. I try to beg her to stop, to let me go, to end this, but my words are lost and muffled. I am forced to watch as my wife parts her lips and takes his shaft inside. 
 
    No. 
 
    I screw my eyes shut. I won’t watch this. I can’t watch this. I don’t want to watch this. 
 
    But with my vision impaired, my ears begin to work better than ever. I can hear everything. The wet smack of her lips. The sound of his passionate breathing. Her sighs and groans of pleasure. The sound of his length pushing into her mouth. The sounds are somehow worse than watching. 
 
    I open my eyes, fresh tears pricking the corners. Donovan has one fist in my wife’s hair. His shaft slides in and out of my wife’s mouth. Her eyes are on my face. I didn’t know my wife knew what a blowjob was. Until this moment, I had never seen one before. I’ve never experienced one, either. Yet here she is, greedily pleasuring my boss with an expression of sincerest pleasure and satisfaction on her face while he pumps his length in and out of her mouth. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ Donovan says. ‘You’re such a good cocksucker. You know she begged me to fuck her mouth the first time we met? Said she’d never done it before and really wanted to know what it was like. Now she can’t get enough. She loves to suck my cock. I think she’s making up for lost time. She’s never sucked yours, has she?’ 
 
    He pushes her head down on his length. I watch her face as her cheeks slowly turn red with the effort of not choking on him. Her eyes water. She still watches my face. After a few long, long seconds, he gently lifts her up. She gasps for air. Her face is a mess. Her makeup is smeared and ruined, her chin covered in drool and spit. But still she leans forward, desperately trying to take him back inside. She wants more. She craves more. 
 
    This is the worst thing I have ever seen. 
 
    So why do I feel so excited right now? 
 
    Donovan releases his grip on her hair. She immediately lowers her face into his groin and takes him in her mouth again, bobbing her head up and down, sucking him with the kind of passion I didn’t know she possessed. 
 
    I watch my wife pleasure my boss with her mouth. I watch her please him like she’s never pleased me. Like I’ve even considered being pleased by her. I watch as he grins down at me, loving my wife’s mouth, loving my humiliation, loving every second of this messed-up horrific night. 
 
    I feel my own manhood throb and swell. I tell myself to ignore it. This isn’t right. This is disgusting. I can’t enjoy this. I can’t want to see this. I close my eyes again, but the sounds are worse. Jess moans with delight in a way I’ve never heard before. I force myself to watch, groaning and whimpering into the gag, blinded by tears of jealous rage. 
 
    Jess looks me dead in the eyes and flicks her tongue across his thick shaft, like his member is the most delicious ice cream she’s ever enjoyed. She purrs and moans and groans as though his manhood is the most delicious thing to ever pass her lips. 
 
    ‘You like that?’ Donovan says. 
 
    I glance up at him, hate in my eyes, but he isn’t looking at me. He’s asking my wife if she likes sucking his tool. 
 
    She groans. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ he says. ‘Tell him.’ 
 
    ‘I love it,’ she says, breathless with lust. ‘I love it so much.’ 
 
    ‘What else do you like me doing with this big cock?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Fucking me,’ she says. 
 
    I flinch. I’ve never heard my wife swear before. In all the years we’ve been together, Jess has never – ever – said anything more extreme than darn, and she only said that because she walked into the corner of the couch. My wife is the absolute embodiment of purity and goodliness, yet here she is, doing unspeakable things to another man’s sex organ and cussing up a storm. 
 
    Donovan places a finger under my wife’s chin and makes her look up at him. The gesture is so simple, but so powerful. It is an unspoken message – he controls her, completely and utterly. 
 
    ‘I want you to ride me,’ he says. 
 
    She giggles and nods with enthusiasm. Donovan lays down in the middle of the bed – my bed – totally naked, his erection standing tall and proud and firm, slick with my wife’s saliva. Jess smiles at me, happy and innocent, as though we’re just playing some fun game. Then she turns her back on my and climbs on top of her lover. She straddles him, her butt pointing toward me, and gets into position. 
 
    My heart thumps against my ribcage like a fist trying to punch me open from the inside. My stomach does a backflip inside my gut. I feel faint again. 
 
    But I can’t tear my eyes away from the scene that unfolds before me. I can’t stop watching as my wife opens her body up to him, to my boss, in our bed. I can’t tear my eyes away as her sex opens, glistening with anticipation, wet and ready to receive him. I can’t look away as she gently lowers herself down onto him and his thickness pierces her right in front of me. I will never be able to forget the deep, luscious, ‘Oh,’ of bliss that escapes her lips as he enters her. I will never be able to unsee the way her sex stretches wider and wider and swallows his offering whole. It is the most deeply painful, shameful, horrific moment of my life. 
 
    And my own manhood still throbs with desire. I haven’t been this aroused since… since Jess wore the panties that are currently stuffed in my mouth. 
 
    Jess’s moans deepen into a guttural, primal sound of rapturous bliss as she finally comes to a rest, Donovan’s entirety buried deep inside her. I have no idea that she could fit such a monstrous member. My own length pales in comparison. 
 
    She leans down over him, so that all I can see is her butt and her feet. I hear the wet smack of their lips as they passionately kiss in the bed – my bed. She slowly begins to move. I watch with the same kind of fascinated horror as a man watching his own open-heart surgery. I watch her butt lift up. I see the soft pink lips of her sex gripping his thick shaft, tight like a glove. I witness the streaks of her juices on his length as they trickle down to his thigh. I can’t close my eyes. I can’t stop. I groan into the gag. 
 
    ‘Oh, God, yes,’ Jess says, taking the Lord’s name in vain as she commits adultery right in front of me. ‘Oh, fuck, I missed you. Your cock feels so fucking good inside me.’ 
 
    ‘You like being my slut?’ he says. 
 
    ‘I’m your slut!’ she says. She sits upright, her beautiful back me, as though I’m not here at the foot of the bed. Her hair cascades over her smooth shoulders, bobbing and weaving as her body rocks back and forth. Her back arches. I see her butt rippling with every pump and thrust. He grabs her butt and slaps it. The smack is like a gunshot, firing through my heart. Jess and I have never made love in this position. We’ve only ever done it missionary style, as man and wife were supposed to. 
 
    ‘I’m your married slut!’ she says, moaning louder and louder with every pump. I can see his full, swollen testicles slapping her ass as she sinks down onto him. His firm hands grip her butt, leaving red finger marks all over her smooth, unblemished skin, stains on my wife’s perfect body. ‘I’m your married whore!’ 
 
    I bite down on the panties in my mouth. I try and pull away. The belt tightens around my throat once more. Would they stop if I hung myself at the foot of the bed? Probably not. I stop thrashing and keep watching. The sight of my wife’s intimate lips swallowing his length is as hypnotic as it is arousing. The sound of her moans is like nothing I have ever heard before. The passion and lust on display before me is something I have never experienced before. My erection struggled against my pants, fighting to be free. Why does this excite me? Why am getting turned on by the sight of my wife riding my boss? 
 
    ‘Holy fuck!’ Jess says, her words a breathless cry of passion. ‘I’m gonna come!’ 
 
    Donovan starts to move beneath her, thrusting upwards, forcing himself deeper inside my wife. Her moans become louder, deeper, more breathlessly passionate. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ she says. Her body pauses for a moment, frozen in time, like a rollercoaster on the edge of a long drop. 
 
    Then, as I watch, she explodes back into life, her body moving faster and harder than before, her limbs somehow looser and freer now. She cries out in loud, breathless, wordless ecstasy. She has never made this sound with me. She has never had an orgasm like this with me. 
 
    Donovan smacks her butt again. Her climax begins to ebb and fade. She leans down over him and they kiss again. I get a glimpse of his shaft as he enters her over and over. I can see how slick and wet she is. Her juices coat his shaft and testicles, trickling over his inner thighs, soaking the bed – my bed. 
 
    ‘Now it’s my turn,’ Donovan says. 
 
    My wife makes a noise in her throat. It sounds like a growl. 
 
    Jess gently eases off him. His length slips out of her, coated in slippery juices. I’ve never been that wet after we’ve made love. She turns to face me and gets on all fours, presenting herself to him, smiling at me. 
 
    ‘This is how I like it,’ she says, as though giving me instructions. 
 
    I try to respond – to her that I had no idea what she did and didn’t like in the bedroom – but I’m still gagged. I try to move, but I can’t. My legs are starting to cramp. My wrists are sore from the handcuffs. The belt chafes at my throat. If only I could get free… 
 
    And then what? Would I stop them? Would I fight him? Would I run out of the house? I don’t know what I would do. I am completely and utterly powerless in my own home – in my own bedroom – and yet this is the purest, most erotic, intensely wonderful sensation I have ever felt. 
 
    What the heck is wrong with me? 
 
    Donovan gets to his knees behind my wife. I watch her face as he gently positions himself. I see the sparkle in her eyes. The smile on her face. The flush in her cheeks. The beads of perspiration on her brow. 
 
    ‘See, baby,’ she says. ‘This is how a real man does it.’ 
 
    She gasps as he enters her. She keeps her eyes on mine as her gasp becoming a low, satisfied moan. She gasps again as he comes to a rest against her body. Her eyelids quiver. She grips the bed covers as though she might lift off and float away. 
 
    He takes a handful of her hair and pulls her head back. She growls again – a raw, animalistic sound I’ve never head until today. She puts her hands behind her back. He holds her wrists in place, as though she is his prisoner. My wife offers no resistance. No word of complaint. She does it willingly. 
 
    She looks me right in the eyes as my boss takes her roughly from behind. She mewls and purrs and whimpers and moans and gasps and begs for more. She begs for it while she watches me, bound and helpless at the foot of the bed, unable to do anything but watch. 
 
    My erect manhood pulses and throbs against my thigh. It has never felt so painfully full in my life. Not even on my wedding night. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ Donovan says, grunting between thrusts. The wet smack of his body slamming into my wife’s butt seems to echo through my mind. ‘Tell him.’ 
 
    Jess groans. She takes a second to get herself under control. A wicked smile flashes over her lips. She looks at me and she says, ‘I’m dissatisfied with the intimacy in our relationship.’ 
 
    The words are like a knife to my heart. My whole body burns with jealousy and anguish and torment. But even as I feel it, my manhood throbs in my pants. What is wrong with me? 
 
    Donovan releases her hair and spanks her again. She gasps, a delighted, erotic burst of air from her lips. 
 
    ‘He says he’s gonna go to HR!’ Donovan says. ‘He says he’s gonna complain about me!’ 
 
    Jess laughs, a cruel, breathless sound, cut short by another erotic s of pleasure. 
 
    ‘What are you going to do?’ Donovan says. ‘Are you going to run to HR and say, he fucked my wife and made me watch? And what the fuck are they going to do about it, huh? I own the fucking company, you fucking idiot!’ 
 
    As he talks, he pumps harder and fast into my wife. She gasps and moans as another climax draws near. 
 
    ‘This is how it’s going to go,’ Donovan says, continuing, barely noticing my wife’s rapidly-increasing pleasure. ‘I’m gonna fuck your slut wife every time I feel like it. I’m gonna come over here and fuck her and maybe I’ll let you watch. I bet you’d like that. I bet your little dick is hard right now.’ 
 
    I shake my head as violently as the belt will let me move my head. My erection throbs again, as though reminding me it’s still there. 
 
    Donovan laughs. Jess’s eyes roll back in her head. She is lost in rapturous pleasure, moaning, groaning, breathing heavily. He doesn’t notice and doesn’t care. 
 
    ‘Your wife is now my slut,’ he says. ‘Anytime, anywhere. Maybe I’ll get to come to the office and suck my cock under the desk.’ 
 
    I bite down on the gag and groan out a muffled response. He grins at me. 
 
    ‘If you don’t like it,’ he says, ‘maybe I’ll fire your ass. It won’t stop me from fucking her, though.’ 
 
    ‘No, please!’ I say, but it comes out as mmph-mmmfph! 
 
    ‘I know how much she wants a baby,’ he says, a cruel smile on his face. ‘You better hope it’s not mine you end up raising…’ 
 
    My eyes widen in fear. Jess recovers from her climax long enough to smile at me. 
 
    ‘I want a baby,’ she says. ‘I don’t care.’ 
 
    I look at her, pleading with my eyes. Please, please baby, don’t do this… 
 
    ‘He’s better than you,’ she says. ‘Bigger. Harder. Fucks me better. Maybe we’d be better off with his baby inside me…’ 
 
    The knife twists again in my heart. A tear of defeat rolls down my cheek. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come in your wife,’ Donovan says. 
 
    ‘Fuck, yes!’ Jess says. ‘Fill me up, fuck me! I wanna feel it!’ 
 
    I want to close my eyes, but I can’t. I watch, unmoving, unblinking, as my boss grits his teeth, grunting under his breath. I watch, unflinching, unyielding, as my wife begs for his seed, moaning like a wild animal as he pumps her. 
 
    Donovan finally groans one last time, pumping harder than ever. Jess’s eyes widen. She gasps. Her eyes glisten with happiness. I instinctively know that he is filling her with his semen. It the most exquisitely painful moment of my life. 
 
    My manhood throbs, swollen and full, begging for release. I am awash with mixed, confusing emotions right now. Hurt. Anger. Jealousy. Shame. Embarrassment. Humiliation. Envy. Arousal. Excitement. Every emotion smashes me in the gut like a hammer blow. 
 
    Jess whimpers with delight, a high-pitched noise, like a dog begging for more. Donovan finally slows his frantic thrusting. He’s breathing hard, beads of perspiration dotting his forehead. He releases his grip on my wife’s hands and leans back. Jess falls onto the bed, her face so close to mine that I can feel her breath on my skin. I can smell his salty manhood on her breath. Her eyes are glazed with lust. She looks at me like I’m not even here, like she can see right through me. 
 
    ‘That was fucking great,’ Donovan says. 
 
    Jess moans in response. 
 
    I try to speak. My words are muffled. 
 
    ‘Take the gag out,’ Donovan says. 
 
    Jess reaches out to my face. Her fingers brush my skin. Her cheating fingers. The fingers that touched another man’s naked body. the fingers that gripped another man’s hard shaft. She takes her panties out of my mouth. 
 
    ‘Jess!’ I say. ‘Please! Don’t do this!’ 
 
    ‘Too late,’ Donovan says, with a cruel chuckle. ‘I just came in your wife.’ 
 
    ‘Jess…’ 
 
    ‘Unless,’ Donovan says, in the tone of a man getting a great idea, ‘unless he wants to… clean you up?’ 
 
    Jess looks back at him. They share a look. An unspoken message passes between them. Words I cannot hear. 
 
    My wife slowly climbs off the bed on unsteady legs. She walks around to me, towering above me, her body slick with sweat, glowing with passion. She lifts one leg and steps across me, standing over me, legs wide, facing me. My face is directly in front of her puffy, swollen sex. It is glistening and wet. One pearly bead of Donovan’s spend oozes out of her entrance. I look up at her, not comprehending what she wants me to do. 
 
    ‘Clean her,’ Donovan says. ‘Go on, cuck. Unless you want her to get pregnant with my baby…’ 
 
    I open my mouth to respond, to refuse, to say something, anything, but I am cut short. Jess grabs my head and pulls me into her cleft. I try to pull away, but I can’t. The belt and the handcuffs keep me locked in place. I take a deep breath, but all I can smell is my wife’s sticky, wet sex and my boss’s thick, salty semen. My mouth is open and I can taste everything. Her. Him. Them. Her lips are slick with a combination of their juices. I can taste his semen on my tongue. It is bitter and thick and it makes me grimace. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ Jess purrs, as though compliment a child on a job well done. 
 
    ‘He knows his place,’ Donovan says. 
 
    Jess grinds her hips into my face, rubbing her mound into my nose, pushing her sex against my tongue. She gently strokes my hair with a loving hand. I lap her sex with my tongue for the first time in my life, tasting the sickly flavor of her lover as I do. It feels so wrong, and yet my body burns with a passionate desire for satisfaction. 
 
    Finally, Jess releases my head. She steps back, looking down at me with pride. 
 
    ‘He got it all,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Maybe he deserves a treat,’ Donovan says. 
 
    Jess reaches down to my neck. She gently unclips the belt. I can breathe clearly for the first time since I came home, a lifetime ago. She unwinds the leather from around my neck. I lean back, panting, my lips slick with her juices. 
 
    ‘Why?’ I say. 
 
    Jess steps away, standing to my side. I finally stand up, my legs aching from being bent over for so long. My wrists are still cuffed to the bed frame. 
 
    ‘I’ll make you a deal,’ Donovan says. 
 
    Jess kneels down in front of me. 
 
    ‘I’m going to keep fucking your wife,’ he says. 
 
    Jess unzips my pants. 
 
    ‘In exchange, you can keep your job.’ 
 
    Jess reaches in and opens my shorts. 
 
    ‘I’ll even let you fuck her after I’m done.’ 
 
    Jess guides my hard length free. 
 
    ‘But only after I’m done.’ 
 
    Jess looks up and me and starts to stroke me. 
 
    ‘And I’ll allow you to come sometimes, too.’ 
 
    Jess has never stroked my manhood like this before. 
 
    ‘When I let you.’ 
 
    Jess smiles at me and strokes harder. 
 
    ‘Do we have a deal?’ 
 
    I groan and gasp with pleasure. My body tenses up with the intense pressure of a long-delayed climax. I erupt all over my wife’s hand, semen trickling over her fingers, dripping onto the carpet. She smiles at me, those beautiful dimples pocking her cheeks. 
 
    ‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ Donovan says. 
 
    I gasp and moan as Jess continues to torment me, even after my climax is over and my manhood becomes almost overwhelmingly sensitive to the touch. She kisses the head and finally stops. 
 
    Donovan gets off the bed and picks up his clothes. He puts his shirt on, casual and cool, like he hasn’t just defiled my wife in my bed in my home. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you at work tomorrow,’ he says. ‘Eight AM sharp.’ 
 
    He pulls on his pants and buttons them up. He slips on his shoes and walks towards the bedroom door, pausing to slip his arm around my wife and kiss her passionately on the neck. 
 
    ‘And I’ll see you tomorrow night,’ he says. 
 
    She giggles, already excited. 
 
    Donovan walks out of the bedroom, as though nothing exciting has just happened. I hear his footsteps as he walks downstairs. The front door opens and closes. After a few moments of heavy silence, his car fires up, the engine roaring to life. I hear the car slowly roll down the road. 
 
    Silence hangs in the air. My wife walks to the bathroom and turns on the tap. She washes her face and hands. She turns off the tap and dries herself on a towel. She walks back to my side again, a sly smile on her face. 
 
    ‘Do you still love me?’ she says. 
 
    I nod, once, slowly. 
 
    ‘Do you want to come to bed?’ 
 
    I nod again. 
 
    ‘Are you going to be a little bitch about what just happened?’ 
 
    I pause. I shake my head. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she says. 
 
    She unclips the handcuffs at my wrists. The open links fall down, clanging loudly against the bed. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ Jess says, slipping into bed. ‘I’ll let you hold me. But don’t get any ideas. I’m really tired after that.’ 
 
    I undress in silence, moving like a man who has been given a death sentence by a doctor. I am stunned and hollow and numb. I don’t know what hurts more, the fact that my wife has been having an affair with my boss, or the fact that I got so turned on by watching them together. 
 
    I throw my clothes in the laundry basket and pull on my night shorts. I turn off the light and slip into bed beside her. I feel shell-shocked. 
 
    Jess pushes back into me. I roll to spoon her and drape an arm around her body. She sighs happily. I realize that I’m lying on the same spot as Donovan did, just a few minutes ago. My manhood trembles in my shorts, aching for more. I feel like a different man. A changed man. A damaged man. I know that I won’t leave her. I love her too much. She knows it, too. But am I really okay with Donovan returning tomorrow night and helping himself to my wife again? 
 
    My manhood throbs at the thought. 
 
    Jess slips into a peaceful sleep. I listen to her breathing gently beside me. I watch her for a long time. 
 
    She was, still is, and will always be, my heart and soul. 
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    Wednesday 13th 
 
      
 
    Okay, so, some pretty interesting shit happened yesterday. I’ve gotta write it all down now before I forget any of it. 
 
    I was talking to Tessa on Facebook last night because she put up a status that I thought was pretty interesting. She made some joke or other about men in chastity and how it was the least masculine she had ever heard. It had been a while since we spoke, so I didn’t know if she would even reply, but to my surprise we got to talking and it was like old times again. She asked how things were between me and Harriet. I told her that we broke up a few weeks back and I was getting on my feet again. She was sorry to hear about it – Tessa has always been so kind to me – and asked me what happened. 
 
    I told her the truth. 
 
    I told her about my love for submission. I told her that I wanted Harriet to take control of me – dominate me – both in the bedroom and out of it, too. I told her how much I loved it when Harriet would be mean to me – like that time she tied me up and teased me for a few hours. I told her that Harriet didn’t enjoy dominating me as much as I liked it, and that’s why we split up. 
 
    Then I told her the reason why I had messaged her out of the blue. I don't know why. Maybe it was the half-bottle of whiskey I drank earlier in the day (not a lot to do when you’re single for the first time in two years and have an empty apartment all to yourself!) but I confessed everything to Tessa. I told her that, in the week before we broke up, I had purchased a chastity device – a cock cage – that I never got the chance to wear. I wasn’t expecting her to be interested. Hell, I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had killed the chat and blocked me on all her social media channels right there. 
 
    But she didn’t. 
 
    To my surprise, Tessa was both understanding and sympathetic. She had a hundred questions for me – why did I buy it? What did it feel like? Was it uncomfortable to wear? Did I wear it often? She’s currently studying psychology in college and was super interested to know everything about my kinks and fetishes. We ended up exchanging messages until way after one in the morning, when she said that she had to go because she had an early class. 
 
    I remember lying on my bed last night, staring up at the ceiling, my heart racing. I had never told anyone about my cock cage. Not even Harriet. We broke up before I could show it to her. I thought she would like it. I thought she was enjoying dominating me, but I was wrong. When we broke up, she said that she thought it was weird how much I enjoyed being subservient to her. She thought men were supposed to be butch and manly and take command in the bedroom. She enjoyed controlling me every now and then, but couldn’t deal with always taking the lead in our sex life. 
 
    Yeah, I was hurt. That’s the reason I bought this diary, so I could write down my feelings and try to get it all out of me. I thought it would be a good way to get my head back in the right place and carry on with my life. It seems to be working, so far. 
 
    Anyway, I fell asleep pretty late last night. When I work up, I didn't think too much about my talk with Tessa. I didn’t even think that she would remember. 
 
    But, again, I was wrong about her. 
 
    I woke up to a text on my phone this morning. It read, ‘Can you come over tonight? Bring the cage, I want to see it.’ 
 
    Now I’m sitting at my kitchen table, writing all this down so I don’t forget it. I almost can’t believe it. Tessa wants to know more about the cage. Not only is she interested, but she genuinely wants to see it for herself! My heart is beating so fast right now. I’m so nervous. I’ve spent all morning worrying about this. What if she laughs at me? What if she finds it weird, or disgusting, or unmanly? 
 
    I know my fetish is maybe not for everyone. I know how society expects men like me to act and behave – we’re supposed to be the ones in charge. We’re meant to wear the pants in the relationship. We’re expected to be dominant and controlling and aggressive. I guess that’s why it’s a shock when guys like me appear. I get a real, deep, powerful sexual kick out of submitting to my girlfriends. Not just in the bedroom – I’m not talking about your standard blindfolds and handcuffs here. I’m talking real submission. I’m talking about being completely and utterly subservient to my lovers, bowing to her will and acting out her every desire. 
 
    I guess maybe that’s why I bought the cage. I wanted Harriet to take total control of me. Complete control. If I wore the cage and she held the key, then she would have ownership of the one thing that defines me as a man. 
 
    I though the idea was deeply arousing. It seems that she didn’t agree. 
 
    Now I’m pacing frantically around my house, trying to decide what to wear tonight. I haven’t seen Tessa since she started going to college last year. We’ve almost completely fallen out of contact. I want to look good for her. 
 
    And, yeah, I’m so, so nervous about showing her the cage. What will she think of me? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Thursday 14th 
 
    It happened. It really happened! 
 
    I took a cab over to Tessa’s apartment last night. I’d never seen her place before. It’s a small place in a cluster of apartment blocks. The area is not-quite-good, but also not-quite-bad – you can walk around at night safely enough, but you shouldn’t make eye contact with anyone else. 
 
    I had the cage still in its box in my backpack. My palms were sweating as I rode the elevator up to her floor. I had to pause in the hallway outside her door and collect myself. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I was about to show my friend the cage I had purchased to place myself in chastity for my own sexual pleasure. 
 
    But the night quickly turned into something much, much stranger than that. 
 
    Tessa looked incredible. Better than I remembered, even. Her dark curly hair tumbled over her shoulders. She wore loose pajama shorts and a plain white tank top with thin straps. No bra. The barest hint of makeup on her face. The knot in my stomach seemed to tighten as I greeted her. She hugged me tight, her head resting just under my chin. She was warm and soft and smelled good. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry she dumped you,’ she said. ‘But I’m so glad you’re single.’ 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to ask what she meant by that. Before I could even process the words, she released me and strode into the apartment, her hips swaying seductively as she walked along the hallway. 
 
    ‘Would you like a drink?' she said. 
 
    I followed her inside. I was still nervous about showing her the cage, but I felt so much better about being near her again. I kicked off my shoes and left the backpack and its guilty contents by the front door. 
 
    Tessa popped open a couple of beers and we drank them in her tiny, narrow kitchen for a while. I leaned against her flimsy, rickety cupboards, while she sat on the counter top. It was hard not to stare at her bare legs. They looked so smooth and inviting. I hadn’t been this close to a woman’s bare leg since Harriet... and that must have been almost two months now. 
 
    We talked and laughed for a while, shooting the shit like old times. I forgot how much I missed her. It sucks how people drift apart over time. She asked why I stopped talking to her so much. I confessed that maybe I felt guilty talking to her while I was dating Harriet. 
 
    ‘Why?’ she said. She looked at me in a way that suggested she already knew the answer, but wanted to hear it from me. 
 
    ‘Because I’ve always liked you,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Liked me?’ She grinned, her whole face lighting up with mischief and amusement. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘You know... you’re kinda hot.’ 
 
    Her eyes gleamed. I wondered what she was thinking right then, but she said nothing. 
 
    We finished our beers and grabbed two fresh bottles and moved into her living room. It was a cramped little room with a couch taking up roughly a third of the space, facing a TV on the other side, precariously balanced on a stack of psychology textbooks and old journals. She took one side of the couch and sat to face me on the other end, her legs crossed on the seat. I sat facing the TV, trying to appear as relaxed as I felt. We talked about this and that for a while. She asked me how much job was going. I said that I was still working in the hardware store, but cut down my hours to try and do more freelance work – building custom furniture, etc. She was impressed and asked to see my work sometime. 
 
    I asked how college was going. She said was fun, but tons of work. 
 
    ‘I’ve always been really fascinated by psychology,’ she said. ‘I love the idea that people can be understood and conditioned. The brain is such a powerful tool, but we barely understand how it works. All we can do is measure the effects of the human mind on the human body.’ 
 
    She spoke for a long time, talking passionately about her course and the work she does and everything she hoped to achieve in the future. I listened, sipping my beer, watching her face glow with excitement. She really loved what she studied. 
 
    ‘That’s why,’ she said, reaching the end of her monologue, ‘I invited you here tonight. I really wanted to know more about your fetish.’ 
 
    I shrugged and said, ‘I don't know what else there is to tell.’ 
 
    ‘Sure there is.’ She reached over and took my hand in hers. It was soft and warm and smaller than my own. ‘You have no idea how fascinating you are to me. I’ve been with a few guys, and they all want to be the king, the alpha male. They all see themselves as number one. But you... you want the opposite. You don’t just want it, you actively seek it. You gain sexual pleasure from subjugating yourself, and not just to women, but to other men as well. That’s the part I really, really want to know more about. I’ve never met a guy who wanted to be second place before. I’d really like to know more about it. When did this all start for you?’ 
 
    I thought about her question for a few quiet moments, as I sipped my beer and listened to the sound of distant sirens. Part of me wanted to shrug and lie and say that I had no idea where this came from. But I knew I could trust her. I’ve always been able to trust Tessa and I felt that time apart hadn’t changed things between us. She waited for me to speak. She could probably figure out my thought process for herself. She’s good with psychology. 
 
    So I told her the truth. I told her about my ex-ex-girlfriend, Jenny. I told her how Jenny was always the one in control, sometimes to an unhealthy degree. I told her how Jenny was kind of a mind fuck for me – how she would be fine with me going out for drinks with my friends, only to call and demand I come home halfway through the evening. I told her how wild and passionate Jenny was in bed (yeah, I mentioned all the dirty things Jenny loved doing with me!) and I told her how I caught Jenny fucking some guy from her work. 
 
    She listened in silence. When I was finished, she asked one question. 
 
    ‘How did you feel when you caught her?’ 
 
    I didn't have to think hard. Even though it’s been a few years and I’ve been with other women since then, I still remember the exact moment my world changed completely. 
 
    I came home early. My classes had ended prematurely. I bought some flowers on the way home because she loved surprises. I walked quickly to her apartment on fifth, hoping to catch her before she left for work. I used the key she gave me to enter the building and run up the four floors to her apartment. My heart raced as I stood outside her door, carefully slipping the key in the lock. I smiled to myself as the door made a soft click and opened without a sound. 
 
    There was a noise in the air. Music. But not just any music. It was her favorite record, the CD she always played when we had sex. She loved having that album playing in the background while we took our clothes off and enjoyed each other. 
 
    I frowned. Why would she be playing that album when we weren’t having sex? I tried to rationalize it. Maybe she liked listening to it. Maybe she was in the mood to play that CD while she hung out. It never even crossed my mind that there was another possibility. 
 
    I quietly closed the door behind me and crept through the apartment. I’d been in her home enough times to know which parts of the floor would creak and groan underfoot, so the only sounds I made were the small taps of my soles on the wooden panels and the quiet hiss of my ragged breathing. I paused again outside her bedroom and collected myself. 
 
