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      Michelle had second thoughts as she walked into the dive bar and all heads turned her way. The crowd was mostly men and they eyed her hungrily. It was the kind of place that only catered to local regulars. A Poconos tourist had probably never stepped foot in the place. The lighting was dim and the country music loud enough to make conversation challenging. An ancient, dusty, stained glass Budweiser fixture hung over the pool table that was located inconveniently just inside the front door, but there wasn’t much other space to put the thing. The bar took up most of the small place, except for a few small high tops, which were pushed aside to accommodate a darts game. It was a humid night for the mountains and the bar’s air conditioning struggled to keep up. Michelle had been drunk and in shock when she texted Trooper Shawn Spencer and agreed to meet him. She was probably still in shock, but now she was sober enough to consider this a bad idea. The reality of what she planned to do set in and she turned to leave, but a hand caught her arm.

      “Hey there, Michelle,” Spencer said.

      “Shawn, hi,” she replied, voice high, like she was surprised to see him there.

      “I got us a couple seats at the bar.”

      “Great.”

      They were in the back corner of the bar, partially obscured by a video poker machine mounted on the bar top. It was the closest they were going to get to privacy in the tight quarters of the dingy bar, Michelle reckoned. She felt exposed sitting in the bar with a man who was not her husband. It drew unfortunate parallels to her time with Wes—the last thing she wanted to think about. Too much of her time lately was spent with men who were not her husband. She clutched her purse in her lap and forced a smile.

      “What can I get the lady?” the bartender asked. He was a heavyset, bearded man in his late fifties who looked like he lived in the bar. Spencer looked at her expectantly.

      “Dirty martini, please. Do you have Tito’s?” She raised her voice to be heard over the music.

      The bartender laughed. “I’ll get your drink, hon.”

      Michelle felt silly and it momentarily relieved her anxiety. “I guess that was dumb, huh?”

      “Don’t sweat it. The highest end vodka you’re going to find here is Stoli Lime, probably. It’s more of a beer and a shot of Jack kind of crowd. I’d have invited you somewhere nicer, but there isn’t anywhere, not without backtracking down to Scranton.”

      “It’s okay. I’m sure it’ll be fine,” she replied, squeezing his forearm. It was solid, harder than Wes’s. Have to stop thinking about him. The problem was, Wes was still under her skin—even after learning of the betrayal. It was so unreal that she wanted to believe there was a reasonable explanation. But how could there be? Michelle didn’t want to think about Wes, and that was exactly why she was there with Spencer.

      “Glad everything worked out with your son. He’s going to be okay?”

      It took a moment for Michelle to recall the lie she gave to the trooper to dodge her ticket, and she knew he saw it. She smiled as a nod to her fiction and said, “Yeah, he’s great. Better than ever.”

      “That’s great. And you just decided to hang out a while up here?” Spencer asked.

      “It’s a bit late to drive back. I’ll go in the morning. Why do you ask?”

      “It’s just that you look damned good, Michelle. That’s some dress for visiting your son at camp.”

      “This old thing?” She couldn’t keep the smile from her lips. The handsome younger man had a way of setting her at ease. “I just threw some stuff in a bag before I left. Why do I feel like I’m being interrogated, officer?”

      The dress, a short, olive green tank dress that clung to her slender body in all the right places, was chosen because it was one of Clay’s favorites. Now she wore it to seduce Spencer. It rode up her thighs as she sat on the bar stool, putting her long legs on display.

      Spencer smiled now too. He had a handsome, all-American smile. “It’s Trooper, remember? And I guess it’s an occupational hazard. I get paid to be suspicious.”

      “Well, I didn’t come here for the third degree. Do you question all the women you meet for drinks like this?”

      “Only the interesting ones. I get the feeling you have a story. You’re not just a regular soccer mom.”

      “I do, but I’m not here to share it.” The last thing Michelle wanted was to pour her heart out to a virtual stranger.

      “Then why are you here, Michelle?”

      “I needed to get away. I needed a distraction. You don’t mind, do you?”

      “It would be my pleasure to be your distraction for tonight. How can I serve you?”

      Michelle smirked and said, “Always protecting and serving. You’re not a boy scout, are you, Shawn?”

      “Not if you don’t want me to be, Michelle.”

      The bartender chose that moment to return with their drinks, giving them a minute of awkward silence to sip their drinks and consider the energy between them. Michelle felt like someone else. She wasn’t this forward. She’d spent all that time flirting and dancing around things with Wes, now here she was throwing herself at some cop. It felt good to be in charge. Everything with Wes had been some kind of a sick game. Whatever happened with Trooper Spencer would be on her own terms. Her inner voice tried to protest and remind Michelle of her long-held morality. You shouldn’t be here. Two wrongs don’t make a right. After Wes, it was easier to quell those inner protests. She had no reason to hold onto her vows now. Handsome Trooper Spencer obviously wanted to fuck her, so why not? Michelle drank deeply of the poorly made martini and told that voice, Shut up!

      “Such a charmer. You must be popular with the girls up here,” she said.

      “I went to high school with all the women around here my age. I know them all too well. I joined the state police to get away from my little hometown, but of course they assign me to the barracks right where I came from.”

      “And they say you can’t go home again.”

      “Or in my case, you can’t get out.”

      “So, you’ve worked your way through all the local girls, and you’ve turned to flirting with the women you catch passing through?”

      “You make me sound like some kind of male slut. I have standards, Michelle.”

      “Oh? Do tell, Shawn?”

      “It depends on what I’m looking for at the time. A fling or a relationship. They both have their place.”

      “They certainly do,” she agreed.

      Michelle realized she’d already drained her drink. Spencer gestured to the bartender to bring her another one. He still worked on his first beer, but then he probably wasn’t a ball of nerves. She did not feel the confidence she projected.

      “Which are you looking for, Michelle?”

      Spencer conspicuously stared at her wedding ring.

      “What do you think?”

      “Like I said, I think you have a story to tell.”

      “Right, I’m not a typical soccer mom.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Michelle accepted her second drink from the bartender and sipped it, annoyed that Spencer kept pressing her. She wanted to be a woman of mystery, the kind that swept into town, rocked his world, and disappeared without a trace.

      “I think you know all you need to. I’ll keep my secrets,” Michelle said.

      “If you insist.”

      “Are you worried my husband is going to come after you?”

      Spencer chuckled. “I can take care of myself.”

      Michelle chuckled too, thinking of Clay trying to fight this built young man. Wes, on the other hand, could give Spencer a run for his money. But Clay wouldn’t fight Spencer over her. He would thank the trooper for fucking her. Her anger spiked and she gritted her teeth.

      “I’m sure you can. Sleeping with married women doesn’t bother you?”

      “Not if it doesn’t bother them. That’s between you and your husband.”

      “What if I told you he was okay with this?”

      “I’d call bullshit. Are you in some kind of open marriage?”

      Michelle supposed she unknowingly was.

      “Something like that. What if I told you he gets off on it?”

      Spencer made a weird face. “That’s not really a thing, is it? That’s fucking weird.”

      That was the proper response. It was fucking weird that Clay wanted other men to fuck her. A real man like Spencer couldn’t even comprehend it. Michelle watched him trying to decide if he believed her. It didn’t matter whether he did or not. It wouldn’t change anything.

      “He’s not waiting for us, is he? I don’t fuck with other men in the room. That’s-”

      “Calm down, Shawn.” Michelle took his hand and squeezed it. “No one’s waiting for us.”

      “Right,” he replied, drawing out the word. “That’s some weird kind of bullshit.”

      Spencer didn’t sound like he believed her. He probably thought she was lying to appear like less of a slut. Michelle was okay with that. She let go of his hand and placed it on her knee, scooting closer to him. Wes had perversely given her a new confidence.

      “I have to ask. How old are you, Shawn?”

      Spencer laughed. “Are you going to card me?”

      “You know how old I am. You had my driver’s license. I’m obviously a little older than you.” Michelle knew she was more than a little older.

      “I’m twenty-six. Does it matter?”

      Spencer was about the same age as Piper. Michelle saw symmetry in that. But he was so young. She wasn’t old enough to be his mother—not quite—but maybe a cool aunt. She felt ridiculous sitting at the bar with such a kid, but she stayed.

      “I don’t know. Do you have some weird MILF thing?”

      “I wouldn’t put it that way, but even if I did, would that be so weird compared to what you were saying about your husband? I like all kinds of women, Michelle. But yeah, I do find a fit, fun older woman sexy. What’s wrong with that?”

      “Nothing from where I’m sitting. How do you feel about PDA?”

      “I don’t know. Feels weird to be the center of attention. Why?”

      Michelle leaned closer still. “Because I really want to kiss you, that’s why.”

      “Then we should get out of here.”

      She shook her head. “Not until I kiss you.”

      “Sounds like a test, Michelle.”

      “I have to know if you’re a good kisser before anything else happens.”

      “You’ve decided something’s going to happen?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Do what you need to do, Michelle.”

      “Thanks for the permission, Shawn.”

      Her nerves exploded out of her tummy like bees from a hive, giving Michelle the squirmy tingles all over. She wanted to jump up and shake herself, but instead she leaned in and kissed Spencer. She felt strange being the aggressor with a new man and so it was a tentative, soft kiss, the kind she gave back when she was a shy teenager. It was not the kind of take me to your place and fuck me kiss she’d intended. Spencer took over. He slid his hand behind her neck and pulled her lips tighter to his, taking control and taking her breath away. Michelle gasped, opening herself to him, flicking her tongue at his lips. Spencer took the hint and soon they were making out like horny teenagers while sitting at the bar. The young trooper seemed to be over his fear of PDA. When Spencer finally pulled back from her lips, Michelle felt flush and couldn’t hide her smile.

      “Did I pass the test?” he asked.

      Michelle nodded.

      “We can get out of here then?”

      She nodded again, as if he’d stolen her power of speech.

      Spencer threw money down and led Michelle out of the bar.

      

  




***

      Michelle was too drunk to drive, leaving her at Spencer’s mercy. He was mostly a gentleman as he helped her up into his big Ram truck, although his hand did slip to her ass when he boosted her. They did not go back to her motel room, which was a twenty-minute drive north, but to his place, which seemed to her to be in the middle of nowhere. They bounced along a rutted, unpaved road through dense woods, only the headlights of his truck breaking the dark, and ended up at an old farmhouse. Spencer could have been some nut job who’d lock her up in his root cellar, but she didn’t run away. The danger made Michelle’s heart pound harder. The risk made it hotter.

      A roaring bark came from inside the house, startling Michelle. The beast sounded huge and that gave her second thoughts about going inside with Spencer, but as soon as he opened the door the dog bolted for the vast backyard and disappeared into the night.

      They made it through the kitchen and to the base of the stairs in the living room before they were all over each other. The house was sweltering. An old tiffany lamp provided weak illumination and didn’t fit with her image of Spencer. Being in his strong arms reminded her of Wes, but Spencer was a different kisser, more direct and blunt, where Wes was sensual and seductive. Spencer backed her up against a plaster wall and pulled at the hem of her dress, while grabbing her ass. It was all moving so fast, and Michelle thought she should slow it down, but she was afraid that if she did, she would lose her nerve—so she let Spencer pull her lacy black thong down her long legs and she kicked it off. He mauled her tight, bare butt with his hands, and she hoped he appreciated the work it took to keep an ass like that at her age. His fingers stretched and dipped down between her thighs to brush her sex. Michelle moaned and cupped his bulge through his faded jeans.

      Her name slipped from his lips as an urgent moan, encouraging Michelle to pull his jeans open and push them down. She yanked his jeans to his knees and was surprised to find Spencer without underwear. Did that mean he expected to fuck her? Should she be offended? Instead of focusing on those questions, she took a hold of his thick root, which stood out proudly from his trimmed bush.

      He was not as big as Wes, who’s cock still seemed monstrously large to her, but a bit larger than Clay. Michelle didn’t have a ton of experience to compare her husband to, but she began to wonder if he was small based on her new experiences. Clay had always taken care of her—until today—so she’d never given it much thought. But with Spencer’s girthy meat in her hand, she had to wonder how her husband measured up to others.

      “Yeah…” Spencer gasped. Hands on her shoulders, he applied gentle pressure, guiding Michelle to her knees on the worn hardwood floor. She brushed her hair back and stared up at him as she handled his shaft.

      Michelle smeared his precum onto her thin lips, tongue peeking out to taste it. Once she started licking, she was hungry for him and she lapped at his head, bathing it before her tongue flicked down his shaft, like flames consuming timber. Spencer smelled and tasted clean, like he was fresh from the shower before meeting her. The younger man really did expect to fuck her, didn’t he? She chose to be flattered, rather than consider he saw her as the desperate housewife she was.

      Spencer nudged his hips forward and his cock smoothly slid between Michelle’s lips. He easily fit into her mouth after her experience with Wes. She closed her eyes and sucked hard, slowly bobbing on him. Her cheeks hollowed and wet sucking sounds competed with Spencer’s heavy breathing in the quiet living room. He grew harder and thicker in her mouth.

      Spencer held her head in both hands, keeping her hair swept back so he could watch her sucking him in the dim light. He breathed, “Yeah…yeah…” over and over as he fed Michelle his cock. She opened wide and took him to the back of her throat, thankful he wasn’t too aggressive. When she gagged, Spencer eased off, content with enjoying her experienced mouth. Her eyes flickered open and the lusty expression on his face sent chills down her spine. It was strange that she never really thought about it before, but now when she saw a man looking at her that way—like he wanted to bed her—Michelle reacted in a visceral way.

      Michelle let him slip from her mouth to catch her breath, but kept stroking him with both hands, his head resting on her bottom lip. Spencer looked completely smitten, stroking her cheek with his thumb as his cock twitched against her lip.

      “Damn, Michelle. You keep that up…”

      His intent was clear, and Michelle imagined him coming, blasting into her open mouth. It would be so slutty, so perfect, but that wasn’t why she went home with the younger man. She softly asked, “Please take me upstairs.”

      Spencer smiled and looked like he had a quip ready, but he wisely held his tongue rather than ruining the moment.

      Michelle took his hands and pulled herself to her feet. She lightly kissed him.

      “You’re not going to make me wait, are you? I might change my mind.”

      “A woman like you doesn’t need to wait on a guy, Michelle.”

