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      My wife always hated conference season. But this year was different.

      Every year, her firm targeted ten key industry conferences, at which to market their management consultancy services, and those events usually began around March or April, and ran through until some point in October.

      Every year, she’d spend three or four nights of the week for each one of those ten or so conferences away from home. I’d drop her off at the airport looking all fresh and smart and fired up in a sharp-looking suit, long brown hair tied back, makeup crisp and perfect—and then a few days later I’d pick her up again when she flew back home, and she’d look all pale and exhausted, with big bags under her eyes, her clothes disheveled and her eyes bloodshot.

      I knew how it was at those conferences—Gracie and I originally met at one of them, after all. The presentations were where you went to chill out and rest after the adrenalized buzz of the networking events. The main wheeling and dealing was done in the evenings, over drinks or buffet dinners, mingling with the industry execs, making contacts, working the room—or the bar—late into the night.

      If you were going to be truly successful at one of those conferences, it really wasn’t about picking up management skills or absorbing leadership advice—you had to suck it up and act like the life and soul of the party all week. If you weren’t a complete extrovert, you had to pretend to be one. The conference itself was just a pretext to get business people together—and when business people got together, they did business. Most of the good you’d do for your company happened between presentations, and in the evenings.

      You could thrive on the adrenaline buzz of making new contacts, winning new business, and steadily growing your reputation in the business—but at the end of it, you’d wake up in the morning feeling burned out, chewed up, trampled all over. And then you’d have to fly back home and bide your time until the next conference came around.

      Gracie always hated conference season because it was such hard work, and she wasn’t particularly extroverted, so she had to work harder to pretend that she was. And back when we first met, around ten years ago, the industry conferences were heavily skewed toward men—male speakers and male delegates. The women in those business circles were exceptions. It meant she had to work even harder to fit in.

      I always asked her why she kept on doing it. Why didn’t she just find another job that didn’t require this level of conference participation? But she was good at it. And while I moved sideways, and found a different line of work I enjoyed more but that didn’t particularly pay more, Gracie moved up and up.

      Ten years later, I’m the guy stuck at home with the kids, while Gracie spends eight months of the year either on the road, or preparing to be on the road, heading up her own division at Donnelly & Morrow Consulting.

      ‘It’s not so bad, these days,’ she’d tell me as I picked her up from the airport. ‘There are way more women in the business now. And I even have a few friends I can hang out with at events, and… you know… be myself.’

      I was glad about that. It made me feel less guilty that she felt she had to keep going out to all those conferences each year, just to keep us in the lifestyle in which we’d become accustomed—while the books I wrote tended to bring in… well, a lot less than she did.

      This year, she even started looking forward to going to conferences for the first time I can remember. And that, believe it or not, seemed strangely exciting to me, too.

      Let me explain.

      Right around the time we were married—eight years ago, or so—I was a management consultant, just like Gracie, though for a different company. I’d been moving sideways in my firm, away from the conference scene, moving into the actual consultancy side of it, rather than the marketing and sale of consultancy services, which was where Gracie specialized.

      By the time our kids came along, I was writing about management and management consultancy, rather than really doing it at the front end, and that led to me working more from home, leading more of the family side of things, particularly while Gracie was out at conference season.

      They say absence makes the heart grow fonder, and I would tend to agree. When Gracie and I were apart, I did find that we missed each other more, and when she came home from a conference—even if it was only a weekend between conferences—things could get all fiery between us. We weren’t having any problems in the bedroom, that was for sure.

      I guess I used to see her all dressed up in her smart suits when I was taking her to the airport, and she did look seriously sexy. And I’d hold that image of her in my mind the whole time she was away, and that fired me up for when she came back.

      But I have to say: after we were married, more and more, when I found myself at home while Gracie was away at a conference, I would find myself thinking about what she might be getting up to in the evenings—networking, working the room, perhaps even flirting with lots of guys dressed up in smart suits. And I have to admit that I got turned on by the thought of my beautiful wife enjoying herself when she was flirting with the guys, getting to know some of them a little more as she gently tried to persuade them that D&M Consulting might be the answer to their business troubles.

      If you told me that these feelings of mine were a direct response to my guilt—hoping that Gracie could have a little naughty fun away from home, so that I wouldn’t have to feel guilty that she was simply miserable—I would probably have to agree.

      Every year, more and more, I’d pick her up from the airport after her conferences, and I had these strange hopes that one day she’d suddenly confess to some nefarious behavior that had happened, perhaps when she’d had a little too much to drink.

      Increasingly, after picking her up from the airport from a conference trip, I’d be all fired up until the kids were finally in bed, and then I could take Gracie to bed and make love to her, accompanied by peculiar fantasies that I was making love to an unfaithful wife.

      She’d occasionally comment that I was always so horny when she came back from a conference, when she was so tired, but she never actually objected to my interest. I think she thought it was sweet. I’d missed her because she’d been away. I couldn’t ever find the courage to tell her I was exploring fantasies that she’d cheated on me while she was out of town.

      What can I say? Conference season seemed to propel our sex life, and even strengthen our love for each other.

      During the winter, when there were no events on Gracie’s calendar, we probably made love once a week or so, normally on the weekends. It wasn’t even a big deal if we went a couple of weeks without sex, if we were busy, if we were tired. During conference season, it probably got to two or three times each week.

      My guess was that this could have continued for years.

      Did she do anything at her conferences? I had no way of knowing. She certainly didn’t let anything slip. I was too nervous of disrupting our perfect family balance to risk asking her if anything unusual ever happened during her time away from home. If I was to hazard a guess, I would have said she was far too professional—and maybe small ‘c’ conservative?—to ever actually be tempted to do something inappropriate. But part of my reason for never asking her was that I wanted to maintain the air of mystery—and protect that hint of possibility that formed the centre of my go-to sex fantasy.

      I feared that if I ever asked her if she was tempted by other guys during her conferences, she’d shoot the idea down, and my constant fantasy would be torpedoed.

      But then, one day, when I picked her up from the airport, she asked me straight out whether I was ever jealous when she went away to a conference.
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      ‘No, I’m never jealous,’ I said. ‘Why, should I be?’

      My heart was actually beating so hard I could hear it. I was suddenly wondering if she’d somehow found out about my secret fantasy, and she was going to ask me why I was such a flagrant pervert.

      She smiled, and said, ‘No.’

      I nodded, hiding my curious disappointment.

      Then she said, casually, ‘I have this friend in another consultancy… I guess we hang out a lot during networking things…’

      ‘Uh-huh?’

      I remember she had taken her shoes off as we drove onto the freeway, and for the first time I can remember, put her feet up on the dashboard. Somehow it seemed like I’d never seen her so chilled out in the car before, like this. I glanced down and if she hadn’t been wearing hose, I would have been able to see her panties, her skirt was riding up so much. It was late, though, and dark outside—fairly dark inside, so that I supposed she wasn’t afraid of somebody else seeing her like this.

      She said, ‘Anyway. I told her you’re always… you know… kinda horny whenever you pick me up from the airport.’

      She glanced across at me and grinned, as though she was being naughty by commenting on my state of arousal on collecting her from one of her business trips.

      ‘She said her husband is, too,’ Gracie said, as though to reassure me that I wasn’t a weirdo.

      I gave another little silent nod, not really knowing what to say.

      Then my wife said, ‘According to her, it means you’re either jealous…’

      Perhaps a little too defensively, I interrupted, ‘I’m not jealous. I said, didn’t I?’

      Then she cast another one of those sideways glances at me, and gave me another wicked grin, as she continued to recount what her friend had told her.

      ‘…or else she said it means you have a secret fantasy that I’ve been unfaithful to you while I’ve been away.’

      Well, that thought just seemed to hang in the air for a while.

      By the time I realized that my non-denial of the accusation was probably confirmation enough, it felt too late to issue any kind of denial anyway.

      Then Gracie spoke, and the opportunity to deny it seemed completely gone. She said, ‘I told her you just missed me while I was gone, but she said we’d been married long enough that you wouldn’t miss me just from being away for a few days…’

      I know, I know. I should have just come clean and said her friend was right. Maybe it would have opened something up between my wife and I that we could both enjoy in the bedroom. But Gracie was a very intelligent, pensive, deliberative sort of person, and could seem really serious in her manner sometimes—and right now she was discussing this in quite a solemn tone. It made me feel that if I admitted to my fantasy, she might calmly and earnestly suggest that I needed therapy—or worse, that we needed counseling as a couple.

      Looking for a way out, I said quietly, ‘Maybe I just think you look hot in a suit…’

      ‘Uh-huh?’ she grinned and struck a seductive pose as she sat there in her rumpled suit. ‘Even when I desperately need the use of an iron, and maybe a dry-cleaner?’

      The traffic on the freeway gave me a useful excuse to be distracted from this conversation, although I still felt this tension in the air between us, which I suspected stemmed from my non-denial of her central allegation—and perhaps the fact that my tone, when I’d suggested I was aroused by her wearing of suits, was less than fully sincere.

      Then, when we took the off-ramp down into our pleasant Maryland suburb, I glanced over and saw that Gracie was gazing at me intently—to the point that she was almost lying on her side as she sat in the passenger seat—analyzing me as though she hadn’t actually taken a good look at her husband in years.

      It was a little unnerving.

      When our eyes connected, she said, ‘Andie said you either get off on the fact that I’m out networking with lots of hot business guys in suits… or you really hate it, you feel threatened by the possibility that I might be unfaithful… there’s no middle ground…’

      ‘Andy, your friend’s called Andy? You ever think he might have an agenda…?’

      ‘Andie’s a woman. I told you. Her husband’s just like you.’

      I gave her another glance—now I was analyzing her, trying to detect whether my apparent non-denial was making her lose respect for me already, whether she was feeling any kind of contempt toward me. But the way she was looking at me was anything but contempt—her expression was somehow awed, as though she was genuinely impressed by me, like I’d just told her I’d been awarded a Pulitzer for some piece of writing she’d never taken the time to read.

      I was starting to think that maybe I ought to tell her I was jealous when she went to her conferences. That I was threatened by the possibility that she would cheat on me, that I might lose her. But it was damn difficult to lie to Gracie. She could see through things like that.

      As we drove closer to our neighborhood, I attempted a deflection strategy, throwing the topic of conversation away from myself.

      I said, ‘And this friend of yours, Andie… her husband’s jealous of her when she goes off to events?’