    That’s when I heard another sound. A very intimate sound. One I recognized and knew so very well. The sound of her breath catching in her throat as an orgasm drew close. 
 
    Again, I put two and two together and came up with six. I assumed that she was playing with herself. That explained the music. She must have been in bed, on the other side of this door, pleasuring herself. My manhood sprang to life in an instant. I could picture it all. Jenny, breathing hard. The bed, covers thrown to one side. My girlfriend, legs open, body trembling as she neared her climax... I smiled and grasped the door handle and threw it open and stepped in, ready to join her in ecstasy. 
 
    I froze in the doorway. Part of my imagination had been correct. She was in the bed. She was breathing hard. The covers were thrown to one side. Her legs were open and her body was trembling. 
 
    But she wasn’t alone. 
 
    My girlfriend was on her back, beneath a man I didn’t recognize. He was a large, powerfully built black man with a series of tribal tattoos running down his thick arms. His ass rocked back and forth as he furiously plunged in and out of her. Her fingers dug into his back, leaving little scratches in his dark skin. Her ankles were locked together behind his body, preventing him from moving. His body was raised up on his arms, muscles bulging with the effort of his pounding. I could hear her frantic, desperate breathing. I could hear his passionate grunting. I could hear his manhood entering her slick slit over and over, even above the music. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend climaxed for this man. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend cried out his name. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend convulsed and writhed beneath him. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend came over and over as he furiously pounded her body. 
 
    I don’t know how long I stood there watching. I don’t know why I stood there watching. But I remember exactly how I felt. 
 
    I remember this curious bubbling sensation in my stomach. It felt like my guts were a writhing mass of snakes, moving and flailing and biting my insides. I remember feeling both lightheaded and also completely calm. I remember that my vision seemed to blur and swim, but the scene also played out with crystal clarity, every last detail seared into my memory for all time. I know that I will be able to recall every moment of this scene, even on my deathbed. 
 
    I stood in the doorway for what felt like hours, clutching the pathetic bouquet in a tight fist, unable to tear my eyes away, unable to stop watching, unable to leave. Her pale white body rocked and trembled beneath his dark frame, the contrast of their skin as hypnotizing as it was intensely humiliating. As her first (or second, or third) orgasm subsided, her body seemed to relax and loosen. She kept begging for more, urging him on, telling him how good he was, how big he was, how much she loved it. 
 
    After an eternity, he finally grunted and withdrew. He wasn’t wearing a condom. I watched in numb, fascinated horror as he stroked his huge black cock over her, droplets of semen shooting from the tip, coating her breasts and stomach. She sighed happily as he marked her with his come, cooing and coaxing him. He moved from his position between her legs, stumbling forward on his knees, until he knelt beside her head. 
 
    That was when she noticed me. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘I didn’t see you there.’ There was a moment's pause. A dozen different scenarios seemed to play out before my eyes. I could scream at her. I could launch myself at him. I could toss the flowers at her. I could turn and leave. I could do anything. 
 
    But I just stood there in dumb, numb silence, staring at the glistening trail of come on her stomach, at her stretched and puffy sex that seemed to gape more than ever, taunting me with a sneer of derision. 
 
    ‘Aw, those are sweet,’ she said, her eyes falling the flowers at my side. ‘Would you mind putting them in water for me? I’ll be finished soon.’ 
 
    And then she turned her attention away from me, back to her lover. She opened her mouth and received him greedily, cleaning his shaft of their combined juices with her tongue. He glanced over at me, daring me to do something about it. 
 
    I turned and walked into the kitchen. All I could hear was the sound of my girlfriend’s orgasm, reverberating through my mind. I filled a vase with water and put the flowers in it. I listened to them for a moment through the thin walls of the apartment. The album came to an end – meaning that it had been started almost an hour before – and the sound of her muffled groans and lips desperately smacking against his cock were perfectly audible. 
 
    I turned and left. 
 
    Tessa listened to my story in silence until I was completely finished and leaned back into the couch. I had never told that to anyone before. Not even my closest friends. I had always said that Jenny and I had broken up, no reason given. 
 
    ‘Do you think about it often?’ Tessa said, watching me with a curiously neutral expression. She gave no opinion and made no judgement. I felt that I could trust her. 
 
    I told her how the images had haunted me for a long time. Jenny had hurt me badly and it took me a long time to recover. I told Tessa how I couldn’t manage a sexual thought without the image of Jenny and her lover invading my mind. How I started to actively recall the image. How I began to masturbate to the memory of walking on them together. She listened, again making no judgements. My story was fascinating to her, like the account of some ancient figure would be to a historian. 
 
    ‘Did you want Harriet to cheat on you?’ she asked. 
 
    I thought about it for a long moment, then I nodded. 
 
    ‘We liked to talk about other guys while we were having sex,’ I said. ‘I don’t think she knew how much it turned me on.’ 
 
    ‘Is that why you bought the cage?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like the idea of a woman having total control over your sexual freedom?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want to wear the cage while you watch a woman have sex with another man?’ 
 
    She was still asking rational, thoughtful questions, still with that curious, detached air, but something had changed. There was a softness in her voice. A pink hue in her cheeks. A gleam in her eyes. She was enjoying our conversation, but in a different way now. 
 
    ‘I think that’s my fantasy,’ I said. 
 
    She nodded thoughtfully, chewing her bottom lip, like she was weighing up some important decision. 
 
    ‘Can I see it?’ she said, after a long silence. 
 
    I got my backpack from the hallway and brought it back to the couch. She crossed her legs, holding her shins, watching with intense fascination, like an audience member determined to spot a magician’s sleight of hand. I lifted out the box and placed it on the couch between us. She waited expectantly. I opened the box for the first time and lifted out the small metal contraption. She made an excited noise as I held it up for us both to see, turning it around in the light. 
 
    It was smaller than I expected. A little voice at the back of my mind said, that’s not going to fit, but I knew that it would. The device was a small series of metal circles that arced down in a gentle curve a couple of inches long. It was topped with a little metal cap shaped like the top of a mushroom that had a slit in the centre. The base of the piece had a thicker metal spiral and a small series of connective holes through which to attach the coils. It came with a small and unobtrusive, yet very solid, padlock. 
 
    ‘I’ve never seen one before,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Me neither.’ 
 
    She looked at me with bright, excited eyes. The eyes of a lover. She said, ‘Put it on. I want to see it.’ 
 
    For the first time since I walked into her apartment, I felt nervous. Tessa was my friend. We’d never seen each other naked. I’d never even had a sexual thought about her. But now she wanted me to put on a cock cage... while she watched. 
 
    I looked at her and she must have guess what I was thinking. She said, ‘Don’t be nervous. Just put it on.’ 
 
    I got up from the couch and unbuttoned my pants and let them fall to the floor. She leaned back in the couch, a little smile on her face. I pulled down my shorts and bared myself to her. She made no sound, no judgements. She merely watched, that curious expression on her face. She was a scientist, I was her experiment. I eased the base ring over my shaft, until it sat firmly in place. It was cold and unyielding and totally alien. 
 
    I eased the rest of the cage over my manhood, the cold metal teasing and stabbing at my sensitive skin, until it slid into the base ring. It was easily large enough to fit me. The mushroom-shaped metal cap sat perfectly over the head of my shaft, the slit positioned so that I could still take a piss without causing harm or discomfort. 
 
    Tessa held up the little padlock and looked at me with wide, innocent eyes. 
 
    ‘Can I?’ she said. 
 
    I said, ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She knelt down in front of me, looking at the cage with a fascination that bordered on erotic. My manhood tried to respond to her interest, but the cage held firm. Tessa looked up at me with wide, innocent eyes. 
 
    ‘Is this what you want?’ she said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She carefully inserted the lock into place, clamping both parts of the cage together. She smiled – both a cruel and curiously arousing thing to see – and closed the lock will a small, but firm click. 
 
    ‘How does it feel?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Weird,’ I said. ‘It’s not heavy, or uncomfortable. It feels kinda wrong.’ 
 
    ‘In a good way?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    She placed her hand on the cage and gently stroked the metal. My manhood throbbed and swelled, but the metal prevented me from achieving full excitement. It was the most frustrating and delicious feeling I had ever experienced. 
 
    ‘You like that?’ she said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Then she stood and studied me. I stood in her apartment wearing in my shirt, my penis in a small cage. If she found it weird or funny, she didn’t say so. 
 
    ‘Thank you for sharing this with me,’ she said. ‘Can I... can I be your keyholder?’ 
 
    My heart nearly skipped a beat. Erotic lust flowed through me. If I wasn’t wearing the cage – and if I was more of a man – I would have thrown her on the couch and mounted her right then. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said. 
 
    She took the key out of the box and held it up. She stared at the little metal trinket for a long moment. I watched light glint off its reflective surface, playing over her face like a spotlight. A slow smile spread across her lips. I had never noticed before how soft and kissable those lips were. I had never fantasized about kissing her before. I had never considered the possibility of there being anything sexual between the two of us. But now that I was locked securely in my chastity cage and she held the key, all I wanted was to make passionate love to her. 
 
    Tessa took off her necklace. She looped the chain through the neck and fasted it back into place around her neck. The key hung low, almost dipping into the cleft between her full, ripe breasts. I felt the cage pinch my member. It felt strange and uncomfortable and exciting. 
 
    ‘Can I keep this for a while?’ she said. 
 
    I said she could keep it for as long as she wanted. 
 
    ‘Awesome,’ she said. ‘If you want it back or you want to stop, just tell me, okay?’ 
 
    I was starting to enjoy the feeling of restriction and the knowledge that there was nothing I could do about my growing excitement. It was one of the most intoxicatingly erotic sensations of my life. I couldn’t touch myself or pleasure myself or even get halfway erect without Tessa knowing about it and allowing me to do so. I had only been wearing the cage for a few minutes and already the sexual torment was affecting my mind. 
 
    Then Tessa did something I had not been expecting. She leaned in close and kissed me on the cheek. The warmth of her lips seemed to brand my skin, remaining long after she had stood back. Her scent – feminine and fragrant and familiar – lingered in my nostrils. The cage seemed to have heightened my senses. 
 
    She asked me if I wanted to stay with her that night. I said yes. Didn’t even think about it. 
 
    ‘I think this could be a lot of fun,’ she said. 
 
    I smiled. I hoped the same. 
 
    Then she did something else that surprised me. She announced that she was going to grab a shower. She asked if I wanted to watch. 
 
    I followed her through the hall to the small bathroom with the standing shower. She took her clothes off, totally unfazed by my presence, and stood under the stream of water. I watched, feeling like an intruder, feeling like a voyeur, my heart racing. Her body was fantastic. Her ass was perfectly round and ripe. Her breasts were small but firm, with soft pink nipples. Her skin was smooth and unblemished and her mound was carefully trimmed and tidied. She ignored me while she soaped her body down. Maybe it was my imagination, but she seemed to pay more attention to her intimate regions than was necessary; covering her breasts with lotion, caressing her smoothly shaven cleft, and taking time to make sure her ass was completely clean. The cage stayed firm and tight, forbidding me to enjoy what I was watching, no matter how deliciously sensual it was. 
 
    After a blissful eternity, my peep show came to an end and she shut off the water. I held a towel out to her. She smiled and gestured for me to come closer. 
 
    ‘Dry me,’ she said. 
 
    I dabbed her naked body with the towel. She watched my face as I desperately fought to keep my focus on the task in hand. I dried her head and shoulders. Her arms and hands. I gently rubbed the towel over her breasts and soft nipples. I dabbed water from her stomach. I sank to my knees and carefully dried her legs and feet. Then she parted her legs and looked at me, one eyebrow raised, challenging me, daring me. I brushed the towel against her delicate sex until she nodded. She turned around and made me dry her ass, too. 
 
    It was humiliating and erotic and intimate and maddeningly frustrating, all at the same time. I loved every second. 
 
    When I was done, she walked past me without a word, into her bedroom. I stood in the doorway as she put on a simple gray shirt that hung down to her hips, leaving her ass exposed. I forced myself to look away, I could feel my manhood swelling and pushing against the cage. 
 
    She got into bed and gestured for me to do the same. I took off my remaining clothes and slipped in behind her. It wasn’t a large bed, so her firm, hot body was pressed close against mine. I was worried the cage would dig into her skin, but she said nothing. If anything, I think she liked the feel of the metal touching her ass. 
 
    ‘Am I doing this right?’ she said, her voice small and nervous. 
 
    ‘I’m loving it,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    We lay there for a while, pressed together. She took my arm and draped it over her, like we were a real couple. I hadn’t felt so complete, so whole, in a long time. 
 
    ‘I like this,’ she said. ‘I feel safe.’ 
 
    I kissed the back of her neck. She sighed softly. I kissed her a little more, feeling my body warm up, wanting more. 
 
    But she reached back and gently patted the cage, reminding me of my place and my obligation to her. 
 
    ‘Not tonight,’ she said. ‘One step at a time.’ 
 
    She put a movie into the cracked old DVD player resting on top of her closet and we watched it until we fell asleep. I was afraid the cage would prevent me from sleeping, but I woke up feeling refreshed and happy. There was a little discomfort as my morning erection struggled in the confines of its new prison, but it soon passed. Tessa let me pick out her underwear when she dressed. 
 
    She left to go to college. I walked part of the way with her, then turned for home. I almost ran back to my place so that I could write all this down before I forgot. 
 
    I’m still wearing the cage now as I write this. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Sunday 17th 
 
    Tessa has been texting me pretty regularly for the past couple of days, asking me questions about my limits and the things I am comfortable doing with her. She promised that the cage would be our secret, unless I wanted her to tell other people. I said I didn’t know what my limits were yet. She understood. 
 
    Sometimes she’ll send me a picture of the key, resting just above the curve of her breasts. I’m not sure what excites me more – the fact that she enjoys tormenting me with cruel reminders of my place at her feet, or the brief glimpse of her smooth skin. I know what her breasts look like, but I can’t enjoy that fact. 
 
    We’ve both been pretty busy with college and work, so we haven’t had a chance to meet up face-to-face since a couple nights back, when I first put on my cage. My chastity device feels comfortable now. It feels like a part of me, like I’ve always worn it. I thought it would become heavy and awkward, but I’m still enjoying it. I’ve spent a lot of time focussing my mind the past couple of days. I can’t watch porn anymore because I won’t be able to masturbate, and I can’t stroke myself to relieve the stress of the day when I’m lying in bed at night. 
 
    Yesterday Tessa called and asked if I would be able to get her a ride to a friend’s house in the evening. I said I would, a little curious as to where this was going. 
 
    ‘I’ll make it worth your while,’ she said, her voice low and seductive in my ear. 
 
    I agreed, heart racing, a smile on my face. 
 
    Oh boy, did she make it worth my while! 
 
    I pulled up outside her apartment, a few minutes early. I called her and let her know I was waiting. 
 
    ‘Be there in a few,’ she said. ‘I’m just getting dressed.’ 
 
    My mind raced with possibilities. What was she getting dressed for? What was she wearing? I replayed her erotic peep show in the shower from the other night. I remembered the way I gently brushed her perfect sex and tight ass with the towel. The cage began to constrict me and I forced myself to turn on the radio and listen to some music. I had been wearing the cage for a few days and I’d grown used to the feel of it around my shaft. I’d also become familiar with the torment of feeling my manhood crushed against the unyielding metal, unable to achieve full arousal. It’s one of the most exciting and frustrating experiences, like trying to reach for something that remains just out of your grasp. 
 
    Tessa came out of the building a couple minutes later. She looked incredible – hair styled, face made up, clothes freshly cleaned – and she walked with a confident swagger I had never seen in her before. She wore a simple black t-shirt and a deep red skirt that came to just above her thighs, with plain black heels about an inch or two in length. She slid into the passenger seat and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She was wearing perfume and smelled fantastic. Her hair brushed my face like a lover’s hand. 
 
    ‘What's the occasion?’ I said. 
 
    She smiled and gave me an address. I started the engine and we began rolling forward. I kept casting furtive glances in her direction. Her legs looked incredible. Her thigh was barely an inch from my hand on the gear shift. 
 
    ‘Eyes on the road,’ she said, a smile in her voice. 
 
    I forced myself to focus on the road and the lights and the traffic. It was hard to think about anything other than the beautiful woman sat next to me, the woman who held the key to my freedom on a chain around my neck, the woman with the smooth, creamy thighs just a fraction of an inch away from my outstretched hand. I asked again where she was going, but she didn’t answer. She just smiled and watched the road unfolding before us. 
 
    About halfway through our journey, she leaned forward and turned the radio down low enough to talk quietly and still be heard over the rumble of the engine and the road. 
 
    ‘I’ve been feeling a little different lately,’ she said. ‘Like, I feel really sexy and really desirable and attractive. I’ve been trying to figure out why. Maybe it’s because you can’t have me. Maybe it’s because I know that I have total control over your sexual agency. But I feel hot, in a good way.’ 
 
    I stayed quiet, trying to absorb what she was telling me. 
 
    ‘I decided to embrace this feeling,’ she said. ‘See, there’s guy in my class. He’s kinda good looking. Not usually my type, but he’s been making eyes at me. I gave him my number on Friday and we've been talking.’ 
 
    I began to have the strangest sensation. I started to suspect where we were headed, and what might be about to happen. But I didn’t interrupt her. I let her speak. 
 
    ‘Right now, we’re heading to his place,’ she said. ‘I want you to drive me to another man’s apartment so I can fuck him all night. And then I want you to pick me up later, when we’re finished. Do you like that idea?’ 
 
    Holy shit, I loved it. I had to force myself to concentrate and keep driving, or I was going to crash the car. The cage seemed to shrink around my manhood, but I knew that was impossible. The metal rings gripped me like a tight fist, preventing me from really enjoying the moment, and also increasing my pleasure. Pain and pleasure. Desire and frustration. 
 
    She asked me how that felt, a naughty smile on her beautiful face. 
 
    I told her the truth. I told her how exciting and maddening and frustrating that was. 
 
    She asked me if I minded her acting like a slut. I said no. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. ‘Because I’m really enjoying this feeling of power and control. I don’t want it to stop.’ 
 
    Then, as if to prove her point, she lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. I halted the car at a red light and watched in silent disbelief. She slid her panties down over her smooth, freshly shaven legs and over her shoes. She smiled and crumpled her underwear into a ball and tossed them in the backseat. 
 
    ‘I don’t think I’m going to need those tonight,’ she said, as she rearranged her skirt to shield herself from my eyes. 
 
    My heart pounded so fast I thought I might have a heart attack. That was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me... and I wouldn’t be the one to enjoy it! 
 
    I drove us to her destination, an apartment complex over on the west side, a place I knew about, but hadn’t ever visited before now. It was a fairly modern building. Definitely more expensive than my place. 
 
    I rolled to a stop in front of the main entrance. She kissed me on the cheek again and whispered into my ear, ‘Keep your phone on.’ 
 
    Before I could respond, she opened the door and climbed out of the car. I got the briefest glimpse of her thighs and the rounded swell of her ass before she adjusted her skirt and closed the door. I watched her walk up to the entrance gate and buzz her lover’s apartment. The gate clicked open and she walked through into the building courtyard. 
 
    She didn’t look back at me. 
 
    Right now, I’m sitting back at my apartment. It’s well past midnight. I haven’t been able to focus on anything all night. I tried playing videogames, but couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t focus on a book or watch a movie. All I can think about is her and what she might be doing right now. 
 
    Part of me wondered if this was all some cruel joke. Maybe there was no lover. Maybe she was meeting a friend for a study session, or a movie night, or something completely and totally innocent, no sex involved. I half suspected that Tessa was making me think that she was having sex with another guy, just to mess with my head. 
 
    And then she sent me a message via snapchat. 
 
    It was a picture. Tessa was on her knees, in front of a man who was standing and taking the photo as he looked down at her. There was no mistaking what was happening. She looked up at the camera, a smile in her eyes. Her lips were stretched and wrapped around a thick, hard cock, buried deep in her mouth. I couldn’t see how big he was, but from the look in her eyes, he was perfectly sized. I could see the glint of her necklace, almost obscured by her face and his shaft, the key to my freedom tantalisingly out of view, but still very much present. 
 
    Tessa was pleasuring another man, while I sat at home with my cock locked in cage. 
 
    I think I’m going crazy with lust right now. 
 
    Part of me wants to call this off and take the key back and throw the cage in the trash and never do anything so torturous as this ever again. 
 
    The rest of me wants to see how far this goes. I love the effect this is having on both of us! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Monday 18th 
 
    I think I’m in love with Tessa. 
 
    She tormented me with regular snapchat updates throughout the night. Intimate erotic portraits filled my phone’s tiny screen, larger than life and twice as detailed. Tessa let me see a side of her that only her lovers have previously seen. I saw intense close-ups of his shaft entering her soaking entrance. Smiling selfies as she rode him, her naked body reflected in a mirror over her shoulder. Dramatic portraits of her face in the throes of a powerful, all-consuming orgasm. 
 
    Tessa spent her night having passionate, fiery, intense sex with a man she hardly knew, purely to drive me crazy with constricted lust and stomach-churning jealousy. I sat in my apartment, lying in bed, jumping every time my phone buzzed with a new message. Once or twice, I tried to touch myself, forgetting about the cage. I’d grown so used to the feel of being imprisoned that I forgot I was wearing it. The thought that Tessa was doing this both for me and in spite of me was so intense that I felt lightheaded as each message flashed across my screen, searing itself into my memory for a few brief seconds, before disappearing forever. 
 
    She wanted me to enjoy myself as much as she was. I think I did. But that’s not why I think I love her. 
 
    Around two this morning, I got one final message. It was Tessa, telling me that she wanted me to come and pick her up. I was still dressed and wide awake from hours of sexual teasing, so I almost ran down to my car a few seconds after I got the message. 
 
    When I got to the apartment complex, it was dark and quiet. Light glowed from behind a few closed drapes, but most of the building looked to be deeply asleep. Apart from one window, which was still brightly lit and perfectly visible from my awkward angle. It looked like someone was watching TV. 
 
    I called Tessa. After a few rings, she answered. I told her I was outside. 
 
    ‘Can you see us?’ she said. It sounded like she had something in her mouth. 
 
    I looked up at the building again, not knowing what she was talking about. 
 
    Then I saw her. 
 
    She was on the ground, on the other side of the entrance gates, almost hidden in shadow. She was on her knees. Her lover stood in front of her, his hands on her head. She was giving him a long, enthusiastic blowjob, right there at the front entrance. Anyone could have seen them. 
 
    But I was the only one to witness it. 
 
    I must have made some shocked gasp, because I heard her giggle on the other end of the line. 
 
    ‘I’ll be with you soon,’ she said. ‘He wouldn’t let me go without saying goodbye.’ 
 
    I held the phone to my ear with one a tightly clenched fist and watched. I was too far away to make out any of the details, but close enough to know exactly what was happening on the other side of the gates. I could hear Tessa’s enthusiastic groans of pleasure through the phone. I could hear his soft whispers of encouragement. I could see him moving her head faster and faster as he neared his climax. It was a private show, just for me. They were doing it for me, but neither cared whether or not I enjoyed it. 
 
    The cage had never felt so tight and uncomfortable until that moment. 
 
    Finally, he pulled her head down, forcing her face into his body. I heard the distinct low grunting of a man reaching the zenith of his enjoyment. I heard little choking noises as she almost gagged on his load, then gratefully swallowed. He released his grip on her head and she leaned back, panting. 
 
    ‘I hope you enjoyed that,’ she said, breathless and happy. 
 
    A low, frustrated sigh escaped through my gritted teeth. She laughed and hung up. 
 
    She walked through the gates and opened the passenger door. She waved to her lover. He turned and disappeared into the shadows. 
 
    ‘Did you have a good time?’ I said, unable to keep the smile from my face. She looked sensational. She had the glow of a well-fucked woman. Her hair was a mess and her clothes were creased. She looked as though she had thrown her clothes in a pile and hurriedly pulled them back into place. 
 
    To answer my question, Tessa leaned over and kissed me, letting me taste her tongue. I could taste him, his cock, his come. It was humiliating. It was exhilarating. 
 
    ‘Drive me home,’ she said. 
 
    I did as she asked. She reached into the backseat and snatched up her underwear and slid them back up her legs. As we rolled through the quiet streets, she started talking about her night. 
 
    ‘I’ve never done anything like that before,’ she said. ‘That was awesome. We started making out the second I walked through his door. He came about four, maybe five times. I’ve never felt so bad, yet so good. Does that make sense?’ 
 
    I said it did. 
 
    ‘It’s weird,’ she said. ‘I used to judge women who fucked guys they hardly knew. I always thought that slut was a bad word. But, tonight I was a slut and I loved every second of it. I loved knowing how much he liked it and I loved knowing that it was driving you crazy.’ 
 
    ‘Which did you like more?’ I said. I liked the way she was able to stop and examine her own thoughts and feelings in any given situation. It must come as part of the territory for psychology students. 
 
    She sat quietly for a moment, before responding with, ‘I liked knowing how much it affected you more. It really turns me on that I have this power over you. How did it feel?’ 
 
    I told her the truth. I told her how deliciously frustrating it was to sit at home, forced to imagine what she was doing at any moment. I told her how much I loved the pictures – it made me feel involved, even though I wasn’t there. 
 
    She listened with a smile on her face until I was finished. By that time, we were back at her apartment. I rolled to a stop out front. 
 
    ‘I’ve never felt as sexually aggressive as I do when I wear this,’ she said, lifting up the necklace with my key looped on the chain. My face must have squirmed as much as my insides did, because she laughed with delight. ‘I think you’ve been very good these past few days. Are you tired, or would you like to come upstairs?’ 
 
    It was almost three in the morning, but I had never felt more awake. 
 
    I followed her out of the car and into the building. She took the stairs ahead of me, so I could catch tiny glimpses of her wet panties and well-worn thighs with every step. 
 
    She knew that I could see, but she didn’t stop or adjust herself or chastise me for my glimpses. I had no idea what was on her mind, but I followed her up the stairs like an obedient dog. 
 
    She opened the door to her apartment and gestured for me to go in. I did as she instructed and stood in her hallway in the dark, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘You’ve been very good,’ she said again, closing the door and sealing us in the dark together. ‘I want to reward you.’ 
 
    My heart damned near jumped out of my chest when she said that. My breath caught in my throat. 
 
    She took me by the hand and walked me through her apartment, finding her way in the dark by muscle memory and the intimate knowledge of her living space. She brought me to her bedroom and told me to lay down on the bed. 
 
    I did as she asked, hardly believing what was about to happen. I had no idea what she would do with me. I had plenty of ideas that I wanted her to do, but I was totally at her mercy. 
 
    She opened the drapes, allowing the dim glow of streetlights and the moon overhead to bleed into the room, turning us a strange shade of orange-silver.  
 
    I watched as she lifted the necklace over her head and crawled onto the bed. She carefully unzipped my pants and pulled them down, revealing the firm bulge in my shorts. 
 
    ‘Should we let him out to play?’ she said in a teasing tone. 
 
    ‘Yes, please.’ 
 
    She pulled down my shorts. 
 
    ‘Aw,’ she said, looking at my trapped penis for only the second time in her life. ‘He looks really uncomfortable. Poor little boy.’ 
 
    As she spoke, she gently ran her hand over the cage. I felt the warmth of her fingers on my skin, the barest fraction of an inch away. I made a soft moaning, desperate for release. 
 
    ‘You’ve been very good to me this week,’ she said. ‘I’m really enjoying being your keyholder.’ 
 
    I told her I liked it, too. 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    She slipped the key in the little padlock and gently turned it. The sound of the lock snapping open was loud and definite, like a fire cracker popping in a library/ 
 
    I watched as she gently eased the cage away from my swollen, puffy manhood. I thought I would spring to life with a powerful, hard erection, but instead my member seemed to slowly uncoil, lazily, like an animal awoken from hibernation. She smiled and kissed my shaft. I groaned. It was the most sexual pleasure I had received since she caged me last week. 
 
    She started to tease me with her hand. I reached up to touch her beautiful face. She shook her head. 
 
    ‘Lay on your hands,’ she said. 
 
    I did as she instructed, pinning my hands beneath me, totally at her mercy. She continued to slowly tease me, trailing her long fingernails up and down my shaft, sending erotic thrills throughout my body. Her smile grew wider as my manhood slowly woke up, until she could wrap her hand around it and gently squeeze it. 
 
    ‘I’ve been looking up a lot of things that I could do,’ she said, ‘as your keyholder. Seeing as you’re now my little cuck, I can do anything I want, and there’s nothing you can do about it, isn’t that right?’ 
 
    I nodded. It was hard to concentrate. Her warm hand felt so damned good on my body, and she wasn’t even moving yet. 
 
    ‘I can do anything I want, with anyone I want, and you’ll enjoy it, won’t you?’ 
 
    I nodded again, swallowing hard. She started to slow rub her thumb in a circle along the underside of my shaft, just beneath the head of my cock. It felt awesome. I’ve never had anyone do that to me before. 
 
    ‘You want me to be happy, don’t you, cuck?’ 
 
    Another nod. It was hard to concentrate. 
 
    ‘Would you be happy if I wanted to get fucked by a whole group of guys?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ Through gritted teeth. 
 
    ‘Even if they were black guys?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And if I made you give me a ride afterwards, all covered in come?’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ Struggling to breathe. 
 
    ‘Are you getting close, cuck?’ She spoke softly, gently, still only rubbing me with her thumb in a small circular motion. 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I said, gasping. 
 
    She let go. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she said. ‘I want you to enjoy this for a long time yet.’ 
 
    And she did. I don’t know how many times she tormented me, but she kept going for almost a full hour, taking me to the very edge of release, then stopping short. It was excruciating and I loved every painful, humiliating second. She made me beg to keep going. She made me beg to stop. She did it all with a smile. 
 
    Finally, she said, ‘You might be the most perfect man I’ve ever known. I want you to be my boyfriend.’ She kept her hand on my shaft, slowly moving her thumb around and around. ‘I want to be your girlfriend. But only if we can keep up this arrangement.’ 
 
    I grunted out a reply, barely able to think straight. 
 