      Spencer opened the door to his bedroom, and she was hit with a blast of cool air. An ancient air conditioner wheezed in the window. He led her in and closed the door behind them. The room was mostly dark. There was no time to turn on a light. Only moonlight spilling through the window and the amber glow of an alarm clock on the nightstand illuminated the room. He swept her hair aside and kissed her neck while pulling at her clingy tank dress. It was pulled over her head and tossed onto the floor. He grasped both her breasts from behind, rolling her nipples through the filmy lace of her bralette. Michelle moaned and ground her butt back into his hard-on, fitting it naturally between her cheeks. Spencer tested her, pinching her nipples hard and she gasped at the pleasure/pain. It stung and throbbed, and her pussy felt like it would burst.

      “I want to fuck you,” he breathed in her ear.

      “Yes…” she hissed.

      Michelle gasped when Spencer roughly shoved her forward, pressing her face into the bed, her ass hiked in the air. He spread her thighs and rubbed his fingers over her juicy peach, smearing her nectar. She moaned and pushed back at him, more than ready. It felt like she’d been ready all day—despite the feelings of shame, guilt and anger that had been swirling in her brain. Beneath all that, Michelle had wanted sex. She’d wanted to be taken. Clay didn’t do it—not really—but Spencer was ready to take care of her. Spencer’s tip brushed her swollen lips, giving her a second of warning before he slammed home inside her.

      “Uhhnn…yeah…” she grunted, grabbing fistfuls of the pale blue bedsheets.

      “Damn, Michelle…”

      “Mmmm…”

      Spencer’s fingers dug into her flesh. He held her narrow hips and pumped his prick deep into her from behind. It was what she wanted, but Michelle wasn’t quite ready for such an attack, and it surprised her. The young trooper took her with force, fucking her like he was trying to make a point. The old Michelle might have wondered what he was trying to prove, but the new, slutty version of her—the version that screwed other men—didn’t care about Spencer’s motivations, as long as he scratched her itch.

      Michelle pressed her forehead to the bed and shoved back at him and pleasure jolted through her body every time Spencer slammed home inside her. She was unsteady in her wedge-heeled sandals, but he kept her in place. He felt bigger in her pussy, but she chalked that up to a comparison with her husband. Clay might want to, but she couldn’t imagine him taking her with such power. He’d be thrilled to see me like this, bent over and taken! she thought. It almost made her wish he were there. Michelle closed her eyes and pictured Clay in the corner, rubbing his cock as he watched a younger stud defile his wife. It disgusted her that Clay invaded her thoughts like that, but she couldn’t stop it. Her husband was an intricate part of her, whether she liked it or not, and his months of manipulation had infected her with his twisted fantasy.

      “Mmm…yeah…yeah…god…fuck…yeah…” she moaned, thinking of Clay watching them together.

      “You’re on fire, Michelle,” Spencer taunted.

      “Yeah…mmm…yeah…”

      “This what you came up here for? This what you wanted?”

      “Yeah…yeah…fuck…fuck me…”

      Spencer wound her long hair around his fist and jerked her head back. Michelle yelped in shock and pain, but she liked it. She needed to be taken. She needed to be punished.

      “Yeah…god…yeah…fuck me…” she begged.

      “Love married women up on their little mountain vacations. You all need it,” he growled.

      The trooper seemed so nice before, like the perfect small town boy, but when his clothes came off it seemed the true Spencer came out. The implied misogyny should have bothered her, but she needed to be treated like a whore tonight. That’s what she was there for.

      “Yeah…yeah…” she encouraged.

      “All you MILFs need a good fucking…”

      “Yeah…fuck me…fucking give it to me…use me…don’t stop!”

      Spencer swatted her haunch hard. If she was going back to her husband tonight, he’d see the mark. He was the type that wanted husbands to know where their wives had been. Spencer was cocksure and didn’t fear anyone. His power was such a turn on. He spanked her again, using her hair as reins to ride her, jerking Michelle back onto his cock. She loved the rough treatment. Her climax was cresting already.

      Is this what you want? she addressed an imaginary Clay. You want to see your wife used like a whore? It wasn’t how Wes treated her, but the large black man was in control when they were together. Would Clay be more pleased if Wes used her like Spencer? The more she thought about her husband watching her defiled, the wilder she became. She hated that Clay spied on her, but she couldn’t deny the wild thrill it gave her to be watched like that.

      “Fuck me…god fuck me Shawn…do it! Fuck me!” she cried.

      “Goddam, Michelle. You hot fucking MILF. You’re gonna come,” Spencer grunted.

      “Yeah…yeah…”

      Spencer redoubled his efforts, pulling her hair tighter as his heavy balls slapped the backs of her thighs. The bedroom was filled with the sounds of flesh slapping together and her pussy squishing around him.

      “I love making you MILFs come…”

      “Yeah…mmm…yeah…Shawn…yeah…”

      Spencer stopped spanking her and reached beneath them. Michelle was so soaked he had trouble staying on point, but he found her clit and rubbed it hard. Lightning exploded inside her, igniting the powder keg of her orgasm. Michelle howled and worked her hips back at him, seeing stars behind her closed eyes.

      “Mmm…fuck…fuck…ohh…god…fuck…FUCK!” she cried.

      “Yeah, come on…come on Michelle…”

      Waves crashed through her and Spencer let Michelle collapse onto the bed, his slick cock slipping out of her. She was still panting and dizzy when Spencer flipped her onto her back and knelt at the foot of the bed.

      Spencer pulled her legs over his shoulders and buried his face between them. Her heavy, chunky sandals clunked to the floor. His tongue flicked up her slit and danced on her clit, and Michelle was so sensitive that she wailed. He lashed at her clit and Michelle kept wailing, tossing her head back and forth and pounding her fists on the bed. Wes had fucked her through several orgasms, but he hadn’t made her come like this, riding her, and then licking her. Spencer’s mouth sucking at her juices and his busy tongue was pure, uncut pleasure, like a jolt of electricity to her pussy, not the driving, throbbing kind of climax sex gave her. No man had ever gone down on her so quickly after sex like this. Michelle twisted her body like she was trying to get away. The extreme pleasure was almost too much for her.

      “Yeah…yeah…god…yeah…mmm…Shawn…mmm…”

      He spread her cheeks, tongue tickling her asshole. Wes had teased her there and she allowed it, but she was not going there with Spencer.

      “Shawn…no…please…mmm…”

      Michelle quaked in orgasm and pushed Spencer’s face from her. She couldn’t handle being eaten out any longer. It was too much. Way too much. Spencer stood between her spread legs, his strong cock standing out like a threatening weapon. Michelle watched it, knowing he wasn’t done with her. She didn’t know how much more she could take.

      A sick thought took hold in her brain. She should record Spencer with her phone—show Clay the big cock she was enjoying. She could record the young stud taking her and send the video to her husband. It would be a hell of a way to let him know she was onto him and expose his dirty secret. But her phone was in her purse, dropped at the bottom of the stairs where Spencer grabbed her. Besides, Michelle couldn’t do it. She wasn’t that far gone—yet.

      “Slide up, Michelle.”

      Spencer followed as she dragged herself backward on the bed, crawling between her legs. His prick brushed her as he leaned in to kiss her. Tasting her own tangy nectar on him fired her passions. She kissed him with true hunger.

      “Put it in,” he ordered, between kisses.

      Her hand wrapped around his girth and fit him to her cleft. Spencer paused and Michelle’s breath caught.

      “Fuck me, Shawn,” Michelle whimpered.

      The trooper smiled and slipped it inside her. He took it easy this time, slowly pushing it in, making Michelle raise her hips in her eagerness to take him inside her. Spencer held her right hip, pulling her bent leg up, while he worked his cock inside her. Michelle swore she felt him throbbing and she tightened her muscles around his shaft.

      “Ahh…Michelle…” he moaned.

      “Mmm…come on…Shawn…”

      Michelle hoped working his prick with her pussy would encourage Spencer to really start fucking her, but he seemed content to take it nice and slow. It felt good, but it wasn’t what she wanted tonight. It was too close to lovemaking and that wasn’t what she needed from the younger man. She was using him for revenge, and she wanted to be used in return.

      Clay popped back into her mind. Would he like this? she wondered. Michelle knew her husband wanted to see her taken, but how would he react to seeing Spencer taking her intimately like this? Spencer’s face was close to her and he gazed into her wide eyes as he slowly thrust into her, occasionally kissing her between moans. Does he want to see me make a connection or just be used? She felt a connection with Wes—that bastard—which was what scared her and sent her running to reconcile with her husband.  Did Clay get off seeing that? What was his preference?

      Michelle wrapped her arms around Spencer, digging her nails into his back, imagining Clay watching them. Would Clay timidly sit in the corner and watch, or try to direct them? Spencer wouldn’t stand for that. She wished Clay were there so her lover could put him in his place. Michelle raised her hips at Spencer, flicking out her tongue to chase his lips after he kissed her.

      “Yeah…baby…yeah…fuck me…” she begged, performing for her imaginary husband. She hated that picturing Clay there turned her on so much.

      “I’m fucking you…I’m fucking you…”

      “Harder…fuck me…harder…”

      “You want it? You fucking want it?” Spencer growled.

      “Yeah…fuck me…I want it, Shawn…”

      “Damn, Michelle…”

      “Fuck me…harder…harder…god…Shawn…”

      Spencer picked up his pace, making the old mattress beneath them squeal in protest, as Michelle sank deeper into it. She locked her ankles around his waist and dug her nails deeper into his flesh, spurring him on. Sweat dripped from his forehead, despite the air conditioning, but she ignored it because she was getting close again—oh so close. She imagined Clay in the corner, hand yanking his dick, making it shoot all over him.

      “Yeah…oh god…Shawn!” Michelle cried.

      It wasn’t like her other two orgasms, but when she came Michelle felt it deep in her body, throbbing outward. Her eyes flickered closed and she wrapped tightly around him, nails digging in, heels pressing, pussy locking around him. Spencer cried out her name—it was a strangled noise—and he ripped away from her. Spencer knelt between her legs and jerked his slick cock and his cum jetted all over Michelle’s stomach. His come arced higher, staining the bralette that still covered her breasts. Michelle felt dirty having her lover come on her, but she was relieved the younger man had the sense to pull out. In her haste to get him into bed, she hadn’t even thought about using a condom. Am I more of a slut because I’m letting these guys screw me without protection?

      Spencer rolled onto his back beside her, huffing and wiping sweat from his brow.

      “Wow, that was fucking hot, Michelle. You’re amazing,” he said.

      “Thanks. You’re pretty good, too,” she replied, patting his ripped stomach.

      “Really, Michelle. You’re like…damn! Wow!”

      “Thanks, Shawn. It was great.” She rolled to the side and kissed his cheek. “Where’s your bathroom?”

      “Down the hall.”

      Michelle hopped out of bed, feeling incredibly awkward walking through his house in nothing but her bralette. She had to pull the lingerie off, as it was ruined by Spencer’s cum. She found a damp washcloth in the shower and used it to clean off, choosing to ignore it wasn’t fresh and clean. Michelle purposely avoided looking at herself in the mirror, afraid of what she might see. She returned to the bedroom, planning to get Spencer to return her to the minivan, but he was out cold. Shaking him did no good.

      “Goddamit,” she murmured, realizing she was trapped there for the night.

      Michelle dug in his drawers and found a t-shirt, which she slipped over her head. Her panties were lost somewhere downstairs, so she didn’t worry about them. Returning to bed, Michelle was wide awake, the softly snoring man beside her a tangible reminder of the adultery she’d just committed. Her brain said she shouldn’t feel guilty after what Clay had done. He wants me to do this, anyway! But her moral side couldn’t get with the program now that the excitement had passed, and dread weighed her down, a stone in the pit of her stomach. Michelle lay on her side, as far from Spencer as she could get on the bed, waiting for the morning to come.
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      Michelle rolled over and looked for the clock on the nightstand. The numbers 11:34 glowed in the dim bedroom. It was mid-morning on a bright, warm summer’s day, but she was sequestered in the bedroom with the central air chugging and only a sliver of light penetrating between the blackout curtains. Michelle had been in bed for days—more or less. She only briefly climbed out of bed for the necessities: food, water, wine, bathroom. An empty wine bottle sat on each nightstand, one with an empty glass beside it. She wasn’t an animal. Michelle wasn’t drinking straight from the bottle. Not yet.

      The morning after at Spencer’s place had been awkward. Michelle woke snuggled against him and he was touching her intimately. Spencer tried pushing her on her back as his stiff erection prodded her thigh, but Michelle was not going to have sex with him again. Fear spiked in her stomach as she realized she was in bed with a complete stranger. She had no idea if she was safe with the trooper. If he really wanted to have sex with her, she couldn’t stop him. Rather than risk having to fight him off, Michelle slithered down and took him in her mouth. Spencer still tasted of their sex from the night before. It was kind of gross, and very filthy, which matched her mood. Michelle sucked him with power enthusiasm, pumping his shaft with her fist and massaging his balls. He groaned and thrust at her mouth, startled by the ferocity of the MILF attacking his cock. He quickly blew his load in her mouth, and she gagged on it. His cum bubbled from her lips and dripped from her chin. Finished, Michelle ran to the bathroom to clean up and hopefully recover her dignity.

      Spencer asked if she wanted breakfast, but she just wanted to get back to her car. Spencer didn’t act the least bit put off, but helped Michelle find her dress and returned her to the bar. He was probably used to the routine. Michelle, however, was not a cheating, one-night stand kind of girl. She may have been justified going home with Spencer, but she couldn’t completely transform overnight.

      Michelle cried in her minivan outside the bar, cursing herself for being so reckless and so slutty. The little roadside place was stark and grubby in the morning light. She sped back to the motel, gathered her things, and raced home. Luckily, she did not encounter another hunky state trooper while speeding. Once home, Michelle grabbed a bottle of wine and went straight to the bedroom, where she remained—more or less—until now.

      The days blurred together as Michelle depleted her wine stock and grazed on whatever she could find in the kitchen, but she was hardly hungry. In her drunken haze, Michelle cursed the world. She blamed herself, Clay, Wes, even Spencer, which she knew was silly.