      But Gracie said, ‘No. He’s not jealous at all. He knows she goes to conferences and ends up sleeping with other guys… and it really turns him on…’

      I felt my stomach churn. I felt such acute anxiety, I hadn’t felt like that in a long while. Not since before my final exams in college. I was desperately worried that Gracie was about to declare me a pervert and either order me to move out of the house or declare that she wanted to separate and find somewhere to live away from me.

      And yet I was harboring a real flagpole of an erection inside my pants, and the flutter of my heart indicated to me some strange kind of hope, that Gracie perhaps wanted to do what Andie was doing with her husband.

      I was a real mix of confused feelings.

      I didn’t know what to say. I just kept quiet, as though I needed to concentrate on my driving now that we were entering our neighborhood, carefully chugging along through tree-lined streets toward our own 3,000 square foot Xanadu.

      Gracie just filled in the silence with her own talk, ‘I know a few women who… you know… misbehave a little, here and there, at conferences… but I saw Andie go off with some marketing executive from Charleston, and I was like, she’s not the kind of person who’d actively cheat on her husband… only now it turns out they have an arrangement…’

      Pulling into our driveway, I opened my car door as soon as I could, in order to silence my wife and, perhaps, end her current thread of contemplation. We didn’t, either of us, want to wake the kids.

      We went inside, and I thanked Sandra, our regular babysitter, for helping us out on a school night, and she dutifully reported there’d been no problems with the kids, collected her fee and quietly disappeared for the night.

      Gracie went upstairs, leaving me to let our dog out into the backyard for his bedtime pee. I took my time doing so—delaying my own amble upstairs to give Gracie time to move on from the subject of our conversation on the drive home. When Beavis came back inside after doing his business, I even waited long enough to pack the dishwasher and set it going before I headed upstairs.

      For once, my libido seemed to have evaporated, despite how I’d felt on first collecting Gracie from the airport. I was genuinely scared that she would think me a pervert.

      Pride is a funny thing.

      I went upstairs, eventually, and after silently checking on the kids, went into our bedroom to quietly change into a pair of sweatpants—which is what I usually sleep in—while Gracie took a shower in our en suite.

      It was quite a long shower she took, as it happened. It gave me hope that she’d had plenty of time to think of something else other than her friend Andie.

      I went in to brush my teeth and found she was shaving her legs, which seemed a little odd, because I knew she always did things like that before a conference, not after one. Ah well. I was too tired, and my brain too frazzled to really dwell on it.

      I settled down in bed with a book, trying to act as though it was a perfectly normal night—if I turned out my bedside light and tried to get to sleep while she finished up her shower, I figured she might think she’d offended me or, worse, had gotten too close to the bone with what she’d suggested about me.

      I wasn’t really reading, though. I was trying to think of something to say if Gracie continued with her train of thought about Andie and her husband and the arrangement they had. I mean—did I offer to let her enjoy some kind of arrangement of that kind, too?

      I know I desperately wanted to. It was my secret fantasy, for goodness’ sake. But I still had that pride that worried about how my wife would think of me for the rest of our marriage—the same kind of pride that stopped me from ever telling her she would look sexy as hell dressed up in kinky black leather.

      I heard her shut off the shower and brush her teeth.

      Then Gracie stepped out of the bathroom, allowing her towel to fall away to reveal that she’d completely shaved her pussy.

      My jaw dropped. I couldn’t help it, she’d never done it before.

      She smiled at my reaction. ‘Andie said it’ll be better this way,’ she said, as she let me stare at her hairless sex for a few moments. ‘She said it’ll make guys from the conference hard as anything when I get them back to my hotel room after a night out.’
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      I was stunned. It was almost more the tone of her voice that shocked me, than what it was she had said. It was so matter-of-fact. Telling me, simply and clearly, how it was going to be—without asking me, without begging, without any kind of negotiation.

      In her eyes, I had confirmed the apparent fact that I was turned on by the idea of her being unfaithful when she was away at one of her conferences, and so that was settled. She’d shaved her pussy because her friend had suggested it would bring better results when she cheated on me.

      There was no question, it seemed, as to what she was going to do.

      I was hard as a rock.

      I’m sure other men would have been outraged at how Gracie was doing this, largely unilaterally. But it was my fantasy for her to do this. That didn’t mean I didn’t have my own pride—the thing was, my pride now made me want to downplay the drama involved in Gracie’s decision to do this. I didn’t want to show her the strong feelings of doubt and uncertainty I was having—that, to me, would seem like weakness.

      I was even a little thankful that my wife was exploring my fantasy without me ever having to go through the awkwardness and difficulty of actually confessing it to her. Gracie—and Andie, I suppose—had recognized it within me, and Andie had encouraged her to just go for it.

      Trying to keep things light between us, I said of her shaven sex, ‘Did you have to do that tonight? You’ve got more than a week until your next conference.’

      She smiled, perhaps appreciating that I wasn’t balking at her assertion of what she was going to do from now on at her conferences.

      ‘I thought I might need as much time as possible to decide whether I like it,’ she said, stepping to the foot of our bed. ‘And whether or not it might prove… distracting… when I’m not naked.’

      I breathed, trying to appear calm, and trying not to stare unduly long at her pussy, even though she smiled with clear approval when my eyes traveled back up to her face.

      I said, ‘I don’t know… it’s pretty distracting when you are naked.’

      She laughed, and climbed onto the bed, and then as she lay beside me, she said, ‘I take it you like it, then?’

      She raised her furthest knee and turned a little toward me as though to expose herself to me as much as possible. I felt my hardness throb. This wasn’t really like Gracie. She was never usually this forward.

      I said, ‘I like it whichever way…’

      She grinned. ‘I suppose you should say that.’

      But then her hand slunk its way down my body until her fingers were trailing over the bulge I was stowing under the bedsheets.

      ‘Hello,’ she said. ‘Well, someone likes it.’

      I leaned in to kiss her, my libido definitely making a comeback with the arrival of her shaven sex. But as her fingers found my hard cock, under the bedsheets and my sweatpants, my own hand slipped between her thighs. And I found that it was easier to behave as though I was turned on by her shaving, than by her declaration that I was to be a cuckold.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Oddly, even though it was the most dramatic thing to happen in our relationship since our wedding, we didn’t talk about the whole cuckolding thing for the next week-and-a-half.

      We did have sex every single night until her next conference, however, which I think was fairly telling. We couldn’t get enough of each other, sexually, and it certainly wasn’t simply because my wife had shaved her pussy for the first time since I’d known her.

      During the day, when she wasn’t at work, I’d sometimes catch her giving me funny little glances when she thought I wasn’t looking. As though she was trying to figure me out. And then, when it actually came time to head up to bed, she would look at me as though she was seeing me in an entirely new light, from an angle she’d never really noticed before.

      But we didn’t discuss the whole cheating thing. Either her decision to do it, or my quiet admission that her doing it would probably be a major turn-on for me.

      I guess that was just who we were as a couple. We could have sex every night, in various positions, and both had no trouble making the other come. But we didn’t really feel comfortable talking about sex together.

      It was probably something to do with our upbringings.

      The night before her next conference in Miami, I just lay between her thighs and explored her shaven pussy with my lips and my tongue, and for far longer than any previous time I’d gone down on her. And I spent all that time thinking about whether she would really allow another man here, would she really let another man touch her, would she really take another man inside her? But though she came twice while I pleasured her with my mouth—something that had never happened before—neither of us said a thing about what was going to happen at the conference.

      In the morning, after we’d finished breakfast and seen our kids onto the school bus, I watched Gracie pack her suitcase ahead of her flight down to Florida. I watched her packing the usual smart shirts and suits, the usual travel-sized toiletries, the usual array of shoes. But this time, I noted her packing sexy lingerie instead of plain underwear, and when it was all in her case, the very last thing that went in was a box of condoms.

      ‘You mean business, then?’ I said, unable to keep from commenting at all, after she zipped up her case with that box of Trojans so conspicuously included.

      ‘You never know what might happen at a conference,’ she answered, with the kind of naughty smile that said she was glad I had noticed the box of condoms she’d packed, and a tone of voice that said she knew full well that I was thrilled by the prospect of her using them.

      Where had she gotten such airtight confidence regarding how I would feel about her cuckolding me?

      ‘You’ll have to be careful. If anyone at your company finds out…’

      ‘I know.’

      I gave a little nod, which felt like approval for whatever she was planning to do. Well, I was pleased that she didn’t seem to have taken the view that I was a disgusting pervert worthy only of her contempt over all this, so I felt a little more comfortable presenting approval for what she was doing.

      ‘Tell me you’d never sleep with someone just to win their business,’ I said.

      She began stripping off her nightwear, ready to hit the shower. ‘I’m not a prostitute,’ she said.

      I should have known, of course. Gracie was still the consummate professional. She was still a sharp cookie. And at 37, she wasn’t going to be pressured into anything by her inexperience.

      Watching her walk, naked, into the bathroom and start up the shower, conspicuously leaving the door open so that I could see, I shivered at the prospect of her giving herself to another man, and my hardness throbbed.

      After a brief shower, she dressed in lingerie I had never seen before, which was so sheer that it was plain to see whether or not she shaved her pussy. She took her time dressing, seeming to make a point of allowing me to watch every minute. She wanted me to notice her doing her hair, putting on her makeup, spritzing herself with a brand-new, sophisticated and sexy perfume.

      She wanted me to see her making herself extra sexy for the conference.

      I was practically a quivering wreck as I drove her out to the airport looking like that. Was she really going to do something wicked while she was at her conference?

      God. While we drove, she filled the car with her new scent, and it was so sexy it would have tempted the Pope.

      When I tried to kiss her at the airport, she would only allow a peck on the cheek—she didn’t want me to mess up her lipstick.

      ‘You’ll text me?’ I asked her, trying not to sound like some desperate clingy boyfriend. When she was away at conferences, we usually tended to communicate via text these days. It was just easier. And, wanting to insinuate that I was perfectly calm about all this, I didn’t want to start demanding nightly phone calls.

      She smiled. ‘Of course. Honey, you have nothing to worry about.’

      And then she was gone, leaving me with a palpitating heart and a flock of butterflies in my stomach.

      I didn’t feel like I had nothing to worry about. At the same time, I had the biggest hard-on.
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      When Gracie first started going to conferences without me, we weren’t yet married, and while we weren’t exactly starting out dating, we did miss each other while she was gone. We texted each other frequently during her conferences, even during the presentations, and talked for ages each night when she was done with networking festivities.