    ‘So, it’s settled,’ she said. ‘We’re now boyfriend and girlfriend. You stay loyal to me, and I keep you locked up for as long as I want. In return, I’ll make all your fantasies come true. Do you like that?’ 
 
    I nodded, feeling myself getting close to the edge again. 
 
    This time, she didn’t stop. Instead, she kept teasing me, until I felt myself reach the point of no return. That was when she stopped. She sat back and watched her handiwork. A thick, syrupy trickle of semen gently oozed out of me and trailed down the shaft. My manhood twitched and throbbed. It was almost like an orgasm, but with none of the pleasure. I watched in silent, shocked fascination as my climax slowly rolled down my shaft and pooled on my groin, hot and sticky and rich. 
 
    ‘Ruined orgasm,’ she said. ‘You’ve come, but you don’t feel like you’ve come. One of the things I read about this week. Do you like it?’ 
 
    I nodded, breathing hard, staring down at myself in shock. My body had been relieved, but I felt no relief. It was the best and worst feeling of my life. Pleasure without the excitement. 
 
    She admired her handiwork, a thin, satisfied smile on her face, until my shaft finally stopped trembling and the steady supply of semen ceased pumping from the tip of my cock. She laughed at my reaction, the expression on my face. 
 
    ‘Wow, you really did like that!’ she said. 
 
    I nodded, totally dumbfounded. It was the strangest sensation of my life. I didn’t feel satisfied or relieved in any way. All I felt was a yearning inside me, the feeling that I wanted more. 
 
    ‘I’m glad,’ she said. ‘Now go and clean up. You’ve been out of your cage long enough.’ 
 
    I washed myself in her bathroom, walking on uneasy legs, like I was on a ship at sea. I cleaned myself in Tessa’s bathroom. My erection slowly wilted under the cold rush of water, but the burning lust inside me didn’t fade one bit. When I returned to the bedroom, she had changed into her night shirt, the one that was barely long enough to cover her ass. She stood in front of the mirror, gently removing her makeup with a wipe. 
 
    ‘I don’t know about you,' she said, ‘but I feel exhausted.’ 
 
    I agreed. Her ass looked incredible peeking out from under the hem of the shirt. I wondered how it had looked when today’s lover had bent her over. 
 
    ‘Why are you still standing there?’ she said. ‘Put the cage back on.’ 
 
    I picked up the cage from the bed and carefully slipped the metal rings back into place. It suddenly weighed a thousand pounds. The snapped shut. 
 
    We got into her bed together. She curled up, head on my chest, and sighed with satisfaction. I listened to her fall asleep, staring up at the ceiling, wondering if maybe next time she would let me have a real orgasm. 
 
    So, yeah, I think I’m in love with Tessa. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Saturday 23rd 
 
    Tessa has been busy this week, mostly attending college during the days. She invited me over a couple of evenings. We chilled on her couch together and watched a movie, like a real couple. The only difference was the cage, hidden beneath my clothes. The other nights, she was busy. She called me on one of those nights – Wednesday, I think – and I heard her give an enthusiastic blowjob to a man who may or may not have been the same guy from before. She didn’t let me out of my cage all week, but she seemed to really enjoy walking around in as few clothes as possible, the necklace always visible, mocking me with its presence. I was always so close to my freedom, yet completely unable to do anything about it. 
 
    I think Tessa enjoyed the thrill of her sexual domination as well. I caught her looking at me several times, a sly smile on her lips. She would kiss me without warning, passionate, open-mouthed kisses, grinding her body against mine at the same time. Then she would giggle and walk away. It was blissfully painful. 
 
    At some point in the week, I asked about her kitchen cupboards. I noticed them the first time I went to her place. The cupboards are flimsy and weak and look ready to collapse. Frankly, they’ve been bugging me every time I see them. She asked if I would be able to fix them up. I said I could – I had a tool kit at home with all the basics, I would just need some materials. 
 
    This all brings me to yesterday. Holy shit. 
 
    Tessa text me in the morning. She asked if I would mind coming over in the afternoon to fix up the cupboards. I had the tools and a list of the materials and the time, so I figured, why not? I had no idea what she was planning. 
 
    Like a good, dutiful boyfriend, I arrived a little after one in the afternoon, weighed down with tools and pieces of wood I’d bought at my hardware store. I buzzed at for entry and heard her giggle through the speaker. I rode the elevator up to her floor and walked to her door. It was left ajar for me. 
 
    I called out as I walked in and pushed the door shut with my heel. 
 
    Her bedroom door was shut. I stood outside and knocked. After a few seconds, the door opened just wide enough for Tessa to poke her face through the gap. 
 
    ‘Great!’ she said. ‘You can get started.’ 
 
    She groaned passionately. Her body rocked. I tried to see what was happening behind the door, but I couldn’t. I asked what was going on. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ she said, smiling. ‘You go and fix up my apartment. I’ll be in here.’ 
 
    She closed the door on me. I heard a man’s voice, but couldn’t make out what he was saying. 
 
    ‘Oh, that was my boyfriend,’ Tessa said, loud enough for me to hear. 
 
    I stood outside her bedroom for a moment, my mind racing. I heard the squeak of her bedsprings as she and her lover climbed back in together. This was a torment I didn’t know existed. She wanted me to do chores while she fucked another guy in the same apartment! 
 
    I went to her kitchen and started work, carefully removing everything from the cupboards and preparing my workspace. In the background, muffled by the thin walls, I heard Tessa’s passionate moans and the sound of the bed rocking back and forth. It was hard to concentrate. 
 
    I forced myself to focus. I measured wood. I hammered nails. I fixed loose doors. The whole time, Tessa’s moans and groans and cries of delight filled my ears. It was a miracle I didn’t accidentally hammer my own hand. 
 
    After an hour – maybe two – she appeared in the kitchen doorway. I was halfway through by this point, tightening a screw on a loose hinge. She waited silently for me to notice her and when I did, my cock slammed against the cage like an animal fighting captivity. 
 
    She was naked. Her body glistened with a thin sheen of sweat that left shiny trails down to her shaven mound. Her inner thighs were wet and sticky. A thin, white trickle of semen ran down from her lips. More drops of semen were casually scattered over her breasts. The key hung from her necklace, a small splash of come dangling from the chain. 
 
    ‘Can you get me a drink?’ she said, acting as casual as possible. 
 
    I picked up a glass and filled it with water from the sink. She took it gratefully and placed it to her lips, smearing the rim with sticky come. She took a mouthful and handed it back to me. Then she turned on her heel and went back to the bedroom without another word. 
 
    I stood by the sink for a long few minutes, waiting for my body to calm down. The sight of Tessa, naked and used, coated in her lover’s come, was incredibly erotic. It might have been the most erotic moment of my life. After a few moments of quiet, a deep male groan of pleasure. I could only imagine what she must be doing for him to make a noise like that. 
 
    I continued working, tearing my thoughts away from the sounds echoing out from the bedroom, concentrating on the task in hand. Every minute seemed to be difficult than the one before. I heard his groans. I heard her cries. I heard the bed slamming against the wall. I heard the bedsprings squeak. I felt the walls shake. 
 
    It was torture. Pure, intense, delicious torture. 
 
    Three hours after I began, I stood back and admired my handiwork. It looked good. Solid and sturdy. I hadn’t heard anything from the bedroom for about fifteen minutes or more. I placed all the cups and glasses and dishes back in the cupboards and gathered all my tools. 
 
    Then I hesitated. What next? Did Tessa want me to stay or go? I knocked on her door. 
 
    ‘It’s open,’ she said. 
 
    I paused, unsure what to do. I swallowed. My heart thundered. I pushed open the door. 
 
    She was naked, lying in bed, her legs open towards me, head propped up on a pillow. He was naked, kneeling over her breasts. She was slowly and gently and lovingly stroking his hard cock. I noticed that he was bigger than me. The room was a mess. Clothes and used condoms littered the floor. The air stank of sex and semen and burning rubber. 
 
    ‘Well?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’m finished.’ 
 
    She nodded. Her lover groaned, nearing yet another climax. How long had they been having sex today? I didn’t know. I could see at least five condom wrappers. 
 
    ‘Wait there,’ she said. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, obedient as a guard dog, watching them. The cage pinched and gripped me. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I watched my girlfriend slowly and carefully bring him to climax with her skilled hand. He groaned and his body shuddered and his hips bucked and his cock throbbed visibly in her hands. I watched as a couple of drops of semen lazily fell from his shaft, landing on her breasts. She smiled up at him and let go. He sank down on to the bed, utterly spent. 
 
    ‘Thanks for coming over,’ she said. 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    ‘Can you get me a drink?’ she said, this time talking to me. 
 
    I busied myself in the kitchen, grateful to get out of the room. I took far longer than I needed to. By the time I finally finished and entered the bedroom, her lover was dressed. 
 
    ‘See you later?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Maybe.’ 
 
    He turned and headed for the door. He paused as he walked past me and said, ‘Thanks for letting me fuck your girlfriend.’ 
 
    I tried to respond, but nothing came out. He walked out of the apartment and pulled the door behind him. Silence filled the air. Tessa eyed me coolly from the bed. I met her gaze. My girlfriend. My keyholder. My cuckoldress. 
 
    My face burned with arousal and humiliation and desire. My insides twisted like snakes in a sack. My manhood fought a losing battle with the prison. 
 
    ‘Are you still having fun?’ she said. Her voice was calm and level. She betrayed no emotion. I couldn’t tell if she was nervous or excited or happy. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Was that the guy from the other night?’ I said. ‘The one from your class?’ 
 
    ‘Him?’ she said. ‘No. I met that guy last night at a bar. I explained your fantasy and he was very interested to learn more.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I said, my throat dry. 
 
    She asked if I wanted to come. I said I did. She told me that she was too tired to have me as well, but she could think of something. She lifted up my key. It was covered in her lover’s freshly spilled come. 
 
    ‘Whoops,’ she said. 
 
    She wiped the key on a sock from the floor and beckoned me closer. I went willingly. She unlocked the cage for the first time this week and took me in her hand. My manhood unfurled to its full length slowly and sedately. She curled her fingers around my shaft. 
 
    ‘I’m too tired,’ she said. ‘You’ll have to do it for me.’ 
 
    I didn’t know what she meant at first. Then I slowly realized that Tessa wasn’t intending to pleasure me in any way. She was merely going to grip my shaft. If I wanted any pleasure, I was going to have to do I all myself. I rocked back and forth, thrusting into her fist, making love to her hand while she looked up at me with a bored expression as she swirled the fingers of her other hand through the fresh come on her breasts. 
 
    ‘Do you like that?’ she said, with a disinterested voice. 
 
    I grunted my approval and concentrated on fucking her hand. It didn’t feel as good as I wanted, but it didn’t feel bad, either. 
 
    ‘My pussy is so sore,’ she said. ‘Did you see how big his cock was? I think she stretched me. It’s a good thing you’re not going to have sex with me right now, I wouldn’t be able to feel you.’ 
 
    Her words were perfect torment. Everything should have hurt and scorned me, but instead it spurned me on. I fucked her hand faster and faster. 
 
    ‘His come was delicious,’ she said. ‘I couldn’t get enough. Yours won’t taste as good. Maybe next time I’ll make you taste his come. Would you like that, cuck?’ 
 
    I grunted, concentrating on fucking her hand. 
 
    ‘I don’t know if I want you to come right now,’ she said. ‘Maybe I don’t think you deserve it.’ 
 
    ‘I deserve it!’ I said, thinking of everything I had done that week, every little tease she had inflicted on me. 
 
    ‘Really?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Please!’ 
 
    She sighed dramatically, like this was a real hardship for her. 
 
    ‘Fine,’ she said. ‘But you can only come on my feet. You don’t get the rest of me.’ 
 
    I fucked her limp hand as fast and hard as I could. It was embarrassing and humiliating and degrading. I loved it. 
 
    ‘Tell me,’ she said, her voice softer now. ‘Be honest. If I let you jerk off a couple times a week, would you still think about your ex cheating on you, or would you think about me?’ 
 
    ‘You.’ 
 
    Her hand gripped me tighter now. 
 
    ‘Come now,’ she said. ‘Before I change my mind.’ 
 
    I came exactly as she had commanded. I pulled out of her fist and spilled a long, long overdue load across her feet, grimacing and groaning as I did. It was the most overpowering orgasm I had ever felt. My head spun and my knees felt weak. I sank to the floor and sat amongst the clothes and the condoms filled with another man’s come, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘Poor baby,’ she said. ‘When was the last time you had a proper orgasm?’ 
 
    I couldn’t remember. 
 
    ‘It might be the last one you have for a long time,’ she said. 
 
    She slowly sat up and turned her body towards me. She sat on the edge of the bed, her wet, glistening feet on the floor in front of me, her wet, used, pink, puffy sex open before my eyes. Her hair was a mess, her makeup was streaked and smeared, and she looked exhausted. She had never looked so beautiful. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ I said. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. 
 
    I think I’m going to marry this woman. 
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    ‘Does this look okay?’ Layla says, gently rubbing her cheek, eyes fixed on the mirror. 
 
    I look up from my breakfast and drink her in. As always, she looks spectacular, even though she’s only going to work. Flawless makeup. Dark hair neatly restrained in a ponytail. Smart business outfit – knee-length dress, dark suit jacket, short black heels. 
 
    ‘Better than okay,’ I say, getting up from the table and walking over to her. ‘You look stunning.’ 
 
    ‘You’re supposed to say that,’ she says, a faint smile on her freshly painted lips. ‘You’re my husband.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t mean it’s not true,’ I say, affecting a mock-hurt tone. I slip my arms around her thin waist, watching her reflection. We look so good together. I’m always amazed at how good she looks. Even now, when she’s rushing off to work, she looks like a million bucks. Next to her, I look like a sack of potatoes. How did I get so lucky? 
 
    ‘What are we doing for dinner tonight?’ she says. 
 
    I think about it for a second, watching the beautiful woman in the mirror run a finger around her immaculate lips to check for any smears. 
 
    ‘Anything you want,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I might be home late,’ she says. ‘I have a meeting after work. Budget proposal or something.’ 
 
    ‘Aw,’ I say. ‘Stupid meeting. Keeping you away from me.’ 
 
    She laughs and says, ‘It’s only once a month. And I come home to you straight after, don’t I?’ 
 
    She stops examining herself in the mirror, finally satisfied with what she sees. I hold her tight, but she doesn’t respond. She doesn’t want to mess up her look. 
 
    ‘Why don’t you give me a call when you get out?’ I say. ‘I can cook something and have it ready, or you can pick up some takeout on the way. It depends on how you feel.’ 
 
    ‘I’d like it if you cooked,’ she says. ‘You work from home, you might as well be useful.’ 
 
    She pokes her tongue at me in the mirror and I laugh. In all the years we’ve been together, she’s still the same funny, spirited woman I fell in love with when we held hands and walked through the park in the moonlight. I squeeze her tight, holding her close to me, wishing that she didn’t have to go, that she could stay here with me, stay and spend the whole day in my arms. 
 
    ‘I gotta go,’ she says, glancing at her watch. ‘I can’t be late.’ 
 
    I lean in and kiss her. She turns her face at the last second and I plant my wet lips on her cheek. 
 
    ‘Don’t ruin my face!’ she says, frowning at me and turning the affected cheek toward the mirror. ‘What will my colleagues think if I show up my face all smeared?’ 
 
    ‘They’ll think you have a loving husband who can’t keep his hands off you,’ I say, laughing. 
 
    She chuckles and kisses me on the lips, a small, soft peck. I catch a whiff of her scent, her delightful, warm fragrance, and my heart soars. I love everything about this woman. 
 
    ‘I’ll call you when I finish,’ she says, walking through the hallway, heels clacking against the wooden floor. 
 
    ‘Can’t wait,’ I say, watching her perfect ass sway side to side as she walks. ‘I love you.’ 
 
    ‘You too, Oliver. Have a great day.’ 
 
    ‘And you, hun.’ 
 
    She opens the front door and leaves our happy little home. I sigh wistfully and carry on with my day. 
 
    Working from home isn’t as exciting as most people seem to believe it is. Sure, I can set my own hours, and lounge around the house in my underwear, and have lunch whenever I like, but it quickly loses its appeal when you realize that your office is in the same space as your bed. I’m a freelance graphic designer, so most of what I do is based around my computer and my tablet. It doesn’t earn that much – not yet, anyway – but Layla makes more than enough for the two of us right now. With no kids to worry about for the time being, we’re comfortable with what we have. 
 
    I finish my breakfast and wash the dishes in the sink. Make another coffee. Take the mug through the house to the den. Sit down at my desk. Fire up the laptop. 
 
    The first half of the day unfolds like always. I check my emails. Reply to any queries. Check the usual websites for new listings or offers. Chase up the contacts I made in my previous firm for any news or rumors.  
 
    Once that’s out of the way, I continue with my latest project, designing a new logo for a local fast food chain. It’s not an especially inspiring piece of work, but it’s going to help pay the bills and get my name out there, so I’m giving it my best. As always, the client is incredibly unhelpful, giving conflicting criteria – ‘make it red, but not too red’; ‘we want it distinct and memorable, but also not to look too unusual’; ‘our speciality is chicken, but don’t make it all about the chicken’, etc. – and isn’t sure what they actually want, so I find myself designing five or six different logos that roughly fit the unclear, non-specific template given to me. 
 
    I take a break late in the morning, to stretch and walk around the house. The worst part about working from home is how many goddamn distractions there are to occupy my time. The first week I went freelance, I spent almost the whole time playing videogames and masturbating. It was like being back in college again. Layla was less than impressed when she found out, but I convinced her to let me keep trying, and I’ve been slowly growing my brand ever since. It’s hard work, and always a challenge to get ahead, but I’ve never been happier than I am right now, chasing my dream with the woman I love at my side. 
 
    Running along one wall in the hallway is a series of photos of the two of us. It was Layla’s idea, and I love it. It runs from left to right, starting with pictures of us as children, progressing through our youths, then intertwining as we met and became friends and fell in love. This expands off to the right of the hallway, cataloging our relationship and the adventures we’ve had as man and wife. In the center of this stunning collage is the largest photo of all – our wedding picture. We smile toward the camera, eyes gleaming with happiness, wide grins on our bright, excited faces. I look like James Bond – and handsome as fuck – in my dark suit and deep red tie, and Layla shines like she’s made of starlight in her pristine white wedding dress, the pearl beading catching the flash of the camera just right, her ruby-red lips as kissable then as they are today. 
 
    I love walking through this hallway. It always brings a smile to my face to see how far we’ve come. It always fills me with delight to wonder how much further our path will take us. What other pictures will we hang on this wall in a year? In two years? Where will we hang the pictures of our inevitably gorgeous children? Our grandchildren? 
 
    I stop daydreaming and make another coffee in the kitchen. Thank God for coffee. I don’t know what I would without nigh-unlimited access to caffeine. Back when I worked in an office and coffee breaks were monitored, I used to sneak in a thermos and keep it full throughout the day. Glad I don’t have to suffer that bullshit anymore. Now my only worries come from clients who specialize in chicken burgers but don’t want that reflected in their logo. 
 
    The world outside is quiet and still. Just another weekday morning in this part of suburbia. Moms and dads at work. Kids in school. Stay-at-home soccer moms flirting with delivery men. I walk out of the kitchen with my mug of precious caffeine and walk back through the house, glancing at our photo in the hallway as I pass. Layla smiles at me in her wedding dress, perfectly happy. I blow her a kiss and return to my desk. The various logo designs stare up at me from my artist’s tablet – not too red, not too distinct and not too chicken-focussed – waiting for me to submit them to the client. 
 
    I sit back down at my desk and upload the logos to my personal cloud server. That way I can finalize them on my laptop before I email them across to the client. Each logo looks like it could be The One. Can I re-use logos for other clients? I hope so. If not, I’ll need to re-write the contract I created. 
 
    After a few minutes, all the logos are uploaded to the cloud, ready for passing to the client. I put the tablet to one side and grab my mug. I raise the mug to my lips and sniff the hot coffee, nostrils tingling from the thick, strong scent of caffeine. 
 
    Then three things happen at once. 
 
    First, there is a strange, sudden sound. A small but definite chink. The sound of ceramic tearing away from ceramic. 
 
    Secondly, the hand holding the mug inexplicably grows lighter. The change in weight is so sudden that my hand jerks upwards a little, as it’s been pulled toward the ceiling by a powerful magnet. 
 
    Thirdly, a cry of shock and horror and wordless frustration escapes my throat, torn out like the wail of a dying man. 
 
    Before I am even really aware what is happening, the handle breaks off the mug. The mug drops like a rock onto my desk. Onto my laptop. It tilts in the air, landing hard on the keyboard, one edge crashing down first. The mug bounces, ejecting scalding coffee on the first impact, spraying more as it rises back into the air by an inch or two. I watch it all in slow motion, unable to stop the scene from unfolding. Now the mug turns in the air, more coffee flying out like blood splatter from a severed artery, coating the desk, the laptop, the walls, the floor, everything. 
 
    I grab the mug and pull it back from the laptop, but it’s already too late. There is a soft pop, an electronic buzz, and the screen turns black, the motors and fans grinding to a halt forever. 
 
    I curse and scream in anger, wiping at the pools of spilled coffee with my bare hands, the boiling liquid scalding my skin. I yell in pain and realize that I’m still holding the broken mug handle. Steam or smoke – or the devil himself – rises out from between the waterlogged keys of my laptop. I run through the house and toss the broken, worthless, traitorous mug into the sink. It shatters, shards bouncing off the metal basin. I grab a towel and run back through the house, not pausing to glance at my wife’s smiling face for maybe the first time in my entire life. By the time I reach the laptop, the smoke has dissipated. I dab the keyboard with the towel, hoping and praying that this will somehow undo the damage that’s already been caused, hoping and praying that it’s not too late, hoping and praying that I haven’t just destroyed my only means of support. 
 
    I mop and dab and rub the keys until the towel is damp in my hands and I can’t see any more liquid on the outside of the machine. I swallow and touch the power button. 
 
    Nothing happens. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, my cry of anger echoing in the silent house. I dab the keyboard again, as though this will solve all my problems, and try again. 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    My faithful laptop, my humble companion, my source of income, is dead. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    A minute passes. Or maybe it’s an hour. Or a year. I don’t know. I slump in my faux-leather office chair, defeated, heartbroken, furious. I feel like crying, but nothing comes. I feel numb and empty, like I’ve just been informed of a dead family member. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say again, the word sounding so bitter and full of spite. ‘God fucking dammit.’ 
 
    Now what the fuck am I supposed to do? My entire business is online. Without my computer, I’m nothing. My client is expecting the templates to be delivered today. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I skulk back through the house and toss the wet towel into the washing machine. I try to focus on the positives. At least I managed to upload the logos to the cloud first. I can still access them. All I need is another computer. But I don’t have the time or the money for that. 
 
    Another idea blossoms in my head like a beautiful flower in the sunlight 
 
    Layla has a laptop. 
 
    But where? 
 
    I grab my phone and call her, heart racing, begging her to please answer, please answer, please answer… 
 
    She picks up on the fifth ring. I hear a little background noise – voices, phones, footsteps – and then the soft click of a closing door cuts the other sounds out. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ she says, sounding a little uneasy. I don’t usually call her at work, so maybe she’s thinking that something’s wrong. ‘What’s up, Oliver?’ 
 
    I open my mouth. Can’t find the words. 
 
    ‘Oli?’ she says. Concern in her voice now. ‘Are you okay?’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine,’ I say, my voice strangely wooden. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ 
 
    ‘Do you, uh… do you know where your laptop is?’ I say. ‘Did you need it today?’ 
 
    There is a pause. I can picture her on the other end of the line, brow creasing in concentration, a soft pink tongue gently touching the corner of her mouth as she thinks. 
 
    ‘I think it’s under the bed,’ she says. ‘I haven’t used it for a day or two… why?’ 
 
    ‘I fucked up,’ I say, shoulder slumping in defeat. I tell her my story, tell her how the mug broke in my hands, how my laptop smoked and died in front of me. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ she says, and I know that she’s just closed her eyes and put a hand to her forehead in frustration. She always does that when she’s trying to stay calm. ‘Okay. Fine. Fuck. We’ll deal with that later. I haven’t got time right now. But you can borrow mine for today.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘Just…’ she pauses. Maybe she’s glancing through the window of her office, making sure nobody can hear her. ‘Just don’t look at porn on my computer, okay? I use it for work. The last thing I need is to make a presentation and your search history displayed on the projector.’ 
 
    ‘Hey!’ I say, as amused as I am wounded. ‘I wouldn’t do that.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve seen what you watch,’ she says, and I can hear a smile in her voice. ‘I don’t want my bosses thinking I’m some kind of pervert.’ 
 
    I laugh, relief flooding me. 
 
    ‘Please don’t spill anything on my computer,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I won’t.’ 
 
    ‘I gotta go. Love you.’ 
 
    The phone clicks off in my ear. I let out a long sigh of relief. All is not lost. I can still do this. 
 
    I head upstairs to our bedroom and retrieve the laptop from under Layla’s side of the bed, nestled between boxes of stuff we promised we would sort and forgotten pairs of underwear. I brush a thin layer of dust off the case and carry it back downstairs and put it on top of my own closed, dead computer. The laptop boots up as soon as I touch the button and asks for a password. I think for a second. What’s my wife’s password? 
 
    I enter the date of our wedding and the laptop comes to life. Her background picture is another photo of us smiling together a few minutes after we officially became man and wife. It’s not exactly the same as the photo in the hallway, but it was taken around the same time, from a different angle. My heart warms to see it. What a wonderful day that was. 
 
    I shake myself out of my daze and do what I need to do. I access the cloud. Retrieve my templates. Draft an email to the client. Attach the files in a zip folder for ease of sending. Re-read the email. Adjust a typo. Send the email. 
 
    Then I lean back in my creaking office chair and rub the heels of my hands over my face. What a fucking morning. What the fuck else can go wrong today? 
 
    I close down all my work windows and look at Layla’s background photo. Our wedding day. Her smiling, happy face. My gleaming eyes. Her sparkling dress. I can’t help but smile when I see it. 
 
    Three years as boyfriend and girlfriend had led to that moment, to our commitment. It felt like a dream. Watching walk down the aisle was the most surreal, wonderful moment of my life. I just wish I could remember more of the day. Not only did the whole thing seem to pass like a blur, but I ended up getting drunk during the reception. My groomsmen plied me with liquor in the morning – ‘to calm the nerves’, they said – and it was a slow, steady descent into drunkenness from there. Champagne, beer, shots, more liquor – you name it, a glass of it was put in my hand. I have a vague recollection of our first dance – slow, passionate, the feel of her body pressing into mine, her eyes shining with love and happiness – but after that, all I have are fragments. My best man trying to flirt with the maid of honor, who was pregnant with her then-boyfriend’s baby. Layla’s father trying to out-dance my dad to the sound of classic party anthems. My brother making out with someone’s recently-divorced aunt. It was a blast and a blur and I wish I could remember more. 
 
    Layla told me the next day that she ended up putting me to bed about an hour or so before the end of the party. She still loves to tease me about it, even now, six years later. Every anniversary, she’ll look at her watch at around ten PM and say, ‘Well done, honey, by this time on our wedding day, you were drooling into a pillow’ and her eyes will flash with mischief. I don’t think she’ll ever let me live it down. The next day, we were both so hungover that we still couldn’t officially consummate our union. We didn’t make love as man and wife until we arrived at our hotel in Maui, two days after our wedding. But that’s a very different story, and we didn’t take any photos to commemorate that particular night. 
 
    The blurred, hectic memories stir something inside me. What happened to all our photos from the wedding? Sure, we have the elegant photo album provided as part of the photographer’s deluxe package – stored somewhere in the closet, I think – but there were hundreds of pictures taken on the day. We made a point of collecting them all together so we had a massive compilation of every photo our guests took on the day. 
 
    Shit, was that on my computer? My heart almost explodes at the thought that I might have lost all our wedding pictures, but I think Layla also had a copy of the files. 
 
    I open up her documents to check, clicking through archives and sub-folders until I find what I’m looking for. A file marked, Our Wedding, with the date we got married. 
 
    Thank Christ. I don’t know what I would do if this was all destroyed. 
 
    My fingers double-click on the file and the screen is filled with dozens of smaller folders, each neatly organized by the name of the guest who took the pictures. I open a random file and examine the contents, dozens of thumbnail images chronologically recording our day. I close it and open another and scroll down. There are a lot of pictures of the reception, photos of things I don’t remember, like Layla and the bridal party performing a line dance while the DJ applauds in the background. Man, I wish I hadn’t gotten so drunk and missed out. 
 
    I keep scrolling, seeing the names of our guests beneath each file. Then I stop suddenly, frowning. Something isn’t right. I scroll back up a little. One name stands out among all the rest. A file named Morgan Daniels. 
 
    I don’t know anyone by that name. I don’t recall ever knowing anyone by that name. Was it one of Layla’s friends? I don’t think so. I don’t remember writing out an invitation in that name, or seeing them on the table plan, or greeting any of the evening guests with that name. Yeah, I was wasted by that time of the night, but I’m good with names. 
 
    But there’s something else that bugs me. I’m sure that I have all the same photos on my laptop, and I’ve never seen this file before. The name jumps out at me like a deer on the highway. Who the fuck is Morgan Daniels? More to the point, what photos did he take? 
 
    Curious, I click on the file. There is a few seconds’ delay, then a box appears on the screen, asking for a password. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say, staring at the blinking cursor. We haven’t password-protected any of our pictures, ever. Why is this one different? 
 
    I enter the date of our wedding and hit the enter key. 
 
    The password is rejected. 
 
    ‘What the fuck?’ I say, now really curious as to what’s going on. Part of me wants to call Layla and ask, but another of me feels bad for snooping, as crazy as that is. How can a husband snoop through his own wedding pictures? 
 
    I take a moment to think, trying to recall all the old passwords Layla used to have when we first started dating. I enter the name of her old high school. 
 
    Rejected. 
 
    I curse under my breath and lean back in my chair. One more chance before the file is locked until it can be accessed by an administrator. I should stop trying to open it. I should close the laptop and make some lunch or go for a run or do anything else with my day. 
 