      Michelle blamed herself first and foremost, for being so gullible. I should have seen the signs. Clay was not slick about it. He essentially came right out and shared his dark desires with her, only couching it as a fantasy when she pushed back. I should have pushed harder. She didn’t because the kinky sex play had left her confused. Michelle didn’t like that something so taboo turned her on so much. She felt guilty for liking something so strange, making it easier to let him off the hook. She was relieved when Clay said he’d never want to actually do those things because she wouldn’t have to think about bringing fantasy into reality. Finding the messages to Piper only helped distract her from what Clay had tried to tell her. It was so much easier to think her husband was having an affair than to face the reality of what he wanted from Michelle. She still had no idea if Clay was sleeping with Piper. He was a much better liar than she’d ever suspected. She also blamed herself for her slutty behavior with Spencer. It didn’t matter how much she enjoyed the sex with him, or her reasons for doing it. Revenge was not a good enough excuse. Michelle was raised to be better than that.

      She blamed Clay for a host of things. Blaming him for his behavior with Piper was easy. Even if there was no affair, his behavior was inappropriate. And if it hadn’t been for Clay’s thing with Piper, Michelle would have never been susceptible to Wes—at least that’s what she told herself. She tried to think of Wes as little as possible. Clay was the root of all evil. Michelle didn’t understand her husband’s link to the hunky photographer, but clearly the men were hooked up together on some level. Did Wes ask Clay’s permission to seduce me? Does he get off bragging to men about screwing their wives? If that was the truth, Wes found the perfect mark in Clay. But how could Wes know that? Michelle knew she didn’t have the whole puzzle. But she knew enough to despise Clay for setting her up and spying on her like that.

      Wes couldn’t be kept from her mind. Her feelings about the bastard were so complicated. She hated him, of course, but… She’d never had such confusing feelings about someone before. Her physical attraction to the handsome black man was deep and chemical. Michelle couldn’t control it, and the thought of him—even when she hated him—caused a stir in her core. It was like fighting gravity. And she hated her inability to control it. Those feelings played into the connection she felt to Wes. Michelle was out of practice when it came to courting with the opposite sex, but she could not recall feeling such a connection with a man, other than her husband. Wes wasn’t just handsome and charming and witty. He was strong and confident, creative and thoughtful. Wes seemed kind and considerate, but she knew that was an act now. It was so hard to reconcile the man she thought he was with the man those texts suggested him to be. But Wes used her for whatever sick game he was playing, and Michelle had to make him pay for that. Wes was just as guilty as her husband.

      Pain radiated when she moved, and her head felt like it was going to explode. Being perpetually drunk meant she didn’t have to deal with hangovers—until now. Michelle was not one to be so inactive. Even when ill, she needed to be tied down to be kept in bed. She moved her arms and tried twisting and stretching, which was met with more stiffness and pain. It finally got her moving. Michelle pried her protesting body out of bed, threw off her t-shirt and shorts, and took the hottest shower she could stand. She placed her palms on the slick tile wall and bent forward, sucking in deep lungfuls of the humid, steamy air and it cleansed her body and mind. Her hangover even eased back.

      The shower left her awake enough to face the text messages piling up on her phone. Clay had texted—and called—repeatedly, asking if everything was okay. He threatened to come home if she didn’t reply. She fired back a simple text telling him she was fine and needed time. Violet and Sarah texted, concerned they hadn’t heard from her in days. Michelle had cancelled another girls’ night by text. She would call them later. And of course, Wes had texted. His texts were casual, asking how she was, suggested they should talk, but left the ball in her court. Michelle realized that waiting for her to come to him was part of his game. Wes would be waiting a long time for her to supply him and Clay with more jerk-off material.

      Michelle dressed in a sports bra, loose tank top, and black leggings. After forcing down as much water as she could stand, she took off for a run. The pounding in her head made her want to retch—even her ponytail hurt—but Michelle pushed through it, intent to purge her days of drunken wallowing. It was a humid day and alcohol-tinged sweat poured from her, but her body came alive.

      The miles ticked away, and Michelle pushed away her guilt. It didn’t stand up to the cold light of day. What had she done wrong? Trusted? Reacted out of hurt? Everything she’d done had been a reaction to something Clay had done. Sleeping with Wes—despite her intense attraction to him—only occurred because she was sure Clay was cheating. Michelle had felt temptation before—maybe as strong as with Wes—and she’d never come close to straying. Between her perceived betrayal and Clay’s weird fantasies, she felt like she had permission to act as she did. She only regretted what she’d done because of what she’d learned about the men. Her feelings on the one-night stand were more complicated. It was a moment of weakness, Michelle conceded, but one that only came in reaction to Clay’s behavior. Despite what she’d done, Michelle still did not consider herself a one-night stand kind of girl. She didn’t think she could just regularly go out and bed strangers for the hell of it.

      A second shower followed the ten-mile run, and with a newly-cleared head Michelle decided she had to figure out what the hell was going on and what she was going to do about it. Going to the police was an option. A crime had to have been committed. Even if Wes manipulating her into bed was somehow legal, surely the secret video recording was not. She never consented to that. Wes could go to jail, Clay too, probably, for receiving the video. But Michelle could not face that kind of exposure. She didn’t want her foolishness bared to the world. She shuddered to think of how people would look at her if they knew what had happened—even if she was the victim. She knew she would be shunned. The publicity could cost Michelle her teaching job. And she had to think of the kids, too. They couldn’t know what a pervert their father was.

      Exposure. The word hung in her brain. She grew queasy as the possibilities hit her. She couldn’t know that Clay was the only one who’d watched her with Wes. Clay could have shared the video with anyone. Wes and Clay could be in some kind of sick club that swapped secret seduction videos. They could have posted the video online. Michelle gritted her teeth and fought back a wave of nausea. She couldn’t believe Clay was that depraved. Michelle couldn’t allow for the possibility. He wouldn’t violate her like that. What a strange place to find herself in, where believing Clay’s twisted fantasy was a personal thing was a relief.

      Dressed comfortably, Michelle grabbed a giant glass of water and Clay’s laptop and settled in on the couch. She believed the computer held her answers. It was time to get to the bottom of everything. She tried to keep an open mind as to what she might find, but she braced herself for the worst. She never could have guessed at the truth.

      Clay was not smart enough to clear his browser cache. Everything Michelle would need was right there. He looked at a lot of porn online, and almost all of it was related to husbands watching their wives with other men. There were stories and videos. Michelle clicked through some of the videos but couldn’t sit through them. They mostly looked like home movies, again raising her fears that Clay may have uploaded her videos for others to enjoy. She also tried reading a couple stories, but they were so poorly written that the English teacher in her revolted.

      Many of the videos in his history were labeled as cuckold. She only watched a few seconds each of a handful of videos before she had enough. The men watching their wives just seemed weak to her. It turned Michelle’s stomach to think of Clay as one of them, but he was now. He hadn’t been sitting in the corner when she was with Wes or Spencer, at least not physically. Clay was their virtually with Wes, and in her head while she fucked Spencer. Michelle didn’t think she could do that—have sex with another man while her husband watched. Yes, she’d pictured Clay there—to her shame—while she was with Spencer, but she couldn’t imagine shouting insults to her husband while she was doing it—not for fun anyway. Maybe out of anger. She was certainly angry enough now.

      Other videos were labeled with hotwife. At first, Michelle assumed it just meant the wife was hot, but looking at the videos that didn’t make sense. After chiding herself for inadvertent body shaming, she searched the term hotwife and understood. Hotwife was Cuckold’s first cousin. It was the same fetish of husbands watching their wives, but supposedly without the humiliation. It looked to her to be more of a voyeurism thing. So, which is Clay’s thing? she wondered. Both were wrong to her, but Michelle hoped her husband landed on the hotwife side of the equation.

      Michelle forced her mind back to Clay’s bedroom role playing. He didn’t really bring up any humiliation on his part. He was focused on Michelle stepping out and screwing other men, letting loose, and acting like a slut. Clay seemed to be into the hotwife thing, but she no longer took anything for granted when it came to her husband.

      The porn proved to be informative when Michelle dug deeper into his browser history. Clay was a frequent visitor to a hotwife internet message board. The general information section provided her more perspective on the hotwife fetish. She noted that a lot of the men on the board professed it was “all about their wives” and they wanted to see their wives pleasured. Michelle was skeptical. These guys got off on their wives doing this. They admitted seeing their wives’ inner slut come out turned them on. She realized a sexual fetish was far more complicated than she wanted to admit, and she hated to judge people for what they enjoyed, but she was not in the mindset to be charitable. But Michelle was not there to get an education on being a hotwife. She dug into Clay’s profile.

      Clay went by Actively_Imagining on the message board. This had to be what was referenced in the texts between her husband and Wes. She clicked into the private messages section of Clay’s profile and there it was, a months-long string of messages exchanged between the two men. Michelle was stunned. The men had been exchanging messages well before Wes came into her life—before Clay ever suggested they get a family portrait done and pushed her toward Wes. Clay did not meet Wes at the photo session and establish a relationship. They had been talking. They had been discussing Michelle behind her back, and she never had any clue. The world turned on its axis and reality lost its meaning. Michelle had no idea what was going on in her own marriage. She scrolled back to the beginning and found a message from Wes to Clay. It appeared that Wes was the one who reached out first.

      

      
        
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: Lucky Guy

        I know I don't have to tell you, but you're a lucky guy. From the beginning I thought M sounded sexy and fun, and then you posted those bikini pics of her and WOW. She's a sexy woman. I can't believe she's had a couple kids. M is incredibly tight. Hope you post more. She sounds fun and sexy, too. I've been following your story through your posts and even though I know you're saying you don't think she'll ever do it, I don't know. You know her better than I do (I don't know her at all!) but I agree with what you said about that college threesome. It sounds like she liked getting kinky, she just didn't appreciate her boyfriend just "giving her away". Your progress with the toys shows a lot of promise.

      

        

      
        I've been a bull for a few years now and I sort of specialize in wives like M, who might seem too wholesome on the outside, but show some signs of a daring inner life. In my experience, even the most unlikely wife can be seduced. It just takes patience and effort. I don't want to be pushy, but from reading your posts I think I might be able to help you if you're really serious about making this happen. Think about it and let me know. And please, more pics of M!

        Wes

      

      

      

      Michelle felt like she was right back in that motel room when she discovered the texts from Wes, because what she’d just read made no sense. There was so much to unpack. Clay was talking about her online. He’d posted pictures of her? She tried to think of when he took pictures of her in a bikini and couldn’t recall it. She was proud of her body and still wore a two-piece—a modest one, she thought—on the beach, but she didn’t pose for a photo shoot like some Instagram influencer. Clay must have secretly taken pictures. It fit with the sneaky bastard she’d learned he was. He shared her secrets! How could he talk about that night she had in college? She felt completely betrayed.

      Her anger at Wes was different. He thought he knew her without even meeting her. He said he specializes in women like M—M obviously being her. Am I too wholesome on the outside? What does that even mean? Wes’s confidence that he could seduce her sounded like the man she knew. Michelle hated that Wes was so sure he could bed her, like she was a conquest, not a living, breathing person.

      Michelle also found the messaging app that Clay and Wes used on the laptop. It replicated the messages she discovered on his phone. They continued after what she saw in the motel.

      

      
        
        Messenger App 8/12 10:46 pm

        [Clay] Michelle came up here. She confessed to fucking you

        [Wes] did she say I was good? Haha!

        [Clay] funny. She’s freaked out because she thinks she cheated. I feel so fucking bad, man

        [Wes] did u make her feel better? Did u tell her ur good with it? Tell her u like it?

        [Clay] couldn’t come out and say that without confessing everything. Almost did that. hated to see her that way. I know it’s not fair

        [Wes] but u know what she got out of it. U saw the video. Bet you’ve seen it a few times now

        [Clay] yeah. It was hot. It was fucking unreal! I know Michelle loved every second of it. I just hate her beating herself up over it

        [Wes] u can tell her the truth if u want. It just might not go how u want it

        [Clay] I know. I can’t lose her. I love Michelle so much, man

        [Wes]  I know bro. u just need to convince her u did this because u love her. IF u confess. Or u can lay low and let it blow over. Watch ur video if you need a distraction

        [Clay] it is fucking distracting, man. She just fucking went for it. Her fire was incredible! I can’t believe I got to see her like that. I really owe you, man

        [Wes] it’s literally my pleasure, bro. I love unlocking a woman like Michelle. It’s what keeps me going. Hearing her beg for my dick is my music. It’s my art. I should me thanking u for sharing such an incredible woman with me

        [Clay] that was so incredible. It made me burn. I never thought she’d do it at all, but then to hear Michelle like that, begging like that, just sucking your dick like that

        [Wes] I’m training her well, bro. when she comes back to u it’ll be like u have a new wife. I’m making her into the slut you want her to be

        [Clay] you are. I just can’t believe it. I watch the video and I can’t believe it’s my Michelle

        [Wes] look at the close up of my dick in her mouth. It’s her, bro

        [Clay] yeah, one of my favorite shots. Your video work is great

        [Wes] I know what I’m doing bro. there will be more to come

        [Clay] I don’t think so. Michelle’s too guilty. I think it’s over and that’s probably for the best

        [Wes] don’t be so sure. She’s upset now, but Michelle’s gonna miss this black dick. And when she does, she’ll come calling. Unless u want me to stop

        [Clay] I don’t think I have to worry about it. But if she calls…

        [Wes] I’ll let u know. And trust me. She will.

      

      

      

      Michelle’s whole body burned. Her anger was all consuming. The men discussed her like she was their plaything, like she had no role in any of this, besides getting screwed. She knew men talked about women this way when they weren’t around, but she never thought her husband could be this disgusting. He loved watching her suck another man’s cock. Clay loved hearing her beg for Wes to fuck her. It turned her stomach. And yet… And yet, in a deep, dark recess of her soul, Michelle thrilled at the way Wes spoke of her. She loved that he wanted her so badly.

      Many more messages awaited her, and she didn’t know how she’d handle reading them. But before that, Michelle had to know what Clay was saying about her online. She clicked out of the private messages and went to Clay’s message board posts, settling in for a long read.
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        From: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: Husband seeking advice

        Fri, 1/6, 8:33 pm

        Hi. Just discovered this board a few months ago, and like so many others who have posted before me, it was a relief to know that I'm not alone with this fantasy. That I'm not some kind of freak because I have a beautiful wife and fantasize about her being with other men. Until now, though, I figured it would only ever be a fantasy. Like imagining winning the lotto or something. But this message board is filled with lotto winners, and for the first time, I’m beginning to realize that maybe I can be one, too. Okay, bad analogy, particularly for an English lit teacher, but I've got a lot on my mind.