      After we were married, the more experience she had with conferences and networking, the less time she would spend texting me, and our nightly phone calls became shorter and shorter. After a while, there was the occasional night when she was too tired to talk, and simply sent me a few text messages.

      Last year, during conference season, the nightly phone calls were phased out. I hardly even noticed, to be honest; it was a slow tapering off. And I didn’t feel sad about it, because I realized fairly soon on that one reason why she no longer phoned home while she was away was that she was no longer miserable.

      She’d started to enjoy herself away from home. She didn’t need to use me as a comfort blanket.

      The trouble was, now that she was going away to Miami with the intent on taking advantage of her time away from home to sleep with other guys, I felt a rather stronger need for her to text me or phone me with updates.

      It was frustrating when she didn’t, even though that was the way it had been progressing for years. I spent a difficult first night of the conference wondering what she was up to when I wasn’t getting anything from her.

      She texted me to let me know her plane had landed. She texted me to let me know she was going out with a few colleagues after they’d set up the stand in the exhibition hall. And then there was nothing until morning.

      Damn!

      I paced for a while, as I tried to watch TV in our bedroom. I masturbated a lot, imagining that she was keen to quickly find a guy with whom to take full advantage of her new sexual freedom. I considered the logical reasoning surrounding her radio silence and whether it was connected to her ability to fuck someone else.

      I took a cold shower. That didn’t do anything to lower my libido. I couldn’t shake the image of straight-laced Gracie flirting with other guys, and then spending more and more time with one of them until it got to the end of the night, when she invited him back to her hotel room.

      I masturbated some more. I even dug out the clothing she’d been wearing just before she changed into her suit that morning, ahead of her flight. I lay on our bed with her intimate apparel smelling of her, and I jerked off imagining her getting frisky with some stud in a business suit.

      The moments after I came were the worst. For a while each time, I didn’t have my raging desire to overwhelm the more negative feelings I had about what Gracie might be up to. I found myself worrying about whether the sex with other men would be so good that Gracie would never want to bother with me again. That I’d never be able to make her come again. That she’d see me as boring and pathetic.

      At other times, I found myself wondering if I’d imagined the whole thing. Maybe Gracie had never come out and told me she thought I was a cuckold and that her friend had suggested she should take advantage of it by cheating on me during conference weeks.

      But I knew I hadn’t imagined it. Gracie had said what she’d said. She had a friend called Andie, there’s no reason why she’d lie about any of that, either.

      I found myself wincing at how Gracie—or at least, her friend Andie—had worked me out so effortlessly. I should have acted with more decorum every time she came back from a conference. I should have concealed my increased libido which had resulted from this new fantasy of mine. I should have controlled it.

      When it got to midnight, and beyond, and there was still no text from Gracie, I felt certain she must have met someone, and ended up in his bed. It gave me one last self-propelled orgasm, and then I collapsed in bed, and actually drifted off into a somewhat melancholy sleep.

      The number of text messages I’d sent her that evening, which went without response, was frankly embarrassing. I must have seemed like a spurned ex.

      It was a real low point.

      There wasn’t even anything from her when I woke up. I hauled myself out of bed early enough to deal with the kids, and breakfast, and getting them ready and out the door in time for the school bus. I even got down to some work, trying to put Gracie out of my mind.

      Then, about ten o’clock, I received a text message from her. I felt such relief—I’d begun to worry that something awful might have happened to her the previous night, to keep her from texting.

      Gracie: Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry I didn’t text last night! We all went out after setting up, and had so much to drink, and we were having so much fun, I clean forgot about texting you :-(

      I felt she was being honest, but what did I know? At least she seemed to recognize that she’d been wrong not to text me. I decided to let it go. I told her it didn’t matter, I hoped she’d had a good night, I’d been okay, and so on.

      Then she texted back:

      Gracie: Andie told me I need to text you a lot this week, to help you cope while I’m cuckolding you :-)

      Jeez. That totally took my breath away. Like, it left me feeling like a deflated balloon. It certainly put paid to any paranoid thoughts that I’d imagined this whole thing.

      Cuckolding.

      It seemed like such a dark, shameful, ruthless word to use for what was going on here. I knew what the basic definition of the word was, sure—a cuckold was a guy whose wife cheated on him. I’d never seen it used as a verb, however. I guessed it was, kind of, what Gracie was doing there.

      Cheating on me.

      Except, I’d point out, that she was doing it with my full knowledge and approval—although, come to think of it, she hadn’t exactly stopped to ask me whether I did truly want her to do this.

      I trembled a little to see her message, to see her using that word.

      And yet it made me hard. It was wrong, it seemed shameful, and yet it evoked such intent on Gracie’s part, that she was going to cheat on me, that it proved absolutely thrilling to me. It seemed so sharp, so decisive about what she was planning—and yet it was totally the kind of thing I should have expected from Gracie. She was so intelligent, and when she wanted something, could be a little ruthless. Determined—that might be a kinder word than ‘ruthless’.

      I didn’t question her on the use of that word. Cuckolding. Jesus. I texted her back to say something soft like, sure, I love it when you text me.

      I couldn’t let it go, though. I Googled the word ‘cuckolding’.

      The top results defined the word as when a man is turned on by his wife fucking another man. Hmm. Okay, I’d never really seen the terminology before—it made me feel a little sheltered. But that was what was going on here, wasn’t it? There was a Wikipedia page on it—highlighting how the word was used as an insult in certain circles, which explained my gut feeling that there was something shameful about it. Here was a section on cuckolding as a fetish—it mentioned part of it as being the cuckold wanting to be humiliated. That wasn’t me.

      I looked at articles from Esquire and Cosmopolitan that said cuckolding was a fetish on the rise. I felt oddly comforted to know that this was something other men experienced or wanted. 58% of men and around a third of women had thought about cuckolding.

      Cuckolding, unlike polyamory, was purely sexual, rather than romantic. That made me feel better about Gracie using the word, too.

      Some people went for cuckolding to combat boredom in their relationship and found that sexual variety strengthened their relationship with their partner. For others, the jealousy they felt added an ‘exciting element’ to their sex life. And it didn’t have to involve humiliation, apparently.

      Following my research, I felt happier, more confident. I dispelled some of the ugly feelings of fear and shame that I’d felt after she’d first used that word. I managed to get some work done during the day—although I kept coming back to glance at that message she’d sent me, and it kept making me horny to do so.

      After lunch, my phone beeped, and it nearly made my heart stop for a moment.

      I laughed at myself. It was still the middle of the day—I told myself that I should hardly expect Gracie to have done something with another man while the conference events were ongoing. Nevertheless, it was exciting to get another text from her. It was a selfie she’d taken in the bathroom, showing herself all dressed up in her smart suit, looking vivacious, bright and devastatingly beautiful.

      Along with the photo, she texted me:

      Gracie: Andie says I should send you a photo of me at the conference, to help you picture me flirting with guys here xx

      Funny how she could send me just a few words, a very short message, and cause such a powerful response in me. My cock was flagpole stiff as I read it, as I took in the words, as I absorbed her meaning, and as I glanced at the confident beauty she displayed in her photo.

      There was also something thrilling about her continued reference to her friend, Andie. Andie, who had an ‘arrangement’ with her husband. Andie, who seemed to have become something of a mentor for Gracie. Andie, who my feelings told me would add a layer of supervision for Gracie that would probably mean she would not end up getting too afraid to carry out her plans.

      It told me she was really going to do this. She was going to cuckold me.

      I texted her back to tell her how beautiful she was, how guys would be helpless if she wanted to flirt with them. I also said something about making sure her flirting didn’t distract from her primary reasons for being at the conference.

      She texted back to respond to that point:

      Gracie: Actually, flirting seems to help enormously when I’m networking. I never realized. I think it can be done carefully so that I get what I need, without debasing myself :-) So much fun, too! Xxx

      Boy.

      Later that afternoon, she texted me to let me know she’d been sitting with a guy who used to work for one of her clients, and they’d been quite flirty. She told me how much she enjoyed it. How it helped take the edges off a very dry presentation.

      This was good. She never texted me this much from a conference before. It was like a running commentary. It helped keep me calm, and of course in a constant state of arousal.

      I had to push all those feelings out of my mind when the kids returned from school, and I went about being a parent again. Homework. Dinner.

      After dinner, Gracie sent me another picture, this time taken in her luxurious-looking hotel room, showing her all dressed up and ready to go out to an evening networking event.

      Oh my God.

      She was wearing a very short, strapless black dress that left her shoulders bare, with a hem that showed a lot of thigh. She also had killer high-heels on. I’d never seen her in such a devastating outfit before.

      After I said how stunning she looked, she told me that a group of guys she knew from another consulting firm would be going to this networking event, too, so she was anticipating it being a fun evening.

      And she told me Andie says hi, by the way.

      The mere mention of her friend made me ripple with nervous tension. Andie was there. Andie was going to push my wife to cuckold me. Mentioning her seemed almost as though Gracie was teasing me. It felt faintly shameful that another person out there knew that my wife was going to do this, that she was going to turn me into a cuckold. And that made it darkly thrilling.

      I told my wife to enjoy herself, and to let me know how it went. She agreed to do that, and we told each other that we loved each other.

      Then I had to compose myself and get the kids into bed, wondering all the while whether something incredible was going to happen that night.

      Once the kids were asleep, I shut myself in the master bedroom with Netflix on TV, and waited. My emotions were very up and down. All this was surprisingly psychological. I had to be my own shrink, talking myself down from paranoid moments, persuading myself that Gracie hadn’t lost respect for me, that she definitely wasn’t going to be tempted to leave me, that I wasn’t wildly mistaken about my desire for her to experience the physicality of another man in bed.

      I told myself that Gracie’s frequent texting that day had been proof that she still loved me, and that she didn’t think ill of me. That she wanted to maintain our sexual connection.

      The next text message I received was about nine o’clock—it offered me a photo of Gracie talking with some smartly-suited businessmen at a networking event, showing her openly flirting with them. It made me gasp to see it—I’d never seen her like this before. I supposed that she’d never felt comfortable flirting with other guys in front of me before.

      And the guys she was flirting with were clearly interested in her for more than just her business brain. That dress was just sensational on her, emphasizing her cleavage, and her long legs.

      The message that went with the image explained who had taken the picture.

      Gracie: Hi Lawrence, this is Andie, your wife’s friend. Just thought I’d let you see how much fun she’s having tonight. Lots of hot guys around tonight ;-)

      I responded, thanking Andie for keeping me in the loop, and that I loved to see my wife having so much fun.