    But I have to know who this person is and what pictures they took at our wedding. 
 
    I try one more password. The PIN number of Layla’s credit card, the one she doesn’t think I know about. 
 
    The password box disappears and the file opens, the screen littered with thumbnail images of the contents. I can make out what looks to be Layla in her wedding dress, but the thumbnails are too small to make out much else. 
 
    Despite that, I know one thing for certain – I have never seen these pictures before. 
 
    I click on the first thumbnail. The picture enlarges to size of the laptop screen, filling my vision. 
 
    It’s Layla. In her wedding dress. Smiling – no, laughing – happily at the camera. It looks as though she was walking and turned back to react to something funny. She looks directly into the camera, directly into my eyes. 
 
    She’s walking down a hallway. It looks like the wide, well-maintained hallway of the hotel where we got married earlier that day. She looks beautiful, but a little drunk – I recognize the look in her eyes and the smile on her face and the angle of her body as the camera snaps on her, mid-stagger, mid-turn. 
 
    I frown. Why haven’t I seen this before? Why was it hidden behind a password? It’s a lovely picture – I can clearly see how delighted, how beautiful, how excited she is. Again, I wonder who took the picture. 
 
    I click to the next picture. This one was taken a few seconds after the first. Layla faces the camera fully, her pretty face creased with laughter. There’s a clock on the wall of the hallway in the background, blurry and indistinct, but I squint and it looks like the time in the photo is either half past midnight or six. I’m gonna go with the first. That makes this particular set of pictures the last ones taken on the day of our wedding. Everyone should have gone by this time, riding home in cabs, or fast asleep in other rooms around the hotel. Who stayed this late to take pictures of Layla staggering back to the bridal suite? 
 
    I click through the next three or four pictures. They form a slideshow of Layla turning her back to the camera and walking ahead, passing closed doors in the hotel. 
 
    Then one picture makes me stop dead. It’s Layla, standing outside the bridal suite, the room she and I shared that night. A sign on the door reads Mr & Mrs and she stands next to the sign, holding a finger to her grinning lips, her eyes returning the flash of the camera. Behind that door, I am fast asleep, practically comatose from all the liquor people insisted on buying for me. 
 
    I begin to feel a little nervous. Did Layla bring someone back to our room to photograph my drunk, snoring ass? Is that why she’s never shown me this set of pictures? I can imagine her bringing these out sometime, without warning, like during our tenth anniversary dinner. Hey, honey, this is how you spent our wedding night, remember? 
 
    But the next picture does not show Layla sneaking into the bridal suite or my slobbering, drooling face. The next picture shows Layla walking backwards along the hallway, gesturing to the camera with a curled finger, still with that excited smile on her face, leaving the bridal suite behind. 
 
    The picture after that is my wife standing in someone else’s hotel room, hands on her hips, posing for the camera, her dress gleaming like moonbeams in the shutter flash. 
 
    I pause again, fingers bunched over the keyboard, a nagging, gnawing dread forming in my stomach, worming its way through my coiling guts. Why did my wife go into someone else’s hotel room? Why is she posing for the camera like that? Why is she smiling that excited, happy smile? I know that face very well – it’s the face she makes when she’s in the mood to be naughty. The face she makes before she starts to nuzzle my neck. The face she makes before the two of us get intimate. 
 
    My guts twist again. I’ve never had any reason to doubt my wife. Not once. She’s never lied to me in all the years we’ve known each other. But here I’m staring at something she’s never told me about. Not just allowing someone to photograph her in a different hotel room, but the whole thing – hiding the photos on her computer, locking them behind a password – it’s all so totally unlike her. She can’t have simply forgotten about this set of photos because she shared every other file with me, and she also went to the trouble of password-protecting this one folder. 
 
    Maybe, I tell myself, trying to fight the panic that rises up in me like a cobra preparing to fend off an attacker, maybe it’s a lot more innocent than that. Maybe she just wanted a few more photos of the dress, for prosperity’s sake. A little keepsake of how beautiful and stunning and happy she looked on her wedding day. 
 
    But I know that’s not right. I know there’s something else going on here. 
 
    I click to the next photo and gasp. 
 
    The camera has moved closer now, Layla’s upper half the focus of the picture. She’s smiling, eyes flashing with excitement, her face still alive with lust. But her hands are in front of her, cupping her breasts, pushing them up, the top half now threatening to spill out of her corset, the dark pink circles of her areolas just visible beneath the sheer white fabric. It’s sensual, playful, erotic and someone else took this picture. 
 
    There is no other way to look at it. There is no way this could be innocent. I’m not viewing this wrong, or misinterpreting the image, or jumping to conclusions. My wife is playfully smiling at someone behind the camera and pushing her breasts up in a sexy, seductive way that she’s done for me many, many times before. It’s one of her signature moves, alongside biting her lip with an innocent, sexy expression, and wiggling her butt at me. 
 
    I reach out to click the next photo, but can’t bring myself to do it. I push back from the desk and stand up. I pace the room like an animal in a cage, glancing at the screen over and over, hoping to see something different in the photo. 
 
    But it doesn’t change. My wife continues to stare at me with excited, lusty eyes, smiling as she pushes her breasts up from below. 
 
    A million thoughts explode in my mind at once. Who took the photo? Why did this happen? What was she thinking? Why has she never mentioned this to me? What’s in the rest of the photos? 
 
    I stop pacing, struck by the thought. There were a lot of pictures in this folder, and I’ve only seen the first few. There’s a lot more that I still haven’t seen yet. 
 
    My guts clench. My heart sinks down to my heels. My eyes gloss over, blinding me for a moment. 
 
    I put my hands over my face and try to think for a moment. To clear the air. To breathe. 
 
    Maybe this somehow isn’t what it looks like. Right now, it looks like my wife went into a hotel room with some unknown person at the end of our wedding day and allowed this unknown person to take sexy pictures of her. Maybe that’s not right. Maybe – just maybe – there’s an innocent explanation to all of this. 
 
    For instance, maybe she had some sexy photos taken as a memento for me. After all, I was supposed to be awake and lucid enough at this point to help her out of the dress and into bed for the first time, so this could be her way of cataloging the moment for me. Or maybe this is a sexy gift she plans to give me as a surprise, like those erotic photoshoots couples can arrange for one another. 
 
    But if that’s the case, why hasn’t she shown me these pictures before now? Wouldn’t our first anniversary have been the best time to surprise me with these sexy images? Besides, I once jokingly asked her if she was into the idea of taking naughty pictures for each other and she wrinkled her nose in disgust. 
 
    ‘Why would you want someone else to see me like that?’ she said. 
 
    Now I know that someone else has seen her like that. Someone else followed her through the hotel, snapping pictures of her and making her laugh, took her intto a room and got her to pose in a sexy way. Someone else has seen a side of my wife that only I, and maybe a couple of high school boyfriends, have seen. 
 
    I look at the picture again. Layla’s seductive face illuminates the room. I know what I need to do. I need to close the image. Close the folder. Turn off the laptop. Go for a walk. Under no circumstances should I keep looking through these pictures. There might be things I don’t want to see. Things I can never unsee. Things that will haunt me forever. 
 
    I walk back to the desk on feet that feel as heavy as lead. I lift my hand with great effort and concentration and touch the mousepad. 
 
    My finger betrays me and clicks to the next image. 
 
    If I thought the previous photo was bad, this one is far, far worse. 
 
    Layla’s bare breasts now spill out of her wedding dress. She cups them with her hands and pushes them together, like she does on those rare occasions when I’m about to erupt all over her body. Her expression is almost the same – delight, excitement, lust – but her eyes gleam with triumph. My heart leaps up from my heels into my throat and falls all the way back down again. I try to look away but I can’t. My eyes are drawn to her naked breasts, the breasts I know so well, the breasts I love to gently tease with my tongue, the pink nipples that I love to suck to full hardness, the sensitive skin she loves me biting. 
 
    My wife. 
 
    Her bare breasts. 
 
    An anonymous hotel room. 
 
    Some unknown person taking pictures. 
 
    I pinch myself. I’m not dreaming. This is real. This is really, really, very fucking real. 
 
    It feels like the wooden floor beneath my chair is opening up and I’m falling into an endless pit. How could this have happened? How could she have done this to me – on our fucking wedding day, no less? 
 
    But one question rises above all the others in my mind: 
 
    Who took the pictures? 
 
    Someone at our wedding. That’s who. 
 
    I can’t stomach this information. This knowledge. This betrayal. 
 
    The photos were taken around eight fucking hours after I put the ring on her finger – the ring that now glints in the flash of the camera as she poses with her firm breasts pushed together to make a tempting target. We stood up in front of my friends. Her friend. Co-workers. Our families. Everyone we knew and loved. We stood up in front of them all and swore to love one another always. We read vows to each other to prove our love and loyalty. We exchanged rings. We kissed as everyone we loved watched and applauded. 
 
    Eight fucking hours later, I’m passed out drink and she’s flashing her tits to someone else in a hotel room. Flashing her tits to someone who was at our wedding. Someone who applauded when we kissed and congratulated us and bought us both a drink. 
 
    Someone we both knew. 
 
    Maybe it’s all a misunderstanding. Maybe she was drunk and fooling around with her bridesmaids – I remember that her friend Jess always got a bit touchy-feely after a few drinks. Maybe that’s all this is. Just a misunderstanding. There’s no way. No way. 
 
    I click on the next photo, hand trembling, stomach twisting and churning, my breakfast threatening to make a reappearance. 
 
    The next picture shatters my thin hope. 
 
    It’s a close-up of my wife’s beautiful bare breasts, her slender fingers toying with the mounds, pushing them together, firm nipples pointing right at the camera. But now there is a third hand in the frame. The hand of the person holding the camera. It is a man’s hand. Thick wrist dotted with strands of dark hair. Black watch strap. It’s a big hand. Big and powerful. It almost covers Layla’s entire breast. My own hands aren’t big enough for that. 
 
    This man’s hand – the hand of the cameraman, the man who followed my wife into this hotel room just a few doors down from the bridal suite – is placed on Layla’s bare breast. 
 
    A cry of wordless shock and horror and frustration escapes my lips. I grab the desk with both hands, holding on for dear life, terrified that I might suddenly fall backwards and collapse. 
 
    The screen blurs for a moment as tears fill my eyes. How could she do this to me? To us? Why did she do this to me? Was she drunk? Did someone take advantage of her? 
 
    I don’t know the answers to any of those questions. But, from the look of the previous photos, it seemed that my wife was pretty drunk. It didn’t look like anyone was forcing her to do anything. She was walking ahead of the camera, leading this man into this room for this reason. 
 
    Another thought suddenly hits me, the worst, most devastating thought yet: 
 
    Has she done this before? 
 
    A wave of nausea slams into me like a collapsing building. My breakfast rises in my throat. I stagger back from the desk and stumble through the house and fall on my knees in the bathroom, dry heaving into the toilet. 
 
    My wife. 
 
    Someone else’s hand. 
 
    While I slept. 
 
    Maybe not for the first time. 
 
    I stay where I am, breathing long and deep – in through the nose, out through the mouth, all that shit you’re supposed to do to calm down – until finally the feeling passes. Then I sit on the bathroom floor for a long, long time, staring at nothing. All I can see is the image of a strange man’s hand groping my wife – my new wife, my wife of eight fucking hours – and giving her breast a playful squeeze. 
 
    I feel like crying. Like wailing. Like punching a hole in the bathroom wall and tearing this house down with my bare hands. Our life together was built on a lie. I don’t know what hurts more – the fact that someone else touched parts of Layla that were meant exclusively for me, or that they did it before I had that pleasure as a husband. 
 
    My ass starts to feel numb and cold from sitting on the floor. I get to my feet and walk back through the house. I stop in the hallway, staring at the photo in the center of the collage, at Layla’s gleaming face as we posed as man and wife for the first time. 
 
    ‘Did you know?’ I ask the photo. ‘Did you know that you were going to do this to me when this was taken?’ 
 
    I walk back to the laptop, dragging my feet like a man approaching the gallows, hoping to delay the inevitable, trying desperately to stay alive just a few moments longer. The picture is still there, frozen on the screen, captured for prosperity for all time. My wife’s body and the man’s caressing hand. 
 
    I need to know who that is. I need to know who touched my wife. How many other people know? Were there other men in that room, standing behind the camera, watching my wife push her breasts out of the wedding dress? The thought sends a stab of pain through my stomach. What would be worse than one man touching my wife? More than one. 
 
    The next few pictures unfold like a slideshow. The camera pulls back, Layla in the center of the frame, the middle of the room, her beauty glowing among the shadows thrown by a dim lamp. She turns, her face glancing back over her shoulder in that way I always find so sexy and pulls at the lace bow on the back of her dress. I click through the pictures, watching my wife slowly take off the wedding dress, piece by slow, deliberate piece. 
 
    I watch my wife performing a strip show for the camera. For the other man. She laughs in drunken delight, eyes gleaming, clearly enjoying herself. 
 
    Until she stands in the center of the room, almost totally naked, hand on her hips, in nothing more than her wedding lingerie. The wedding lingerie I didn’t see until Maui, two days later. The wedding lingerie I made her keep on the whole time we made love – and the time after that, and the time after that, too. Now I know that, by the time I laid eyes on her beautiful white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels, someone else had already seen them. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say, the word full of defeat and hopelessness. I didn’t think it could actually get worse. I didn’t think it was possible to feel this small, this humbled, this embarrassed. But my eyes fix on my wife’s immaculately made-up face and I see the excitement and lust and erotic longing in her expression and I know this rabbit hole is going to go down a long way further still. 
 
    How much am I prepared to endure? I already feel like my insides have been scrambled and my heart has been stamped into the dust. I’ve come this far. If I stop, if I walk away, I’ll never know for certain what else happened that night. The thoughts will drive me crazy. Not knowing will haunt me forever. My mind will fill in the blanks and the images will punish me every waking second and come to me in my dreams. There will be no escape from that kind of torment. 
 
    Part of me hopes that this is the last picture. Maybe this man – this stranger – was trying to help my wife out of her complex, layered corset and she was drunk enough to let him photograph the whole thing. And touch her breast. In an empty hotel room. While I slept a few doors down. Maybe. 
 
    I click to the next picture and the rabbit hole turns into a fissure around me. I fall to the center of the earth. A low groan of pain tears out of my throat. 
 
    My wife is on her knees. The photo is taken from above, from the view of the man standing above her. Layla’s mouth is open, tongue out, like a panting dog. Her face is set in an expression of wild, unfathomable lust. I know the faces she makes when she gets horny. I know the faces she makes when she’s drunk. I know the faces she makes when she gets both drunk and horny. I have never seen her look at me the way she looks into the camera in this picture. The longing. The hunger. The lust. The excitement. 
 
    There is only one reason why my drunk, horny wife would be on her knees in wedding lingerie. The knife in my stomach becomes a skewer, tearing a hole right through me. I hope and pray to all the gods of all the religions that I’m wrong. 
 
    ‘Please,’ I say in a quivering voice, ‘please, baby… don’t…’ 
 
    The next photo damn near kills me. 
 
    My beautiful wife, the woman I married eight short hours before this picture was taken, is looking up into the camera, eyes rolling with primal satisfaction, with her pretty, ruby-red lips – the lips that kissed me in front of our friends and family – wrapped around a hard, thick penis. 
 
    A thin, reedy, high-pitched strangling noise slips out of my throat. Why? How? Who? What the fuck just happened to my life? Everything I know is wrong. Everything I thought was true is a fucking lie. My wife – loyal, faithful, committed, happy, loving, caring – sucked another man’s cock on our wedding night, while I slept just a few rooms away. 
 
    I can’t look away. My stomach churns like a tornado, my innards tossed about like a house torn from its foundations. The skewer runs right through my gut, twists, and pulls back out. My heart dissolves inside my chest as though it has been dumped in acid. 
 
    Layla looks at me through half-lidded eyes glazed with satisfaction, her ruby-red lips stretched to receive their prize. All I can see of her – bastard, conspirator, betrayer, fucker – partner is the few inches of his manhood that haven’t entered her mouth yet. 
 
    Yet. 
 
    I stare at the cock protruding from my wife’s ravenous lips, as though it can tell me the identity of the man responsible for defiling my marriage less than eight hours after it started. I have no idea who it belongs to. Most of the guests were white, but a handful of our closest black friends came along for the reception. The cock thrust defiantly into my wife’s eight-hours-married mouth is neither white nor black. It looks to be a vague tan in color, almost olive skin. That only raises more questions. Did someone go on vacation before our wedding? I don’t remember. But if someone went on vacation, why would his cock be tanned as well? It doesn’t make sense. 
 
    Was it one of the hotel’s employees? That thought hits me like a surprise uppercut to the jaw. What if it wasn’t one of our guests? Maybe one of the hotel employees – the very people who were helping us get married that afternoon – watched my new wife get a little too drunk and took her to a quiet room and took advantage of her. 
 
    That still leaves me with one horrible, awful question. Why did my wife, my darling, my soulmate, let him do this to her? How could she sink to her knees – in her goddamn wedding lingerie, no less – and suck another man’s cock while her husband slept a few doors away? 
 
    I click through the next few pictures, forcing myself to go on, to get to the end of the stream. My wife passionately devours the cock in her mouth, all while looking directly into the camera. Directly into my eyes. Sometimes the entire shaft is buried in her mouth and her eyes are watering with the effort of keeping it in place. Sometimes she’s slobbering over the tip, her lips and chin glistening with spit in the camera glare. In one or two pictures, she’s enthusiastically sucking his full, heavy balls, his length draped over her face like the veil I lifted to kiss her that same afternoon. 
 
    Two things are horribly, stomach-churningly apparent to me as I view these pictures. Firstly, Layla is really enjoying herself. Over the course of the pictures, the drunken look in her eyes transforms into one of total erotic joy. She’s not just sucking this man’s cock. She’s making love to it with her mouth. She’s loving the camera, too, always focussing her eyes directly into the lens when she’s not concentrating on sucking him off. 
 
    The second thing that becomes apparent to me is the one that hurts far, far more than my wife’s gleaming eyes, satisfied smile, or obvious pleasure. It’s the fact that the cock buried in her throat – and slathered across her face, and gently resting on her willing tongue – is so much bigger than mine. 
 
    Jealousy rears its head in my brain like a creature awakened from the deep. Masculine impotence floods my body, that competitive, primal part of my brain screaming for justice. He didn’t just defile my bride. He made her enjoy being defiled. He made her undress and get to her knees and suck his huge, thick cock and he took photos of her smiling face while she did it all. 
 
    A fire ignites inside me, and I finally feel something stirring, some overwhelming emotion that lances through the cloud of raw, numb pain. Anger. At him. At her. At myself. 
 
    At him for having such a large cock and for giving it to my wife. At her for being so obviously delighted at receiving such a gift. At myself for getting my pathetic ass drunk and failing to prevent this appalling scene from playing out. 
 
    The next few pictures are different. The scene has moved to the hotel bed. My wife sits on the bed, legs wide open, her glistening, freshly waxed, pink and puffy sex fully displayed for the camera. She is laughing at something, some joke told before the shutter snapped. Then she is laying on the bed, legs still open, the camera moving closer, the man standing above her, the shadow of his cock falling over her slender body. Then a close-up of my wife’s face, mouth open in an O of shock and pleasure and delight. The O-shape I know very well. The O-shape her mouth makes when I enter her. 
 
    Anger bubbles in my gut like lava preparing to spew from a volcano. This man is fucking her. This stranger behind the camera is fucking my new wife. This asshole and his big, thick cock are ruining my bride two full days before I had the chance to do the same. Fuck. Fuck! 
 
    The next picture makes my jaw drop. I stare at the screen with wide, uncomprehending eyes, a gasp catching in my throat, unable to believe what I am seeing. 
 
    The big, thick, glistening cock that fucks my wife’s tight, pink pussy is doing so bare. No condom. Layla and I have only just recently switched our method of birth control. I never experienced my wife’s bare slit until maybe seven or eight months back, but this man fucked her – without a condom – years before me. I doubt a latex sheathe would even fit him, but the sight makes what’s left of my twisted, skewered, melted insides pool out onto the floor through the gaping hole in my stomach. 
 
    Layla’s womanhood – the pussy I know so intimately; the taste; the shape; the feel; the way the lips grip my hard cock – flowers at this massive new intrusion, soaking wet with lust, sparkling in the camera flash. Streaks of her juices already cover the few inches of his cock that have just withdrawn – or are just about the re-enter – her aching, yearning slit. Her entrance grips him like a fist, lips visibly stretched wider than I’ve ever seen before, as his naked length invades her wanton, willing, wild body. 
 
    This man fucked my wife bare in some hotel room more than forty-eight hours before I had the chance to claim her as my own. 
 
    Suddenly, I get flashes of memories, little fragments that I thought were long forgotten. Pieces of a jigsaw puzzle now resurface in my mind, the picture they make suddenly very different to what I once knew. 
 
    There was a few hours’ gap the day after we got married, after we finished packing for the Maui honeymoon, when I tried to get intimate with Layla. She politely turned me down, saying that she was too hungover to enjoy it and wanted our first time – our first married time – to be special. When we finally got into bed together and began to softly, sensually, undress on another, she stopped me from licking her sex. I remember being a little confused by this at the time – she loves being pleasured – but I was too horny to question it. Now I realize that she didn’t want me to see her pussy, maybe in case I realized something was different, that her entrance was stretched, or that she had already been fucked recently. When she climbed on top of me and slid my manhood inside for the first time as her husband, I asked if it felt different. She hesitated for a second or two, before replying, ‘Yes.’ Now I finally know why she hesitated. 
 
    I click to the next image, my fingers slamming on the mousepad like a lead weight. I’ve never felt so angry or hollow or dead inside before, and never all three at the same time like this. 
 
    The next few pictures show him fucking my bride, an enthusiastically photographed slideshow. I can imagine his finger pulsing on the shutter button, eagerly preserving this moment for all time. His huge cock slides in and out of my wife, sometimes frozen in crystal clarity, every ridge and vein and twitch perfectly capture, Layla’s slick juices oozing down his massive shaft; sometimes the image is blurry with the speed and power of his movement as he slams his length inside her. 
 
    I pause on a shot of my wife’s face. Her head is tilted up, looking into the camera, into the eyes of her lover. Her face is a set in a mixture of pleasure, shock, and lust. Mouth half-open, half-stretched in a grimace as this man fills her like she’s never been filled before. Eyes shining, wet with passion. Eyebrows curled both up and down in that way I adore. 
 
    This man didn’t just defile my bride. He made her love every second. 
 
    Picture after picture washes over me, but I am numb to the shock by now. Each image is a knife wound to my aching heart. I watch the images flow past my unseeing eyes, watching as my wife moans and writhes and gives herself to this man, watching as he enters her over and over and over, watching as he fucks her harder and deeper and longer than I ever have before. As the pictures unfold, beads of sweat appear on my wife’s body, her skin glistening with the force of his lovemaking. No, not lovemaking. This isn’t a passionate act. It’s rough and hard and forceful. This isn’t sex. It’s pure, unadulterated fucking. 
 
    Then they change positions. Layla is no longer on her back, but up on her knees, bending over and presenting herself to the camera. I can clearly see how wet and open and well-fucked her pussy is in the first picture. She even holds herself open, her perfectly manicured nails gripping her tight ass cheeks. The wedding ring gleams like a star as she presents her swollen, puffy, throbbing sex to the other man. 
 
    After that, this scene unfolds much as I thought it would. The man fucks her from behind, stuffing his thick cock in her again and again. Sometimes he pulls Layla’s hair, making her back arch. Sometimes he has a hand on the back of her neck. Sometimes the camera focusses on a red handprint on her ass cheek. 
 
    This last sight hits me the hardest. She doesn’t like it when I spank her. The last time I tried, she almost pulled away from me and said that if I ever hit her again, our sex life would be over. But here she is, in several thousand pixels of perfect clarity, with several big red handprints on her tight ass, and she hasn’t done anything about it. 
 
    Who the fuck is this woman? Who the fuck have I married? 
 
    I click to the next picture and stop. This picture is different. They’ve moved around the bed. She’s still bent over, still letting this big-cocked stranger pound her and spank her and take her roughly from behind, but now they’re looking into a large mirror at the side of the bed. At the bottom of the picture is my wife’s bare back, but the main focus of the shot is the reflection of these two lovers. I can clearly see my wife’s face, and her expression of sheer, unadulterated, orgasmic pleasure. I can see her fingers clawing at the bed, mouth open in a cry of bliss, eyes rolling back with the power of her need. And, behind her, I can see him. 
 
    Most of him, anyway. 
 
    The camera and the bright flash obscure his face, but I can see his naked torso, rising above my wife’s ass like a monolith carved from rock. His body is lean, tight. Not muscular, but fit. The body of an athlete, not a lifter. There’s a tattoo on his side. Some kind of symbol I can’t make out. 
 
    Acidic rage continues to bubble in my stomach. I’ve never hated anyone as much as I hate this man right now. This man who fucked my wife on our wedding day. This man who stretched my bride with his big, thick cock. This man who entered my wife without a condom – before I even had the pleasure myself – and made her pull these delighted, intensely passionate faces. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, in a harsh bark. ‘Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!’ 
 
    I slam my fist on the desk, rocking the entire frame. The laptop wobbles and I fight the urge to hurl the damned machine across the room and stamp on the pieces. I grit my teeth together and continue to click through the pictures, my eyes red with strain, too horrified and angry to cry. 
 
    The man with the big cock continues to fuck my new bride in front of the mirror for a few more photos. Layla clearly enjoys it. I can see her rapturous expression in the reflection as she takes every long, hard stroke of this stranger’s eager cock. I click through, wishing for this nightmare to end, watching the photos unfold. Sometimes the mirror is the focus. Sometimes Layla’s bare, pounding ass is the focus. Sometimes the focus is a nasty close up of this huge, thick manhood, glistening with her lust, slick with her excitement, soaked in her juices. I can tell from the motion blur that he’s fucking her really, really hard. Maybe harder than I’ve ever fucked her myself. 
 
    Then, just as I think it can’t possibly get any worse, any more rage-inducing, any more stomach-churning or humiliating or soul-destroying, I come to the last set of photos in the series. 
 
    Layla is back on her knees, next to the bed, face shiny with sweat, eyes glazed, looking exhausted and delighted. 
 
    ‘No…’ I say, dreading what I think I’m about to see. 
 
    She smiles up at the camera, into my eyes, into her lover’s face, as he aims his thick cock directly at her lips. 
 
    ‘No…’ 
 
    She licks the tip. Gently. Lovingly. Still looking straight at me. 
 
    ‘No…’ 
 
    A spurt of white come erupts from the tip of his cock, caught mid-spray, the movement blurred, my wife still looking straight up, not quite aware that he has reached his climax. 
 
    ‘No!’ 
 
    My wife smiles gleefully, eyes closed, with the glob of come splattering her beautiful face. I have never done this with her. Not even once. She told me it was disgusting. She hardly even lets me finish in her mouth. But here she is, on her knees, letting this bastard – this motherfucking bastard son of a bitch – coat her face in semen, like a whore. 
 
    And she’s smiling as he does it. 
 
    More pictures. More spurts of come. More smiles. 
 
    The final picture in the collection is the one that will haunt me to my grave. Layla’s smiling, exhausted face fills the screen. White, sticky come clings to her forehead, her lips, her cheeks, her chin. She is covered in it. 
 
    But the thing that kills me- 
 
    The thing that hurts the most- 
 
    Like a knife to my chest, to my heart, to my very fucking soul- 
 
    Is how proud she looks. 
 
    Layla beams at the camera in pride. As though she’s proud of taking a cock that big, that hard, that thick, for so long. As though she’s proud that she was good enough to make him come. As though she’s proud that she did this on our wedding day. 
 
    In our hotel. 
 
    Eight hours after we married. 
 
    In her wedding lingerie. 
 
    That was meant for me and me alone. 
 
    Two full days before I had the chance to claim her myself. 
 
    I click next picture and the stream returns to the beginning. Layla staggering through the hotel hallway, smiling. Did she know at the time that she was about to become this man’s whore? Maybe that’s why she’s smiling. Did she know all along what was going to happen at the end of the night? Did she know when she made her vows and slipped the ring on my finger and kissed me in front of everyone that she would be covered in another man’s come at the end of the night? 
 
    My mind travels back to the morning after, trying to recall if I could tell what had happened, if there was any clue that my wife had committed this betrayal. I woke up. Head pounding. Layla was turned away from me. I rolled over. The bed titled beneath us. Fuck, so hungover. I caressed her back skin. She stirred. Rolled over to face me. She’d taken off her makeup. Maybe she’d showered. She smiled at me and said, Good morning, my husband. 
 
    Just like that. As though nothing had happened. As if she hadn’t fucked some big-dick stranger bareback and sucked his thick shaft and let him come on her face while I slept just a few rooms away. As though she was totally innocent. 
 
    An awful though rears up in my head now. Is this the first time she cheated on me? Has she been fucking other guys bareback and letting them come on her face since we first met? Is she still doing it behind my back? Am I the world’s biggest fucking chump? 
 
    Tears try to stab at my eyes, but nothing comes. I am empty and hollow, save for the anger boiling in my stomach. 
 
    I walk away from the desk. I walk to the kitchen. To the bedroom. To the bathroom. To the kitchen. Back to the desk. I pace through the house with unseeing eyes, not sure where I’m going or what I’m supposed to do next. 
 
    Part of me wants to confront Layla. Right now. Pick up the phone and call her at work and scream at her – You fucking slut! – but I’m too angry right now. I won’t be coherent. 
 
    Another part of me wants to drive to Layla’s work and scream at her in front of everyone she knows – You fucking whore! – but, again, I’m too angry to think straight. How could I drive when I feel like this? I’m more likely to smash into a traffic light than make it all the way to Layla’s building. 
 
    If I can’t confront Layla, then who can I confront? 
 
    Him. 
 
    I stop pacing, finding myself in the laundry room, staring at shelves lined with boxes of detergent and bottles of fabric softener. 
 
    Him. 
 