      

        

      
        Like the fact that my wife, right now, is on a trip with a guy who I know has the hots for her! I'm practically hyperventilating here.

      

      

      

      Clay’s inaugural post on the hotwife message board garnered a slew of comments, mostly other men welcoming him and validating his fantasy. These men asked for more information about Michelle, particularly what she looked like. It took her moment to place the trip he referred to in his post and realized it must have been while she was away at the Volleyball Winter Invitational. Both the girls’ and boys’ teams competed, so of course Declan was there. Declan was the guy who had the hots for her.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Husband seeking advice

        Fri, 1/6, 10:46 pm

        Wow, didn't expect much interest. Sorry for dropping off there, had to go be a parent.

      

        

      
        Okay, some background first (but not much, don't worry). M and I have been married 15 years, have a couple kids. We both teach at the same high school. M is beautiful, athletic brunette, spunky, funny, hot and knows it, but has never let it get to her head, if that makes sense. And she never flaunts it, although I wish she would. She'd pick a long, flowy skirt and a baggy sweater over something short and tight, even though she could totally pull off short-and-tight. She coaches girls’ volleyball at the school, and that's where this story begins.

      

        

      
        The gym teacher at the school, let's call him D, is also the boys' volleyball coach. And he looks the part—tall, sandy blonde hair, broad shoulders. Single. I know he's been with at least a couple of the younger teachers. I've heard him brag about it a few times in the teacher’s lounge, when he didn't realize I was in there. That was also when I heard him mention my wife, and how hot he thought she was. It gave me such a rush to hear that! He said something like, “I can't believe she's in her forties, man. She's in such good shape. When she's coaching, she can't wear all that boho shit, and her ass looks amazing in a pair of leggings.”

      

        

      
        You have to understand that this isn't the first time I've heard someone talk about M like this. She used to model, way back in her teens and twenties, but it had been a while. And since I'd started reading these boards, it all hit me so much harder. Amazing.

      

        

      
        I started watching them carefully after that, at volleyball meets, when we do faculty functions. Maybe it's in my head, but I swear they're friendlier than a couple coaches normally are. Like, he'll sometimes touch her arm when making a point, and he makes her laugh all the time. And every time it's like being hit by lightning.

      

        

      
        And then this tournament came up. I knew about it, of course, but she didn't tell me that the boy’s team was also going. Which meant D is going.

      

        

      
        I know, I know, it's probably nothing. Which is a good thing, don't get me wrong. It's not like I want her to cheat on me or something. But a part of me still gets so turned on, just thinking about it.

      

        

      
        Anyway, she left this morning. Isn't back until Sunday. And has all this time to spend with a man who makes her laugh.

      

        

      
        Should I be worried?

      

      

      

      Everything in Michelle’s life was cast in a new light, and in that light, she realized her husband’s obsession with Declan was deeper than she ever could have realized. Clay’s focus on the way Declan flirted with her had always struck her as odd. It wasn’t a normal jealous, he’d better stay away from my woman reaction. No. He actually seemed to enjoy the hunky gym teacher’s attention toward her more than she did. Michelle found Declan’s flirting fun and flattering, but it excited Clay—excited him to the point that he studied their every interaction looking for signs of an affair. Clay said he didn’t want her to cheat, but she didn’t believe it. Michelle had never seen anything odd or sexy or untoward in her encounters with Declan. He was flirty, but that was just his way. They were just colleagues.  Clay wished it were more.

      It sounded like it could be more, if she wanted that. If true, the comments Clay claimed to have overheard from Declan suggested there was more behind the flirting. Perhaps Declan was the type to sleep with a married woman. She smiled thinking about it. Her ass looks amazing in a pair of leggings. Knowing Declan looked at her ass was a bright spot in this horror show. She liked that he appreciated how hard she worked to keep her figure.

      Clay’s comments on her would have been warming too, if she weren’t so angry. Beautiful, athletic, brunette, spunky, funny, hot and knows it, but has never let it go to her head. The last part made her sound more conceited than she felt, but overall, it was gratifying to know her husband still saw her that way after twenty years together. It was a pebble on the scales in his favor, and it reminded her of the sweet man she thought she married. But then, she scrunched her face picturing Clay jerking off while he fantasized about her slipping off for a quickie with Declan on that volleyball trip. Did he see them finding some quiet corner to be together after the kids were all asleep? Such thoughts never entered her mind.

      Michelle sipped her wine and read on. His compatriots on the message board offered Clay reassurance. They assured him he had nothing to worry about. They were sure Michelle wasn’t sleeping with Declan, even though they knew nothing about her. Some suggested Clay would be lucky if she was. Others asked for photos of Michelle or offered suggestions that he buy her some hot fitness clothes. Clay was quiet for the rest of that day, but when he got back to his new friends he couldn’t stop posting.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Husband seeking advice

        Sat, 1/7, 8:03 pm

        First of all, thank you all for your replies! Again, want to say what an amazing place to find myself in.

      

        

      
        @Horndog:

        Love the idea of the active wear/workout clothing. She actually does own a few exercise thongs like that—pretty sure she packed them because she doesn't like the VPLs with the black leggings that I KNOW she packed but I can definitely buy her some more. And yeah, I love racerbacks, too. Michelle has an amazing back. Perfect for them.

      

        

      
        @Mr_ShelleysWild:

        We actually have a pretty great sex life for a couple together for 15 years. M’s always been into sex, had a healthy sexual appetite and never afraid to just go for it. We had sex after our first date, for example, and even a couple weeks ago she woke me up in the middle of the night because she was horny. But she's also been very straightforward and kind of vanilla about it. I'm not going to complain, but I guess what I mean is that while she's very sexual, she's never been kinky.

      

        

      
        M's team did really well. Haven't got many updates other than for her to tell the kids and me goodnight. I didn't sleep very well last night. I couldn't stop thinking about her with D, his hand on her elbow as she laughed.

      

        

      
        Sat, 1/7, 9:15 pm

      

        

      
        Quick update: I checked her Facebook page. She's posted an album from the tournament. Mostly it's the girls on the court, but there was one that must have been taken after the match that blew me away. M posted a selfie, arm outstretched, with her assistant coach, and D right between them. With his arms around both of them. They all looked happy, in an excited way. M has these amazingly expressive hazel eyes that crinkle into half-moons when she really smiles, and she was really, truly smiling. Not a fake pose for the camera. I know, it's probably me reading too much into it, but I kind of like reading into it.

      

        

      
        Going to be hard to sleep tonight.

      

        

      
        Sat, 1/7, 10:56 pm

        Can't sleep, so I'm back here. Someone asked about M's modeling. No, she doesn't do it anymore, but did through high school and her first year in college. Mostly catalog modeling, so never any runway stuff. Yes, I've seen them. No, I'm not sharing them here. But I do think about those times every now and then. Like how wild it was for her. I don't know how much she got into that “scene.” I don't even really know what I mean when I put that in quotation marks, but when my mind goes there, my heart races.

      

        

      
        I’ve asked her about it, but she downplays it all, so it's once again probably my active imagination. She only was with 6 guys before me, and that includes her time in college after modeling, but I don’t know. I like to think SOMETHING interesting happened, you know? It’s hot to think about.

      

        

      
        Sat, 1/7, 11:10 pm

        That's true, HotwifeHubby2, we did have sex on our first date, and as you say, it probably wasn't only because of my good looks and charming personality (although you guys should know that I do have those, too!). She probably did that with other guys she dated. That's pretty hot. Like I said, she's always gone for what she wanted sexually. She’s a hot brunette and knows it, and knows she can get away with more things because of it. I guess that came out of her modeling experience.

      

        

      
        But I still don't see her just sleeping with D. I've never had a reason to doubt her faithfulness. Ever. It's just in my imagination. An imagination that's going crazy right now.

      

        

      
        Sat, 1/7, 11:19 pm

        @BrownEyedGirl

        Thank you for your thoughtful response and insights. You're right, communication is key to a good relationship. We wouldn't still be where we were after 15 years if I didn't believe that, too, but I've also learned that you just can't tell your partner everything. And this particular fantasy is just one that I'm pretty certain she wouldn’t be into. I'll get into that story when it's not past 11 and I’ve maybe had a few too many, but the gist of it is that she had a threesome once with a boyfriend and his roommate, and they ended up breaking up because of it. More specifically, because she didn't understand why her boyfriend would be cool with her sleeping with another man.

      

        

      
        Promise I'll write more about that later if people are interested. Now, I'm going to try and sleep!

      

      

      

      Michelle rubbed her eyes then stared into space. There was just so much to unpack. She was furious that Clay shared their secrets with a bunch of strangers online. Calling her M didn’t provide any comfort. Never in her wildest dreams, all those years ago, when they spent those late nights talking and sharing, did she think Clay would broadcast how many men she’d slept with on the internet. She was glad now that she wasn’t entirely truthful with him about that. Six was a bit of an underestimation. She’d really just edged into the double digits but didn’t want Clay thinking she was a slut. If only she knew it would have turned him on! The more she read, the deeper the betrayal cut. The more he talked about her, the deeper the hole he dug for himself. Michelle didn’t know how she’d ever face her husband again. His internal image of her was crazy and all over the place. In one sentence he described her as vanilla, in another he made her sound like some kind of maneater who took what she wanted from men because she knew she could. Did Clay’s new fans think she was a slut because she slept with him on the first date? Clay was sure she was faithful, but it was clear he wished she weren’t.

      A brief break was needed. She set his laptop aside and stretched, extending her fingertips toward the ceiling before twisting to her sides and finally touching her toes. As she felt her leggings stretch with her, she realized Clay was right about thongs. Michelle hated showing a panty line when she wore leggings, and she was wearing a thong then. It made her want to take all her thongs into the backyard and burn them, but that would be handing power back to Clay, and she was done with that. Michelle knew it was time to take control. She just had to figure out how. Calling a divorce lawyer was probably a good first step, but she wasn’t there yet. Instead, she poured herself a fresh glass of wine. More wine could only help.

      Michelle returned to the living room and stared at the laptop sitting on the couch. It seemed to mock her, daring her to face Clay’s secrets. She would do it. She had to know everything.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Husband seeking advice

        Sun, 1/8, 10:02 am

        Wow, lots of interest overnight! I checked Facebook, and there weren't any other photos. I hadn't thought about checking D’s Facebook page. Not sure that he even is on there, though. But like I said, I doubt anything like that would happen. I trust M. She's just not one to do anything like that.

      

        

      
        Okay, so the threesome story. M told it to me like ten years ago, or so, but believe me, it's been etched into my brain. Can't forget about a thing like that. So, we somehow got into talking about our past sex lives. M claims she was with six guys, and when I revealed my number (12), she claimed I was a man-slut. She asked if I'd ever had two girls in one day. I had, but one in the morning and one at night. I didn't say that, though, instead just telling her yes and turning the question back on her. Then she went bright red.

      

        

      
        “Yes, sort of,” she said. When I pressed her for more, she blew my mind by saying, “I had a threesome. Sort of.”

      

        

      
        It took some prodding, but I finally got the story out of her. It was in her sophomore year in college. She was dating this guy, “Russ”, who lived with a couple other guys in this tiny apartment, including one other guy, “Pete”.

      

        

      
        So, M and Russ were at a Christmas themed party. She wore this strapless Santa’s little helper dress, tight and red with white fur lining it. I've seen pictures of it and it's hot. They got pretty toasted, came back to Russ’s apartment, and started going at it in the living room. Both thought they were alone, until they heard the creak of floorboards and saw Pete standing there in his doorframe. I think M always liked Pete, and Pete definitely had a crush on M, but Russ told Pete to give them privacy, so Pete goes into his room and shuts the door.

      

        

      
        M and Russ were drunk and horny enough that they didn't move out of the living room. Russ ends up stripping her out of the dress and going down on her. She was very loud back then, and apparently that brought Pete back to peek through the door. Only this time he's playing with himself.

      

        

      
        So, there she is, stretched out on the sofa, naked and at the edge of orgasm when she locks eyes with Pete. He takes it as some kind of signal, which M swears she didn't give (I'm a little skeptical). He crosses the room and sits on the coffee table. M doesn't tell him to go away, she just stares at him and moans. So, he goes for it, leans in, and starts kissing her nipples. She goes wild, has this loud, killer orgasm.

      

        

      
        Russ says something like, “Well, guess this is happening,” as M sits up and takes turns making out with them. She was vague after that, but she did say the three of them fooled around for a bit and they were both touching her at the same time. She said she came to her senses before it went any further, but I sometimes like to imagine that she didn't.

      

        

      
        The story was hot as hell. Even after all these years, or maybe ESPECIALLY after all these years, I can't believe that happened. It's just not like her, and that's kind of the point. Not only did I get the impression that she felt really slutty and bad about herself the next day, but she also got so pissed at Russ for letting it happen. I still remember to this day a thing she said to me. She said, “If your mate really loves you, why would they want to share you?”

      

        

      
        And that is why I can't actually talk to her about this stuff.

      

        

      
        Sun, 1/8 12:06 pm

        I feel like I should give a little bit more about our conversation that followed that story. First of all, she told it to me while we were in bed, post-sex, and I did get noticeably aroused as she did. So, there was no hiding it. And yes, BrownEyedGirl, this would have been the perfect opportunity to tell her about this hotwife fantasy, but honestly at the time, it hadn't fully manifested into what it is now.

      

        

      
        So, after the threesome, she stopped going over to her boyfriend's. She made him go to her dorm. They had some big fight one night and she asked him why he just let it happen.

        She said that he threw the question back at her. “Why did I do it if I didn't want it?” And she didn't have a good answer. She said that she felt like he couldn't be that into her if he was willing to share her like that. “I was 19. I didn't know what the hell a threesome was. I wasn't a prude, but I wasn't crazy."

      

        

      
        It was an interesting thing to say, though. Who hasn't heard of a threesome? I didn't call her on it, but I did say something like, “Sounds like you enjoyed it. I mean, I see why Russ would have been confused."

      

        

      
        She said, “Don't take his side. I was confused too. We broke up a few months later.”

      

        

      
        "And all of that led you to me, so I can't complain."

      

        

      
        "And you really got off on hearing about it," she replied.