      Andie sent me a reply telling me I was a wonderful husband, and that when Gracie came home from her trip, I’d see how much she loved me for allowing her to have this experience.

      Again, Andie’s words made my heart palpitate and my stomach seem to fold in on itself. It brought out a cold sweat all over my skin. But my manhood was thick and hard. I felt so tempted to text her back—albeit via my wife’s phone, since I didn’t know Andie’s number. I was held back for a while by the urge to keep out of things, to avoid getting in the way, to clear the path completely for Gracie to do as she pleased.

      But after less than five minutes, I couldn’t help but text back. My mind was whirling. I felt giddy with excitement and trepidation. I had to feel connected to what was going on, somehow.

      I texted back:

      Lawrence: So Andie, you think she’ll have the full experience tonight?

      Her reply came from another cell phone number—Andie was using her own phone, which I supposed made things more straightforward.

      Andie: If not tonight, then tomorrow, or the day after. She has her heart fairly set on it during this week. How does that make you feel? Excited?

      I was shaking as I held my phone looking at her message. I felt a tremendous pressure on me. I got the impression that I could, still, influence this. If I suddenly objected, strongly enough, I could stop Gracie from going through with it. But did I want to object?

      Andie made it sound as though it was all inevitable, which actually felt oddly comforting—taking it out of my hands as a decision meant I couldn’t feel I was getting it wrong, I couldn’t worry about making the wrong decision. But at the same time the lack of control was unnerving.

      After thinking about it, I wrote back:

      Lawrence:   Excited, but a little nervous. I guess it’s all a little sudden, it’s all happened so quickly.

      Her reply came fairly quickly:

      Andie: It seems like it’s happened quickly, but you’ve been fantasizing about something like this for a while, haven’t you? Gracie said you’ve been so into her when she’s come back from conferences. The way she describes you, it’s obvious you want her to do this.

      Lawrence: I want her to do it. I have fantasized about it. But it has happened pretty quickly.

      Andie: Well sit back and enjoy the ride! You’re nervous because you’re worried you’ll lose her, but there’s zero chance of that. She loves you so much, you know that? And you know, if a woman discovers her husband’s a cuckold, and she really understands what it means—it’s like winning the lottery for her.

      There was that word again. It made me catch my breath just seeing it on the screen of my phone. Cuckold. I supposed I could have denied I was a cuckold based on the definition I’d seen in some places on the web, that it meant I wanted to be humiliated. I could claim that I just liked Gracie to be free to enjoy sex with whoever she wanted, that I was just easy-going, or something like that.

      But a dark, secret part of me deep inside reveled in the wickedness of that word. And perhaps, oddly, the shame—although I didn’t want to be humiliated by Gracie, or anyone else.

      I wrote back:

      Lawrence: Is this how you feel about your husband? Are you still interested in him sexually even though he lets you see other men?

      Andie: Oh yeah, I definitely won the lottery with Massimo. And I’ve been more interested in him sexually than ever since we got into this. You’ll see, honey.

      I felt reassured, although that paranoid part of me worried that Andie was simply manipulating me, to allow Gracie to become like her, so they could be each other’s wingmen, or whatever the non-gendered term for that was these days.

      A little later, Gracie sent me a text message letting me know that the formal networking thing was over, and that a bunch of them were headed over to a bar to continue the night’s fun. I felt emboldened, and asked her if she’d seen anyone she liked the look of yet.

      Gracie: A few possibilities! It’s so much fun. Makes me feel 10 years younger. Hope you’re okay at home! Miss you! xxx

      By this point, I had pretty much forgotten about Netflix and was spending my time searching the Internet to find out more about this dangerous word, cuckolding. There were porn sites, of course, where the word was one of the established tags on offer for those searching for erotic video clips. That further reassured me that I wasn’t some kind of weird exception in the world of sexuality. I didn’t want to watch porn, though. Not while Gracie was out with the intent of actually cuckolding me.

      I found more articles about cuckolding and its potential impacts on relationships, and mostly I read positive opinions, with provisos to be careful and to keep communication channels open between spouses.

      As Gracie and Andie were arriving at another bar, I found myself looking through an Internet forum of men who were into the whole cuckolding thing, and that was more enlightening than anything I’d read so far.

      Andie sent me a picture showing Gracie in a booth, sitting between two guys who were obviously trying to get into her panties. It was just completely thrilling to me.

      In her message underneath the photo, she said:

      Andie: You know everyone cheats at a conference. Eventually. Everyone who does conferences as much as Gracie. It’s practically inevitable. Temptation will come. Alcohol will open the door. And conferences are so miserable if you can’t have a little fun in the evenings. It’s a wonder she never cheated on you before.

      I texted her back:

      Lawrence: I know how it is at conferences. You know Gracie and I met at a conference? And then it was so hot every time we saw each other at another one. And then after that… I guess I was with her the whole time… and then… I stopped going to conferences.

      Andie: Well she’s been more and more tempted ever since you left her to it. And loads of her colleagues cheat on their husbands. Practically everyone we know, now or then.

      A dark thought crept into my mind. I texted Andie:

      Lawrence: Do you think if I’d told her I was jealous when she was away from home, and didn’t make a fuss of her when she came back from conferences, she would have ended up cheating on me behind my back?

      Andie: I think she would have resisted, but she would have remained miserable going to conferences. But what’s the point of hypotheticals? She’s going to have some fun, and you’ll enjoy it. And if it seems like it’s all happening quickly, well, get used to it, honey. That’s how affairs begin. One day, she gets tempted, and it’s too good to resist. This way, she doesn’t break your trust, she doesn’t lie to you, and when she comes home, you guys will have the best sex you’ve ever had. Trust me.

      I was so turned on. It was beginning to get late, but I was so wired, there was no way I was going to get any sleep any time soon. I stayed awake and waited for updates from Gracie or Andie. I read stories about how other guys had gotten into their cuckolding relationships on the Forum, and couldn’t help but lie in bed stroking my cock thinking about Gracie.

      The next update from Andie presented me with a picture of Gracie sitting with a single guy in the booth, with the people sitting either side of them clearly leaving them to it. They were chatting, but gazing at each other with clear desire, and I could not believe how much it turned me on.

      Andie: And the lucky guy is… the lovely Trent. He’s been interested in her for ages, you know that? And let’s face it, she’s always been attracted to him. Are you jacking that hard cock of yours yet, honey? Because your wife is cuckolding you tonight xxx

      Jesus. I gasped. But Gracie wasn’t doing anything more outrageous than a little light flirting, surely? At least from Andie’s picture.

      Then, moments later, Andie sent me another picture.

      This time, Trent was leaning into Gracie, and my wife had one arm around his shoulders and another on his face as they kissed. I gasped, yet again, and felt a jolt of shock shoot through my system—and yet, my hardness throbbed like crazy. It was so strange to see this—to the point where I almost couldn’t believe it was Gracie in the picture—and yet it was the hottest picture I’d ever laid eyes on. This was straight-laced Gracie, professional Gracie, ambitious businesswoman Gracie, loyal wife and mother Gracie, intelligent feminist Gracie—and she had her lips pressed up to those of another man.

      Andie: They’re so hot together. I should have known it would be Trent. Are you psyched, honey? Gracie is going for it.

      I had to focus on breathing for a little while. This was all moving at two hundred miles an hour. I remembered Andie’s words from before—this was how affairs begin. People just give in to temptation, and then jump each other. This could have been simply the night Gracie cheated on me. Instead, she’d come clean about everything, and before she embarked on this little ‘affair’ of hers, she confirmed that I had a secret fantasy about being cuckolded. So secret that I didn’t even know the word for it until Andie came along.

      I was feeling a little light-headed. Maybe I’d been hyperventilating. I texted Andie back:

      Lawrence: I’m psyched. She’s so beautiful. So sexy with him.

      Then I had a quirky little thought, and added:

      Lawrence: Aren’t you aiming to get lucky tonight, Andie? Shouldn’t you be hooking up with another guy already, instead of spending all your time texting me?

      Her reply came quickly:

      Andie: Oh, I’m having way too much fun with you, honey, tonight. I can tell how excited you are. It’s so sweet. Tell me you’ve got that hand wrapped around your beautifully hard cock as you look at your gorgeous wife making out with a hunky guy.

      I responded:

      Lawrence: Does Gracie know you’re texting me ;-)

      Andie: She does, sure. She sees everything you send me xxx

      A moment or two later, I received a selfie from Gracie, on Gracie’s number, in which she was holding on tightly to Trent, like they were a couple, and smiling at the camera.

      Gracie: Hey sweetie! You having fun chatting with Andie? Trent wants me to go back to his room with him, so think I might get lucky tonight! Glad you’re psyched about us! Don’t wait up! Xxx

      Now Andie sent me another picture of Gracie and Trent making out. It was way more full-on than the previous image had been—Trent had his hand on Gracie’s chest, while one of Gracie’s hands looked as though it was down on Trent’s crotch, and the two were french-kissing like teenagers.

      Her message stated in no uncertain terms: They’ve booked an Uber back to the hotel.

      I was practically panting by now. My wife was having an affair. My wife was cheating on me. My wife was cuckolding me. The thoughts kept revolving around my head. I was waiting, fully aware of everything that was happening, as my wife gave into temptation and had a fling with another man while on her business trip.

      Considering how long I’d been fantasizing about this kind of thing, it felt like a dream.

      The last image of the night I received from Andie was of Gracie holding Trent’s hand as she climbed into a Toyota Prius. And Andie’s message read: don’t worry, honey she has her condoms in her purse xxx
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      I entered a kind of dream state. It was strange, intense, and full of emotions that blended and swirled together and made me at turns hyper and buzzed, while at others I was terrified and panicky.

      Time seemed to slow down—and yet, sometimes I would look at the clock again, and it seemed to have suddenly jumped forward, and I’d missed ten, twenty, maybe thirty minutes.

      The only thing I could do was to keep calm and try to distract myself with television. It took quite some doing. But now I found myself entering a new phase. Despite the continuing feelings of fear and anxiety, now I found myself trying to stave off disappointment—and in this case, it was disappointment that Gracie wouldn’t actually go through with my cuckolding tonight, after everything that had happened.

      I wanted her to do this.

      I tried to downplay my expectations, keep a lid on things so that if nothing really happened with Trent, I wouldn’t feel disappointed. It didn’t work so well. I told myself that Gracie would probably just have a little fun making out with Trent tonight in his room, and then she would quietly head back to her own room, perhaps giving him promises that more might happen the next time.