    Yeah, him. I need to figure out who it is. I need to know the identity of the man who fucked my wife. I need to find him and track him down and… 
 
    And what? Run him over? Fight him? Take a baseball bat to his fucking skull? I don’t know. 
 
    I go back to the kitchen and pour some water into a glass and stand over the sink to drink it. The shards of my shattered mug are still in the basin, jagged edges gleaming up at me. It feels like these shards are wrapped around my heart, squeezing, driving their razor-sharp edges into me. Am I glad I found out or not? Would it have been better to live in ignorance, never knowing the truth about my wife? I lean over the sink, stomach heaving, but nothing comes. I want to vomit. I want this burning acidic hate to leave my body. 
 
    My brain keeps trying to rationalize what I’ve seen. Maybe it was only a one-time thing. Maybe she was so drunk that she doesn’t even remember it. Maybe she feels horrible but keeps the secret every day because she loves me. 
 
    But that doesn’t make sense to me, either. If any of those thoughts were true, why would she still have the photos? Why would they be carefully hidden on her computer, nestled among all the others, protected by a password, in a folder with a fake name, where I would never conceivably look for them? It was pure chance that I wound up using her computer today, and only a passing thought that made me even check the wedding library. 
 
    I stop dry heaving into the sink and collect myself. My head starts to clear. I have a goal in mind. I need to figure out who this motherfucker is. I need to know who fucked my wife and came on her face on my wedding day. I need to know who I can hate for this. 
 
    Back to the desk. Back to the scene of the crime. Back to the photos. 
 
    This time I look through the thumbnails and choose the pictures I need to see again. They’re the only leads I have right now. I feel like a detective investigating my own murder. 
 
    The first picture opens up. Even though I’ve seen it already, the wind gets punched out of my gut for a second time. The photo is Layla, on her knees, mouth greedily accepting the man’s hard, thick cock, a gleam in her eyes. I can almost hear the delicious groan of pleasure escaping her throat. 
 
    I study the image, trying to take all the mental notes I can about this man. All I can see are the few inches of his thick length that have yet to enter my wife’s mouth. I frown again, staring at his olive skin. Who the fuck is that? I try to think back to the wedding day. I knew pretty much everyone there and introduced myself to anyone I hadn’t already met, such as Layla’s co-workers who arrived in the evening. I don’t recall anyone having that skin color, that deep Mediterranean olive tan. I don’t remember anyone making eyes at my wife. I don’t remember feeling uncomfortable about anyone, or getting those little warning flags in the back of my mind when Layla spoke – or danced – with any of her friends. As far as I knew, there was nothing to be worried about. Just me and my new wife. Happy and in love. 
 
    Until she sucked, fucked, and knelt for another man eight hours later. 
 
    My stomach turns again, tossed around like a surfboard in a storm. How could she have done this to me? How could she have done this – on our fucking wedding day, no less – and kept it a secret from me, all these years? How could she have taken this stranger’s cock in her mouth with such obvious delight, when she’s never been that keen on sucking mine? What does this man have that I don’t? Aside from the obvious, I mean. 
 
    I click through the photos again, watching my wife’s head bob back and forth as she passionately pleasures his prick, trying not to see the lust in her eyes, the smile on her stretched lips, the delight in her expression. In one photo, I can see his shoes. Polished, black, formal wear. I try to think back, to remember that day. What did the hotel staff wear? I think they were formally dressed, too. Similar kinds of shoes. This doesn’t help me narrow down my field of suspects. 
 
    I move on to the only other series of photographs that might help, the pictures featuring Layla getting fucked in front of the mirror. I force myself to stay calm and focus, but it’s difficult. My wife stares into the mirror, looking back at me through the camera, her face contorted in an expression of purest delight. My anger returns, sharp and clear, as a second, more intense, more frustrating thought stabs my brain like an ice pick: 
 
    She’s never enjoyed my cock that much. 
 
    That single thought sends a fresh wave of humiliation through my body. This is different to anger. I feel inferior. Emasculated. Small and pathetic. It would be bad enough that she fucked someone else, but to see how big he is, how much she clearly loves it, how eager she is… the feeling is a thousand times worse. 
 
    I turn my attention to his body, the chiselled, athletic torso I can see in the reflection. The blinding flash of the camera obscures his face and almost discolors much of his upper body, but I can see that his skin is that same Mediterranean olive tan as his cock. Did we have any guests from Europe? I don’t think so. We didn’t know anyone from Europe, either. 
 
    The man fucking my new wife has a tattoo on his side. I zoom in on the photo. My wife’s orgasmic face fills the screen, forcing me to stare into her eyes. Another jab of pain and humiliation hits me square in the gut. I move the image to the man’s upper body and stare at the tattoo, trying to burn the image into my mind. It looks vaguely tribal in design, probably a random, yet well designed, series of spikes and swirls. 
 
    Layla likes tattoos. I don’t have any myself, but she’s always had a weakness for inked guys. Maybe that’s how he managed to get her back to the room. He walked up to my wife after she put me to bed on our wedding day and asked if she wanted to see his tattoo. Then… then what? She sucked his cock while he took photographs? No, there’s gotta be more to this insanity than that. Even if she was drunk and horny and he had a tattoo, there’s no way my wife would… 
 
    But the evidence is right in front of me. Irrefutable. Somehow, some way, that’s exactly what happened. This guy managed to tempt my wife into having an affair on the very day she vowed to love, honor, and obey me and me alone. Who the hell does something like that? 
 
    I look through more photos, but I can’t make out any more details than what I already know. I close the picture window, but it doesn’t help. The images are burned into my brain. The sight of this man’s thick length buried into my wife. The sight of her soaking sex, stretched wide by his cock, eagerly accepting him. The sight of her face, twisted by lust and pleasure. 
 
    Did anyone else know? Did anyone see her go into the room with him? Did anyone hear them together and know that she was cheating while I slept off my drunken stupor? 
 
    I have no idea. No way of knowing. Nobody said a damn word to me, so I have to assume that the only people in the world who know about this are her, him… and now me. 
 
    She came harder for him than she does for me. 
 
    The thought hits me like a right hook to the jaw. I lean back in my chair and stare at the ceiling. Anger still bubbles in my gut, but now it mixes with jealousy and humiliation and pain. I can’t remember the last time she got on her knees in front of me and sucked my cock with that much enthusiasm and passion and excitement. I can’t remember the last time she came as long as hard as she clearly did in these pictures. I have never come on her face like he did. 
 
    Something new stirs inside me. Some unbelievable, horrifying sensation spreads throughout my groin. A rush of warmth. The first vague, familiar stirrings of excitement. Despite everything – the anger, pain, humiliation, and embarrassment – my body is responding with arousal to the sight of my wife spread by another man. 
 
    What the fuck is wrong with me? 
 
    I force myself to think of something else. Anything else. Volcanoes. Avalanches. Car crashes. Anything to stop picture my wife’s spread legs and hungry, tight, stretched pussy from appearing before my eyes. I get up and walk through the house again and stop in the hallway, staring at our pictures, at the framed photo of Layla and I on our wedding day, smiling happily at the photographer. Less than eight hours after it was taken, her pretty face was covered in another man’s sticky white come and she loved it. 
 
    I look at the other photos on the wall, the other wedding pictures we have framed and mounted like trophies. Does she think of that night when she looks at them? Does she remember smiling up at another man as he unloaded all over her pretty, cheating face that night? 
 
    I look through the group photos, framed and hung in the hallway, trying to find someone who might be the man who fucked my bride. But I can’t see anyone. I see smiling relatives, laughing friends, delighted co-workers. I don’t see anyone with tanned skin or a Mediterranean complexion. Nobody who matches what I know of him. 
 
    The shame burns a hole in my heart. I’m supposed to be the greatest man in her life, yet we both know that isn’t true. She’s known it for six fucking years already. I’ve never given her the kind of intense, animalistic pleasure she took from him that night. I’ve never fucked her as long, as deep, or as hard as he did. I’ve never turned her into my dirty slut and come on her smiling face. But he did. All in one night. Before I had even made her my wife. 
 
    I storm back to the computer and stab at the mousepad, opening up the folder of all our official wedding pictures. I scour them over and over, working my way through all the group shots, trying to find what I’m missing, trying to find that one face in the crowd, that one smug, grinning bastard of a man who knows he’ll be fucking my wife later. 
 
    Again, I can’t see anyone. I scan each group photo, over and over, but there’s nobody who matches what I know about this man. Nobody who looks tanned or European, nobody standing suspiciously close to my wife. 
 
    Nobody with a massive, thick, bulging cock hidden beneath their pants, ready to spring out and coat my face’s beautiful face with their pearly white come. 
 
    My manhood shudders in my pants, reacting to the images that have been burned into my brain. I try to tell myself that my cock is shivering in anger, like the rest of me. 
 
    I skip through all the staged group photos, the pictures of families and bridal parties and me and my boys, moving through the day in lightning speed. One moment, Layla and I are standing in front of our hotel, holding hands in happy matrimony. The next, we’re enjoying our first dance as husband and wife. 
 
    Three hours before she sucked a stranger’s cock. Three hours before she bent over and let a stranger fuck her. Three hours before she smiled up at him while he unloaded all over her face. 
 
    Who? 
 
    Picture after picture. Smiling face after smiling face. Guest after guest. I look through all our official photos, one by one by one, paying close attention to every single person in each picture. I can’t see anyone who might be The Guy, as I’m coming to think of him. 
 
    The Guy. The Guy who fucked my new bride. The Guy who stretched my wife’s pussy with his huge, fat cock. The knowledge that he’s so much bigger than me twists my insides. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say again and thump my fist against the desk. I can’t deny it. I can’t escape it. The Guy is fucking packing. I saw the look in Layla’s eyes as she took him in her mouth. I saw the way her pussy – so soft and slick and tight – stretched and gripped his greedy, pounding shaft. I saw the satisfaction in her eyes when she proudly wore his sticky come like a trophy. 
 
    The Guy is bigger and better than me. 
 
    The Guy did things to her that I’ve never done. 
 
    The Guy fucked her like I’ve never, ever been able to fuck her. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say again, but this time I refrain from thumping the desk. The thought of entering my own marriage as the second-best man drives a knife of purest, bitterest humiliation into my heart. 
 
    Again, my manhood shivers in my pants. I ignore it. 
 
    I close the photo viewer and look back through the rest of the files. Who took plenty of pictures in the evening? My buddy Brandon. He arrived after the ceremony, surely he took some different photos of the party. 
 
    I open Brandon’s collection of pictures and start searching, feeling like a TV forensic detective sifting through a pile of evidence, trying to figure out the identity of the perpetrator. I see people laughing and drinking and dancing and having fun. I see Layla toasting shots with her bridesmaids. I see my drunken, clueless, oblivious fucking face pointing at the camera with finger guns. 
 
    Then I see The Guy. 
 
    I stop dead, hands frozen in the air over the keyboard, eyes staring wide at the screen, heart beating faster and faster. 
 
    The Guy. 
 
    In the background of one of the photos. Standing behind a group of other guests. A smile on his tanned, olive-skinned face. Holding a large, professional-looking camera. 
 
    The Guy. 
 
    Our fucking photographer. 
 
    The man who stood just a few feet away from us all day long. The man who told us to stand a little closer and hold that pose right there. The man who met us several times before the big day to make sure everything was just right for Layla and myself. 
 
    The man with the big, heavy-looking cock who stretched my bride’s tight pussy and splattered her pretty face with his come. 
 
    That can’t be right. It can’t be. It can’t be. I know him. Not well, but I know him. I met him. I liked him. I bought him a drink and shook his hand and paid him for the photographs. 
 
    I paid him for fucking my wife. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, in disbelief, in shock, in horror, in utter, soul-crushing sadness. 
 
    I check a couple more pictures. He’s there, in the background, snapping away, the camera in front of his face, watching the party unfold. In one photo, his arm is visible, the sleeve rolled up in the warmth of the room. His watch strap is on display. I get a jolt of terrible, uncontrollable excitement stabbing me in the gut. I search through the photos and open another picture, the first one I saw that cut me like a knife. I put the two photos side by side, the smiling photographer on the left and the mysterious, reaching hand groping Layla’s bare breast on the right. 
 
    It looks like the same watch. Same kind of dark strap. Similar silver glint on the face. Even his arm looks almost identical. 
 
    Is this him? 
 
    Is he The Guy? 
 
    Is he the man my wife fucked that night? Did she fuck and suck him and smile as he plastered her pretty face with come? Did he fuck her bareback and stretch her tight slit while I slept in another room? 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say, in a soft, quiet whisper. There are no words to describe how I feel right now. Lost. Hopeless. Broken. Torn. Ruined. Shattered. Battered. Empty. Humiliated. Emasculated. Usurped. 
 
    There’s too much to comprehend right now. My wife cheated. On our wedding day. Maybe with the photographer. While I was unconscious. He had a bigger cock. She fucked him bare. She sucked his cock. She loved it. He came on her face. 
 
    I let out a long, slow sigh of total defeat. Where the hell do I go from here? Do I take these pictures to a good lawyer? Do I file for divorce? Do I go to her work and march into her office and scream at her? 
 
    Or do I find this guy and knock his shit out with a tire iron? The thought is curiously appealing. 
 
    I move the mouse and try to close the windows, but I click on the wrong part. Another picture enlarges right across the screen. Layla on her knees, eyes gleaming, lips stretched around his massive manhood. I can almost hear the pleasurable groan escaping her throat. I can see the delighted wickedness in her expression. She knows it’s wrong. She knows she shouldn’t be sucking this man’s cock. But she can’t help herself. She wants him. 
 
    Something stirs inside me. Something I never expected to feel at a time like this. My manhood doesn’t shiver. It stirs, flushing and filling and awakening as my blood runs south. 
 
    ‘What the fuck?’ I say, staring at my groin in fascinated horror, feeling my member betray me. I look up at the screen, at Layla’s smiling face, at the thick cock parting her pretty pink lips and burying itself in her mouth. 
 
    My cock starts to stiffen. I know the feeling – intimately. I’ve been well acquainted with my erections since I turned thirteen and saw the neighbor’s daughter sunbathing in the back yard. I know exactly what my stirring, yawning member is trying to do. 
 
    I’m getting hard looking at the images of my cheating, slut wife. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, as though it’s the only word I know. I get up again and pace the room, restless, unable to think straight, unable to stay still. 
 
    I need to be certain. I have to know for sure. A watch strap and dark skin isn’t enough proof. 
 
    A thought strikes me like a bolt of lightning. I scramble over to the laptop, leaning over the desk, not bothering to sit down, and open up another photograph. The one of my wife getting fucked from behind while her lover gloats in the mirror. 
 
    My stomach clenches again as I study the image, burning every awful detail into my brain. My wife’s face in the reflection, her face twisted by passion, her expression unlike anything I’ve ever seen before. Her tight pink intimate lips stretched around the cock that invades her wet sex from behind, his thick olive-tan member slick with her lust. I try to block it out of my view, but I can’t. My wife’s stretched sex and her lover’s massive manhood will be in my brain until the day I die. 
 
    I force myself to focus on the part I want to see. His torso. His bare chest, lean and toned, in the reflection, face obscured by the camera flash. I try to picture his face behind the bright spotlight of the camera shutter. His grin. Looking right at me. Laughing at me. Mocking me. Hey man, I’m fucking your wife like you never could! 
 
    Asshole. 
 
    I raise a clenched fist, ready to smash the fucking laptop into goddamn pieces, but hold off. I force myself to breathe and focus. To calm down. Getting angry won’t help. Destroying a second computer won’t solve anything. I study the tattoo on his side, the thick, interconnected series of tangled lines, like a spiky tribal symbol of some kind. Maybe it’s a word, but it’s distorted by the angle of the photos and reflected in the mirror and written along his side, so the text isn’t clear to me. 
 
    But that tattoo is the key. I’m sure of it. If I can prove that our photographer had that same damn tattoo, then I’ll know for sure it was him that fucked my wife. 
 
    And then what? If I do find out that he fucked Layla at our wedding, what will I do about it? Will I confront him? Will I divorce her? Will these pictures be presented by a bored, detached lawyer at some hearing a year or two from now, while I look down at my feet and ignore the piercing blade of humiliated anguish that stabs my heart once again? 
 
    I don’t know. 
 
    The only thing that I know for sure is that I have to know. 
 
    I hit the internet and try to remember the guy’s name or website. It takes me a few moments. I think back, through the mists of years past, to the first time we met with him. A handsome man. Good smile. Firm handshake. Excited to hear our ideas. Passionate about photography. Kept telling Layla how beautiful she was going to look in his pictures. Sat close to her when we looked though his album. Touched her thigh once or twice. Styled her hair a little as a suggestion. 
 
    How did I not fucking see it coming? 
 
    I screw my eyes shut and push it all out. Everything except that first meeting. I reached out, took his hand in mine, and he gave me his name. 
 
    Carlos Rodriguez. 
 
    The Guy finally has a name. 
 
    I search for him. ‘Carlos Rodriguez’ plus ‘photography’. His website loads up first. I click on the link. 
 
    Suddenly I feel like I’ve gone back in time several years, back before the wedding. Layla and I sitting on the couch, surrounded by notepads, covered in names and doodles. Each of us suggesting potential photographers or caterers or DJs. Frantically trying to get everything perfect for our big day. She would say, How about this photographer? Nice pictures. I would look over at her. She would tap a pen against her lips, deep in thought. My heart would swell at the thought of this beautiful young woman becoming my wife. 
 
    Now I know what kind of woman I really married. 
 
    I click through the website. It looks almost the same as I remember. Sample photos. Price guide. Various links to his other businesses and art portfolios. Testimonials. I pause and jab the mouse pad, wondering what other people say about him. What do people say about the kind of man who photographs a wedding and fucks the bride before leaves? 
 
    Very talented and passionate, says one. 
 
    He made my day very special, says another. 
 
    Worth every penny! says one more. 
 
    I grit my teeth and go back a page. I don’t want to know what other people have said. They could be fake quotes made up by this Spanish asshole. 
 
    Or they could be real quotes by other satisfied brides. 
 
    I flinch like I’ve been punched in the gut. The thought had never occurred to me until this moment. The Guy – Carlos – is a professional wedding photographer. He probably shoots new couples every weekend, all across the state, all over the country. How many times has he slipped into a quiet room with a horny, drunk bride and deflowered her before the husband could do the same? How many times has he come on the face of a smiling wife whole his camera clicked and whirred? How many times- 
 
    I force myself to stop thinking like that. It’s not good. Not healthy. I don’t need to know. I don’t want to know. Whatever Carlos did with other women is up to him. I’m only concerned about my own woman. 
 
    At the bottom of the page is the link to Carlos’s social media profiles. I click the tab and a new page loads up. His official social media account, plastered with the image of his smiling, handsome, oh-so-punchable fucking face. I skim the page quickly, but there’s nothing new. This is his professional media hub, all the photos are professionally taken and carefully staged. He is absent from all the images. 
 
    I click through a little more, until I find his personal account, quietly linked at the bottom of the page. Unobtrusive and easy to overlook. I take a deep breath and click on it. The screen turns white. It takes a second to load – the longest, most painful second of my whole life. 
 
    My heart damn near stops beating in my chest. 
 
    Carlos Rodriguez’s personal profile loads up, with all the usual bullshit – basic information, snappy taglines, favorited messages from his followers, etc – but I hardly notice. All I can see is the main picture, front and center, bright and clear, beaming directly into my eyes like an alien transmission. 
 
    The picture is of Carlos. He is shirtless. Standing on a beach. Smiling at the camera, body half-turned away, face looking back to the lens. His bronzed skin gleaming in the light. He has a tattoo on his side. It is twisted and spiky, like a barbed tribal symbol. But it is very clearly a word. A single, devastating word. 
 
    Ladykiller. 
 
    Now I know for sure. 
 
    This man fucked my wife. My bride. My Layla. 
 
    Eight hours after she swore to love, honor, and obey me for the rest of her life. 
 
    My knees finally give out and I sink to the floor like a drunk collapsing at a bar. I can’t breathe. It feels like my chest has caved in, like I’ve been struck by a bus. My body is weak and lifeless, my blood pooling out across the floor from hundreds of knife wounds. 
 
    Carols Rodriguez smiles down at me from the computer screen, laughing at me, mocking me. I see his body, his lean, tight, athletic, tanned body. I know how big his cock is. I know how hard he fucked my wife. How long he lasted. How much she loved being stuffed full of his thick, hard, veiny length. How delighted she was to be covered in his sticky white come. 
 
    I almost ask myself what the fuck this guy has that I don’t, but the answer is obvious. He has stamina. Strength. Physique. Exotic mystery. And a huge cock that most women could barely get their mouth around. 
 
    He smiles down at me, his handsome, cocky face gleaming in the sunlight. I wonder if he smirked at my wife the same way after he splattered her face with come. Confident. Assured. Smug. Cocky. Pleased with himself. 
 
    ‘Asshole,’ I say, as though the image can hear me. For a split second, it looks like his smile grows a fraction wider, delighting in my misery, my humiliation, my despair, but of course it doesn’t. It’s just a picture. 
 
    So now I know the who, but I don’t know the why. I don’t know why my wife fucked him. I don’t know why she cheated on me – on our wedding day! – with this guy. Who made the first move? Did he approach my wife at the end of the night and offer one final photo shoot? Were they flirting in secret, making eyes at one another behind my back, during the ceremony? Did he whisper in her ear during the party, telling her how much he wanted to take off that dress and fuck her? 
 
    But why did she agree to it? She’s not the type of woman to cheat. Never has been. The whole time we were dating, she was honest and truthful and barely even glanced at another guy. I remember the first vacation we took together, when a group of meatheads on the beach started flexing in front of her, as though she would drop to her knees and fellate them all on sight. She laughed and told them that steroids made their dicks small, then she kissed me and made sure they saw. That’s the kind of woman she is. Loyal and supportive and wonderful and she fucked the photographer on our wedding day. 
 
    Layla always told me that size didn’t matter to her. She always said that she loved my body, even a few years back when I was several pounds too big and most of my shirts didn’t fit. She always told me that she didn’t care for muscles or looks or cute accents. I always thought – always believed – that she only had eyes for me. How did she end up fucking Carlos? Did she know about his body? Did she know about his cock? Did she know how long he could fuck and how good it would feel? 
 
    And how could she stay married to me while keeping this secret from getting out? I always thought she was honest and faithful. One time she drove back to the grocery store because they gave her too much change. How the hell can she have done this – and kept these pictures as evidence – without caving in and admitting everything? 
 
    The questions circle around and around in my head, driving me crazy. I have no answers for any of them. All I know is that my faithful, beautiful fiancé became my cheating slut wife in the space of a single day. 
 
    Carlos continues to smile down at me. A surge of anger floods my body and gives me the strength to stand back up.  
 
    ‘Fuck you, Carlos,’ I say, flipping the bird at his stupid, smug face. ‘How did you do it? How did you fuck her?’ 
 
    The picture doesn’t answer me. He smiles his winning, smug smile, not a care in the world. He fucked my wife and walked away. He came on her face and laughed. He deflowered my bride while I slept. 
 
    I scroll down the page, moving the picture up and out of my view. My eyes fall on his public messages. He has a lot of messages from his female friends. A hell of a lot of messages. 
 
    When are we meeting up next? 
 
    I had a great time today! 
 
    I’m on vacation! Miss you! 
 
    My stomach turns. Maybe the tattoo on Carlos’s side isn’t just for show. He has a lot of female friends and they all seem to like his attention and his company. None of them seem to care about the others. This man is a player. A total alpha male stud. I skim through the most recent dozen or so messages, but they’re all in a similar vein. Women thanking Carlos for spending time with them or trying to hang out with him again. 
 
    Maybe that’s how he managed to seduce my wife. She was a little drunk. She was high on excitement and happiness. Her inhibitions were lowered. And he seems to be exactly the kind of man to fuck a married woman with no qualms or moral dilemmas. Hell, maybe he fucks every wife he photographs. 
 
    That thought makes me feel even worse. I stagger back a couple of steps, almost drunk, the room shifting and titling under my feet. Does this guy fuck all the brides? The though occurred to me earlier, but now I have to know. Maybe this is his usual playbook. He photographs the happy couple, waits for the husband to get drunk, then fucks the wife. 
 
    And my Layla, my precious, wonderful soulmate, was just another notch on his belt. 
 
    That thought hurts the most of all, more than anything else I’ve experienced so far today. More than the sight of her sucking his meaty cock. More than the look in her eyes as he pounded her tight hole. More than the smile on her face as he unloaded over her lips. The idea that the woman who means more to me than life itself was nothing more than a temporary plaything for this alpha douchebag motherfucker feels like a gunshot to my gut. I lean on the office chair, bent almost double. I screw my eyes shut, but the image of my wife’s stretched pussy and smiling, come-soaked face swim to the surface. 
 
    It’s all I can think about. All I can see. I will never be able to escape the things I’ve seen today. But I know, deep down, that the worst is still to come. Later today, my wife will get home and I will confront her. She’ll cry. I’ll cry. I’ll scream and she’ll wail. Maybe this time tomorrow I won’t have a wife. Or a house. Or a future. 
 
    Until then, I need to know as much as I can. I need to have as much ammo as possible. I need to know everything about this man and the things he does to wives like mine, no matter how much it hurts. 
 
    I start by sitting down at the desk and creating a fake profile on the same site. I choose a female name and use a random picture off the internet as the avatar image. I give a little background info on my chosen woman – just enough to seem like this character is reluctantly using social media – and take my new profile over to Carlos Rodriguez’s professional page. Like his personal profile, most of the messages on this page appear to be women thanking him for taking their photos, either at special events, or weddings like mine. Like before, these messages have a strange subtext to them, a hidden sexual undercurrent if I read between the lines. 
 
    Thank you so much for making our special day so perfect. 
 
    I’ve never felt as beautiful as I did in front of your camera. 
 
    I would recommend you to all my friends. 
 
    I clench my fist. Close my eyes. Try not to see Layla’s smiling face as she suck’s Carlos’s thick member. Open my eyes. Unclench my fist. 
 
    I click on one of the text boxes and open up the page of the woman who sent the message. A woman named Rosaline, with her wedding portrait as the profile image. Her page is set to private, so I can’t view her profile, but I can send her a personal message. A little green dot beneath her name and avatar image tells me that she is online and will receive the message straight away. That’s good. 
 
    I open the chat window, type my message, and send it before I change my mind. 
 
    Hi, I’m looking for a photographer for my wedding. Would you recommend Carlos? 
 
    It’s short, simple, effective. Maybe she’ll take the bait. Maybe she won’t. If she chooses not to respond, there are plenty of other women I can try and talk with. 
 
    But the chat window changes. It says, Rosaline is typing… 
 
    I wait with baited breath, staring at the screen, not blinking, not daring to look away. After a few long, long minutes, her reply appears in the chat window. 
 
    Absolutely! it says. Carlos is an amazing photographer. He made myself and my husband feel very comfortable and took some beautiful pictures of us. 
 
    I frown and read the message again. It doesn’t seem especially erotic. Maybe she didn’t get the chance to fuck him? 
 
    But she starts typing again. I wait, on the edge of the chair, all my will bent on the chat window, waiting for her to tell me more. Tell me, Rosaline, tell me how he fucked you as well. 
 
    He offers a wide variety of packages, she says, after a long wait. I highly recommend the deluxe package. 
 
    I open up his website in another tab and look through his price list. There is no ‘deluxe package’ listed. 
 
    What deluxe package? I type. I can’t see one. 
 
    Another breathless wait. Then- 
 
    It’s not on his website, Rosaline says. He might offer it to you in person. It’s worth every penny, trust me. She finishes the message with a winking emoticon. Her green dot disappears. Rosaline has going offline. 
 
    I sit back in the chair, puzzling over this new information. He might offer a deluxe package in person. What does that mean? 
 
    Or does that mean exactly what I think it means? 
 
    I get a sudden, sharp memory exploding in my head. Layla and I, sitting opposite Carlos, looking over his photo album, nodding and smiling. Carlos talking to us in a soft voice with hardly a trace of an accent. 
 
    Of course, if you like what you see, I can offer a deluxe package, too… 
 
    I stare up at the ceiling, mouth open, wondering what the fuck he had offered us in that moment. Did he plan to fuck my wife? Did he photograph our ceremony, counting on me getting blackout drunk so he could take Layla into a quiet room and ravage her? 
 
    I can picture the scene so clearly in my mind. The evening is almost over. The guests are leaving. Layla is saying her goodbyes. Carlos approaches and quietly whispers in her ear. He tells her that the deluxe package has one final perk, if she wants to have the full experience. 
 
    My head throbs. Was that how it happened? Was it that easy for this man to turn my faithful, loyal, loving wife into his personal fuck toy? Part of me wants to doubt it, but the evidence is right there on the screen, staring me in the face. 
 
    I minimize the internet window. The pictures are still there in the background, still clearly on the screen, preserved for all time. I open one up and stare at it. The photo is of Layla in the hotel room, pushing her breasts up and out of her wedding dress, a smile on her face and gleam in her eye. 
 
    The biggest regret I have about getting drunk and passing out – aside from missing saying goodbye to our guests – was that I didn’t get to undress my bride. Sure, we recreated the moment after we flew back from Maui, but it wasn’t the same. I’d been so looking forward to seeing her body – my wife’s body – for the first time, slowly peeling off the wedding dress, gently easing her into the marital bed, passionately making love together… but I drank everything that was put in my hand and blacked out. When we made love two days after the wedding, in the honeymoon suite of our beachfront hotel, it was pretty magical. She stepped out of the bathroom wearing her beautiful wedding lingerie –white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels – and we spent hours enjoying bout after bout of slow, passionate, erotic lovemaking. 
 
    But now I know that Carlos did it all first. He watched her undress. He touched her breasts. He pushed his cock into her mouth. He fucked her. He bent her over and spanked her ass. He even came on her face. All before I did. Hell, I still haven’t come on her face. 
 
    The photograph surfaces from the depths of my memory again – Layla smiling up at the camera, pride and satisfaction on her come-soaked face. I feel another wretch of shame and anger hit me in the gut, but my manhood throbs at the same time. I’ve never experienced anything like this before. Why does this awful, stomach-churning anger excite me? Is it because I’ve watched porn? Do I see my wife in the same way as the young starlets I’ve pleasured myself watching many times before in my life? 
 