      

        

      
        "Well, yeah, it was hot to hear you were open to that. I like hearing you were so crazy."

      

        

      
        "Crazy being the word. Temporary insanity. Don't get any ideas."

      

        

      
        "Who says I have ideas?" At the time, I really didn't have any. Or, like I said, none fully formed. But it was exciting hearing about that time.

      

        

      
        M’s smart, though, and maybe picked up on my reaction more than even I did. “You seem like you liked it a little too much. Would you ever want to do something like that?"

      

        

      
        And here's where I should have been honest but am very happy that I wasn't. I told her, "I think most guys want a threesome with another girl, not another guy."

      

        

      
        By the way, I know it's not exactly in the wheelhouse of these boards, but I'd totally go for a MFF threesome with M. I mean, I'd prefer watching M with another guy, but the thought of her with another woman is pretty hot too.

      

        

      
        Anyway, she pushed me on it. On threesomes. I think I said something about it being hot to get a little crazy like that, but then demurred and told her I'd never want her to do something she didn't want to. And it's true, I wouldn't. But I do definitely wish that she'd want to do something crazy. I guess that's the crux of it, and that sounds pretty awful, right? I sound like I want something that she's not giving me, or that I'm unhappy with what I have. But I AM happy. I know I'm lucky. M is awesome. Still, the fantasy is there.

      

        

      
        And here's the part that I remember so vividly. The reason I just can't have the conversation that I know I should. When I asked her if she'd ever do that again, she said, "I don't like to say never, but in this case, it's about as close to never as you can get. If your mate really loves you, why would they want to share you? I love you. I don't want to see some other woman climbing all over you."

      

        

      
        She then pressed me on the jealousy thing. Asked if I'd be jealous if she hooked up with someone else. I'm pretty sure I joked, something like, "Are we talking a hot blonde here?"

        But in the end, I told her the honest truth. "You are mine. I love you. I would never do anything to risk losing you. I'm not the overly jealous type, you know that, but that doesn't mean I'd want to lose you to another guy. Russ was an idiot. What was he thinking?"

      

        

      
        She said he didn't want to seem possessive, and that she seemed okay with it. It occurs to me now, after all these years, that maybe that's part of it. Maybe M wants to feel possessed. She wants to be with someone so into her that he wouldn't dream of sharing her.

      

        

      
        Anyway, that's where things left off then. For now, I'm just going to keep this thing to myself. Fun to think about, but I'm pretty sure that's all it'll ever be.

      

        

      
        Sorry I went so long. I guess I had to get that all out.

      

      

      

      Michelle stared at the screen reeling from Clay’s betrayal. He took her intimate experience and shared it with strangers. He told them all of it—as he knew it. Thank god she’d been too ashamed to tell him the whole truth, how Rob had fucked her while Perry used her mouth. Did Clay think he was clever changing their names to “Russ” and “Pete”? Did he think that made it better? How many times had he shared her shameful story? Did his best friend know about the night two guys tag-teamed her? Did Dalton think about that every time they got together socially? Her skin crawled when she thought about her secrets being out there. There were no lines Clay wouldn’t cross.

      She had to stop. The whole truth would come out, but she couldn’t handle any uglier revelations about her husband. Michelle felt deeply violated and didn’t know how to process that. Anger flared and she thought about logging onto social media and exposing Clay’s fetish. How would he feel if she shared his dirty secrets? Clay would be shunned if people knew he jerked off watching his wife fuck other men. The same anger that led to Michelle calling Trooper Spencer burned in her and she thought of asking his friends to come over and screw her so Clay could get off on it. Dalton wasn’t bad looking. She could make his fantasies come true.

      The anger passed, leaving Michelle an empty husk. It was a relief. She didn’t want to feel anything anymore. It was too hard. A human body wasn’t made to endure such wild swings. She couldn’t handle this alone. Her first impulse to keep this sordid secret was wrong. She had no obligation to protect Clay from scorn. Michelle needed advice, and she knew just who to call.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Michelle needed to work up the nerve to unburden herself and called a girl’s night in, rather than just inviting Violet over for a bitch session. It was also a good reason to catch up on her housekeeping, which had noticeably slipped since the revelations about Clay. She busied herself cleaning and disposing of spent wine bottles and was glad for the distraction. The laptop was purposely returned to Clay’s office so she wouldn’t be tempted to dive back in. Michelle wasn’t ready to read anymore of his depravity yet.

      The girls came over at seven on a Friday night, Sarah and Eva leaving the kids in the hands of their husbands. It was a reminder that Michelle’s own boys were away at camp with their father, and she guiltily realized Hayden and Jack had been pushed to the back of her thoughts as she dealt with the devolution of her marriage. Thoughts of the boys had been pushed aside because Michelle couldn’t bear to think about breaking up their family, no matter what their father had done. And she knew they were fine. The camp constantly posted activity photos in their private Facebook group, giving her a glimpse of the fun the boys were having. And they had their father there. She may have discovered Clay was a shitty, twisted husband, but she still believed he was a good father.

      The summer humidity outside was suffocating, driving the women inside from Michelle’s backyard oasis. They didn’t pretend to do any arts or crafts either. They just gathered in the living room and snacked on the spread Michelle laid out—cheeses, fancy crackers, a crudité platter—and sipped their wine. The women toasted in celebration of their night of freedom—except for Violet. The sole divorcee among the group of friends, she didn’t need to escape from her husband and kids. The girls were probably keeping her from a date.

      “We really need to turn this into a regular thing,” Eva said. She was the most excited to get out for the night. “I thought you’d be inviting us over all summer with Clay and the kids gone.”

      It had been less than two weeks since the last time the girls were over, but it felt like a lifetime ago. Back then, Michelle was flattered by Wes’s attention and chided herself for flirting back. Back then, she struggled with seeing him again. Michelle lived in a different reality back then. Her blinders were lifted, and now she viewed everything that happened before cynically.

      “I think ‘Chelle’s been enjoying her freedom too much to have us over,” Violet commented.

      “I was on vacation, too. It was a great week at the Shore,” Sarah said.

      “Your tan is awesome, hon,” Michelle said, preferring to focus on Sarah rather than her own recent activities.

      “I don’t think a week of chasing the kids on the beach is the same as the kind of freedom ‘Chelle’s been enjoying.”

      “Hey, you wear the kids out on the beach and the boardwalk, it clears the way for some alone time at night—unless you’re too tired. How about it? Did you really enjoy your vacation, Sarah?” Eva chided.

      Sarah blushed and admitted, “We had our fun. It wasn’t all about the kids.”

      “That’s what I like the hear. Good for you guys!” Eva said.

      “Still not the kind of single girl freedom ‘Chelle’s had. What have you been doing, hon?” Violet asked.

      “You know, the usual,” Michelle vaguely replied.

      Eva snorted. “It can’t be the usual. Your family is away, so you have no one to pick up after or shuttle to activities or play dates. Don’t tell me you’ve just been sitting home reading and painting in your backyard.”

      “And what would be wrong with that?” Michelle countered.

      “Nothing, I guess,” Eva conceded.

      “But I would hope you’d do something a little more exciting than that,” Violet chimed in.

      “Not everyone has to be out every night and running around, and…” Sarah sniffed.

      “And what, hon? You mean meeting guys and having fun? Do you mean fucking, Sarah?” Violet countered.

      Sarah turned forty shades of crimson and looked away. “I didn’t mean… I wasn’t implying…”

      Violet laughed at her friend’s discomfort. “I’m just teasing you, hon. It’s not like I’m out every night. But when I do go out, yeah, I like to hang out, and sometimes I meet a guy. And if he’s a nice guy…”

      “Or hot,” Eva added.

      “Yes, and hot…”

      “You’re fuckin!” Eva finished.

      All the ladies roared, even Sarah, though she remained a deep red. Michelle thought about her friend Violet’s free, divorced lifestyle and how she was really getting a taste of it lately. She had met two seemingly nice, hot guys, and she’d slept with both of them. Of course, Michelle was not divorced like her friend, and Wes was not a nice guy. She didn’t really have that freedom. She’d taken it, but it wasn’t supposed to be that way. Until recently, Michelle had no interest in that freedom. I’d better get used to it, she thought. If her marriage was headed where she thought, Michelle would soon be hanging out at the bar with Violet on the nights she didn’t have the kids. Excitement tickled her, but more dread came when she thought about taking on the dating scene in her forties.

      “You never did say, ‘Chelle,” Eva said, drawing her attention back. “What have you been doing with all your free time?”

      Michelle kept her mouth shut. She was not about to confess the truth like this.

      “There’s that hunky photographer who was flirting with her,” Violet helpfully shared.

      “Hunky photographer? Do tell,” Eva pressed.

      “It was nothing, really,” Michelle replied, glaring at Violet. She began to second guess making the woman her confessor. “We had some family portraits done and the photographer was a bit of a flirt, that’s all. I’m sure he does it with all the moms. It’s good business.”

      “And he’s hot?” Eva asked.

      Michelle felt her pale, freckled cheeks flushing, just like Sarah’s. She’d never had a good poker face. “He’s okay.”

      “Just okay? That’s not what you said the other day,” Violet said.

      “Do you plan to spill all my secrets?” Michelle asked.

      “I didn’t think it was a secret. It’s fun. I wish I had some hot photographer chasing me. So do the other girls, right?”

      “Damn right,” Eva agreed.

      “I guess it would be nice, but it doesn’t matter, right? I mean we’re all—most of us—we’re married,” Sarah said.

      “Doesn’t mean you can’t think about it,” Eva said. “If the guy’s that hot, I bet even you’d let your mind go there, Sarah.”

      “Oh, I don’t know. I love Eddie. He’s all I need.”

      “No one’s saying different. But you’ve been together a long time. Nothing wrong with your mind going there. I bet you’ve gone there in your head, Michelle.”

      And with my hands, my mouth, in his bed, in his living room… Michelle thought. She was putty in Wes’s hands. The thought both tightened her center and infuriated her at the same time. It was incomprehensible that she could both despise Wes and want him so badly. She drank deep from her wineglass and pushed the thoughts from her head.

      “Maybe,” she allowed, the closest to the truth she planned to go.

      “Have you worn out that toy Clay bought you?” Eva asked.

      Michelle genuinely laughed at that. It felt good to laugh. She hadn’t had to go near the box of toys Clay brought into their marriage. She was getting all the real dick she needed. Apparently, she could have been getting it any time, as much as she wanted, all along. That would be great if she wanted it.

      “No, not quite. It’s not like I locked myself in the bedroom with bottles of wine and a dildo and went to town for a couple weeks. You guys are crazy.”

      “So, nothing with hunky photo boy?” Violet asked, pointedly.

      “What kind of a woman do you think I am?” Michelle replied, sidestepping a real answer.

      “Michelle’s not a cheater. Be real,” Sarah said.

      “Anyone can be tempted, hon,” Violet replied.

      “That’s true,” Michelle agreed. “But you don’t have to act on temptation.”

      “I don’t know how strong I’d be with a lot of free time and a sudden lack of sex. If the right guy got a few drinks in me…” Eva said, laughing.

      “Just like back in college!” Michelle replied.

      “Exactly!” Eva agreed, and they were all laughing again.

      The women joked about men and cheating for a few minutes longer and moved onto other things, like bitching about husbands—Michelle stayed silent on that topic—and the latest bingeable shows. Michelle was too distracted to fully participate, but a night with the girls was just the distraction she needed. Once they moved on from discussing men—and Wes in particular—she was able to slip her torment for a couple hours.

      Eva and Sarah said goodnight, but Violet found an excuse to linger after the other friends. They’d all banded together to clean up this time, so Violet didn’t use that excuse. She just didn’t leave and followed Michelle into the kitchen. Michelle sipped from a glass of water. She was heady from a glass too many, but she’d done so much drinking recently that her tolerance was building. She caught Violet staring at her, arms crossed, and returned the look.

      “So?” Violet started.

      “What?”

      “What’s been going on? You’ve been radio silent since before you were supposed to see Wes again. You’re definitely acting weird tonight. You fucked him, didn’t you?”

      “I…I…”

      Violet’s gaze was withering. She should have been a cop. She came into the kitchen and Michelle retreated back against the counter. Why did she hesitate to give her confession? Michelle organized the evening so she could unburden herself. She needed to get it out. But where to start? If only it was as simple as just sleeping with Wes.

      “It’s so much more than that, Vi. Oh god, you have no idea what.”

      Violet’s look turned to concern. She placed a reassuring hand on Michelle’s arm. “Tell me, ‘Chelle. He didn’t hurt you, did he?”

      “No, not like that. It’s just so…fucked up.”

      The women sat at the kitchen table. Michelle sipped her water, took a deep breath, and launched into it. “Okay, I did sleep with Wes. Once, sort of.”

      “Sort of? Do we need to go over this again, ‘Chelle? Fucking is pretty simple. You did it or didn’t.”

      “Okay, I did. I saw Wes again and we ended up in his bed.”

      “You fucked him?”

      “Yes, I fucked him, okay?” Michelle was exasperated.

      “Good for you, girl. It’s time you started taking care of yourself.”

      “It’s not that simple. God, Vi, not nearly that simple. There’s so much more to this.”

      “How was it? How was Wes?” Violet asked, visibly excited.

      “It was… God, it was everything. Wes… When he touched me, when he kissed me, it’s like my brain just shut off and I ran on pure desire. I’ve never felt like that before. He made me feel things… It was just, wow…”

      “And that’s bad because? Clay’s cheating, hon. You don’t owe him anything. If Wes can knock your socks off, go and get it, girl. Don’t be scared by how intense it is. It’ll balance out. Spend some time with Wes and you’ll see that’s just a man, like the rest of them.”

      Michelle sighed, looked away. “It’s not just that. It’s so much more complicated than that. Nothing is what I thought it was.”

      “Huh?”

      “Exactly! That’s how I felt when I learned the truth. Huh is the only response because it’s so farfetched. So, after I slept with Wes I was wracked with guilt and went running to Clay.”

      “I did. I had to, Vi. It’s just who I am.”

      “How did Clay take it? It’s not like he has any right to jump all over you, not with what he’s been doing, but you know how men are.”

      “I went up there to seduce him. I had this irrational feeling that if we just made love we would reconnect and it would fix everything, or at least put us on that path. I pounced on him the second he was in the door. Clay was into it. A little too into it. He didn’t last long.”