      Only, in my gut, I didn’t feel like this was likely.

      Gracie wasn’t in college anymore. She was 37 years old and married with kids. If she wanted to have fun with a guy in his room, she wasn’t just going to play tonsil hockey for a while and then flee. She was going to take him to bed and ride him like a prized stallion.

      I’m not sure how long I’d waited before I received another text message from Gracie. When I heard the phone beep, my pulse suddenly doubled in speed, and I thought that perhaps Gracie was telling me that she’d done it, she had cuckolded me.

      But she hadn’t done it yet.

      She’d sent me another selfie, only in this one she was standing in front of a mirror in what looked like the en suite of a fairly luxurious hotel room—and she was wearing the most incredibly sexy black bra and panties, along with thigh-high stockings.

      Gracie: We’re back in his room, sweetie. We were making out the whole way back, and then when we got here to the room. He’s such a good kisser. I’m fairly sure he has the biggest cock I’ve ever seen, too. So… I guess this is the last picture of me I’m going to send you before he fucks me!

      I sent her a message back telling her that I was so hard for her, that I hoped he would make her come over and over with his huge cock. It was crazy—I never talked like this to my wife before, I never used a word like ‘cock’ in her presence. The world had flipped on its head.

      Gracie asked me to quickly send her a picture of my hard-on, she wanted me to show her how hard I was for her now that she was cuckolding me. I did as she asked, and then received a picture back from her looking down into her panties at her shaven pussy.

      Gracie: Take a final look, sweetie. In just a few minutes, Trent’s cock will slide inside here. Does it turn you on to see your wife’s cheating pussy?

      God. As I peered closely at the picture of her sex, I could see how wet she was. I responded to her telling her I was crazy turned on. I told her I would be waiting for it to happen, that I couldn’t sleep now for love nor money. I urged her to let me know when it was over, when the deed was done. She promised to do exactly that.

      And then, we professed our love for each other, and that was it. I could feel this unbelievable tension in the air. I knew at that point that my wife was fucking another man.

      When I knew it was actually happening, the pressure seemed to lift from my shoulders. It wasn’t something that I expected to happen—my nerves were calmed, my pulse slowed.

      I experienced a kind of acceptance state.

      I was still highly aroused, of course, at the thought of what my wife might be doing at that very moment. But I was past the will-they-or-won’t-they point, I was past the possibility that I might experience disappointment. My beautiful wife was cuckolding me. It was happening. I couldn’t stop it now, I couldn’t turn back the clock and return to a conventional marriage.

      I no longer had to worry about my decision—there was no point.

      I guess there was still that faint apprehension that Trent would show Gracie such an amazing time in bed with his huge cock that she would suddenly decide to leave me—but even that seemed a very remote possibility now.

      But I was so buzzed. After ten, fifteen minutes I felt certain that Trent, whoever he was, must be already sliding that big cock inside Gracie’s hot, wet pussy. I was a cuckold, and I couldn’t undo that now. I only hoped that Trent was good in bed, that he was showing her a good time, that he knew how to use his weaponry.

      I waited, and I actually watched some TV and absorbed what I was watching.

      An hour later, I still wasn’t close to getting sleepy, though it was getting very late indeed. My phone bleeped, and I jumped on it.

      Gracie: hey sweetie! I did it.
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      I have never had an erection spring up so quickly.

      Lawrence: You did? You actually went all the way with him?

      Gracie: Oh, yes. It was incredible. His cock felt so huge inside me. How are you doing, sweetie?

      Lawrence: Great. Really great. I’m so hard for you, honey.

      Gracie: You want a picture of me? I’m sorry I can’t talk, I’m in his bathroom and he doesn’t know I’m texting you.

      Lawrence: I’d love a picture.

      Here it was. Gracie standing there, in front of the bathroom mirror, lean and tall and completely naked, her makeup all smeared, her hair damp and mussed, her flushed skin shimmering with perspiration. My wife, freshly fucked by another man.

      I had never seen anything so thrilling before.

      Lawrence: You look so sexy, honey. I wish I was there with you. So it was good? He made you come?

      Gracie: He did, three times. It was wonderful. I never thought I’d ever be with another man like this again. It felt so good. You want another picture?

      Lawrence: Oh, yes xxx

      She sent me another picture, this one more of a close-up of her bare breasts up to her face. I saw that some of the glistening I had attributed to perspiration in the previous photo was decidedly not sweat.

      Gracie: He came all over my tits. It was wild. Andie said you’d get a kick out of seeing it.

      Lawrence: Wow. So hot. You remembered to use condoms, then?

      Gracie: Yes, we did. Look…. Here’s your wife’s cheating pussy, only just fucked…

      She sent me another picture, this time a close-up of her glorious sex. Her pussy lips seemed particularly rosy-red, gilded with her wetness.

      Gracie: He really stretched me down there. Felt so good.

      Lawrence: I wish I could be there to see you in person. I want you so much right now.

      Gracie: I love you so much for this. I’ll be home in just a couple of days. Okay. I think I’d better get back to Trent. I’ll text you again in the morning xxx

      And that was the end of that. I could hardly believe it. The hottest sex I ever knew, and I wasn’t even present for it. I felt invigorated. I felt an unbelievable high. My Gracie had cuckolded me. The knowledge made me feel on top of the world.

      But I wasn’t going to go and tell anybody about it. There was still shame in it, I knew that much, and while I didn’t actually feel ashamed of myself, I was wary what others might think.

      I lay back on the bed and gazed at the pictures Gracie had sent me post-cuckolding. I gripped my cock and pumped as I scrutinized the shots of another man’s come all over her breasts, and her freshly-fucked pussy. I came hard.

      And then, finally, I could sleep.
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      First thing in the morning, when I woke up, things felt normal for a few moments. Then as the bleariness of slumber slowly cleared, I remembered what had happened the previous night. I had another one of those instant erections. There was no way I was going to get rid of it without a quick session fantasizing about Gracie.

      And this morning, I had real imagery of Gracie after she’d actually cuckolded me, which got me going in no time, before I hit the shower.

      I’d only had a few hours’ sleep, but the exhilaration that came from having a secret fantasy that had turned into reality was enough to get me up on my feet and raring to go. I had all my chores out of the way early, the kids packed onto the school bus and a good amount of my work done by the time I received my first text message of the day from Gracie.

      Gracie: Hey hon. How you doing? I am so tired this morning, but feeling pretty good! Last night was wild, wasn’t it? I think I only ended up getting two or three hours of sleep.

      It was mid-morning, and my manhood thickened up as I read her message. Two or three hours’ sleep? That would have meant after her last message to me, she went back to fucking Trent for a while—or that she’d fucked him in the morning first thing. Perhaps both.

      Then she sent another message asking me if she looked okay—and she sent me a selfie in which she looked absolutely sensational, of course.

      I stared at that picture a long time. It wasn’t just that she looked sharp, and sexy, and confident, and full of energy—it was the fact that I knew this gorgeous woman, my wife, had just cheated on me. She was so naughty. There was a quality about her that she didn’t have before last night—a kind of glamor, a kind of divine inner beauty that couldn’t quite be described, but which made me helpless to lay my eyes on her.

      I texted her back to tell her how stunning I thought she looked, even after her lack of sleep.

      Then the texts between us continued throughout the day—again, Gracie was texting me way more than she had ever done before from a conference. It was almost as though I was there with her.

      I had texts coming from Andie, too, which helped distract me from work all day. She seemed to be reveling in my new status as a cuckold. Time to start getting used to being a cuckold, buddy. I figured she felt some kind of ego-boost from being the one to gently shove Gracie in the direction of cuckolding me, making her a fellow ‘hotwife’ like Andie herself.

      And then came the evening, and Gracie and Andie had an industry award ceremony to attend, after which they were free to mingle with whoever they liked.

      Gracie was relatively restrained in how she communicated with me until the kids were asleep that night. I guess she was worried she might distract me from my priority role as parent. After nine o’clock, though, she sent me some selfies showing what she was wearing that night—including her choice of sexy underwear, of course, and that had me buzzing.

      After that, the two of them kept me regularly updated on their evening, from the guys they were flirting with over dinner and the awards bash, to the bar they all went off to afterwards.

      I found myself wondering if Trent would be around that evening, and whether Gracie might get the chance to spend some more time with him. What was the protocol for an unfaithful wife cuckolding her husband during a conference week? Should I expect her to stay loyal to the first man she’d cheated on me with?

      Andie answered my question about Trent—he wasn’t around, he was busy buttering up a major client—dinner at the best restaurant in town, followed by a visit to a nearby strip club—and Gracie wasn’t invited, since the client knew Trent’s wife.

      Lawrence: Wait, Trent’s married?

      Andie: You know how it is with these guys at conferences.

      Lawrence: But wait, he doesn’t want the client to know he’s sleeping with Gracie because the client knows he’s married… but he’ll take the client to a strip club??

      Andie: It’s that kind of client, bubba. Strippers does not mean cheating to those guys.

      Despite the absence of Trent, Gracie seemed to be having a pretty good time with the other guys she and Andie were hanging out with at the bar.

      I did get a couple of pictures from Andie showing Gracie flirting, but things really started heating up again when Gracie’s conference BFF texted me to let me know that Gracie had been texting Trent to tease him about being at a strip club, and Trent had been texting back to let her know he would prefer to be with her.

      Lawrence: So what’s going on? Is he going to meet up with you guys later?

      Andie: Seems like he wants to. Said none of the strippers are as hot as Gracie ;-)

      Lawrence: So romantic.

      Andie: She said she’d give him a lap dance when he was done with his client.

      Lawrence: Now that I’d pay to see.

      Later, Gracie’s group of conference buddies went on to a nightclub, the Voodoo Lounge, where Andie furnished me with pictures of Gracie dancing with some of the guys—but her main interest continued to be texting Trent. As much as I enjoyed seeing my wife dancing with other guys, I was holding my breath on what Trent was up to. It felt like Gracie was sold on him.

      I was surprised that I wanted her to sleep with him again—if you’d asked me before it all happened, I might have believed that for my wife to sleep with a guy more than once, there might be the risk of feelings developing between them. I don’t know. I guess the way Andie described all this, it was just a ‘conference thing’. Trent was married, and so was Gracie, and they were both just having a little fun to take the ennui out of a fairly dry management conference.

      Anyway, the angst I was feeling about being cuckolded seemed to subside while I thought Gracie was unlikely to do anything genuinely wicked.

      As the clock headed past midnight, however, Andie had another update:

      Andie: And… Trent has entered the building.