    My manhood throbs again, but this time I feel it stirring in my pants. The beginnings of a penis awakening from slumber, eager for attention. I close my thighs, pinching my balls in a tight, painful grip, and try to ignore it. 
 
    Carlos can’t be that good. He just can’t. I refuse to believe that this guy can seduce a woman on the very fucking day she pledges herself to another man. It’s not possible. Nobody is that good, even if they do have a body like his, or stamina like his, or a cock like his. 
 
    Or all three… 
 
    I have to know more. I have to know how he does it. 
 
    My fake profile page is still active. I scroll through the most recent messages from admirers of Carlos’s photography skills – all women, of course – and find one who is currently online, a smiling, happy-looking woman named Jess. Her page isn’t set to private, so I get a little more of a peek into her life. She’s married and loving her life. Most of the images on her profile are pictures of her with the same smiling man at her side. Her husband, presumably. I think for a second, trying to craft the message in my head, hoping that she will want to respond. 
 
    I type the keys and the message flows. 
 
    I hired Carlos to do my wedding and something happened between us. I feel bad about it. Did the same thing happen to you? 
 
    It works for me. Enough suggestion and mystery to hopefully prompt a response. I send the message and lean back in my chair, waiting. 
 
    Jess sees the message. 
 
    I wait. 
 
    She starts to write a response. 
 
    I wait. 
 
    And wait. 
 
    And wait. 
 
    Finally, her reply drops into the chat window. 
 
    Oh yea lol. 
 
    Just like that. So proud. So defiant. Like she’s amused by this. 
 
    What happened to you? I write. We didn’t go all the way, but I don’t know if it was inappropriate or not. 
 
    Another eternity passes. 
 
    We fucked, Jess says. 
 
    I reel back like I’ve been shot in the chest. I don’t know what I was expecting, but this kind of openness and honesty isn’t it. I thought she’d be coy or embarrassed or ashamed of herself. But she’s proud of what happened. Maybe somewhere out there are photos of this Jess woman, also on her knees, smiling proudly as Carlos unloads all over her face. 
 
    I reply with another question. 
 
    How did he convince you? 
 
    She sees the message and starts typing her response. 
 
    I waited, tensed like a predator ready to leap from the bushes. I don’t know what she’s about to tell me. I don’t know what I want her to tell me, either. I want to believe that my sweet, innocent wife was coerced or forced or somehow tricked into fucking this guy. It’s not true and I know it, but part of me wants to believe it. Come on, Jess, tell me that he put a gun to your head or something. 
 
    He didnt we got the delux pack & fuckin him was part of the deal. 
 
    And just like that, my world falls apart all over again. She fucked this guy willingly. She fucked him with a smile on her face. And it was all part of the deal. One of the perks. Carlos Rodriguez offers premium photography packages for your wedding – and he also fucks your bride as part of the bargain. 
 
    Before I can recover, Jess sends me another message. 
 
    U shud hav fucked him!! Best ever! 
 
    Each word hits me like a bullet from a submachinegun. Rat-a-tat-tat. Right in the chest. The stomach. The heart. Not only does Carlos fucks other men’s wives. Not only does he do things that their husbands haven’t done. Not only does he corrupt brides on their wedding day. But the women he fucks sing his goddamn praises too. 
 
    I don’t want to know anymore. I don’t want to know how good this guy is. I don’t want to read Jess’s enthusiastic endorsements of a man who seduced my wife. 
 
    But I have to. 
 
    Best ever? I type. 
 
    Her responses come thick and fast, one message after another in quick succession. 
 
    His cock is huge!! 
 
    He fucks me better than anyone ever. 
 
    A fuckin stud. 
 
    So confident. 
 
    He got skills! 
 
    I never come as hard as when he fucks me. 
 
    Bigger than my husband. Better too. 
 
    He does things my husband dont. 
 
    Each sentence jabs like a heavyweight boxer. I feel the impact of her words slamming into my chest and gut, almost knocking me cold. She’s not just proud of what happened, she’s selling him to my fake woman. She wants my fake woman to enjoy this as much as she does. 
 
    I re-read her enthusiastic sales pitch and something suddenly hits me. She’s talking present tense. Not past tense, not something that happened one time a week, a month, a year ago. Something that still happens. 
 
    I type a reply with unsteady, shaking fingers. 
 
    You still meet him? 
 
    Every part of my body, every fibre of my being, wills her to say no. It’s bad enough this guy fucks them once, but meeting up afterwards? No. No. I can’t handle this. My heart might give out. 
 
    Say no. Say no. Say- 
 
    Oh yeah, she replies, and I can almost hear a guilty giggle as I read the words, we fuck every month or so. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ I thump the desk with both hands now. The laptop shakes, screen wobbling with the impact. I push myself back from the desk and pace the room once again, opening and closing my fists as though trying to wrap them around Carlos Rodriguez’s fucking neck. I curse over and over, staring with wild eyes, not knowing what to do next. Not Layla. Not my wife. Once is bad enough. We could move past it. We could recover and rebuild and maybe I could forgive her. But more than that… 
 
    I re-read the messages again, this time hearing Layla’s voice in my head. I imagine the smile on her face as she recounts the wedding night with a close friend. I see the gleam in her eyes as she proudly remembers the photographer with the huge cock and his skills and how he fucks better than anyone ever. A sharp blade of pain pierces my stomach, a knife made of pure humiliation. This guy isn’t just better than me. He’s better than everyone. 
 
    My fingers fly across the keyboard. I hit send. 
 
    How did you arrange that? 
 
    This reply takes a little longer to come through. Maybe Jess is at work, or grabbing a coffee, or helping her kids. Maybe she’s texting me behind her clueless husband’s back. Several agonizing minutes slowly tick past. I remain in place, standing at the desk, hunched over, staring at the screen, eyes watering in concentration. Finally – mercifully – she responds. 
 
    He brought the photos over and I asked for it lol. 
 
    He brought the photos and I asked for it. 
 
    He brought the photos. I asked for it. 
 
    He brought the photos. 
 
    Personally. 
 
    He went to her house and delivered the photos he took of the wedding and she begged him for a repeat performance. 
 
    I stagger backward like a drunk misjudging the distance to the bar, a hand clasped over my mouth. Another long-forgotten memory surfaces suddenly. I came home from work one day, some months after the wedding, to find Layla thumbing through a photo album. It was the wedding collection. She looked up at me with a smile on her face and said, Look what our photographer finally delivered! 
 
    He was here. 
 
    Carlos motherfucking Rodriguez. 
 
    In my house. 
 
    Alone with my wife. 
 
    I turn and stare at the couch, visualizing him leaning back casually, handing my wife the photos, a grin on his face. Maybe he approaches the subject first, maybe Layla brings it up. Oh, hey, about that night… maybe we could make it a regular thing? 
 
    My blood boils. 
 
    My heart beats my ribs like an animal smashing into a cage. 
 
    My cock stretches and grows in my pants. Did he fuck my wife on this couch, too? Did she beg to see his cock again – the biggest and best cock she’s ever know? Did he bend her over and fuck her right there, where I sit every day, and come all over her face yet again? 
 
    I can picture the whole scene playing out in front of my unseeing eyes like a bad porno. My beautiful wife, legs spread, back arched, moaning like a whore. That fucking guy, bent over her, pounding her hard, stretching her tight slit once more with his huge, thick cock. The two of them laughing and fucking and coming together right there on my couch behind my stupid, ignorant, clueless, useless, cuckolded back. 
 
    The scene fades. I shake my head. Return to reality. My manhood throbs again, but this time I ignore it – I’m already erect. I imagined my wife getting fucked on my couch by another man, and it turned me on. My humiliation is complete. There is no way today could get any fucking worse than this. 
 
    I slowly turn back to the laptop and write one final message. I don’t want to know any more. I don’t want to know how good this guy is, or how big his cock is, or how good he is in the bedroom, or how long he can fuck, or how delicious his come is, or how much better he can fuck than me and every other husband on earth. I just have to know one final thing. 
 
    What about your husband? 
 
    Jess responds quickly. 
 
    He’s nice enough. But sex with Carlos – wow! 
 
    That’s everything I need to know. A loyal, faithful, committed woman with a loving, caring, devoted husband will do anything she can to have Carlos’s huge cock one more time. He’s both the dealer and the drug, turning obedient women into helpless junkies. He sneaks into couples’ weddings like a wolf slips into a herd of sheep and takes his time selecting his prey. He spends all day complimenting the happy couple and cataloguing the start of their new lives. Then Carlos waits until the husband is drunk or his attention is occupied or he’s doing something else, and this Latin lothario seduces the bride and gives her the best fuck of her life. After that, she’s powerless to resist. What kind of woman would turn down this alpha male stud? What kind of woman would say no to the best sex of her life? What kind of woman would be able to resist a cock like that? 
 
    I hope that Layla could… but now I’m not so sure. 
 
    I sit down in the computer chair again, my erection causing my pants to tent. I shut down the chat window and the internet and stare at the pictures still displayed in the background. My smiling slut of a wife, proudly showing off her breasts, about to cheat on me – maybe for the first time – with the man taking her photo. Her naughty smile and excited face make me feel even more pathetic and deflated and useless than ever before. 
 
    Has she met him since the wedding? Has she fucked him again? I need to know. I have to know. I can’t go with my life until I know. It’s a poison that courses through my veins and I’ll claw off my skin to be free of this agony. 
 
    Madness seizes my heart and I do something I’ve never done before. Something I swore I would never, ever do. I open up Layla’s personal emails and invade her privacy. After everything I’ve learned today, I don’t think my cheating slut of a wife deserves to have any privacy. She’s violated our marriage far, far more than I could ever violate her privacy. 
 
    On the surface, her emails appear normal. A couple of messages forwarded from her work server. A couple of spam messages. Advertisements. Various responses and updates from subscription services. A couple of emails from her close friends. Nothing jumps out at me. Nothing appears unusual or out of place. If I had accidentally opened Layla’s emails just a few hours ago, I would never be able to guess that she fucked the photographer at our wedding. But now that I’m here, I have to know… 
 
    Has she fucked him again since? 
 
    I scroll through a few pages in her inbox, searching for something, anything, that might be a clue, feeling like a detective on the prowl for clues again. After five pages, nothing jumps out at me. Nothing seems like it might help answer the question that screams through my mind like a wailing siren. I open the email search function and type ‘Carlos’. 
 
    Three emails are returned, all from our photographer’s official website, all over six years old. The first is a confirmation of the dates we initially suggested for our wedding. The second is an agreement of the final date and prices – for the deluxe package, I note, with some bitterness. The third is a receipt of final payment and a short note hoping that the rest of our marriage is a happy and beautiful as the ceremony. 
 
    Nothing revealing or intimate or obviously sexual. Nothing that a lawyer would spit coffee reading. If she’s communicating with him, it’s not through this channel. 
 
    I search for ‘photographer’ and wait. 
 
    The results come back quickly. The word appears to have been found in a short conversation between Layla and Naomi, one of her bridesmaids, about a week after the wedding. I swallow hard and click on the last message exchanged and scroll down to the bottom, heart pounding. 
 
    Naomi sent the first email. 
 
    Your wedding was soooo beautiful! Thank you for letting me be a part of it. You were beautiful and Oliver looked so handsome! Who was the photographer? He was hot. I tried to hit on him a few times… 
 
    Layla responds. 
 
    Thanks Naomi! It was an awesome day and I’m so happy it went so smoothly. Thanks for being my bridesmaid. And the photographer was really hot!! He had a huge ego, but he kept me happy. I can’t wait to see the pictures. 
 
    That hits me hard. Huge ego. Pictures. She’s not talking about what Naomi thinks she’s talking about. 
 
    I bet the pictures look amazing, Naomi replies. The guy looked like he knew what he was doing. 
 
    Layla’s response strikes me like a blow to the jaw. 
 
    He really did! she writes, and I get another flash of her proud, smiling, come-splattered face as I read the words. He was really good. Totally professional and very hands-on. He made sure I was satisfied with everything. He was funny and hot and in total control all day. I thought he’d be kinda goofy but he was a real alpha, you know? I can’t imagine how the day would have gone with someone else. I’m so glad we chose him. He was amazing. The best. He does model shoots, if you want to look him up. He told me he prefers doing weddings but loves taking photos of pretty women. 
 
    I bet he does. I bet he loves aiming his camera at pretty women. At other men’s wives. I bet he loves the attention and the adulation and the flirting. Almost as much as he loves pulling them into a quiet room and fucking them. 
 
    Naomi asks one last question- 
 
    Is he worth the money? 
 
    And my wife rips my heart out through my chest one more time- 
 
    Every damn penny. 
 
    Their conversation comes to an end, at least in this written form. Maybe they spoke about it on the phone later on, both gushing about Carlos Rodriguez and his huge cock and his sexual prowess and his fierce Latin passion. I close Layla’s emails, staring at the screen but not focussing on anything. My wife joined his club. She sang his praises to her friend. Hell, she recommended him to her friend. 
 
    Nausea rises up in me again, but I have nothing inside to vomit. I haven’t eaten since breakfast, and that was a lifetime ago, back when I was a happily married man with a faithful, loving wife. I am a different man now, married to a different wife, a woman I may never be able to look at in the same way. 
 
    My fingers move on their own now, sliding across the mouse pad, totally independent of my brain. They click a button and the screen suddenly changes. I blink, returning to reality, staring at the first photo once more – Layla laughing, looking back at the camera, at Carlos, as she stumbles through the hotel hallway, mere minutes before she sank to her knees and sucked his cock. 
 
    I don’t know why I’m staring at these pictures again. My body can’t take much more of this. I can’t endure any more humiliation and heartbreak and stomach-churning horror today. 
 
    But I click through the pictures again. One by one. Watching my wife walk to the empty room. Watching her undress for the camera. Watching her suck Carlos’s fat cock. Watching her spread herself to receive him. Seeing the look in her eyes as he fucks her and fills her and stretches her. Seeing the speed and pace and intensity of his frantic pounding in the blurred images. Seeing the pleasure and lust and deep, delighted satisfaction in her face as she comes for him. 
 
    I look through every last photo, until my beautiful wife is on her knees and his come dribbles down her lips, with anger and shame bubbling away in my stomach all over again. Each image brings a fresh surge of humiliation, but this time I feel something else. Something uncomfortably familiar. Something I’ve felt far too many times today. I feel the tightening of my groin, the surge of blood flowing south, the beginnings of an erection as my cock responds to these absurdly graphic images. 
 
    What the fuck is wrong with me? I’m watching my wife give herself to another man, I shouldn’t be enjoying this. I should be horrified. I should be angry. I should… 
 
    I should kick this motherfucker’s ass. 
 
    The thought makes me smile. More than that, the idea floods my heart with joy. For the first time today, I get a little rush of excitement in my veins. I should find this guy and kick the crap out of him. I should hunt him down and teach him a lesson for touching my wife. For fucking my wife. For making her come on his thick, bare cock and stretching her pussy in a way I never have. 
 
    Or maybe I could confront him. Assholes like him don’t get caught. They don’t experience the consequences of their actions. Nobody ever comes after them. This guy fucks people’s wives – maybe every week – and nobody stops him. He might even be fucking my wife every week, too. 
 
    That idea makes me cold. He can’t be. There’s no way. I would know. I would be able to tell. She wouldn’t be able to see this guy every week. Not without me realizing. But what if she does still see him? How would she get away with it? She doesn’t go to the gym or have regular nights out with her friends. She works Monday to Friday, nine to five, like most other people. The only time she doesn’t… 
 
    Oh, God. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    Oh, God, fuck, no… 
 
    The only time she doesn’t finish at five and come home to me is on a day like today, when she has a meeting after work and needs to stay on for an extra hour or so. 
 
    My blood runs cold. I don’t want to believe it. I can’t believe it. But after everything I’ve seen and experienced and understood today, the idea crawls into my skin like a carnivorous worm, chewing through my flesh, right down into my gut. Is my wife still seeing this guy… and is she lying to me about her meetings? 
 
    I look at my watch. It’s almost five PM. Layla should be finishing up her work right now, preparing for her monthly briefing. That means her car would still be in the car park. I could drive to her work and double check. Just to calm myself down. Just to be sure. 
 
    I grab my jacket. Pull on my shoes. Grab my keys. Run outside to the car. Realize I’ve forgotten to lock the front door. Run back. Lock the door. Get back in the car. Fire up the engine. Reverse out of the drive. Slam the car in gear. Hit the gas. 
 
    The neighborhood rolls past the windows in a blur of greens and browns and grays. I can barely concentrate on the road. My heart is thumping louder than the roar of the engine. I hit every red light. Get stuck behind buses. Get forced to wait behind traffic. I thump the steering wheel in frustration. Shout at other cars in impotent rage. Honk the horn. 
 
    I turn left and right. I drive down back alleys and side streets. I cut through half-full parking lots and dodge pedestrians and give the brakes a hell of a workout. 
 
    Then, finally, I see it up ahead. Layla’s office. A large, square-shaped three-storey concrete block with a wide, open parking lot. I check the dashboard clock. It’s ten minutes past five. The lot is almost empty. Only a handful of cars remain. 
 
    I turn into the lot and slowly cruise around, heart racing, desperate to see the familiar sight of Layla’s vehicle, wanting to be proved wrong. 
 
    I drive around the lot once. I don’t see it. 
 
    I drive around again to be sure but I still don’t see her car. I put the brakes on and sit still, staring at the front entrance. 
 
    My heart sinks into my chest. No, no, it can’t be right. Maybe she parked somewhere else today. Maybe the meeting got canceled and she’s on her way home already. 
 
    I take out my phone and dial her number. Voicemail. Why would she turn her phone off? I called her earlier today and she answered. Why would her phone be off now? 
 
    Movement brings me out of my thoughts. The entrance door opens and someone walks out of the building. For a split second, I delude myself into believing that it’s Layla. But it’s not. It’s a security guard, hat pulled low to block out the evening sun. He walks over to my car, brimming with self-importance, two thumbs in his waistband like a backwoods sheriff. I roll down the window. 
 
    ‘Can I help ya, fella?’ he says as he nears. 
 
    ‘Just waiting for my wife to finish,’ I say, forcing myself to sound natural. I even offer a fake, but toothy, smile. 
 
    ‘In there?’ he says, nodding back at the building. ‘Nobody left in there now ‘cept security and cleanin’ staff.’ 
 
    ‘Nobody?’ I say, fighting the urge to lean out the window and vomit on the concrete lot. ‘Are you sure? She had a late meeting.’ 
 
    ‘Everybody leaves at five,’ he says, the voice of confidence and surety. ‘Nobody stays this late ‘cept us. Maybe you got the wrong building?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I did,’ I say, wishing that was the case. 
 
    I roll the window up and drive back out of the lot and onto the road. The guard watches me until I turn the corner and pass out of his vision. My heart races, loud as horse hoofs thundering over a pasture. I pull over, blinkers on, and rub my hands over my face, fighting the urge to scream. This can’t be real. This can’t be real. 
 
    How long has Layla worked at that company? Four years? Five? As long as she’s been working there, she’s stayed late at least one night every month, regular as clockwork. I never questioned it. I never challenged it. Never once did it occur to me that something might be wrong. One night a month. That’s all it was. 
 
    Has she been fucking Carlos behind my back all these years? Has she been fucking him every month, while I’ve been stupid and clueless and blind to it all? 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, almost yelling the word. A nearby flock of birds takes flight, startled by the sudden noise. It would be funny if my life weren’t on the verge of falling apart. 
 
    I call Layla’s phone again. Still off. Straight to voicemail. Why would she turn off her phone? 
 
    Maybe it ran out of battery. Maybe she forgot the charger. Maybe she’s on her way home right now. 
 
    My excuses feel flat, even to me. I would love to believe anyone of those sweet little lies, but I can’t. I know the truth. Deep down in my gut, I know what my lovely wife is doing right now. And who she’s doing it with. 
 
    The only question is where? 
 
    I use my phone and go online. Thank Christ for technology. Around five, ten years ago, I would never have been able to find out as much about her affair as I have today. I bring up Carlos’s website and find the contact page. The screen turns blank, then loads up his information. Location. Email address. Cell phone number. I dial it and hold the phone to my ear. 
 
    A couple seconds of silence, then the line connects with a small, electronic crackle. I listen to the first ring. Then the second ring. And the third. 
 
    The line goes to a voicemail service. 
 
    Hi, this is Carlos Rodriguez Photography, says a voice – his voice, the voice of the man who laughed and smiled as he came over my wife’s freshly-married face – I’m currently working at my studio and can’t answer right now. Leave a message and I’ll call- 
 
    I hang up. 
 
    He’s at the studio. I stare at his website again. His studio address is listed. I’ve never been there before. We always met on neutral ground, like coffee shops. My heart smashes against my chest like it’s trying to burst through. 
 
    Do I do this? Do I want to do this? Do I really want to know for sure? 
 
    Part of me wants to go back home and delete all those photos and drink until I forget. I’ll wake up tomorrow and everything will be back to normal. If life had a reset button, I would press it right now and go back in time and stop my stupid mug from falling onto my laptop. If that hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t be here now, sitting in the car, fighting the urge to cry, wondering if my wife is currently fucking another man behind my back. 
 
    What a difference a day makes. 
 
    I take a few deep breaths to calm down and put his studio address into my phone’s map. A blue line appears, showing me the quickest way across town at this time of day. His place is ten minutes away. 
 
    Do it? 
 
    Don’t do it? 
 
    I put the car in gear and start driving. This is it. Moment of truth. I don’t want to know, but I have to know. I have to be sure. After everything that’s happened today, everything I’ve seen, everything I now know about my perfect, wonderful wife… I need to know if she’s still fucking this man behind my back. Cheating on me at our wedding was one thing, but if she’s still seeing him… I have no idea if I can handle that. 
 
    Time seems to slow as I follow the blue line on my map, nearing the little red pin of my destiny. I try to clear my mind, but it’s already empty. I don’t feel anything. My stomach isn’t churning. Acid rage isn’t bubbling in the pit of my stomach. My eyes aren’t burning with the threat of tears. Blood isn’t pumping through my veins and my heart isn’t racing a thousand miles an hour and my vision isn’t blurry. I feel calm and collected, like I did this morning, watching Layla dress for work. I feel cold and unattached and unemotional, like my brain is trying to prepare me for what it already knows is true. 
 
    The map says that I’m here. I slow the car to a crawl. I’m in a quiet, unassuming part of town. Not many cars around here. Nobody to notice if I sit here for a while. This whole area looks old and a little run down and in sore need of renovation. 
 
    The ‘studio’ is a simple two-storey brick building that looks like it was built a century ago. It sits in a weedy little lot in the shadow of a much larger, more modern building. A hand-painted sign declares this building as Carlos Rodriguez Photography. It looks like a cheap place to rent. Close enough to the main parts of town to be relevant, yet just far enough out for a man like Carlos Rodriguez to conduct his business – whether that business be the art of photography, or the art of fucking other men’s wives. I glance around as I crawl past the building. I can’t see my wife’s car anywhere. 
 
    ‘Thank fuck,’ I say, a little relived sigh escaping my tight throat. 
 
    Maybe she isn’t here. Maybe, instead, I can walk up to the front door, kick it open, and have a little man-to-man talk with this fucking asshole. My hands clench on the wheel, as though gripping his throat. I hit the blinkers and turn, meaning to drive around the studio and pull in somewhere quiet. 
 
    I see something. 
 
    I hit the brakes. 
 
    The car slams to a halt. 
 
    I stare through the windshield, mouth open, eyes wide. My heart starts to race again. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, in disbelief, agony, despair, and defeat all at once. 
 
    Parked around the side of the studio, carefully hidden from prying eyes and potential witnesses, is a vehicle. Not just any vehicle. A vehicle I know very well. I know the little air freshener dangling from the rear-view mirror. I know the little dent in the bodywork above the driver’s wheel arch. I know the license plate and the mis-matched front tires and the worn steering wheel that surely needs replacing by now. 
 
    My wife’s car is carefully tucked away behind the studio. 
 
    I stare at it in numb disbelief. My blood freezes in my veins. I don’t know what to do. But I know what I should do. I should go home right now. I should raid the medicine cabinet. I should take a handful of drugs and wash it down with hard liquor and get into bed and hope that this entire day is wiped from my life tomorrow morning. 
 
    That’s what I should do. 
 
    I should not investigate further. I should not go snooping. I should not try to find out why my wife is parked in this side of town, hidden behind the studio of a man who took our pictures six long, long years ago. 
 
    But I am no longer in control of my mind or my body. I am a passenger in my own skin, watching my life unfold helplessly through the windows of my eyes. I watch as my hands turn the wheel and my foot squeezes the brake. I watch the car come to a stop, parked carefully by Layla’s car, blocking off her escape. I watch the hands release the wheel and put on the brake and remove the keys and open the door. 
 
    I step out of the car into the air and take a good, hard sniff, like a hunting dog trying to track down my prey through scent alone. For a split second, I try to fool myself into believing that Layla’s perfume hangs thick in the air, that I can really smell her presence, right here in this lot, on the wrong side of town, in the shade of better, more modern buildings. 
 
    It’s all a lie, of course. I can’t smell her or see her, or even hear her – this last part I try for a moment, cupping a hand to my ear, half expecting to hear the sound of faint moans and cries of passion in the wind. The world is quiet and still, save for the sounds of distant traffic rumbling back and forth on the main streets, and the rustle of trash blown by a faint breeze. Almost everything is still and quiet. Peaceful. 
 
    Except for the relentless drumming of my heart. 
 
    I lock the car – my fingers shaking so bad I miss the button twice before hearing the whirr and click of the doors – and walk towards the studio. I look around, making sure I am alone. There’s nobody in this part of the world right now. It’s just me and a building. 
 
    And a big-dicked photographer fucking my wife. 
 
    The studio appears to be deserted. No movement, no sound from within. I glance up the side of the building, looking for some carefully hidden access point, like this is a videogame and there will be a convenient, ladder-like mesh of exposed brickwork leading to an open window. Of course, there isn’t such a thing. The walls are plain and bare, the windows covered from inside and too high up to reach. 
 
    My shoes crunch in the gravel of the weed-strewn lot as I slowly and carefully pick my way around the side of the building, looking for a hidden entrance or any other kind of secret passageway into the studio. There isn’t. The only way in is the front door. 
 
    I tell myself to stop. To get back in the car. To wait. Maybe her car broke down on the way home and she’s walking to a garage nearby for help. Maybe this is completely innocent. Maybe my wife is not an adulteress. 
 
    No, I think, she’s not an adulteress. My wife is a cheating whore. 
 
    Those words make my loins twitch, the same way my cock throbbed earlier looking through the pictures and imagining Layla getting fucked on our couch. Cheating whore. I push the thoughts aside. Can’t afford to be distracted, not right now. I have something I need to do first. 
 
    I creep around the side of the building, to the studio front. The large hand-painted sign advertising Carlos’s studio peers down at me, looking a little faded and sun-baked. The street is still quiet and empty, except for me. I quietly walk along the front of the studio, blood thumping in my ears, hardly daring to breathe, my feet crunching in the gravel, until I reach the front door. It’s a simple brown wooden door. There’s an eyehole in the door. No windows. 
 
    I put my ear to the door and listen, straining to hear anything over the rushing blood in my ear. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I reach out and grasp the door handle, forcing my hand to remain steady and not to tremble. I turn the handle. 
 
    The door is unlocked. 
 
    I push the door open, slowly, slowly, slowly, praying that it doesn’t creak or squeak or rattle. It doesn’t make a sound. The door swings open on silent hinges, revealing a small, quiet reception-type area. Plastic seats. Framed photos of weddings and model shoots. It is currently empty. I take a step inside, listening hard. Still nothing. Maybe nobody’s here after all. 
 
    The room is a small, carefully furnished space. Modern wood flooring and white walls. The kind of place you could wait while he develops photos in another room. There are two doors on the far side of the small room. I tiptoe across the room, forcing myself to breathe out through my mouth in long, slow exhales, and put my ear to the first door. 
 
    Then I hear something. 
 
    Not from behind the door. From above. The sound of furniture scraping on a wooden floor. 
 
    I am not alone. Someone else is definitely here with me. 
 
    I quietly grasp the handle and pull. Behind the first door is a supply closet. Nothing interesting. I move over to the second door and gentle push it open wide enough to peek through the crack. I can see a large, unfurnished photography studio. Standing lamps against the far wall. Large, colorful background sheets. I push the door open the rest of the way and let myself into the room. 
 
    It’s a wide, open space. There are a few pieces of furniture dotted around, chairs, tables, cushions – anything that could be used as a prop for the photo shoot. 
 
    I spy another door in the back corner of the room and quietly walk across it, taking care not to make a sound on the wooden floor. I pause suddenly, sniffing the air. There is a strange, familiar scent hanging around. One I know very, very well. 
 
    Layla’s perfume. 
 
    The scrape of furniture on the floor above makes me look up, staring at the ceiling. My heart sinks into my stomach, consumed by the boiling, bubbling acid of anger and pain and shock. 
 
    Please, God, if you are real… don’t let this happen. Don’t let me find them together. 
 
    I cross the room and reach the door on the far side. My heart punches my ribs now, as though trying to force a hole in my chest. My hands feel heavy as lead. It takes all my strength to reach up and push this door. It swings back silently, revealing a wooden staircase to the second floor. 
 
    Now I can hear something else. Someone else. I can the sound of feminine giggles., followed by the sound of another voice, muffled and indistinct, but definitely male. Then a sharp, sudden gasp of delight. A gasp that I know very, very well. I’ve heard it myself, many times. I’ve made that sound escape my wife’s throat during all the years we’ve been together. It’s the sound she makes when I gently kiss her womanhood. The sound she makes when I playfully slap her naked ass. The sound she makes when I ease my length out of her once our lovemaking comes to an end. 
 
    The final piece of puzzle falls into place and my world crumbles into dust. My wife fucked the photographer on our wedding day. My wife has continued to fuck the photographer at least once a month since that day. My wife is upstairs right now, gasping with delight as her lover touches her body. 
 