      “Can you blame him, hon? You’re a hot momma.”

      “So I keep being told. I’m saying he was really quick. Unusually quick. Afterward, I told Clay about Wes. Didn’t seem to bother him much at all.”

      “Really? Did he confess to fucking Piper?”

      “No, Clay is a masterclass liar. I had no idea who I’m married to, not until now. Clay’s played me all along.”

      “What are you talking about, hon?”

      It was the big moment, and Michelle froze. She didn’t know how to admit what a fool she’d been, how she’d been tricked into a man’s bed. It was like something out of a soap opera, if they went for that kind of seedy thing.

      Violet squeezed her hand. “You can tell me anything, Michelle. What happened?”

      “After we had sex, we talked, like I said. He actually convinced me he wasn’t screwing Piper, which made me feel even worse about what I’d done with Wes. And like I said, his reaction to my sleeping with Wes was strangely muted. Then he took a shower, and while he was in there a text came through on his phone. Of course, I looked at it.”

      “Was it that bitch Piper looking for him?” Violet spat. She was a good friend.

      Michelle laughed mirthlessly. “I wish. I wish I just had a straight-forward, cheating husband. I’d just go back to Wes and screw him to my heart’s content. But it turns out, Clay isn’t sleeping with Piper. It was never about that. That’s the one thing he was telling the truth about. He’s a stupid middle-aged man who got caught flirting with an inappropriately younger girl, but he’s not a cheater. He’s something much worse.”

      “What is so much worse? You’re scaring me. Is Clay a serial killer?”

      “It was Wes texting Clay.”

      “What?” Violet looked as baffled as Michelle felt in that moment. “What? Why? Why would Wes text Clay?”

      “Exactly. I saw that and it felt like I slipped down the rabbit hole. I read the words and they made no sense. But the truth was right there. Clay and Wes were working together.”

      “What do you mean, working together? Are they spies?”

      “You were right all along. Clay has a thing—a fetish, an obsession—about me sleeping with other men.”

      Violet’s eyes were wide. “Clay wants you to fuck other guys? That’s what all the toy stuff was about? He was trying to get you into it?”

      Michelle nodded. “And I fell for it. Clay put it in my head, and I guess it stuck. And then Wes conveniently pops up.”

      “Did Clay hire Wes? Is Wes a gigolo?”

      “It’s not like that. Clay didn’t need to pay him. I think Wes beds other men’s wives for sport. He’s what they call a bull.”

      “A bull?”

      “That’s what they call the guy who screws a cuckold’s wife.”

      “Clay’s a cuck?”

      “I guess? There’s also something called hotwives, but I don’t fully believe there’s a difference. I don’t know what the fuck Clay is, except for a sick liar.”

      “So, Clay hires—or whatever—gets Wes to seduce you?”

      “Sort of? I guess. Maybe it’s easier if I just show you.”
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        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: Lucky Guy

        I know I don't have to tell you, but you're a lucky guy. From the beginning I thought M sounded sexy and fun, and then you posted those bikini pics of her and WOW. She's a sexy woman. I can't believe she's had a couple kids. M is incredibly tight. Hope you post more. She sounds fun and sexy, too. I've been following your story through your posts and even though I know you're saying you don't think she'll ever do it, I don't know. You know her better than I do (I don't know her at all!) but I agree with what you said about that college threesome. It sounds like she liked getting kinky, she just didn't appreciate her boyfriend just "giving her away". Your progress with the toys shows a lot of promise.

      

        

      
        I've been a bull for a few years now and I sort of specialize in wives like M, who might seem too wholesome on the outside, but show some signs of a daring inner life. In my experience, even the most unlikely wife can be seduced. it just takes patience and effort. I don't want to be pushy, but from reading your posts I think I might be able to help you if you're really serious about making this happen. Think about it and let me know. And please, more pics of M!

        Wes

      

      

      

      Violet looked up from the laptop screen and drank before speaking. Michelle needed more than water for this, and when Violet grabbed the stash of vodka from the freezer and made them martinis, Michelle didn’t object.

      “Wes contacted Clay? Wes saw Clay on this board and offered to fuck you?”

      “Keep reading, Vi. It gets way more twisted than that.” Michelle stared hard at her drink as Violet went back to the messages. Michelle had read them so many times that she knew them by heart now, every betraying word seared into her memory.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Re: Lucky Guy

        Hey, Wes. Thanks for the compliments. I know I'm lucky, but feel free to keep telling me. You know how much I like hearing that from other guys.

         

        I'm not sure that I share your optimism, though. Toys are one thing. But other guys? Those are just dreams. We're normal, you know? As much as I love thinking about her threesome and this wild vixen she may keep inside her, I know she'd just never do that. I do appreciate the compliments, though.

         

        So you're a bull? How does that work? You have business cards or something? ;)

         

        C

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Lucky Guy

        Don’t lose heart. In my experience, it just takes the right approach and the right circumstances. You’d be surprised. A lot of the married women I meet are on the edge of playing, or even cheating, they just need to be handled right. Sometimes, I think it’s the “normal ones” who want it the most. It sounds like your M is probably the same. And that ass is a work of art. It’s made to be played with.

         

        I only use the term bull because it’s thrown around in this lifestyle a lot. Being a “bull” has more to do with guys who want to be cucked, and I don’t see that in you, but tell me if I’m wrong. Fuck buddy sounds silly. Being a “third” sounds too much like math. I just like to make myself available to married women who want to expand their horizons. A lot of women are looking for a man like me to help them discover what they truly want in bed. And I know my place. I’m not looking to steal anyone’s wife. I don’t need that headache for one thing. I’m too young and having too much fun to settle down. I like to think I provide a service to men like you who want a trustworthy, reliable guy to help their wives discover their inner sex kitten.

         

        No business cards. 😊 That might be fun, though. I meet some couples through this message board. I’ve met married women on Tinder, OkCupid, and even Reddit. I tried to avoid Craigslist, back when you could do this sort of thing there. Don’t want to brag, but I don’t have to sink that low. Every situation is different. I like to work with the couple to see what they need to make this happen. Sometimes, that means just working with the husband, at first. I’ve done everything from meet the couple at a bar and then go up to a hotel room, to romancing wives. Sometimes it’s the direct approach and sometimes I have to use stealth. Like I said, it all depends on the couple, and specifically, on the wife. If I’m reading this right, perhaps the stealth approach would work best with M.

         

        So, ask yourself: how bad do you really want this? To what lengths would you go to make it happen? It sounds like you’ve thought a lot of this other teacher fucking her. Would you really like that to happen, not that I’m suggesting you ask him. Mixing this stuff with your real life isn’t a good idea. If you decide you really want it to happen, add you’re open to some unorthodox ideas, maybe we can work together.

         

        Wes

      

      

      

      Violet whistled loudly. “Holy shit. Really? Is this shit real? What the hell, ‘Chelle? How did Wes know what your ass looks like?”

      “Clay broke down and posted some photos of me on this fetish message board. Don’t worry, nothing identifying. He tried to be a good boy at first and refused to put up pictures of me when the other pervs asked, but they wore him down.”

      “Wore him down, my ass. Clay obviously wants to show you off. Did he have nude pictures of you to post?”

      “God no. I’ve never let him do that.  He posted a picture of me on the beach in a bikini—don’t picture some kind of Sports Illustrated thing. It was just a normal two-piece.”

      “I bet you looked good, hon.”

      Michelle allowed a smile and a slight nod. “I guess I did. It’s this really cute pink and blue number I got this spring. Remember when we went to the shore over Memorial Day weekend? I got it for that. They’d been badgering him for photos for a while before he wore down. Here, let me show you.”

      Michelle switched to the section with Clay’s posts to the message board and found the bikini photo he posted. It was a shot of her from behind. She had no idea he’d taken it, but it was an incredibly good shot for a quick sneak. The sparkling blue ocean stretched beyond her, with her wide-brimmed straw hat on her head. Her long, brown hair was whipped by the wind, and the light was just perfect, catching the little back dimples above her butt. Despite her anger, Michelle had to admit it was an amazing shot. Maybe she’d use it on her dating profile if she ended up divorced.

      “Damn, hon. That picture makes me want to fuck you,” Violet marveled.

      “Thanks, I think. Once Clay broke his cherry with that one, more followed.”

      Clay posted two more beach photos. In the first, big sunglasses and wind-blown hair obscured her face, but her body was on full display. Michelle ruefully acknowledged it was another good photo, but being over forty she just wasn’t thrilled with photos of her in a bikini being thrown out there. The other beach photo was clearly cropped to get her face out of it. She did remember this one. She was on her knees, leaning forward, showing off seashells she’d collected with the boys. The combination of her arms pressing in from her sides, and the forward lean, really presented her breasts for the camera. The wind that day had a chill to it and her nipples poked proudly through the fabric of her top.

      Violet read some of the reactions to her photos. She couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. “Wow, ‘Chelle. These guys really want you. No shortage of guys who want to, what did they say, break you in. I mean, if you look at it the right way…”

      “Ugh. It’s gross. It made me want to take a shower when I first read it.”

      “I know, men are pigs. All of them. But, come on, it’s got to feel good on some level. Doesn’t it?”

      “I feel like you’re trying to convince me to be okay with this.”

      “Absolutely not. Those bastards need to be punished. You need to get your revenge. But do you see my point?”

      Michelle did. She was only human, and while seeing gross guys on the internet saying what they wanted to do to her was skeevy, the idea that these men saw her as a desirable woman—in her forties, after two kids—did feel good. She liked it when she turned heads while she was out running—as long as the guy didn’t shout something gross. Michelle worked hard to have that ass Wes called a work of art, and it was nice to be appreciated. She thought about when Declan claimed some of the boys on the volleyball team said she was hot. It was incredibly inappropriate, but it felt good.

      “Maybe if I wasn’t so furious, I could be more charitable.”

      “I get it. Were those the only pictures he posted?”

      “He posted some other bikini photos, but it’s really just more of the same. However, there’s this other one,” Michelle said, opening another of Clay’s posts.

      The final photo she showed Violet was another one that surprised Michelle. She had no idea how Clay snuck that one. Michelle was in bed, on her side, facing away. The sheet was casually draped over the graceful curve of her hip, but her naked butt was in full view. She didn’t love the lighting in that one, but she knew she still looked sexy.

      “Okay, that one’s over the line, but again… Damn, hon. You look good.”

      “Stop it, Vi. You look awesome, too. You don’t have trouble finding guys, do you?”

      “No, but I’m not that tight. Like I said, I get why these guys are chomping at the bit. I see why Wes was on board. I bet the other wives he gets to sleep with don’t look like you.”

      Michelle thought of Jewel. Jewel was sexy. They had very different looks, very different bodies, but she didn’t feel like she was hotter than Jewel—even if she wanted to think so.

      “Wes gets any woman he’s wants. I’m sure of that, Vi.”

      “And he wanted you, hon. Think about that. Also, I guess it’s good that Clay’s still so into you that he’s got these thoughts about you, and he thinks you’re hot enough that other guys want to fuck you.”

      Michelle laughed. “That’s some kind of silver lining, if I was inclined to look at it that way.”

      “Wes said your ass is a work of art. I mean, I wish any guy would say that about my ass.”

      “I guess I’ll just call Wes over so I can screw him again, then.”

      Both women laughed.

      “You do have a great ass, hon.”

      “Thanks.”

      “But let’s get back to Wes. We got sidetracked,” Violet said.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Re: Lucky Guy

        I don't see myself as a "cuck," no. lol Least I don't think so. I don't really want her stomping on my balls in heels or whatever. And I'm not into the idea of being humiliated, although I guess it's kind of inherent in this fantasy. Like, if I'm being honest here, it's hotter to think about M doing some stuff behind my back. How fucked up is that? But then, I'd know she's not doing it for me, you know, and it would be proof that she really does have that inner vixen you seem to think she's got. Which I don't think she does. Not like that. When push comes to shove, I know she'd never do something like that. I don't know that it even crosses her mind. Even with D, her teacher friend.

      

        

      
        You sound like you've got a good system down. If I didn't have M, I'd almost be envious! But your system would in no way work for us. Sounds too transactional for M, if that makes sense. If this were to ever happen (which again, I don't think would), it would need to be more organic than that. No offense, but even if I could get her to agree to meet some guy for something like that... no, I couldn't even do that. It's a sexy thought, though.

         

        How bad do I want it? Pretty fucking bad, man. heh What are your unorthodox ideas?

         

        C

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: Ideas

        I love a challenge! I think seducing women like your M turn me on more than the ones who just want to jump into my bed. Maybe I like working for it. Especially when they’re as hot as M. She’s really fucking hot, bro.

         

        Taking everything you’re saying about M, I think the indirect approach may work best for her. And for you. You may be right, the hotwife idea may not work for her. Morals, tradition, whatever it is, she may not be able to wrap her mind around you “passing her off” to another man. You don’t want her blaming you if she has weird feelings about it. As I said in my first email, it works best if she thinks it’s her idea.

         

        I’ve met a lot of guys like you, who really want their wife to do this, but just can’t get her to sign off on the hotwife thing. And I say, don’t push it. Don’t try that. There’s another way. You need someone to seduce M independent of you. You need a man who will come in and sweep her off her feet. To be blunt, your wife will fuck me because she wants to, not because you want her to, bro. M won’t have any idea you’re involved. For her, it will be an affair. M will get to let her freak off the leash, but since I’m on your side, you’ll get to experience everything you want. I think this would be perfect for you because you obviously get off on the idea of M running around behind your back. I don’t judge that, man. Everyone has their kinks. This is a safe way to do that because I’d be your agent.

         

        You’re probably thinking it would never work. M would never “cheat” on you. I guarantee you that every guy with a cheating wife thinks the same thing. It’s the ones you’d least expect that go the craziest. You’ve already planted the idea of being with other men in her head. And you said you know it turns her on, she just can’t see doing it with a hall pass. She probably can’t get over the fact that you’d want her to be with other men. Honestly, it does sound crazy to people who don’t get it. But she’s thinking about other guys now and how it would feel to fuck someone else. I bet she even thinks about that other teacher. She obviously likes his attention. No way she hasn’t thought about it. But she wouldn’t take that step. Maybe, though, with another man, a man who knows just how to work her.