      Okay, so now the tension ratcheted up a notch or two. Now Gracie was dancing with Trent, and Andie was sending me pictures taken slyly from the sidelines.

      Andie: Are you jacking off yet, honey? Because these guys are smokin hot together.

      My wife’s friend was getting pretty sharp with her camera—and sending me close-ups of Gracie and Trent gazing at each other with lustful eyes, holding each other close, even making out in the middle of the dance floor.

      Andie even managed to send me some short video clips of my wife passionately kissing this tall, dark and handsome businessman.

      I was getting all worked up again, knowing my wife was being very naughty with another man. Andie helped me to follow their progress, and then eventually they were in a taxi heading back to the hotel.

      Andie caught a lift back to the hotel with them, shooting some surreptitious video clips of them making out in the taxi, Trent groping Gracie, Gracie stroking his hard-on through his pants. What really got to me were the sounds of her moans. I recognized those moans—only, they weren’t for me tonight.

      The last thing I got from Andie was a picture of Trent and Gracie getting into an elevator together, looking at each other lustfully.

      Andie: Okay, I’m gonna say goodnight, honeybun. Hope you have fun while Gracie rides Trent some more! Xxx

      After that, I had to wait, my heart thumping hard in anticipation for what Gracie was up to. Ten minutes later, I got a photo and a message from my wife—another bathroom selfie. She looked gorgeous in her somewhat rumpled business attire, and was holding up her skirt to show me her wet panties.

      Gracie: Hey honey. Wish you were here to watch Trent fuck me xxx

      I told her how sexy she looked, and how much I wanted her. But there was no reply. I knew full well that Gracie had left the bathroom and would be in the process of having sex with another man.

      I felt a little less unstable this time. It was still a searing-hot experience, waiting for her, knowing what was happening, but this time I wasn’t quite the bundle of nerves and hormones I had been on the first night, when Trent had fucked my wife.

      I did text her, however, asking her to tell me when the two of them were done, and maybe to send me another selfie before she went to sleep.

      I had to wait another hour, but she did as I wanted. To my delight and surprise, the selfie she sent me was taken in the bedroom—not of the deed itself, but of her immediately after it had finished, it seemed. It was a headshot, so it didn’t even show her breasts—and yet it was the sexiest picture of her I ever saw. She was glistening with perspiration—and perhaps not only perspiration—her hair damp and bedraggled with sweat, while her pretty face was flushed pink from the exercise.

      She was smiling sweetly into the camera, licking her lips, bubbling over with sexy self-confidence.

      And over her shoulder, I could see the bed they’d just fucked in—I could even see the wetness faintly darkening the bedsheets—and to my shock, there was a portion of Trent visible in the background. Though I couldn’t see his face, I could see that he was an athletic guy, no stranger to the gym. His body was similarly coated in sweat from what must have been a real workout with my wife.

      Gracie: You wanted a pic honey? Like this one? He fucked me so hard, can’t believe how good it felt.

      I didn’t last much longer after seeing that.
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      It was a three-day conference, but as with most conferences I went to, the third day ended at lunch time, giving delegates the chance to either catch an early plane home or to spend some time enjoying the sights and sounds of the host city.

      Gracie had to stay around to help break down the stand and pack everything up, and then she and Andie were aiming for a 5pm flight that would get into DC a little after 8pm.

      Well, the stand wasn’t exactly complicated to break down, and neither Gracie, nor Andie had a burning desire to traipse around Miami to blaze the tourist trail—they’d done all that during conferences gone by. So they ended up at the airport quite early—and, as they soon discovered, there was no possibility of getting an earlier flight.

      I felt for them—I knew full well that Gracie had traveled so much over the years that airports were deathly dull to her. This time, at least she had Andie to keep her company. The two of them camped out at a bar, and Gracie texted me a fair bit, letting me know how impressed Andie was that I had coped so well her first cuckolding of me. That was at least a little fun.

      It was about four o’clock—still a full hour before her flight was expected to take off—when she sent me the most unexpected text.

      Gracie: God. You’ll never guess who just came into the bar.

      I had a glimmer of a thought of trying to guess the name of a minor celebrity—don’t tell me… one of the Jonas Brothers? Matt Dillon. Kenny Logan?

      Lawrence: Who?

      Gracie: Trent. God, how can he look so delicious on the last afternoon of a conference?

      Lawrence: Are you kidding me? You look delicious every time I pick you up from the airport.

      Gracie: You just think that because when you pick me up from the airport, I look so messed up you can imagine I’ve just been fucked ;-)

      Lawrence: Anyone would think you look delicious.

      Gracie: Damn, he’s seen us. He’s coming over.

      Now I was on the edge of my seat. It felt like I was reading an airport thriller set in an airport. What was going to happen? Did the girl get the guy? She was so bored, surely the two of them could slip away and get up to some high jinks? Was there enough time before her flight started boarding to have some kind of meaningful, adulterous experience in the terminal building somewhere?

      The cuckold in me was fantasizing again. And panicking.

      I had to rein it in. I had an email I needed to write and send before the end of the day.

      Now the cuckold in me was trying not to get his hopes up. I hoped that the fact Gracie was no longer texting me meant she was in conversation with the man she had slept with during the conference. That perhaps they were flirting, and perhaps there was a chance something could happen, in an airport restroom or something like that, before Gracie boarded her flight.

      It meant that the more success Gracie had with Trent, the more I would have to wait until she had a chance to text me again, which kept up my suspense.

      When she texted me again, ten minutes later, I had mixed feelings—believing that she couldn’t have had time to persuade Trent to engage in some kind of illicit fumbling in an unused restroom somewhere. Then my eyes fell on her message.

      Gracie: Trent’s changed his flight so he’ll fly back to DC with us—and Andie’s going to swap seats with him so we can sit together!

      Welcome back, erection.

      Lawrence: That’s wonderful, honey! Hope you guys have some fun together!

      Gracie: He’s going to Cleveland, but has to change planes at DC. Pretty easy for him to get a seat on my flight, so hopefully that means the flight won’t be very full.

      Lawrence: Hope so!

      Gracie: He’s coming back from the bar with some drinks—might not get to text you for a while. Love you sweetie! Xxx

      Lawrence: Love you too xxx

      Well, that was a turn-up for the books. I had to keep myself calm. The kids were home from school now. I was making supper when Gracie texted me to let me know they were boarding, and after wishing her a pleasant flight, I felt the need to put my phone in a pocket and try to ignore it.

      After supper, Sandra arrived to babysit, and the kids duly complained, and I had to explain that I needed to collect their mom from the airport, and that flights were often delayed, and so I couldn’t be entirely sure how long it was going to take.

      Then I was out the door, on the road.

      I waited until I was parked in the short-term airport parking lot, in front of the main terminal building before I took out my phone again.

      Gracie: Hey honey, how you doing? I’m just about managing to hold my phone and text you with one hand, while my other one is hidden under a blanket, stroking Trent’s big, hard cock.

      I gasped audibly. It wasn’t the only message she’d sent me in the past hour while I’d been driving.

      Gracie: I think you must be clearing away dinner stuff by now, is Sandra on her way over to take care of the kids?

      Gracie: I’m texting you so none of the flight attendants can tell that I’m giving Trent a sneaky hand job.

      Gracie: He has such a nice cock, honey. I’m such a lucky girl that you’re okay with me playing with it.

      Gracie: Trent has his hand between my thighs under the blanket. He looks as though he’s asleep, but he’s stroking my pussy through my panties while I’m slowly pumping his big dick.

      Gracie: I think he’s a better actor than I am. I have to stop myself from moaning out loud. He has a finger inside me now. It feels wonderful.

      I was so hard. I checked all around me, but it was too risky to really open up. There weren’t a huge number of people close to me, but this was a busy parking lot, close to the airport arrivals and departures, and there was a lot of potential for somebody to catch me doing something lewd. I had to stroke myself through my pants as I read more of Gracie’s texts.

      Even then, I had to be careful not to bring myself over the edge when I saw Gracie had sent a few selfie pics of her and Trent among the messages describing what was going on with him on the flight. The blanket might have hidden their wickedness, but because I knew what was happening, it was obvious to me.

      Gracie: The snack service finished, and I made some comment about dropping my napkin, so then I was looking around for it, and ducking down in Trent’s lap for a moment, taking his yummy cock in my mouth for a little while.

      Gracie: We’re pretty lucky there’s hardly anyone on this flight. I guess people were crammed in on the flight before mine, which is why I couldn’t get an earlier flight.

      Gracie: We’re back to touching each other under the blanket. I think there’s a danger one of the flight attendants might be starting to suspect something is up. I keep dropping things, then duck down to look for them ;-)

      Gracie: Trent wants to fuck me in the restroom, but I think it would be way too obvious what’s happening with this few people on the flight if the two of us go to the bathroom at the same time. Even if we stagger our arrivals.

      Gracie: I’m praying for turbulence so the flight attendants have to go sit down and buckle up. Weather’s good, though, of course! Trent says we might get a chance when the plane is in the process of landing.

      Gracie: Landing now. Have to turn phone off. Trent’s cock is so hard right now. Unfortunately the condoms are in my checked baggage, but hey! See you soon honey xxx

      Jesus. I had to stop myself from touching my cock as I saw her talking about fucking Trent while the plane landed. And, checking the time on my phone, I saw that they should be landing right about now. I texted Gracie back to let her know I’d arrived at the airport, and that I hoped she’d be successful in whatever she was planning with Trent. I was guessing she wouldn’t get the message until the plane was on the ground.

      Would something like that really happen while they were in the air?

      My eyes retraced their steps back to the part where Gracie mentioned not bringing condoms. What did she mean by ‘hey’, after stating that? Was she planning on doing something risky with Trent? I felt torn. Part of me was highly aroused by the thought of my wife taking another man bareback. Another part of me worried at the risks. She was on birth control, but…

      Anyway. I had to stop dwelling on it, and head into the terminal building. I was fairly confident I’d have plenty of time while the plane found its way to the gate, deboarded, and then coughed up Gracie’s suitcase, but I hated the thought of getting there late, and that she’d have to wait for me to find her.

      I walked across the parking lot, crossed the taxi and shuttle bus roads, and headed into the terminal.

      I was quivering a little as I joined the throng waiting for arrivals coming out, peering at various faces to see if I recognized Gracie. My phone buzzed. I had to look at it—even though I was jammed in among hundreds of people, my burning curiosity was too strong. I had to at least see what she had texted me. After all—she might be warning me of an unexpected delay, right?