    I stand still for a long, dreadful moment, utterly frozen and completely incapable of taking another step. I try to tell myself that it wasn’t my wife I heard just now, it was another woman. Maybe this photographer guy has a girlfriend and this is one big misunderstanding and my wife has never fucked him or sucked his cock or let him come on her face. One big, crazy, mix-up. 
 
    My right foot lifts off the ground and moves forward, onto the bottom step. Up or down? Stay or go? Man or mouse? 
 
    I have to know. I’ve come this far. It might break my heart – it might break me – but I have to know. 
 
    I stand on the bottom step, my feet spread to the far edges of the staircase to avoid making any unfortunate creaking sounds. It takes me a long, long moment to gather my courage. A crazy voice in my head screams that this criminal trespass and I’m going to get thrown in jail and what if this guy has a gun and shoots me dead? I tell the voice to shut up. This guy has already trespassed into my life – into my wife – and I’m allowed to repay the favor. Maybe he has a gun. Hell, I hope he has a gun. 
 
    A crazy vision flashes before my eyes, a scene from the movie of my life, where I bravely wrestle Carlos to the ground and rip the gun out of his hands and point it right at his smug, grinning face and- 
 
    A soft, passionate moan of erotic pleasure echoes down the stairs, as loud and clear as if it was whispered into my ear. 
 
    That’s Layla’s moan. That’s what she sounds like when she’s really – really – turned on. That’s the sound she makes when she’s had a few drinks and we allow ourselves to get seriously dirty together. She’s making it right now, a few feet above my head. 
 
    With that fucking guy. 
 
    Carlos. 
 
    Motherfucking. 
 
    Rodriguez. 
 
    I take a step. And another. Keeping my feet to the outside. Treading carefully. Treading lightly. Heart hammering so loud I’m sure it must be echoing off the walls. 
 
    Another soft moan. 
 
    Then a voice. A female voice. Low and breathy and full of excited lust. 
 
    Layla’s voice. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ she says, ‘you’re so fucking good…’ 
 
    I stop dead, ears straining to hear more, staring down at the next step so hard my eyes are watering. All the air has been sucked out of my chest, my lungs are empty and deflated, my heart racing hard, desperately pumping the last remaining particles of oxygen around my body before I keel over into a faint, right here on the stairs. 
 
    I put my hands out on either side, steadying myself on the plain plasterboard walls, forcing myself to stay upright and keep going. I take another two steps. I’m now almost halfway up the stairs. 
 
    Above me, the stairs appear to open out straight into the room above. The wall to my right is the back of the studio building, so I guess the room opens out to the left. There doesn’t look to be a barricade or anything up there. 
 
    I take another step. 
 
    My wife’s moan floats down to me, like music sailing through the air. It’s the most excruciating sound I have ever heard in my life. Layla is being pleasured by another man and that knowledge pierces my chest like a javelin. 
 
    I take another step. I am close the edge now. One more step, and I’ll be able to peek over the lip of the stairs, able to see them together. I don’t have a plan for what comes next. Maybe I’ll leap out and scream at them. Maybe I’ll throw myself at him. Maybe I’ll grab something heavy and start swinging. Life is full of possibilities when you have nothing to lose. 
 
    Again, my wife’s soft and lusty voice calls down the stairs. She says, ‘Oh, my God, I love that…’ She doesn’t bother to lower her voice. Why would she? As far she knows, it’s just her and the Latino stud. All alone in their little fuck-nest. Husband miles away, far across town, completely out of her mind and totally fucking clueless. 
 
    Not today. 
 
    Not fucking today. 
 
    I take one final step, now crouching so my head doesn’t peer over the edge of the floor and give me away. My heart beats like I’ve just run a marathon. My breath rips out of my throat in soft rasps. I can’t seem to exist any quieter than this right now. I take a few long, slow, deep breaths, trying to force myself to calm down. It doesn’t work. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ says my wife from a few feet away, moaning in a voice meant for my ears only. 
 
    I steel myself and stand up and snatch a glance over the edge. Just for a second. Then duck down again. 
 
    There are boxes piled up near the stairs, acting as some kind of makeshift barrier. A window in one wall, drapes pulled, afternoon sunlight gently punching through. I don’t see much else. 
 
    I stand up and look again, slower this time. The boxes protect me as much as they shield the room from my view. I take another step up, and peer around the edge of the box. 
 
    And what I see almost kills me stone dead. 
 
    There’s a bed in the center of the room. I can’t tell if Carlos lives here, or just uses this place to fuck women on the side. There’s no other furniture. The floor and walls are almost totally bare, apart from scattered boxes and stacks of photography supplies… and discarded clothing. On the bed is a figure. I can’t see her face, but I know who it is. I recognized the outfit as easily as I recognized the breathy moans. Her dark suit jacket and heels are on the floor, forgotten. Her knee-length dress has been pulled up to her stomach. She lays on the bed with her legs parted, wide and willing. 
 
    And kneeling between her legs, shirtless, his muscular, olive-tanned back to me, is The Guy, the asshole, the motherfucker who ruined my life and fucked my wife and stole her from me on the very day we married. 
 
    Carlos. 
 
    Motherfucking. 
 
    Rodriguez. 
 
    I can’t see what he’s doing, but from the position of their bodies, it’s pretty fucking obvious that he is licking her sensitive cleft. I can see it in my mind. I’ve done it myself thousands of times. I can picture her soft, pink lips, slowly darkening and swelling with arousal. I can feel her slick wetness on my lips. I can taste her excitement on my tongue. 
 
    My cock throbs again, and this time I can’t push it out of my mind. I crouch down again, furious with myself. Furious for coming here. Furious for seeing this. Furious for getting turned on by it. What the fuck is wrong with me? 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ Layla says, moaning in that sexy way I love so much. ‘Carlos, your tongue is so fucking good…’ 
 
    I stand up again and watch. I’m rooted to the spot. Unable to move up or down the stairs. Unable to do anything but watch my wife and her lover. 
 
    Her legs open wider and she places her bare feet on the bed, knees up, her fingers running through his hair. Her wedding ring glints in the light, winking at me as it tussles his hair, and I feel a fresh wave of sickening anger course through me. I put that wedding ring on her finger. Carlos photographed me doing it. Now that ring is touching his body. In his bed. In his studio. 
 
    I can’t see what he’s doing from this angle, but she’s clearly loving it. Her breaths slowly transform into moans. He’s moving his head in slow figure-of-eight motions, and I can see one arm raised as well. I squeeze my eyes shut for a second and I can hear the sound of wet fingers slipping in and out of Layla’s eager pussy, between the deep, raspy groans of passion that escape her lips. 
 
    It’s not enough for this guy to have a better body me. It’s not enough that he has a bigger cock. It’s not enough that he fucks better and harder and deeper than me. He even licks my wife’s pussy better than I can. 
 
    I duck down behind the wall, heart beating like a drum solo. My cock throbs again, this time a little painfully. My balls feel heavy and full and swollen. How many times have I felt this surge of lust in my groin today? Why do I keep feeling like this? Why does it turn me on? I should be horrified. Hell, I am horrified. But I also feel absurdly horny. My stomach is churning like laundry on a spin cycle. 
 
    A voice in my head screams at me to focus. I’ve seen enough. I’ve done what I came to do. My wife is still fucking this guy. Probably has been fucking him since we got married. I married a cheating whore. Hell, for all I know, she’s fucking every man in town behind my back. I have no idea if it’s just this guy. 
 
    But I know. Deep down, I know. A guy like this, with that body and that cock – there’s nobody who could match that. Everyone else would be a step down in comparison. Including me. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ Layla says, the word a long, stretch moan of passion. ‘Keep doing that!’ 
 
    I stand up again and watch, helpless to do anything else, unable to move or leave or interrupt the lovers. Carlos is still kneeling between her open legs, still caressing my wife’s blossoming pussy with his tongue. His hand looks to be moving a little faster now. Maybe he’s finger-fucking my wife as he swirls tongue around her clit. Layla’s moans grow steadily louder. She raises her legs and drapes them over his shoulders, pulling him closer. Her hands now grip his head, wedding ring winking out at me in cruel mockery from within his dark hair. 
 
    ‘You’re so fucking good!’ she says, and I can hear in her voice how close she is to coming. My wife is about to come as this man eats her tender, swollen sex and slides his fingers in and out of her tight entrance, and all I can do is watch. I am a weak, spineless, feeble, pathetic excuse of a man. 
 
    My cock throbs, and this time it grows full and hard in my pants, straining painfully against my underwear. I look down at myself, staring at the awkward tent in my pants, trying to comprehend the mixture of shame, humiliation, and overwhelming arousal that swirls through my body like a heady cocktail. 
 
    ‘Fuck! Yes!’ 
 
    I watch my wife come for Carlos Rodriguez, coming hard on his skilled fingers and tongue. I watch her legs twitch uncontrollably, toes curled, her fingers clawing into his scalp in an animalistic display of passionate lust. I watch what I can see of Layla’s body tremble, even as he sits a little more upright and pulls her further toward him, driving her further over the edge. 
 
    My wife cries out in wordless delight, her orgasm long and fierce and all-consuming. She comes for his fingers. She comes for his tongue. She comes harder than I have ever made her come before. 
 
    Jealousy seizes my heart and arousal seizes my cock. Is it possible to be turned on by humiliation like this? Before today, I didn’t know such a thing was possible. After today, I don’t know if I will ever feel as wildly, insanely turned on as in this moment. 
 
    Layla’s huge, body-shuddering orgasm subsides and she pats Carlos’s head. He eases back and stands up and now I can see that he’s wearing a pair of loose slacks. He reaches down and grasps my wife’s arms pulls her up into a sitting position. I shrink back behind the boxes, but she doesn’t see me. She only has eyes for him. 
 
    The thing that hurts the most is my wife’s flushed, smiling face. She looks so excited. So full of passion. The last time I saw that expression on her face was the night before our wedding. Now she only makes that face for him. I know that he sees it every time they fuck. For him, this is just another conquest. For her, it’s the best fuck of her life, again. 
 
    Layla yanks down his slacks without needing to be asked and I see the look on her face as his cock – his monstrous, bulging, huge, thick, hard cock – springs free and a crazy part of me wants to move closer to get a better view. I force myself not to do anything except watch. 
 
    ‘I love the way you eat my pussy,’ Layla says, her words hitting my chest like golf balls launched from a cannon. She smiles up at him, taking his length in her hand, a naughty giggle erupting from her lips. 
 
    ‘I love eating your pussy,’ Carlos says. His voice is cool and confident and smug and so fucking pleased with himself. Again, I have to force myself to stay where I am and not vault up the stairs and attack him. ‘Does your husband eat your pussy as good as me?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, with a wicked giggle, driving a knife through my heart, and leans in closer to her lover. His back obscures my view, but it sounds like she’s kissing his abs. ‘You’re the best, baby.’ 
 
    ‘What else do I have that’s better than your husband?’ he says, and I can hear the smirk in his voice. 
 
    My wife makes that wicked giggle again, then she moans long and deep, the sound muffled by something in her mouth. From the angle of her head, I can tell that she has moved lower. She’s sucking his cock, and gladly. I can her the smacking of her lips, the groans of delight in her throat, the little gasps of air as she slides up his shaft, to the tip. My mind flashes back to the pictures I saw this morning, a thousand years ago. I know exactly what his hard cock looks like. I know how wide her lips have to stretch to fit him halfway into her mouth. I know the gleam that will be in her eye right now. 
 
    ‘God,’ Carlos says, in a sigh of pleasure, placing his hands on the back of my wife’s head, ‘married sluts suck cock better than anyone.’ 
 
    My wife groans a response. Carlos grabs her head roughly now. I see the muscles on his back and legs and ass tense as he starts to push her head down, forcing her mouth around his cock. Layla makes little gagging noises in her throat, but he doesn’t stop and she doesn’t make him. She’s living this just as much as he is. 
 
    I can’t tear my eyes away from the scene. I can’t move. I can hardly breathe. This young, powerful, muscular guy is fucking my wife’s throat right in front of me. An hour ago, I would have gladly kicked his ass for even thinking about it, now I find myself watching in horrified, aroused fascination. I’ve never done that to Layla. I’ve never been that rough with her. I had no idea she liked it. 
 
    Carlos pulls her hair roughly, yanking her mouth free of his thick, juicy meat. I hear her gasp for air. 
 
    ‘You like sucking this big cock?’ he says. 
 
    ‘I love it,’ she says at once. 
 
    ‘Your husband’s cock this big?’ 
 
    ‘No!’ She sounds like she’s desperate to please him. ‘My husband is fucking tiny compared to you.’ 
 
    My cock feels like it’s about to burst. Why the fuck does that turn me on so much to hear? It hurts, yeah, but also excites me. 
 
    ‘Suck my balls,’ he says. My wife does as he commands without a second thought, dropping her head beneath his huge, heavy cock. I hear him sigh with pleasure as her lips slurp and smack around his full, eager testicles. How much come is stored in them, I wonder? How big is the load he’s going to give my wife today? 
 
    I shake my head, clearing it. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why did I think that? Do I want him to go through with this? Am I going to let this continue? 
 
    ‘Oh, God, I love it,’ Layla says, turning her mouth back to her lover’s hard shaft. ‘I fucking love it so much!’ 
 
    She sucks him long and deep, with urgent, greedy desperation, her throat groans and moans both the sweetest and the worst thing I have ever heard in my life. Carlos lets her work, looking down at my wife, observing her hungry cock sucking. I wonder if she’s the best blowjob he’s ever had. She’s the best I’ve ever known, but he probably gets blowjobs from willing sluts every single day. He makes occasional soft moans of encouragement and tender, gentle sighs. His tattoo is perfectly visible the whole time, taunting me. 
 
    Ladykiller. 
 
    Finally, he grabs her hair again. He stands back and she follows, rising to her feet off the bed. I shrink back further behind the boxes, peering out with one eye. Her gaze his fixed on his face and she doesn’t seem to notice anything else. 
 
    He reaches up with his other hand, grabs the top of her dress, and pulls it down, exposing her bra. The dress now only covers her stomach. 
 
    ‘Take that off,’ he says, in a firm, commanding tone. ‘I want to fuck your tits.’ 
 
    Layla’s eyes flash and she reaches up behind her back and unclips the bra faster than I’ve ever seen. Bare seconds after he’s issued the order, she throws her bra to the floor, large creamy breasts exposed, nipples firm and hungry for attention. He lets go of her hair and pushes her back onto the bed. She laughs with delight at his rough manhandling. He climbs on the bed and mounts her, sitting over her stomach. I can’t see what he’s doing – all I can see is his back – but I can imagine it well enough. I know my wife’s soft, generous breasts so well. I’ve stared at pictures of Carlos’s cock all day. My mind fills in the blanks. I can see his thick shaft sliding between her breasts. Maybe she pushes them together to grip him tighter. Maybe she’s licking the tip of his cock as he glides up – he’s more than big enough to do both. 
 
    A flash of jealous anger crosses my mind and I turn, ready to storm up the stairs and interrupt them. But then what? What would I do next? This guy is younger, faster, stronger and better than me. If I don’t take him by surprise, I’ll never take him. And what will I do with Layla? Scream at her? Drag her outside as she is now, so the world can know what a filthy, lying, deceitful, slut of a wife she is? 
 
    He fucks my wife’s tits for a few minutes. She coos at him, murmuring how good it feels, how thick and hot and hard it is between her breasts. Then he gives her a new order. 
 
    ‘I want you on top.’ 
 
    She moves out of the way quickly, eager to satisfy. He lays down on the bed, grasping his thick shaft, pointing the wet and gleaming tip toward heaven. My wife climbs on top, her back to me, and effortlessly swings her leg over him with a deft, graceful, practiced flick. She takes her place over his shaft and slowly sinks down onto him. 
 
    As the tip of his bare shaft glides inside my wife’s sex, parting her pink lips and stretching her inflamed hole, I know for certain that she has fucked him many, many times over the years. The ease with which her pussy accepts him, the way her body reacts to this massive invasion, the arch of the her back, the flick of her hair, the low, throaty groan of passion – these little nonverbal signals all confirm my suspicions. I have been a fool for six long years. My entire marriage is a sham. My wife was only truly my wife for the first eight hours of our union. After that, she was his whore just as much as my lover. 
 
    Layla’s erotic cry of deep satisfaction seems to reverberate inside my skull. I stare in open-mouthed shock as she sinks down on his length, lower, lower, lower, taking inch after thick, pulsing inch inside her pink, dripping slit. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ Layla says, almost hissing through her teeth, ‘I’ve missed this so fucking much.’ 
 
    ‘Then you should come over more often,’ Carlos says. 
 
    ‘I can’t.’ Layla pauses to let out a long, loud moan as she comes to a rest on his body, every last inch of his massive shaft buried inside her far, far deeper than I have ever known. ‘My husband.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck him.’ 
 
    And with that blunt dismissal, my wife begins to fuck her lover. I try to look away, or close my eyes, or move behind the boxes to block my vision, but I can’t. The sight is mesmerizing. I watch every long, passionate second of it. She rocks her hips and grinds down into him. She eases up and falls back over his shaft. She moans his name and tells him how fucking good and hard and big his fat cock feels inside her. She fucks him long and hard. First, she sits up and rides him, her breasts probably swinging and bouncing before his eyes in a hypnotic, devastatingly sexy rhythm. Then, as her pace quickens and her climax starts to build, she bends down and kisses him. Carlos reaches down and spanks her ass over and over. She squeaks with delight at every wet smack of his palm. His blows leave little red marks on her skin that quickly fade. His cock gleams with her sticky juices. He groans in time with her, loving the feeling of my wife’s tight pussy gripping his thick meat. He starts to thrust upwards now, grabbing her hips to keep her in place, pounding her sex. His balls swing back and forth with the effort of his thrusting. I hear her moans get louder, longer, shriller. I see her body tense, stiffen, clench. I can even smell their lust in the air. The scent of sex and sweat and combined juices hangs thick in this open attic space. 
 
    My wife comes for a second time this afternoon as he fucks her with his huge, bare cock. She comes louder, harder, and faster than she has ever come for me. Every thought I have of interrupting or attacking or stopping flies out of my mind. I watch her sitting astride him, taking every inch inside as he pushes up, forcing himself deeper and deeper and deeper still. I watch the way her entire body shudders with the power of her orgasm. I hear the breath catch in her throat for several long seconds – long enough that I almost wonder if she’s still breathing – and I know, deep down, one fundamental truth. She will never give up fucking this man. Not even if I threaten to leave her. She needs this like a fish needs water or a plant needs sunlight. She’s not just addicted to his cock, she lives for his cock. This man can give her better sex than I could ever hope to provide. 
 
    That thought hurts more than any other I’ve experienced today. It also makes my stiff cock tremble in my pants. I reach down and give my member a firm squeeze. God, it feels so nice. So wrong but also so nice. Why am I getting so turned on watching her fuck this man? 
 
    Carlos doesn’t let up. Even as she trembles above him, he continues pounding her, the wet slap of their bodies as loud as explosions in the quiet room. Her cries get louder with every long, hard stroke, his massive length filling her over and over and over, stretching her and satisfying her and pleasuring her more deeply than I could ever achieve. It hurts me. It turns me on. I’m awash with confused, conflicting feelings. I came here to kick this guy’s ass and drag my wife home. Now I’m watching them fuck with a hard-on throbbing inside my pants. God fucking help me, I’m watching them fuck and I’m enjoying it. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God!’ Layla says, the words bursting out of her mouth with the passion and enthusiasm of an opera singer hitting the high note. ‘You fuck me so good!’ 
 
    ‘Better than your husband?’ Carlos says, and I can hear the smug fucking grin in his voice. 
 
    ‘So much better!’ Layla rides him hard and fast and desperately now, grinding into him. Every thick, slid inch of his length is buried inside her. Christ, how much can she take? Even the dildos she keeps in her underwear drawer don’t go as deep as he does. ‘I never come like this with him!’ 
 
    Her words cut me deep. It’s true. I know it. She knows it. Carlos knows it. He is the superior male and my wife – the sweet, gentle, love of my life – is fucking his bare cock wildly and shaming me and my abilities because it turns him on. 
 
    Now Carlos sits upright, his olive-tanned hands gliding up her smooth, pale back. Her moans deepen. They kiss. I watch, stunned and silent, at the passion and tenderness in their embrace. 
 
    Then they break apart and Carlos says, ‘On your knees.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, sir,’ she says, with another of those wicked giggles. 
 
    My wife eases off her lover. His thick cock slides out of her, gleaming and glistening and dripping with their lust and my wife’s slick juices. I’m seized by a mad desire to rush into the room and undress and join them. I duck down behind the wall, eyes shut, trying to control myself. I don’t want them to know I’m here. Or do I? Wasn’t that the point of this mad crusade, to stop them from doing exactly what they’re doing right now? 
 
    My wife’s deep, passionate groan cuts through my thoughts like an air raid siren on a clear morning. That voice in my head tells me not to look up, to leave and get in the car and go for a drive. 
 
    But I can’t. I have to look. I have to know more. I have to see more. I stand up and slowly lean forward, peering around the boxes. 
 
    Layla is now on her hands and knees on his bed, almost facing toward me. She still doesn’t notice me; all her attention is focussed on the man kneeling behind her. My wife’s mouth is open in a wide O of sheer bliss. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her arms strain with the effort of keeping herself upright for him. 
 
    Carlos grasps my wife’s hips and eases himself forward. I don’t need to be close to see what he’s doing, how wide her sex is opening for him, or how good it feels for both of them. My wife lets out a long, throaty groan as he pushes his full length inside her. 
 
    I squeeze my cock again, feel its full, throbbing length in my hand, the length that can’t hope to compete with his, the length that could never satisfy my wife like he does, and I watch in silence. Carlos is slow at first, almost gentle, as though he knows my wife’s body isn’t used to being regularly stretched open like this. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ Layla says, stretching the vowel out for several long seconds. ‘Harder, baby. I can take it. I can take it all. God, I love it!’ 
 
    I can take it all. The words rattle around my skull like an echo after the concert is over. She sounds so proud of herself. So delighted in her wanton, slutty sexuality. 
 
    Carlos starts to pump her now, long, smooth, deep strokes that make Layla gasp every time. He raises a hand and brings it down on her ass, the hard slap making her cry out in that delicious combination of pleasure and pain. 
 
    ‘Not so hard,’ she says, fighting through her passion to speak clearly. ‘Don’t leave marks.’ 
 
    ‘Your idiot husband won’t notice,’ he says, and spanks her again. This time, my wife offers no comeback. ‘He’s never noticed half the shit I’ve done to you.’ 
 
    Layla lets her front half collapse to the bed now, the pleasure overwhelming her, his hard, deep thrusts almost too much for her to endure. The curves of her beautiful pale ass stand out brilliantly against his tanned torso, and I can see her flesh rippling deliciously with every hard, powerful thrust. I squeeze my cock once more, fighting an absurd urge to unzip my pants and jerk off right here on the stairs. 
 
    Carlos begins to quicken his pace now, his strokes becoming slowly faster, but still deep and hard. My wife’s beautiful ass ripples more and more with every thrust. Her breasts sway back and forth with the force of every wet, sticky impact. Her moans, loud to begin with, now become a symphony of pleasure, a single wordless sound of unadulterated bliss. She has never made this sound with me. I didn’t even know women could make such a sound. 
 
    ‘Your pussy is so fucking good,’ Carlos says, almost grunting like a caveman. Thick veins bulge in his neck and forehead with the effort of fucking my wife this good and this hard for this long. He’s already lasted maybe two or three times longer than me. 
 
    ‘It’s yours!’ my wife says, tossing her head and moaning the words over her shoulders. ‘My pussy is yours! It’s all for you!’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is,’ Carlos says, still in that powerful, monosyllabic grunt. He grits his teeth together, a line of brilliant white against his darker skin, both snarling and smiling at the same time. ‘Your married holes belong to me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ My wife’s agreement stings like a whip to the balls. My cock pulses harder in my pants. 
 
    ‘You’re my slut,’ Carlos says, and that little voice in my head wants to cheer and encourage him on. Yes, my wife is a slut. She’s a dirty, cheating, filthy married whore. She’s lying, two-faced bitch and she’s getting the best fuck of her life. 
 
    ‘I’m your slut!’ 
 
    Layla buries her face in the bed and grabs the covers with desperate, groping fingers. She muffles her cries into the bed. Carlos leans forward and grabs a fistful of her hair and yanks her head back, forcing her to be loud. Her orgasm is louder than a jet lifting off the runway. Carlos grins in savage triumph as my wife climaxes for him and him alone. He keeps fucking her, still pulling her head back by her hair, still pounding hard and deep and fast. When Layla pauses her cries long enough to draw breath – a throaty, raspy sound, like an asthmatic scrambling for air – I can her the sickly wet sound of his shaft filling her dripping, aching pussy. The sound reminds me of a boot being pulled out of thick mud. How fucking wet is she right now? 
 
    Wetter than I’ve ever made her. 
 
    ‘God,’ she says, finally coming down from her climax. He releases her hair and grips her hips again. ‘I can’t… can’t take anymore… come for me. Please come for me!’ 
 
    ‘You want me to come for you?’ 
 
    ‘God, yes!’ 
 
    ‘Say it.’ 
 
    ‘I want you,’ she says, and these words sound practiced and rehearsed, as though he can’t get off without hearing them, ‘to come on my married face!’ 
 
    He pounds her even harder for a few moments, the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the quiet room. She moans and moans and moans, still gripping the bed, even biting the covers to quiet herself. Her expression is so different to the one I know. My wife’s face is twisted and stretched with lust beyond anything I have ever seen before. When she climaxes in my arms, she closes her eyes and opens her mouth and gently cries my name. With him, her entire body seems to be exploding out from within, every cell and fibre of her body burst into flame at once. 
 
    It’s the hottest, most intense thing I have ever seen. 
 
    Carlos eases back. My wife collapses onto the bed. He moves around to her side, his body glistening with sweat, his cock shiny and coated with her come. Her juices even trickle down his full, swollen, heavy balls. He pushes her hip and she allows him to roll her over. Now she is on her back, looking up as he kneels next to her head. My heart races. My eyes widen. I’m on edge. I can’t look away. I can’t stop. I want to see this. I have to see this. 
 
    The Latin stud kneels over my wife, stroking his huge, slick cock, a grin on his face. My wife pants, breasts heaving, arms above her head in erotic surrender, looking up at her lover, her conqueror, her seducer. 
 
    ‘Come for me.’ My wife’s voice is softer now, breathless both from the hard fuck he just gave her and from the excitement of what is to come. She reaches up with a hand and gently, lovingly, squeezes his balls. ‘Come for me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come on your face,’ he says, his body tensed, muscles standing out on his arms and legs and back. 
 
    ‘Come on my married face,’ she says. ‘I’m your slut. Come on my face.’ 
 
    ‘Your husband doesn’t do that?’ he says. 
 
    ‘No. Only you. I’m your dirty little slut.’ 
 
    Those words send him over the edge, even as they hit me like a closed fist to the jaw. He grunts deep in his throat and leans forward, aiming the deep purple tip of his thick cock directly at my wife’s face like a marksman taking aim. He shudders. His shoulders dip. Then he lets loose a firm, masculine grunt of pleasure and his climax arrives. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Layla says, opening her mouth for him. ‘Ruin my face!’ 
 
    I watch in numb horror and stunned arousal as he unloads all over my wife’s face. Sticky white globs of thick come spurt out from the tip of his jerking cock, cascading across her smiling face, splattering her forehead and dripping over her lips. She moans wildly, lost in delight, as he marks her with come. One sticky jet after another flies out of his pulsing shaft. She squeezes his balls until every last drop has been emptied onto her face. 
 
    I suddenly realize that I’ve been holding my breath the entire time. I cup a hand over my mouth and quietly exhale into the palm. It’s over. It’s finally over. I can do something now. But what? 
 
    Layla’s hand slides up from Carlos’s balls to his cock. Even now, when it is slowly deflating, it is a monument to his alpha male glory. Thick and meaty and hard. She lifts her head and takes him into her mouth again. He looks down at her, a smug, cocky grin on his face. Someone else’s wife. Just another greedy come-soaked cock whore. 
 
    My wife gently and passionately takes his length to the back of her throat once more, cleaning him, tasting her juices, swallowing the last droplets of his hot come. She eases him out of her mouth and releases her grip on his shaft, and sinks into the bed, utterly spent. 
 
    ‘Holy fuck,’ she says. ‘That was incredible.’ 
 
    ‘Glad you liked it,’ he says. 
 
    She rubs a hand over her gleaming, come-splattered face and holds up her fingers, studying them. I notice it’s her left hand and the wedding ring is almost daubed with his spend. His come almost touches the symbol of our union. 
 
    ‘Shit, that’s a lot of come,’ she says. ‘More than usual.’ 
 
    ‘My appointment canceled yesterday,’ Carlos says, in a breezy, offhanded voice. ‘I’m a little backed up.’ 
 
    ‘You saved it all for me?’ Layla says in a soft, pleased tone, as though he’s just presented her with a bouquet of her favorite flowers. She doesn’t care that he fucks dozens of women a week. She doesn’t care that she’s just a number, a notch on a bedpost, a fucktoy to him. 
 
    ‘You’re worth it,’ he says. 
 
    He gets off the bed, naked, unashamed, his thick cock swinging between his legs. I shrink back behind the boxes again, listening to his bare feet pad across the bare floor. I hear a shuffling, then the footfalls return to the bed. 
 
    ‘Here,’ he says. ‘Clean your face.’ 
 
    I glance out again. His back is to me. My wife sits up, holding a box of wet wipes. She takes one out and dabs at her glistening cheeks, gently wiping her lover’s come away. 
 
    ‘Is it in my hair?’ she says. ‘I can’t wash my hair.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says, and sits down on the bed next to her. He caresses her body with a hand, pausing to squeeze her ass. ‘God, I love your ass. So firm. You have no idea how much I want to fuck it.’ 
 
    My wife giggles and pulls a fresh wipe from the box. 
 
    ‘You can’t fuck my ass,’ she says. ‘We tried. You’re too big.’ 
 