         

        I’ve worked with lots of husbands and come up with ways I can spend one on one time with their wives. Once I’m in there, I work my magic. I can’t promise that it always works, but I’m willing to try. And even if M doesn’t take the bait, you’ll at least have the fantasy of me spending time with her to play with in your head. Just the flirting gets you off, right?

         

        Do us all a favor, bro. Don’t just rush off a message telling me I’m crazy. Give it some real thought. Roll it around in your mind for a few days. I could give you a reference or two, if you’re interested. Once you’ve really thought about it, get back to me. I think you’ll find it would be fun to at least try.

         

        Wes

      

        

      
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Re: Lucky Guy

        Sorry for the delay. I took your advice and thought about it first. Man, it's crazy. It's still crazy! It's so fucking wrong. I don't know. I don't think I could do that. M would be so pissed off if she ever found out. Not that I'm not curious. I am. Just reading the word "cheat" there sends all kinds of intense emotions through me. Thinking about her "letting her freak off the leash" is wild.

         

        Out of curiosity, purely academic, mind you, how would this actually work? Like I said, I can't exactly do some kind of meet up at a bar. And as hot as it was on Valentine's Day, watching her flirt with that guy, she never would have left with him. Even if I was out of town or something. She's just not that kind of girl.

         

        You have references?

         

        Not that I'm actually serious or anything.

         

        Clay

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Ideas

        I'm glad you took your time to think about it. I know it's a pretty big step to take. I can tell you, in the dozen or so times I've done it the roundabout way no wife has ever found out. As long as we play it smart, it's pretty foolproof.

         

        So hypothetically, I try to find out as much about the wife as I can before meeting the wife. So I would need to know all about M. What's she into? Hobbies? What kind of music does she like? Is she flirty or the shy, retiring type? Once I know more about the wife, we can tailor the approach to her as much as we can. I'd need an excuse to meet her and be alone with her for a while. I've pretended I was buying something from the husband from an online ad, and I showed up to check it out when he's not around. I've taken classes with wives. I even had a husband book me a seat on a long flight next to his wife, while he was "accidentally" booked to another seat. She got very touchy-feely during that flight, and we exchanged numbers. I ended up fucking her all week while her husband was busy with a work convention. She was fun! I’m a photographer and I work that angle as much as I can. I noticed someone suggested you get her to do boudoir photos on the board. That would be great. But if you think M would need to get more familiar with me to be seduced, we could do like a family photoshoot first. That is, if you were going to do this. It would seem so innocent, M would have no idea anything was going on. Next thing you know, bro, I’m bending her over and taking that sweet ass.

         

        Wes

      

      

      

      The men exchanged several more messages in the chain. Wes gave some background on himself: he was in his early thirties, he’d been playing the bull for about ten years. Michelle marveled at how many married women he must have screwed in that time. She really was just another notch in his bedpost. It was amazing that his bedpost hadn’t been whittled away to nothing. He shared the website for his photography business—the website Clay had shared with her. Wes also shared photos of himself, and Michelle couldn’t help thinking how weird it was that her husband sat there in the dark one night pouring over naked photos of another man. Wes’s photography talent was even obvious in his selfies. The photos showed off his chiseled chest and sculpted arms, that incredible muscular back, and of course with that long, thick black cock. Michelle saw Violet’s eyes widen when she drank the man in. Michelle looked at those photos and remembered how Wes felt inside her and she just wanted his hands on her body. She wanted it in a primal way that overrode logic and anger.

      Clay kept insisting he wasn’t serious, and that he didn’t think Michelle would ever go for it, but it was obvious he wanted it. He wanted Wes to come in and seduce his wife. Wes didn’t have to work that hard to talk him into it. Wes shared when Michelle first contacted him, and how excited he was to undertake the seduction. Michelle’s anger couldn’t quite tamp down her pride.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Re: Contact

        My heart is racing! I can’t believe this is happening. And that you actually talked to her on the phone. This is insane!

         

        Did she flirt at all? How did she act when talking to you on the phone? I’ve got no read on her. 

         

        Probably wise to play it slow. Like I said, this will have to feel totally natural and organic. She’s a beautiful woman, and whether she realizes it or not, she’s spent her whole life learning to hold off men who want her. 

         

        Her nipples. Yes, they are sensitive. She loves it when I suck them and doesn’t mind a little pinching and twisting if she’s in the mood. I swear I’ve almost got her off on nipple play alone.

         

        If you know anything about baseball, Michelle is actually really into it. All sports in general, actually. Volleyball too, obviously (or maybe not? Did I tell you she was a volleyball coach?). But baseball especially. Kind of an old schoolgirl. And she’s a Mets fan, if you can believe it. Despite being deep in Philly territory.

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Contact

        No, she wasn't flirty, but I didn't try to engage her on that level either. I want her to be comfortable when we meet. That's when I'll try to work my magic, bro. :)

         

        Baseball fan. That's good to know. Anything else I should know about her. The more I can establish a real connection with her, the better.

         

        I am going to make it my goal to make Michelle come by playing with her nipples. If that doesn't work, she'll at least be begging me to fuck her.

         

        A couple weeks to go. We need to talk about your expectations. What do you want out of this on your end? Like I said, I can easily do video, photos, audio. Whatever you need to get off. Is there anything you're dying to see her do? Anything she's denied you, but you'd like to see?

      

        

      
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Re: Contact

        She likes reading. Most of her stuff is “contemporary lit” these days. Dramatic stuff like Gone Girl or Girl on a Train. Not sure you could connect there. And of course, she’s into fitness things—as you can probably tell by her level of fitness. She runs almost every day. Used to do CrossFit, but gave that up because it was so hard on her. 

      

        

      
        What are my goals? lol You’re acting like I have thought about this in a real way. Dude, I’m still basically thinking this isn’t happening. I think if you can do anything, I’d love to hear it at least. Seeing it would be even better. I’ll settle for just reading about some flirtation. 

      

        

      
        What has she denied me? She’s honestly pretty good on that front, although we’ve never really tried anal. Or threesomes—either with another guys or girl. Man, I swear that must have happened back in her modeling days, but honestly, I haven’t even asked. Like with this whole fantasy, the reality is probably a lot more disappointing than what’s in my head. 

      

        

      
        Anyway, these next couple weeks are going to be intense. What can I do to help things out?

      

        

      
        Clay

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Contact

        Got an email from your lovely wife last night and spoke to her on the phone this morning. Michelle has quite a sexy voice, doesn’t she? Can’t wait to hear that voice moaning my name, bro. Bet you’re dying for that, too. She said you guys are on a tight timetable, but my schedule is wide open for you guys.

         

        Here’s the plan. Make sure you and the kids are out of the house when I get there. I plan to be about a half hour early. And take your time coming home. I want plenty of time to feel her out. I’m not planning on fucking your wife that morning, but if it turns out you’re completely wrong about Michelle (it happens), I’ll text you and tell you to really take your time.

         

        I hope you’re as excited as I am. It’s not every day I’m offered a wife as hot as Michelle.

      

        

      
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Re: Contact

        My heart is racing! I can’t believe this is happening. Probably wise to play it slow. Like I said, this will have to feel totally natural and organic. She has a good bullshit detector and will pull back if you come on too strong. 

      

        

      
        Ok, it’s all set. I’m taking while I run errands. I’ll Michelle to stay home and relax, that I’ll be back in time for the photo shoot. She said that I better.

      

        

      
        I should have cell reception out there, but plan on being about a half hour late. Unless you tell me otherwise. Either way, I’d love to hear details on how things went, and if you still think there’s potential. I’m still pretty skeptical. 

      

      

      

      “These bastards are thick as thieves, aren’t they?” Violet said, looking up from the laptop.

      “Everything was planned. Every manipulation was laid out, like they scripted my time with Wes.”

      “It’s devious, that’s for sure. They coordinated this thing like it was a military operation. And Clay was feeding Wes inside information to make the seduction go smoothly,” Violet said.

      “No wonder it felt like Wes knew me the moment we met. He did know me, at least through Clay’s eyes.”

      “Yeah, hon. Everything. Can you really come from having your nipples played with?”

      “Really, Vi? That’s your takeaway from this?” Michelle couldn’t help laughing.

      “I’m just saying, if you can, that’s impressive.”

      Michelle smiled slyly and answered, “I don’t know if I ever came that way, but they are like super sensitive. And Wes wasn’t just bragging. He did drive me out of my mind.”

      “I’m jealous.”

      “Of being manipulated into someone’s bed?”

      “No, of course not. Not really. I was talking about the nipple thing. I’m not nearly that sensitive. It feels good, sure, but not like that. A lot of the time I’m waiting for the guy to move on and move down.”

      “Poor girl. I’m surprised you don’t just shove their head down there.”

      “Who said I don’t?”

      The women shared a laugh.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Subj: Second Thoughts

        Starting to think that this isn’t a good idea. That I’ve been letting my little head do most of the decision making. Actually, no. I KNOW I’ve been guilty of that, and guilty is how I feel now.

      

        

      
        I can’t lose Michelle. I realized that today, as I watched her with our kids. We got ice cream at the local creamery. Ate them outside. I watched her laugh as she wiped their messy faces, ruffled their hair, held their hands as we walked home. I can’t lose her.

      

        

      
        But I also can’t stop thinking about other things. Crazier, wilder things. Like the image of Michelle on her knees, wearing nothing but a thong as she goes down on you (and the thought of you getting a picture of that). Or Michelle screaming as she comes in a way that I’ve never gotten her to do. Or even just the thought of the two of you waking up in our bed together, in the morning, her body draped all over you... that one cuts deep. And I can’t stop thinking about it. 

      

        

      
        But we shouldn’t do this. It’s not worth it. I can’t lose her.

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Second Thoughts

        I understand cold feet, bro. This is a huge step. And I guess, if Michelle found out about this, she’d be angry. Maybe you would lose her, maybe you wouldn’t. But how would she ever find out? You’re certainly never going to tell her. I have no reason to tell her. I don’t want to steal your wife, hot as she is, and I don’t want to wreck your marriage. I’m not going to lie. I have reason to convince you. I really want to fuck your wife now. But that doesn’t change anything.

         

        The upside is pretty high. Focus on everything you’re going to get out of it. Focus on that image of your sweet Michelle kneeling in front of me while she tries to swallow my big, black cock. Her looking up at me with a mouthful of cock. And then me shooting my load all over that beautiful face of hers. Most men with your fantasy are never going to get that chance, but you will. You were brave enough to take the first step.

         

        Look at it this way, too. Lots of wives have affairs. And all their husbands never thought they would. If, and I’m saying if, Michelle was ever going to have an affair, or think she is, wouldn’t you rather it be with a man you know isn’t going to steal her?

         

        I spoke to Brad, and he wants to talk to you about this. He recruited me to fuck his wife last year and he’ll tell you it was the best 6 months of his life. I rocked her world and made all his fantasies come true. Even though I’m not still fucking his wife, he has videos of it he can watch forever. His handle on the board is MDHotwifeGuy69. I’ve got another guy who’ll talk to you too if you want. His story is even better. My seduction of his wife turned her into a full on hotwife in the end.

      

        

      
        Clay sent Wes a message explaining he spoke to Brad, and it reassured him. After that, Wes puts on the hard sell.

      

        

      
        From: BullOnFire

        To: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Second Thoughts

        Brad's a good guy. I really felt for him because he really, really wanted this, but all of his efforts to get his wife to go for it failed. He reminds me of you a little. He was so sure Becca would never do it. I have to say, she was very easy to seduce, and once she let go...wow! Why did it only last 6 months? The guilt at having an affair got to her and she ended it. Brad wanted me to convince her to keep going, but I could tell the guilt would be too much for her. I had to tell him no. But he's got all the videos to keep him happy.

         

        It's important you know I'll never try to push Michelle to do anything she doesn't really want to. Whatever happens, it'll be because she wants it.

         

        I don't know if there's a set time these things go. The longest I ever went regularly seeing a wife was about 18 months, and I was seeing her at least once a week. But there's a wife I still see every couple months, when her husband is out of town, and that's been going on for almost 5 years. I think that works because it's super casual. Not gonna lie. I'm heavily into the seduction, which means I like to meet new women. There's only so much of me, so I can't meet new wives without moving on from other ones. It's usually organic, but there have been some I've moved on from because they became too clingy, or they were trying to break whatever rules they had with their husband.

         

        I can definitely give you audio. Or video in my apartment. I've got cameras installed from a few angles. Do you mean you want audio when I get to your house for the family pictures, or the first time I see her on her own?

      

        

      
        From: Actively_Imagining

        To: BullOnFire

        Subj: Second Thoughts

        I’ve been thinking about this, and what Brad said. And Michelle. I know you asked what things you wish she’d do with you that she’s never done with me. And I know that I gave you some answers. But I’ve changed my mind—not about what we’re doing, or you seducing Michelle, but about expectations.

      

        

      
        Anything that happens—even the affair—I want to happen because Michelle wants it. It’s not just hot to think about her fucking another man. It’s hot to think about her WANTING to fuck a man. It’s a small distinction, but I hope you get it. If you guys have a threesome or anal sex or whatever, I want it to happen because deep down, it’s what Michelle wanted. I want you to tap this side of her that I’ve seen glimpses of—especially early in our relationship, before the kids—but has always been hazy. It’s a side that I don’t think she’s comfortable sharing with me, but nevertheless is a part of her. 

      

        

      
        And then I want to hear all about it. :) Audio would be hot. Video would be wild. Stories would also be enough. 

      

        

      
        Tomorrow is the day. I’m taking the boys out on errands. Good luck. 

      

      

      

      “Wow, have to say, Wes is smooth. I almost feel bad for Clay. It seems like his better angels tried to rescue him, but Wes just reeled him back in,” Violet said.

      “I feel no sympathy for Clay. I don’t see how you do.”

      “It’s just so Faustian. Wes was going to make this deal with the devil happen, no matter what. Wes really wanted to fuck you. That has to feel good, right ‘Chelle?”

      “Was it about me, or the conquest?”

      “Like you said, Wes can have anyone he wants. He wanted you, hon. You’re a hot momma. Take the bright spots where you can.”

      “It hardly makes up for Wes being a sleazy manipulator, or Clay doing it, no matter how much he pretended to resist it.” Michelle was sullen. She needed another drink.

      “Seriously, ‘Chelle. I get why you’re pissed. I’m not even sure a crime hasn’t been committed, but there is another way to look at this.”