      Gracie: We’re on the ground. And I’m full of Trent’s come. Oops! I can feel it inside me. It’s making me feel all horny all over again. I can’t believe we did that! Just waiting for my case now, sweetie! See you soon, love you! Xxx

      I was so hard reading that. My wife was currently walking toward me through the airport, and she was full of another man’s come. I wasn’t quite sure how they’d managed it during the landing, but I was sure I’d find out.

      Lawrence: That’s so hot, honey. I can’t quite believe you guys did that either, but it turns me on like crazy. I’m here at the exit waiting for you! xxx
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      When she finally came out, I could hardly believe my eyes.

      She was smiling, searching the crowd for me—her face was far easier for me to pick out of the one-by-one stream of arrivals than mine was for her to locate among hundreds waiting for their loved ones—and when I first laid eyes on her, and recognized her, she seemed impossibly glamorous.

      So strange. It was like spotting a major celebrity, someone you’ve always had a crush on—except that this was my wife, someone I’d been married to for six years, someone I’d known for ten. She was so familiar to me—and yet, somehow, completely unfamiliar because of her recent transformation.

      Gracie.

      My own personal celebrity crush.

      She was wearing a dark jacket over a soft gray button-down shirt that seemed a little too small on her, showing the strain as it tried to contain her breasts in such a way that it beautifully flaunted her shape. Her skirt was black, and way shorter than you’d ever describe as professional—and yet, somehow, she did look smart and even authoritative. She was wearing dark hose, or stockings, which only added to her sense of glamor and power.

      Her hair was a little messed up, though she’d tied it loosely in a ponytail, while her makeup looked sharp, really emphasizing her intelligent brown eyes—though I suspect she’d reapplied it recently, perhaps  while waiting for her bag.

      My cheating wife.

      I was shivering again as I watched her walk toward me, her eyes flitting about as she searched for her husband. My wife had just fucked another man on the plane she’d just left. He had come inside her—only a matter of minutes before. I felt so nervous. What if things suddenly went wrong? What if I suddenly changed my mind, or I suddenly found that the fact of Gracie’s adultery had soured my physical desire for her?

      What if my fantasy was merely that—a fantasy, and the reality proved distasteful to me?

      But I think my main fear wasn’t that I would change my mind about wanting an unfaithful wife, it was that Gracie would take me in her arms, kiss me, and find that she had no chemistry with me anymore.

      I took a deep breath, stuck up my arm and waved at my gorgeous adulterous wife.

      Her eyes caught onto mine, and suddenly her face lit up—I’d never seen her smile so brightly. It made me feel instant and deep relief, even though there was probably little significance to it. Here was Gracie, and she looked as though she still loved me.

      She rushed over to me, and I held out my arms to draw her into my warm embrace.

      ‘Hey!’

      ‘Hey honey!’

      ‘I missed you so much!’

      ‘God, me too!’

      She kissed my cheek, and I kissed hers, and I had to admit it was slightly odd that she would want us to kiss cheek-to-cheek after everything we’d been through over the past few days. Despite the confident way she carried herself—and Gracie had always been pretty confident—I did detect some nervous energy about her.

      ‘I’m sorry it took me a while to get here from the plane,’ she said. ‘You haven’t been waiting too long?’

      ‘No, no, of course not,’ I replied.

      We hugged again, and I pressed her to me, breathing in her unfamiliar scent—a new perfume I’d never smelled before, the expected stale smells of an afternoon of traveling, but also something else both a little musky and weirdly exciting.

      I reminded myself that she’d just come off a flight in which she had spent much of the time engaged in sexual activity with another man, culminating in his fucking her in their seats, before coming inside her married pussy.

      I pulled back from our hug for a moment, gazing into her deep brown eyes, noticing that gentle anxiety in her bearing again.

      She was worried about the same thing I was: that our chemistry might be gone, or that I had changed my mind about her infidelity.

      My hesitation only lasted a few seconds, but somehow time seemed to slow down, and it seemed like ages. Worryingly ages for her, perhaps. My eyes slipped from hers, and focused on her lipstick-free lips, and it suddenly reminded me that she’d used those lips to pleasure Trent during the flight.

      Well, in for a penny, in for a pound. I felt the need to test my own desire.

      I leaned in, and to her apparent surprise, I kissed her mouth. It was brief, tender, and very sweet. Also, there was something about it that made it seem unfamiliar, despite how long we’d been married—almost as though I was kissing a complete stranger. I wanted more.

      But she pulled back, and there was alarm in her eyes.

      ‘I just…’ she said, glancing left and right, worried that we might have witnesses.

      Though there were a lot of people around us, nobody was taking any notice of us.

      She looked as though the cat had got her tongue, which had to be one of the first times I’ve ever seen Gracie like that, but after a moment, she sighed, and tried to just blurt it out.

      ‘When we got off the plane…’ she said, glancing sheepishly at the floor, ‘…Trent dragged me into the restroom and… well, he was… ready again…’

      She glanced side-to-side again, checking that we were not being watched.

      I smiled at her attempt to avoid using filthy words. ‘Ready?’

      She said, ‘I couldn’t help it… I couldn’t stop myself…’

      I chuckled, and pulled her into another embrace to reassure her that, of course, it was all right with me that she had a little more fun with her fucktoy.

      ‘What did you do?’ I asked her, and at that point I pulled her to me such that she could feel how hard I was.

      Her eyes widened and her mouth opened in silent shock, and then ignited into a relieved—and naughty-grin. Then she leaned into me and whispered in my ear.

      ‘I went down on my knees and sucked his cock.’

      She leaned back to gauge my reaction. I mimicked her little gape of surprise with my own wide-eyed silent gasp—but then I pulled her to me again, this time so that her lips pressed to mine.

      She was genuinely shocked at first, I think, that I was kissing her on the mouth.

      I was a little startled, myself, at how bold I was being, but I wasn’t going to back down after the week I’d just been through. And after our initial mutual astonishment, my feverish, cuckolded brain connected the gently unfamiliar flavor of her lips and her mouth to her recent infidelity reboot, while she realized that I wasn’t freaked out by such intimacy with her so soon after she’d jammed another man’s cock down her throat.

      In fact, her raised eyebrows suggested that she could tell I was seriously turned on by making out with her after she’d only just been so wicked.

      Our kiss turned full-on PDA, lips sucking on lips, tongues sliding against tongues, hands roaming all over each other’s bodies. It was probably the wildest kiss we’d shared since our first one.

      Then we pulled apart, both breathless, and Gracie was looking at me as though I’d just levitated three feet off the ground.

      ‘Okay, truth is, I dragged Trent into the bathroom after the plane landed,’ she said, gravely serious, making me worried that she’d done something inconceivably unacceptable that she was about to confess to.

      ‘Okay,’ I said.

      She said, ‘Andie told me to go give him one last blowjob, just before I came out here to see you—so I did.’

      ‘Right,’ I said, feeling a twisted excitement. Where was she going with this?

      ‘She said you’d be able to smell him on me. Taste him on me.’

      ‘I guess… I can,’ I said. Who was I kidding? Of course I could. That explained at least some of the unfamiliar funk about her.

      ‘She said you’d get a kick out of it,’ Gracie said, arching her back as though she wanted me to notice her cleavage.

      ‘You were testing me?’ I asked her.

      She nodded. ‘I guess so.’

      I laughed. ‘Trent must have been surprised.’

      She grinned and nodded again. ‘He got hard again pretty quickly, considering what happened on the plane,’ she said. ‘That was fun!’

      ‘So did I pass the test?’

      She stared at me for a second or two—really looking at me.  I figured I’d surprised her, or impressed her, or both. Then she said, ‘Uh… yeah, you did.’

      I leaned in to kiss her unfaithful lips again, as though to prove I hadn’t passed the test accidentally. This time, Gracie kissed me back in a way that I could only describe as completely filthily. She was sucking on my lips and then penetrating my mouth with her tongue in a manner that was just depraved, but a real thrill.

      This time, when it was over, I said, ‘So are you going to tell Andie I passed the test?’

      Gracie grinned. ‘She knows. That’s her over there.’

      I turned to look in the direction her eyes flicked, and there was a young African American woman watching us. She smiled the instant my gaze reached her and held up a rather uncertain hand to offer a wave in greeting, as though she wasn’t sure if I was going to be mad that she was involved in this, or not.

      I smiled back at her and waved in response, and she seemed cheerfully relieved at my reaction.

      ‘She’s young,’ I said. ‘I mean… younger than I thought she’d be.’

      ‘Yeah. 26. She’s a high-achiever,’ Gracie said, waving back at Andie as though to indicate everything was okay, and she’d see her later. ‘Reached my level in the business in three years.’

      Andie nodded at Gracie, gave us both another wave, and then turned to head off toward the exit.

      ‘Geez. And she’s married and…?’

      Gracie’s eyes met mine. ‘Cuckolding her husband too? Yeah. I guess some couples figure out their secret fantasies earlier than others, right?’

      ‘I guess some do.’

      I felt my wife’s hand on my crotch, and her face brightened as her fingers pressed against my hardness. ‘You wanna go somewhere so you can give me that?’ she asked.

      ‘Uh-huh.’
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      There was a Comfort Inn just down the Dulles Access Road on the way home. I think Gracie was expecting me to just take her home, and there was more surprise on her face, along with some delight, as I pulled in.

      ‘What?’ I said. ‘We have a babysitter at home, prepared to stay up late if your plane is delayed.’

      ‘That’s what we’re going to tell her? My plane is delayed?’

      ‘You really think she’d bother to check up on us?’

      In the front of our car, Gracie pulled me to her for another one of those really dirty French kisses.

      ‘You want to fuck me while I’m fresh from fucking him, huh?’ Gracie said.

      ‘Of course.’

      She grinned. ‘Kinda sexy renting a room for an hour, huh?’

      We had to pay the nightly rate, of course, but then when we were checking in, we were pretending to be there spending the night. It was a two-star hotel, after all. We wheeled Gracie’s suitcase into the room, but we weren’t going to be unpacking it.

      Inside the room, Gracie said, ‘You want me to take a quick shower, honey?’

      I shook my head. ‘No.’

      ‘Of course you don’t.’

      She took off her jacket and hung it up on the rail in the hallway by the front door as I sat down on the bed.

      ‘You’ve been waiting so patiently for me to get fucked and then come on home to you,’ she said, walking slowly toward me, like she was modeling for a boudoir photographer.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said, unable to take my eyes off her.