    ‘Someday,’ he says. ‘Then you’ll be all mine.’ 
 
    ‘Believe me,’ she says, ‘I would love you in my ass, but it won’t fit.’ She giggles again and looks at her watch. ‘Fuck, I need to clean up and get going. My husband will be waiting for me.’ 
 
    ‘Let him wait,’ he says. ‘Fuck again before you go?’ 
 
    Layla stands up and pulls her dress back down over her thighs. It is creased and wrinkled. Only an idiot wouldn’t notice those creases. An idiot like me. 
 
    I crouch down again as Layla starts walking around the room, gathering her discarded bra and panties and suit jacket. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says. ‘I want to, but I gotta go. Next time?’ 
 
    ‘Next time,’ he says. ‘We should try and go out of town again some time. Make a night of it.’ 
 
    Layla giggles once more. 
 
    I lean against the wall, a broken man with a raging erection that will not quit, my mind buzzing with everything I just heard. I don’t know what part shocks me more, that he’s too big to fuck my wife’s ass; the fact that they tried anal; or the idea of them going out of town together again. What do I do? It’s too late to stop them. I missed my chance. I can’t exactly take him by surprise now. What if I throw a punch and he floors me? That would be far worse than anything else – to be knocked out cold by the man fucking my wife. 
 
    No, I need to think. I need air. I need to go home. 
 
    I carefully turn on the spot and walk back down the stairs, keeping my feet to the edge again. Above me, I can hear my wife casually dressing, complimenting Carlos on his magnificent sexual prowess. The words burn me. 
 
    I reach the bottom of the stairs and retrace my steps from earlier. Through the door. Back across the studio. Into the reception. Through the front door. Out into the lot. 
 
    I stand in the fading afternoon light, breathing hard as though I’ve just completed a serious workout. Recriminations rattle around in my head. Why didn’t I stop them? Why did I watch? Why am I so fucking turned on right now? 
 
    No time for any of that. I need to get out of here. As much as my heart burns right now, I don’t want either of them to catch me. I don’t want either of them to know. 
 
    I close the studio door gently behind me and jog around the side of the building, not bothering to be quiet this time. I unlock my car and squeeze into the driver’s seat, looking up at the window of the bedroom. The drapes are drawn still. My wife is up there with him still. 
 
    I slip the keys into the ignition, about to fire up the engine, when my phone rings in my pocket, loud and obvious. I jump with fright and scramble to get my phone out. It’s Layla. Why is she calling me? I press the green answer button and hold the phone to my ear, heart racing, mouth dry. 
 
    ‘H-hello?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Hey sweetie,’ Layla says. Her voice sounds perfectly warm and natural. Not breathless or excited or even remotely sexual. She sounds a little bored and a little tired, like she’s just finished a long day of work. How does she do that? How many times has she called me after her ‘meeting’ – called me from his studio, his come plastered to her face – without me suspecting a thing? 
 
    ‘Hi,’ I say, trying to force myself to seem natural and airy, like her. It doesn’t work. My voice sounds strained. 
 
    ‘I’m just leaving now,’ she says. ‘You want me to grab some dinner on the way home?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    ‘Pizza?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    ‘You okay?’ she says. ‘You sound weird.’ 
 
    That’s because I just watched you fuck your horny little fuckbuddy and I don’t know whether to cry, scream, or masturbate. 
 
    I glance up again. Still no movement from inside. She’s probably dressed now, standing there in her work clothes while he sits naked on the bed, watching her in curious fascination as she lies to me – me, the man she swore to love, honor, and obey above all others. Hell, maybe he’s stroking his cock again, trying to get it nice and hard to tempt her to stay for one more session. For all I know, she’s on her knees in front of him right now, trailing her tongue up and down his shaft while she talks to me. 
 
    My cock jolts. My erection is so hard and has lasted for so long that it’s starting to feel uncomfortable. I need to take care of this, but how? How could I possibly jerk off after everything that’s happened today? Every time I close my eyes, all I can see is Layla’s face as he fucks her from behind. 
 
    ‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘Rough day.’ 
 
    ‘How’s the computer?’ she says. ‘Did you manage to do your work?’ 
 
    Christ, that was a lifetime ago. I can barely even remember anything that happened before I found her photos. I was born again in that moment. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Finished and sent.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ she says, sounding happy. Maybe she’s pleased for me, or maybe her eyes are fixed on Carlos and his huge, stiffening manhood. Maybe she’s biting her lip and staring at his cock and trying to decide if she can be a little late tonight. What’s one more load down her throat? ‘I’m on my way home. See you soon?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘I love you.’ 
 
    The words catch me off-guard. I blink in surprise, staring down at the twitching, throbbing tent in my pants. She loves me? She just fucked another guy – yet again – and let him come all over her face and says that she loves me? 
 
    ‘Oliver?’ she says, a little concern in her voice. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, snapping out of my thoughts. ‘You too.’ 
 
    I hang up and start the engine. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I drive back home in a daze, traveling slowly. Several times I’m brought out of my daydreams by honking car horns, suddenly aware that the light is green. I can’t see the road. I can’t see the wheel. All I can see is Layla on her hands and knees, eyes rolling back in bliss as her big-dicked Latino lover pounds her hard and fast from behind. All I can hear is her shrill, passionate cries of pleasure as she climaxed for him, over and over. 
 
    And still my cock reacts to the images. Still I feel the surge of lust in my loins as my manhood twitches and jumps, wanting to bury itself into the nearest tight, wet hole and come. Why did that happen? Why did I let them fuck in front of me? 
 
    The awful truth slowly dawns on me as I slowly find my way along the half-deserted and darkening streets. I let them fuck in front of me for the same reason I got turned on watching – I enjoyed it. Watching them together was like watching porn in real life, only better somehow. I saw a dirty, wild, shocking side of my wife that I didn’t know existed. I heard her say things that she’s never said to me. I watched her body move in ways it’s never moved with me. Every passing second was absolute, stomach-churning, soul-crushing agony, and this fact only made it somehow more erotic. It was like eating pizza when you’re supposed to be on a diet or skipping the gym to go home and have a nap or ditching class to play videogames, only a thousand times more intense. Every fibre of my being told me that it was sick and disgusting and horrifying and wrong, yet those thoughts only made it more exciting, more erotic, and more intense to witness. 
 
    My wife is a fucking whore. 
 
    And I loved it. 
 
    It was the worst thing that has ever happened to me, and yet I feel alive in a wholly new way. I feel like I’ve woken up – really, truly woken up – after a lifetime spent half-asleep and barely aware of the world around me. Watching them together hurt me deeply and hearing them mock my prowess cut like razor blades, but I couldn’t stop. It was like a drug, a powerful, intoxicating drug. I couldn’t get enough. I want more. I need more. 
 
    Fuck… Carlos has turned me into a junkie, along with my wife. 
 
    I swing the car into the driveway and turn off the engine. The sun is slowly sinking now, the sky deepening and shadows slowly growing across the world. It’s been a hell of a day. I woke a happily married man. I spent the afternoon as a frantic mess. I will go to bed a cuckolded husband. 
 
    My heart skips a beat when I think of Layla returning home. What will I do? What will I say? Do I tell her that I know? Do I confront her? Do we scream and argue and fight and sleep in separate beds and see counsellors and talk about our feelings? 
 
    Somehow, I don’t see that happening. If Layla can fuck this guy behind my back for six years – six fucking years! – then I doubt she’s going to suddenly open up to a shrink. She must be good at hiding her tracks, she didn’t leave a fucking shred of evidence behind. 
 
    Or maybe she did. Maybe she’s retuned home many times with red cheeks and glazed eyes and I didn’t notice. Maybe I wasn’t paying attention and didn’t see the creases in her dress, or the faraway look in her eyes, or detect the scent of musky cock on her breath. Maybe I was too absorbed in my own shit to notice that my wife- 
 
    My loyal- 
 
    -loving- 
 
    -faithful- 
 
    -caring- 
 
    -funny- 
 
    -kind- 
 
    -devoted- 
 
    -honest- 
 
    -hardworking- 
 
    -cheating fucking slut- 
 
    -wife was fucking the photographer from our wedding at least once a month for the past six goddamn years! 
 
    I slam my hand down on the steering wheel. It hurts. It feels good. I slam my hand down again. And again. And again. The horn honks. I grab the wheel and shake it violently. I scream at the top of my lungs. The car rocks and shakes. I scream louder and harder, almost as loud and hard as Layla did when Carlos fucked her from behind, and I thump my fists on the horn over and over and over, the horn bleating like a dying animal with every impact. 
 
    Finally, my rage passes, like a cloud crossing over the sun. I feel a little better. Not perfect, but better. If I could go back in time and undo this whole fucking day, I would. It must be better to live in ignorance than to have this awful knowledge. 
 
    I get out of the car and lock it behind me and cross the lawn to the front door. I unlock it and walk inside and kick off my shoes and stand in the hallway and stare at the photos on the wall. My life was divided into two distinct chapters – before Layla, after Layla. Now my life is divided into pre-Carlos and post-Carlos sections, with a line through the center, through the smiling wedding picture in the middle of the wall. Part of me wants to destroy it, to throw it on the floor and stamp the glass into dust or sink a nail into the picture just like Carlos sank nine thick inches deep into the heart of our vows before the marriage was even a day old. A few hours after this photo was taken, he was coming over her face. I bet he was thinking about it when the shutter snapped, planning the moment when he would mark my wife with his come. I bet he was getting hard watching us pose for him. 
 
    Mother. Fucker. 
 
    The laptop is still on, exactly where I left it. Layla grins with pride out at me from the screen, on her knees in the hotel room, hot, sticky come trickling down her cheeks and chin. Her voice echoes in my ear from a half hour ago. Ruin my face! The passion in her voice. The excitement. The lust. 
 
    My cock aches in my pants, throbbing so hard I worry that it might explode. I’ve never felt like this before – so horny and frustrated and wild with confusion. 
 
    Headlights swing through the front windows from outside. I flinch. Layla is home. 
 
    I snap out of my daydream and close down the laptop, shutting down all the windows. No time to wipe my recent history. No time to cover my tracks. She’s home. She’s here. She’s back. 
 
    Time to make a decision. 
 
    What do I do? 
 
    ‘Hey!’ she says, calling into the house as she pushes open the front door, her voice excited. ‘I got pizza!’ 
 
    My heart races again. This day must have taken years off my life. I hear the front door close. The sound of keys hitting the inside of the bowl. The sound of shoes being kicked off. The sound of my wife’s bare feet walking closer. 
 
    I don’t know what to do! I don’t know anything anymore. I want to cry and scream and laugh and masturbate all at the same time. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ she says, walking into the room. She holds a large pizza box and smiles at me. Her makeup has been wiped off and she’s brushed her hair with a hand. Her dress is creased. I wouldn’t have noticed any of these things on any other day. 
 
    ‘You okay?’ she says, frowning. ‘You got a funny look on your face.’ 
 
    I take a couple steps towards her, my hands balled into fists at my side. She looks at me hard, concern on her face. 
 
    ‘Are you okay?’ she says again. ‘Did you manage to finish your work today?’ 
 
    I grab the pizza box and pull it out of her hands. She stares at me in shock. I throw the box down on the floor behind me. It lands on the bottom, pizza sliding around inside. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ she says. ‘You’re kinda scaring me.’ 
 
    I’m close enough now to smell mint on her breath. So that’s how she does it. A breath mint in the car on the way home and I’ll never know that she sucked another man’s cock. Sneaky fucking bitch. 
 
    She reaches out and grabs my arms, looking me in the eyes. 
 
    ‘Oliver, please,’ she says, ‘what’s wrong?’ 
 
    What’s wrong, I think, is that you’re a lying, cheating, deceitful, slut of a woman. What’s wrong is that you fuck this other guy behind my back. What’s wrong is that you enjoy him more than you enjoy me. What’s wrong is that I loved it. 
 
    ‘Oli?’ she says. 
 
    I can’t take it anymore. Everything explodes behind my eyes, all at once. All the rage, the shame, the embarrassment, the humiliation, the stomach-churning horror and arousal and shock and desire and lust and excitement and jealousy – it bursts inside my head like an aneurysm and I completely lose control. 
 
    I grab Layla and turn and shove her back against the couch. She flails and shrieks in surprise and falls over the arm, legs in the air. I pounce like an animal, climbing on top of her. Her eyes are wide with shock, but she doesn’t resist. I paw at her dress, yanking it up around her butt, exposing her legs. 
 
    ‘Oh, wow!’ she says. ‘Oh, my God!’ 
 
    I reach down and grab her panties with both hands and yank them – hard. Fabric rips. I tear a hole through her panties. Layla gasps – that good gasp, the sudden shock of arousal, almost like the one she made earlier for Carlos. I grab my pants and shove them down. My cock – my poor, throbbing, neglected, tortured cock – springs up and out, eager to please and delighted to be free. The tip glistens with excitement after a long day spent on the cusp of satisfaction. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ Layla says, seeing me poised above her, hard and ready. ‘Oh, my God, Oli… what are you doing?’ 
 
    I growl and thrust forward and bury myself inside her, pushing through the tear in her underwear. She offers no resistance. Her legs part wider. Her arms wrap around my neck. She pulls me in close. I smell mint and sweat and fresh perfume. She moans softly, looking into my eyes as I enter her. 
 
    My wife’s pussy feels totally different. She feels far, far, wetter than usual, probably still a lot of juice leftover from the incredible pounding she had earlier. She doesn’t feel tight like she normally does. She feels slack and loose and open. My cock doesn’t touch the sides. Usually she grips me like a warm, wet glove. This time, I doubt she can even feel me. Carlos has stretched her out. He has ruined her for me. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ she says, ‘you feel so good…’ 
 
    She’s lying. She can’t feel me. There’s no way she can feel me, not after what he did to her. That thought drives me crazy with jealousy and anger and shame. I start pounding her, trying to match Carlos’s speed and energy and passion, wanting to be better than him, desperate to be better than him. I’m the husband, I need to be the best man in her life! I can’t be number two! I can’t let her keep fucking him! 
 
    ‘God, I love it!’ she says, the same words she told Carlos less than one hour ago, but this time she doesn’t sound half as excited or turned on. When she said that to him, she really meant it. She really loved it. With me, she’s going through the motions. 
 
    I can’t fuck her as well as he can. I can’t stretch her like he can. I can’t make her scream like he can. I am – and will always be – the inferior man. 
 
    Everything I have experienced today flashes before my eyes at once. The pictures. Layla stripping off the wedding dress. Sucking Carlos’s fat cock. Bending over for him. Screaming into the mirror in delight. Smiling as he came on her face. The women on his fan page, gushing over his prowess. Recommending him as a fuck buddy. The smug grin on his face in his profile picture. The sound of my wife’s moans. The way she greedily sucked his cock. Carlos mounting her and fucking her tits. The way she rode him in that bed. The sound of her orgasm. The look on her face as he bent her over and kept going. The look in her eyes as she came again and again. Watching him come on her face as she moaned like a slut in heat. 
 
    And now, I feel what he left behind. The loose, slack, wet hole of my wife’s dripping sex. He gets to stretch her and come on her face. I get the leftovers. I get sloppy seconds. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, grunting through gritted teeth. I can feel it building, my balls tightening, my stomach clenching, my breath shortening. 
 
    ‘Already?’ she says. 
 
    That word almost makes me explode. Not just the word, but the way she says it. I hear disappointment and surprise and sadness and resignation. My wife is used to being disappointed by me. 
 
    I moan and lean down over her, gripping the couch and looking into her eyes. Her face is so beautiful, wiped clear of makeup and freshly glowing. Her expression is wonderful – a mixture of arousal, excitement, confusion, and disappointment. 
 
    That look in her eye is what sends me over the edge. 
 
    I thrust one final time and my climax bursts out from within, the most powerful, intense orgasm of my life. My balls throb and contract and red-hot semen launches along my shaft like a rocket leaving the launch pad. Layla gasps as I fill her aching, swollen, stretched, ruined, gaping womanhood. I moan again as another blast shoots through my cock, launching deep into my wife – but not as deep as he was, just a short while ago. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ she says, breathing hard, as my moment passes and I lay down on top of her, spent, defeated, and broken. ‘I don’t know where that came from, but I liked it.’ 
 
    I know she’s lying. My cock throbs one final time and one last dribble of semen spills out. I doubt she can even feel it. 
 
    ‘I missed you today,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I missed you too.’ 
 
    She kisses my cheek, gently, lovingly, holding me close. I can feel her heart beating against mine. The moment is so tender and caring that I feel tears welling in my eyes. I love her. I truly, completely love her. 
 
    ‘I love you, Oli,’ she says. 
 
    Then why are you fucking Carlos behind my back? 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Pizza’s gonna get cold,’ she says, a smile in her voice. 
 
    ‘Let it,’ I say, ‘I like this.’ 
 
    She kisses my cheek and hold me tight. I feel my manhood slowly deflating inside her. 
 
    ‘So…’ she says, ‘what have you been doing all day that got you so worked up?’ 
 
    This is it. This is my moment. I can tell her everything. I can tell her I know and we can figure out what to do next. 
 
    But I know that, no matter what happens, she won’t be able to give up Carlos. If she’s married to me or single, Layla is addicted to her big-dicked Latino lover. It doesn’t matter what I do or say, I’m never going to be able to change that. I saw how they were earlier. I watched how good he was in bed. If she leaves me, he’ll have her all to himself, whenever he wants. At least this way she’s still mostly mine. 
 
    Her heart beats in rhythm with mine. She kisses my head again. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘Just couldn’t wait to see you.’ 
 
    She has her secrets, I guess I can have mine, too. Maybe Carlos can have her one hour a month. The rest of the time, she belongs to me. 
 
      
 
    #### 
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    (Reclaiming Chelsea; The Rumors Are True!; Gone Too Far; and Anniversary Affair) 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About the Author 
 
      
 
    Andrea Martin is the architect of your desires, an erotic author with over a thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases new stories. 
 
      
 
    This collection is a small assembly of my work so far. I’m always working on the next red-hot cuckold romance! It feels like only yesterday I started planning the very first story in what would become my cuckold series. There’s something so deeply exciting about the idea of being shared, isn’t there? 
 
      
 
    If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all! 
 
      
 
    Until we meet again, 
 
    Stay beautiful 
 
      
 
    -AM 
 
    x 
 
      
 
    If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch: 
 
    xxxandreamartin.tumblr.com 
 
    Reddit: xxxandreamartin 
 
      
 
    I have also recently set up a Patreon account where fans can show their support for as little as one dollar, in exchange for exclusive previews of upcoming work, the chance to request specific stories or scenarios, and the option to be thanked personally in this space. If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me! 
 
      
 
    A massive thank you to my current backer Josh – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me! 
 
      
 
    Patreon.com/xxxandreamartin 
 
      
 
    Please read on for samples of my other stories I hope you’ll also enjoy! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also Available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Pandora’s Box 
 
      
 
    Do cuckolds regret sharing their wives with bigger, better, more passionate men? Bryce is beginning to wish he’d never suggested this lifestyle to his beautiful wife. While Dani eagerly prepares herself for a passionate night of fun and wild sex, Bryce can only watch and feel himself slowly going crazy with jealousy. 
 
      
 
    As the night rolls on and zero-hour approaches, Bryce reflects on the journey he and his wife have taken together, desperate to try and delay the moment Dani gives herself to another man. Bryce wanted to become a cuckold, and now his fantasy has come true. Be careful what you wish for. Once Pandora’s Box has been opened, it can never be closed again! 
 
      
 
    I stay where I am, rooted to the spot, a voyeur of my own wife’s seduction. I see the way they look at each other; the glee in his eyes, the unrestrained yearning in hers. She pushes her breasts out again as she leans against the counter. Her brown nipples darken and harden with excitement. My manhood – my aching, yearning, emasculated manhood – throbs painfully. 
 
    John stands next to my wife with his own glass of wine, facing the counter. They talk in low tones and toast one another. The glasses chime beautifully in the quiet kitchen. Then John slips his hand inside her panties. The effect is instantaneous. Her lips part in a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body seems to relax, as though she’s experiencing a massage. She parts her legs wider for him. He obliges and delves deeper. His fingers ripple the fabric of the panties. The sight of him so casually exploring my wife’s most intimate regions makes the snake inside my belly twist and bite and hiss in jealousy. 
 
    ‘Do you wanna grab a beer or something?’ John says to me, calling over his shoulder, still with his fingers on my wife’s pussy. 
 
    ‘I’m driving,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless. 
 
    ‘Help yourself,’ he says. ‘I got some soda in the fridge.’ 
 
    I open my mouth to reply, but Dani moans in passionate pleasure, cutting me off. She opens her eyes and looks at John and says, ‘Nobody touches me like you do.’ 
 
    I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does. 
 
    ‘Good girl,’ he says. 
 
    My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile. 
 
    ‘How do you taste today?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Delicious.’ 
 
    John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust. 
 
    And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife. 
 
    ‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’ 
 
    John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust. 
 
    My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    A Harsh Lesson 
 
      
 
    I begin my eighteenth birthday like this. Standing in a dark back yard. In the chilly night air. Staring through a window. Watching the love of my life give herself to the biggest black man I have ever seen… 
 
      
 
    The course of true love never runs smooth, but nobody has ever told that to little Danny. Tonight is his eighteenth birthday, and he has only one thing on his mind – winning the heart of his former babysitter, the beautiful, elegant, sensual Ellie. He’s racing across town to deliver his message, but what shocking reality awaits him when he reaches the woman he loves? 
 
      
 
    I turn away from the front door and head down the side of her house. There’s a small path made of loosely-placed paving slabs running around to the rear. The path is pitch black, covered in thick shadows thrown by her neighbor’s house. It looks like the entrance to a cave. I can’t see anything in there. 
 
    But Ellie’s face swims before my mind again. Sweet, perfect Ellie. Her fierce, bright eyes. Her sensual lips. Her perfect skin. She beckons me forward. Courage floods my heart. I step into the black void, placing my hand on the wall to steady myself. All i can hear is my own ragged breathing. I take another step and the shadows swallow me whole. 
 
    I carefully creep around the side of Ellie’s house, inch by slow, methodical inch. When I finally emerge from the darkness and step into her back yard, the moonlight is almost blinding. Up ahead is a pool of light spilling out of a window, cast from a lamp inside the house. I fix a smile on my face and walk toward it. I’m here, Ellie, my love! Here for you! 
 
    I look in through the wide glass doors and freeze. 
 
    Standing in the middle of the den, her back to me, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings, is Ellie. My eighteen-year-old cock lunges against the inside of my pants immediately. I have spent countless hours stroking my dick, imagining what her body would look like, and I wasn’t even close. In the flesh, Ellie is beyond perfect. Her dark hair is tied up in a neat ponytail. Her creamy back looks softer than a silk cushion. Her tight, firm ass is more supple than I thought possible. Her beautiful legs are divine, appearing longer than ever in the stockings she wears. 
 
    My first thought is, She waited! She really waited! My angel has been waiting for me! 
 
    But then I see movement. A shadow falls over the lamp. 
 
    Ellie, my babysitter, the love of my life, is not alone. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also Available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Gone Too Far 
 
      
 
    My wife sits in his lap, daring me across the table with her eyes. She wants me to do something. She wants me to stop this from happening. But I can’t. I want this to happen… 
 
      
 
    It’s poker night at Tommy and Morgan’s house and all the guys are coming over for beer, cards, and mischief. When Morgan’s plans change and she comes back unexpectedly, the guys start to enjoy her company a little too much for Tommy’s comfort, but he can’t say anything to stop them. 
 
      
 
    As the night slowly spirals out of control, Tommy is backed into a corner and forced to question what he truly wants his marriage to become. Will he stand up to his friends? Or will he sit and watch as everything goes too far? 
 
      
 
    Julian raises his eyebrows and looks around the table. He motions toward David, asking without words if he wants to match Mark’s bet or fold the hand.  
 
    David leans around my wife and says, ‘Tommy, buddy, I didn’t mean to upset you, man. We’re just kidding around. Your wife’s got fantastic tits. You know it. I know it. Everyone who meets her knows it.’  
 
    I swallow hard, tasting bitterness in my throat. Was that an apology? It didn’t sound much like one.  
 
    ‘Wish my wife had big tits like yours,’ Steve says.  
 
    ‘For fuck’s sake, guys,’ I say, finally losing patience. ‘If you like them so much, why don’t you get them out?’ 
 
    The atmosphere changes again, this time seeming to grow even more tense, like a noose tightening around the six of us. For a second or two, nobody moves or says anything. Mark and Steve look at me, their faces confused and surprised in equal measure. Julian and David look at Morgan, wondering what her reaction will be. 
 
    But I know how she’s going to react. She’ll do the same thing she always does when our little game of tease-and-take is at an end. She’ll say, Fuck off, Tommy, and we’ll all laugh and move on with our lives. 
 
    That’s what is going to happen here. 
 
    That’s what will happen. 
 
    That’s what- 
 
    My wife leans forward and says to the man beneath her, ‘Unzip me.’ 
 
    I flinch. Nobody notices. All eyes turn to Morgan and David. My stomach melts inside me, leaving an empty, hollow space. How can she be doing this? In front of them? Why is she doing this? She’s gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding… 
 
    David reaches up to the zip at the back of her dress, the very same zipper I touched a few hours ago, and gently eases it down. The fabric parts and loosens around her chest. 
 
    Any second now, she’s going to laugh and tell him to stop. Any second now. Any second. 
 
    But she doesn’t. David stops pulling the zipper and Morgan grabs the front and pulls her dress open. Her bare breasts spill out; large, rounded, heavy orbs with wide pink areolas and hard, suckable nipples. There is an intake of breath from the table. Grins widen. The atmosphere thickens with adult lust. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ I say, unable to believe what’s just happened. 
 
    ‘What?’ she says, with a nonchalant shrug. ‘You told me to do it.’ 
 
    I point to the other guys, silently asking if she’s forgotten we have company here right now. She raises an eyebrow, daring me to say something, daring me to order her out of the room, daring me to be a man. 
 
    But I don’t. I sit there opposite her, my insides squirming with shame and jealousy and wild indignation, and I let all my friends stare at her body. 
 
    ‘Come on, boys,’ she says, gesturing toward the table. ‘Play on.’ 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also Available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Nothing Personal 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t take this the wrong way or nothing, but I’m probably gonna screw your girl tonight.’ 
 
      
 
    Ryan is trying to have fun, but it’s not working. He’s at a party with his new girlfriend, Gina, surrounded by people he doesn’t know. It’s not going great, but he’s sticking it out for Gina. 
 
      
 
    But then a stranger comes along and says that he will be sleeping with Gina tonight. Ryan has no idea who this guy is, or why he’s going to seduce another man’s girl. All Ryan wants to do is take care of his date and get out of this house – but where is Gina? She’s been missing for a while now… 
 
      
 
    The bathroom door is at the far end of the hallway. It’s closed tight. A couple of people stand outside, waiting their turn. I push past them and hammer on the door with my fist. 
 
    ‘Come on!’ I say. ‘You still in there?’ 
 
    Desperation rises like a balloon inside me. My heart starts to beat faster, becoming erratic. I think I’m going to have a heart attack. What the fuck is going on behind this door? I hammer the wood again. This time the door rattles in the frame. 
 
    ‘Settle down, bro,’ says a guy behind me. ‘You’re gonna break the door.’ 
 
    I clench my fists and stare at the door, wondering how hard I need to hit this to break it. I could do that. Kick open the door and carry Gina out like a hero. My leg twitches in anticipation. Ready to start kicking. Ready to smash the door to pieces. 
 
    The lock clicks open. I stand back, fists clenched, ready to leap into action. A young woman pulls the door open and stands in front of me, confusion on her face. 
 
    ‘What’s going on?’ she says, slurring badly. 
 
    I push past her and look around. The bathroom is empty. 
 
    ‘Where’s Gina?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Who?’ 
 
    ‘The other girl!’ 
 
    ‘There’s no one else,’ she says, wrinkling her nose at me. She walks out of the room and staggers along the hallway. I follow her out and the next person heads into the bathroom and shuts the door. 
 
    Panic seizes me. Where is Gina? What’s she doing? There’s no other way upstairs, so we can’t have missed each other. She’s gotta be around here somewhere. Somewhere. 
 
    I glance off to my left. The hallway continues in that direction for a few feet, with two closed doors at either side near the end. A knee-high gate has been erected in the middle of the hallway, the kind of barrier you’d use to prevent a small dog or a baby from accessing an unsafe area. Nobody is stood around in that direction. Those must be the bedrooms, the only places off-limits to partygoers. 
 
    The bedrooms. 
 
    I stride down the hall and step over the gate without moving it. The sounds of the party fall away, replaced the sound of my pounding heart and rushing blood. Terror grips my chest with icy talons. I turn to the door on the left and push it open. Nothing. Just a dark bedroom beyond, the furniture covered in shadows and the drapes pulled across a wide window. 
 
    Stepping back, I close the door and turn to face the other room. I grab the handle and turn it quickly and throw the door open. 
 
    I see Gina in the dull orange light of a small reading lamp. She’s facing me. On all fours. On a king size bed. Fingers gripping the bed sheets. Shirt on. Jeans off. Eyes rolled back in her head. Mouth open in a wide O. Body rocking back and forth. She sees me without seeing me. A passionate groan escapes her lips. 
 
    The shock of seeing her like this takes me a moment to register the rest of the room. After a few long seconds, I realize that she isn’t alone. There’s a man behind her. A man I’ve only met once. A man I recognize immediately due to his massive, bulky frame. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Reunion 
 
      
 
    Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him? 
 
      
 
    Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works. 
 
      
 
    But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back… 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’ 
 
    ‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt. 
 
    ‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’ 
 
    I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move. 
 
    She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement. 
 
    Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement. 
 
    ‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’ 
 
    ‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice. 
 
    ‘Like you used to.’ 
 
    She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it. 
 
    Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra. 
 
    She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me. 
 
    He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready. 
 
    ‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips. 
 
    Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it. 
 
    I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it. 
 
    My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’ 
 
    ‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’ 
 
    ‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’ 
 
    The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard. 
 
    ‘Open your mouth,’ he says. 
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