      She stood in front of me, smiling with affection as she unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it open to expose her black bra. ‘You’re my good little cuckold,’ she said, then leaned down to kiss my mouth—and then press her cleavage into my face. I breathed in her wicked scent—perfume mixed with sweat and come and a man’s cologne.

      I wanted to tell her I wasn’t into all that humiliation crap, but she was so sexy, and I was so horny, and I was just dazzled by her. She turned around, and backed against me, like one of the strippers Trent had gone to see the previous night. I laid my hands on her ass, exploring her perfect curves through her skirt, in awe that this was really Gracie in my presence, my very own unfaithful wife.

      ‘So did you enjoy knowing that I was having fun at the conference?’ she asked, turning back to face me, before leaning down to unfasten the buttons on my shirt.

      ‘Uh… yes. Yes, honey.’

      ‘Andie told me how crazy I’d make you if I kept texting you while I was cuckolding you. I bet she was right, wasn’t she?’

      I nodded.

      ‘Were you so hard for me while I played with other guys?’

      Another nod.

      She kissed me again, on the lips, before removing my shirt completely. ‘What did you do while I was with Trent? Were you touching yourself?’

      ‘Yes, honey.’

      ‘And my pictures helped?’

      ‘Yes, honey.’

      She pulled my hands up to her breasts, and moaned as I squeezed her tits, as I cupped her and fondled her, my thumbs finding the little nubs of her nipples pressing through her lace-trimmed bra.

      ‘Did you have fun texting Andie while I was busy with Trent?’ she asked me.

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘She’s nice, isn’t she? And so full of good suggestions for how to please my cuckold husband…’

      Gracie pulled up her short skirt so that I could see the tops of her stockings, and the suspenders holding them up. Then she hiked it up even further and revealed her sexy black lace thong. It was transparent enough that I could see her shaven pussy.

      Her cheating pussy.

      ‘You want some of this, honey?’ She asked me.

      I could smell her arousal, and I could smell the sex on her.

      ‘Yes,’ I growled.

      She looked down at me and smiled again—loving, this time, affectionate. I think it surprised her how into all this I was.

      ‘Does it turn you on, honey? That another man fucked me, over and over during my trip?’

      Then she put her foot up on the bed next to me, and with a gentle but firm hand on the back of my head, pulled my face to her crotch.

      Boy.

      It was exhilarating. Intoxicating. I inhaled the strong scent of her infidelity as my mouth and nose pressed against the warm, damp black lace covering her sex. I moaned and pressed my mouth against her soaking panties. It was all wrong, oh-so wrong, and yet I was completely enchanted by her.

      This felt like my reward for all that time I’d waited for her, all that time I’d let her be with her new lover. I’d been through the wringer, and now I could enjoy intimate contact with her cheating pussy.

      She took hold of my head, pressed me firmly against her, and now she was the one moaning, at the warmth of my mouth on her sensitive sex. It wasn’t long before she was tugging aside her panties and practically compelling me to suck on her well-used pussy, and I eagerly did exactly what she wanted.

      ‘Can you believe it honey? I let another man fuck my pussy… I cheated on you while I was at my conference…’

      I didn’t like the idea of being humiliated by my errant wife, but Gracie wasn’t exactly humiliating me. Telling me what she’d done—confessing—only kept my mind on the very hottest aspects of her infidelity, of my cuckolding. And she seemed to be getting off on it, too.

      ‘Were you stroking your hard cock at night while you thought about Trent sliding his big cock inside this sweet pussy of mine?’ she said as I busily lapped at her soaking wetness.

      ‘Did you dream of shoving your face right in my pussy just as soon as he’d finished fucking me?’

      God. I’d never known Gracie to be so dominant in the bedroom. It hadn’t even really been part of my fantasy of being cuckolded—and yet, now that she was taking charge, using me as she liked, it felt good, it felt exciting, it turned me on even more. I guess she wasn’t being demeaning—just demanding. And that was fine with me.

      I ate her out until I was practically feverish from the heat of her body, my face dripping with her wetness. She kept me going until she was practically fucking my face—and then, she let me go.

      ‘I want to see how hard you are for me,’ she declared, kneeling in front of me to work on my belt and my fly.

      ‘Mmm…’ she almost purred as she dragged down my pants to reveal my underwear, and the huge bulge that was pushing against the thin, black cotton.

      She stroked and squeezed and tugged my hardness through my boxer shorts for a while, almost as though she was teasing herself. The smile of knowing I was so turned on by her and her infidelity spread right across her face.

      ‘Did you play with it while I was fucking Trent?’ she asked me.

      ‘Yes, honey.’

      ‘And you came, imagining me getting fucked by another man?’

      ‘Over and over.’

      ‘Mmm… I like that.’ She peeled my underwear down, allowing my hard cock to spring free. ‘You know, it isn’t as big as Trent’s, but it’s still my favorite…’

      She licked the end of my cock, and then slipped it in her mouth. God, it felt good. But now she ordered me up and had me take off my clothes entirely. Then, when I sat down, she put both hands on my shaft and started working on it, almost as though kneading bread.

      When she took my cock back in her mouth, I was thinking about how she’d been doing this with Trent, only a matter of minutes before this.

      She smiled up at me. ‘I’ve never sucked two different cocks in less than an hour before… so naughty.’

      ‘Oh yes…’ I could only moan and try to hold on, as she played with my cock as though she’d never laid hands on it before.

      Jesus, had she been this good with her mouth when she went away to her conference? I could hardly believe a woman could change the way she sucked on a guy after only a few times with someone else. Perhaps it was just that being with a comparative stranger had allowed Gracie to let go of her inhibitions and just do whatever she wanted—and now, she was so accustomed to doing so over the past few days, she had brought it home to me.

      I watched, in awe, as she paused to remove her shirt, and then her bra, exposing her beautifully pert breasts, and a set of nipples that were as stiff as bullets.

      ‘This is something Trent really enjoyed,’ she said, leaning into me from where she was kneeling on the floor, taking my stiff shaft between her breasts.

      God. Gracie didn’t have the biggest tits in the world, but she pressed them around my shaft and rubbed me up against them, and it felt wonderful. She rubbed the tip of my cock all over her breasts, teased her nipples with it, and it seemed so completely decadent.

      Was it this thrilling when she’d done it with Trent? God, it must have been even more so.

      I wanted to fuck her. I just wanted to fuck my wife’s adulterous pussy—the craving was growing more and more. I wondered if she could sense it in me, or if she was feeling similarly. She stood up, and I swept my eyes all over her divine body, watching as she removed her skirt, and then stooped to slip off her black panties.

      She left on her garter belt, her stockings, her black high-heels.

      I lay there, and she grabbed hold of my cock again, though this time she seemed to use it as a handle to help her climb onto the bed, and onto me. She straddled my hips, and took hold of my cock once more, and I tried to keep calm as I anticipated her sinking down on it, taking it inside her.

      But she wasn’t done teasing me, she wasn’t done rubbing my cuckolding in my face—literally. Instead of guiding my cock to her entrance, as I was expecting, she suddenly moved up my body, kneeling over my head, and I caught my breath as she lowered her pussy onto my mouth.

      ‘You like it?’ she demanded. ‘You love it, don’t you?’

      I kissed her there, and dutifully tended to her soaking pussy with my tongue. It was seriously exciting, knowing that another man had used her sex so thoroughly, while she’d been away, and now she was grinding it in my face. My hands found their way to my hard cock as my unfaithful wife rode my eager mouth. I stroked my shaft in time with her back-and-forth over my lips and nose, masturbating to the thrilling stimulus of my cheating wife’s pussy mashing against my mouth.

      She’d never done this before, but as she rode me, I heard her say something about Andie, and assumed she was telling me that her conference BFF had advised her to try this out.

      She was so wet—from her arousal, but maybe also from her in-flight fuck, when Trend had taken her bareback and then pumped her full of his come. I struggled to keep up with her. After a while I just had to lie back and let her use my face, holding my tongue in what sounded—from all her sighs and moans—to be the optimum place.

      She came like that. I’d never made her come with my mouth before, but here she was, gasping for breath, shuddering almost uncontrollably, emitting startled, even shocked noises before she eventually slowed her motion to a standstill.

      For a moment or two, she just held still, my face wedged between her thighs, my mouth locked on her pulsing sex.

      Then she released me, and when the air reached the wetness that covered my face, it made me feel blessedly cool.

      ‘God, that felt amazing,’ she said, breathless. ‘I’m going to have to buy Andie a drink. Maybe even a whole evening of drinks.’

      After that, she had me get up, while she went down onto all fours.

      ‘Fuck me, just like he did,’ she said.

      I did as I was told. I couldn’t believe how good it felt sliding into her hot pussy. Trent had fucked her on the plane. Trent had come inside her on the plane. I believed I was benefiting from that—his come was lubricating her pussy, even this long after she’d fucked him.

      I filled her pussy, hearing the squelching sounds as I thrust into her, as I pounded into her. Every stroke seemed like proof that my wife had cheated on me, every squelch was evidence that she’d enjoyed another man while she was away.

      When she went on top of me, riding me cowgirl-style, I could gaze down between her thighs and see the creaminess of her sex as my cock disappeared into it. I knew he’d come inside her before she got off the plane. She’d told me they hadn’t had condoms. It didn’t freak me out then, and it didn’t freak me out now.

      It was evidence. Evidence of her cheating.

      It thrilled me by verifying my cuckolding.

      I’d never known such powerfully thrilling sex before. I guess everything I’d ever experienced had been vanilla by comparison. Our eyes were now open to the infinite variety that was available to us, if we’d only just look around. And how damn sexy my wife was. She rode me hard, rubbing her tits in my face as she did so, and by the time I became the second man of the day to come inside her, she was already telling me how much she was looking forward to the next conference, and whichever man was going to help her cuckold me the next time.
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      His sweet, loyal wife is pleasuring another man.

      

      Visiting Amsterdam, Marcus is surprised when his wife Hope suggests visiting the world-famous red light district. He’s even more surprised when she suggests buying a souvenir in a sex shop.

      

      But then an accidental case of mistaken identity sees Hope taking hold of another man through a glory hole—and it’s not her husband.

      

      Marcus is too stunned to stop it—but soon, he finds his horror turning into powerful arousal at her intimate contact with another man.

      

      A 12,000-word novelette about a couple on vacation who fall into a hotwife situation.

      

      Pre-order: MaxSebastian.net/hope-and-glory
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