      “You can’t be serious, Vi.”

      Michelle drained her martini and Violet took it for a refill, along with her own glass. Michelle was grateful. She needed another drink if she was going to hear her friend defend the men. Violet spoke as she poured ingredients into a shiny cocktail shaker.

      “I’m not defending what Clay did. He should have been a real man and came out and told you what he wanted.”

      “He was hinting, I guess, with that weird bedroom play.”

      “And let’s be honest, you were into it, hon.”

      “Vi…”

      “’Chelle, we can be honest with each other. At least in your head, it got to you. You were just as into Clay’s fantasies.”

      “I admit nothing.”

      The kitchen filled with the loud cacophony of the booze and ice rattling around as Violet worked the cocktail shaker. She twisted off the top and refilled their glasses. She set one tall, thin-stemmed glass in front of Michelle.

      “I’m just saying you maybe showed him signs you were receptive, that he didn’t have to sneak around behind your back. And even if you weren’t, he’s a dirtbag for manipulating you.”

      “Here comes the but…”

      “But, look at that man. I mean, come on, Michelle. If my husband had gifted me that, I’d still be married, even with the cheating. Hell, he could fuck whoever he wanted if I could have that whenever I wanted.”

      “Stop it, Vi.”

      “I’m serious.”

      “Really?”

      “I think so.”

      “You’d have an open marriage?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe. I’d consider it. If I had that kind of temptation thrown in my face, and he was okay with it—hell, wanted it—then yeah, I think I’d be game.” Violet scrolled back to the picture of Wes’s cock. “Bouncing around on that thing would cure a lot of jealousy.”

      “I think you’re glossing over a lot of context, Vi.”

      “I get it, hon. I’d be super pissed about the treachery too. I’m super pissed for you. I’ll go up there and chop off Clay’s balls for you, if I can find them. But think about what you got!”

      “I got lied to!”

      “But you got this! You’re telling me you really don’t want more of this?”

      “How can I overlook what he did? Wes is like a sociopath. He was happy to do what he needed to do to screw me.”

      “And that makes him different from other men how? Yeah, he’s sleazy, but I’m not just suggesting you marry him. I’m just saying you should enjoy what you’ve got.”

      “And just pretend the manipulation didn’t happen?” Michelle was incredulous.

      “Oh, god no, hon. Those boys need to pay. You need to beat them at their own game.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean turn the tables and start playing those boys like they played you. You need to grab Clay’s balls and squeeze. You need to give him what he wants in spades. Clay wanted a slut wife? Give him a slut wife like he never dreamed of. Let him think he created a monster. Hell, you don’t even have to limit it to Wes. Go out and grab another guy if you think you’re up for it. Or make it up.”

      “I guess this would be a good time to tell you what else I did.”

      Michelle shared her night with handsome young Trooper Spencer. Violet went from looking shocked to pleased. Michelle thought Violet was going to high-five her. She still felt sleazy for having a one-night stand but trying to look at it through Violet’s lens made it slightly better. Michelle didn’t think she could become the unrepentant slut her friend proposed, but she did see Violet’s logic. Wouldn’t playing the guys be the perfect revenge? It would feel good to give Clay a taste of his own medicine. But to make it work, Michelle would have to up her lying game. She wasn’t practiced like Clay and Wes.

      “See, you’re already on your way, ‘Chelle. I know you can do this. And the best part is, you get to have fun while you’re getting your revenge.”

      “I just don’t know if I’m built that way, Vi.”

      “You shagged that sexy cop.”

      “And I don’t feel great about it. It felt good, sure, but it wasn’t right.”

      “You need to adapt your morals to play with these boys. They don’t seem to have any, so you need to put yours on hold. You’ve been about everyone else for how long, Michelle? It’s time to just be about yourself and enjoy every second of doing it. No guilt, no fear.”

      Michelle stared down at the martini she’d somehow finished. The booze had her feeling  a bit dizzy, and brave. It told her she could do this. She had the right, didn’t she? They hadn’t even talked about Piper. Clay had to pay for that too. Even if he didn’t sleep with the tramp, he’d crossed a line. It also galled Michelle that the only reason she knew her husband didn’t cheat was because he’d told his new best buddy Wes all about their fight when she’d confronted him. Wes knew all of their—all of her—secrets. The man was in her marriage, right in the middle, and Clay had put him there. Every moment she’d shared with Wes felt false. Violet’s plan became more attractive. She wanted to turn the tables. But that didn’t mean she could go out and start screwing random strangers.

      “Spencer was a one-time thing. I don’t know if I can go out and pick up another stranger.”

      “Why does it have to be a stranger? Sounds like Clay is pretty obsessed with Declan. Use that to your advantage.”

      “I am not screwing Declan. I cannot drag our work into this.”

      “I’m not saying you should fuck him—unless you want to. I’m just suggesting you make Clay think you are. If Wes is telling him everything, start feeding him disinformation. Hell, maybe Declan will even play along, help you gin up some proof of your affair.”

      “That would mean telling him about all this. I don’t know about that.”

      “Tell Declan anything you want. Just tell him Clay is fucking that tramp Piper and you want to get back at him. Declan sounds cool, I bet he’d play along. I mean, he does want to get in your pants, doesn’t he?”

      “He’s just a flirt. I never took it seriously.”

      “Sounds like you’re the only one.”

      “I don’t know. Maybe. I have to think about that one.”

      “We’ll work up a plan. It’ll be great. Trust me, hon.”

      “Haha. Famous last words.”

      “But first things first. Time to reach out to Wes. And make sure he knows about Spencer. Maybe it’ll even up his game. A guy like that’s got to be competitive.”

      Michelle didn’t know if it was possible for Wes to up his game, but it could be fun seeing him try.
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      [Michelle] hey

      [Wes] wondered if I’d hear from you again

      [Michelle] do I seem like the ghosting type?

      [Wes] no, you’re sweet, but if you did I’d get it. I know it’s complicated

      [Michelle] is that from your extensive experience of sleeping with married women?

      [Wes] haha. You okay?

      [Michelle] it’s weird for me. Complicated. I needed time, but I want to see you

      [Wes] I was hoping you’d say that

      [Michelle] when is good for you?

      [Wes] I’ve got an early shoot tomorrow out your way. We could hook up in the afternoon

      [Michelle] sounds perfect

      [Wes] can’t wait baby

      [Michelle] me too
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        Messenger App 8/16 10:09 am

        [Wes] Michelle texted me. She wants to meet. U still good bro?

        [Clay] is she coming over?

        [Wes] no. we’re meeting out ur way. Maybe she’ll take me home to fuck in ur bed. U still good?

        [Clay] yeah, I guess so. I have such mixed feelings, man. It’s tearing me up

        [Wes]  I get it. It’s complicated. It can be hard to get what u want. But this is what u want? U still want me to fuck ur wife

        [Clay] I shouldn’t, but yeah. See her. Maybe she’s just letting you down easy anyway

        [Wes] maybe, but I don’t think so. Michelle wants to fuck. I can feel it

        [Clay] okay. If she does, have fun. You’re lucky you’re getting her while I’m stuck up here. Feels like I’m a thousand miles away

        [Wes] I know having Michelle is a gift bro. I never forget it. I’ll enjoy every second of it, but she’ll love it more. Maybe I’ll fuck her all day and all night. U mind if I stay over in ur bed?

        [Clay] she won’t do that

        [Wes] u keep saying that bro

        [Clay] you’re right, man. If it happens, it happens I guess. Give her what she wants. It’s insane to think about this. it turns me on so much, but it hurts like crazy. It’s like you’re taking my place. First you seduced my wife, now you’ll be fucking her in my bed

        [Wes] I don’t have to

        [Clay] no, do what Michelle wants. This is for her too

        [Wes] right bro. it is all about her. I’m all about her. I want to rock her world. But I’m not taking ur place. Michelle is ur wife. I’m just borrowing her

        [Clay] I know

        [Wes] and maybe this time I’ll get to borrow her sweet ass. Fuck that’s a perfect ass on her

        [Clay] indeed it is. If you get that you’re the luckiest man alive. Have to go. Work calls
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      Michelle had to battle her anger when she texted Wes, but those now-familiar butterflies filled her chest when he responded, and she knew she was going to see him again. She’d never understood the love/hate thing before, but she was starting to get it. Wes may have been a bastard, but she was still drawn to him. You can still want something that’s terrible for you. Michelle wondered if this was how smokers felt when they tried to quit.

      It was difficult to text with Wes knowing that their every exchange would be reported back to Clay. She hated it, but she’d fallen for Wes—at least a little—and part of her still wanted that. She still wanted there to be something for just her and Wes that Clay couldn’t be a part of. Michelle knew that would be the real punishment for her husband. If Clay had to live with her screwing other men, but being kept on the outside, it would kill him. But she could never trust Wes with that. He was Clay’s creature. He shared everything with his patron, every intimate moment. That second night she went to his place, Wes gleefully told Clay of how he’d enjoyed her: Your wife came over for a date tonight. She swore it wasn’t, but I know a woman looking for a date when I see one, and Michelle was ready. Damn, she puts it all into her kisses. You didn’t tell me how good she is with her mouth…and her hands. Just about everything will be on the video, but we kissed at the restaurant. She was next to me, and I could see she just wanted me too. She got a little squirrely when we got back to my place and tried to bolt, but I had a buddy take care of that and she was right back at my place.

      Wes was right, of course. Michelle had been thinking of that night as a date, even if she couldn’t admit it to herself. The man did have an innate ability to read her, and that wasn’t entirely based on the intelligence Clay had provided. Wes knew what she wanted, and he didn’t leave the night to chance. Her dead battery was sabotage, she now knew. She was trapped in the spider’s web that night. A video link had been attached to that message. Michelle didn’t click it. She didn’t know which she feared more: the chance Wes would know she’d gone into his private server, or seeing how she was with Wes and watching herself lose control. That night had been the true start of everything that followed. Letting Wes touch her, kiss her, undress her, had been the first crack in the dam. Everything that followed was inevitable, no matter how much she fought it. And Wes knew that.

      

      Wes suggested that he could come over to her place, but she was not about to let that happen, even if it was tempting to screw him in Clay’s bed. The neighbors knew Clay was away. She didn’t need the neighborhood tongues wagging if someone saw Wes slipping into the house. No, she suggested they go to a nearby nature park. Most of the vast acreage was untamed and it would be easy to find a corner where they’d be unseen. Wes was excited about exploring the sights with his camera.

      Her minivan wasn’t the only vehicle in the lot, so she chose a space all the way in the back. It wasn’t like it was the only silver Honda Odyssey in the burbs—far from it—but Michelle was paranoid. It was reckless to meet Wes so close to home. She’d hoped to meet him downtown near his place, but when he suggested meeting up so soon, she found herself jumping at the opportunity and agreed to somewhere close to home. A rough plan had been sketched out with Violet. They’d been texting about it for days and talking the last few nights. Her first step was reassuring Clay. He was leaving messages nonstop and threatening to come home. Michelle couldn’t face him and do what she needed to do. She also couldn’t stand the thought of talking to him. She called when she knew he wouldn’t be able to answer and left a voicemail, saying:

      Sorry I've been out of touch. I just need to get my head straight, and it's easier if I do it on my own. I'm still pissed about your flirting with Piper, but I believe you now when you say you didn't sleep with her. I know you'd never lie to me, not after what I told you I did. And that makes what I did so much worse. You're too good to take it so well. I think it's good to have this time to myself and take stock. I've been thinking a lot about what you said before you left, about shaking things up, and maybe you were right. Maybe that's why I did what I did. I can't be complacent anymore. If you give me the time to work through this, I promise I'll be the wife you want me to be. Love you.

      The next step was to reach out to Wes. Violet teased her that she’d have to keep her clothes on long enough to actually talk to Wes when she saw him. Michelle laughed at that, but Violet wasn’t too far off the mark. Michelle had seeds to plant, knowing they would get back to her husband.

      Wes came roaring into the lot on an expensive, aggressive black motorcycle, with a big box mounted on the rear. It was one of those larger, cruising bikes, rather than the racers that required the rider to lean forward. Wes didn’t wear a helmet, but black, wrap-around shades. Of course he skipped the helmet. The whole thing was too perfect. She didn’t think it was possible for Wes to be sexier, but he’d managed it. He spotted her minivan and cruised into the spot beside it, cutting the engine. Michelle felt like such a suburban cliché in her big, decade-old minivan, and questioned everything. What did Wes see in her? She powered the driver’s side window down.

      “Hey baby,” he said, with a nod, like he’d stepped out of a movie. His smooth voice cut right through her. She hated being so vulnerable to his innate charm, but she was.

      Awkwardness gripped Michelle and no words came to her lips. She’d been shy around Wes before, when she was trying to resist her erotic urges and those seemed like simple times. It was so much worse now that she had the full picture. The weird, complex maelstrom of feelings inside her paralyzed Michelle. She found a way to force out a few words.

      “Let’s take a walk,” she said.

      “Sure.”

      Wes grabbed a camera from the box on the rear of his bike, which apparently carried his photography gear. He explained he’d been doing an engagement shoot earlier, which only required minimal equipment. Michelle took a bottle of water and her phone from the minivan but left her purse behind. The phone tucked into a pocket of snug, khaki shorts, which paired with a ribbed, mint-green tank. Her mane of chestnut hair was pulled back through the hole at the rear of her Mets baseball cap, and she wore big sunglasses—the better to stay anonymous in case they encountered anyone in the park. It bugged Michelle that she wanted to look cute for Wes, but she hoped he liked her understated choices.

      “You look great, babe,” he said, taking time to follow her long legs up to her butt.

      “Thanks,” she replied, annoyed his approval meant so much to her.

      Messages Wes sent to Clay swam around in her head when he looked at her. It was so strange to be inside a man’s head like that. She’d find it disconcerting if Wes wasn’t so hot. Michelle knew exactly what he wanted to do to her because Clay asked, and Wes wasn’t shy about sharing: I'd love to spank that tight little ass of hers. I know the stereotype is that we like big asses, but I love a woman with a nice, tight body like Michelle. If they're keeping it up like that, it shows they care how they look, and that's hot. I wanna fuck that ass, too. Can't wait to hear the way she squeals when I stick it in there.

      The feminist in her railed against being spoken of like an object, but she still glowed knowing how a hot guy like Wes saw her. She was frightened by the prospect of taking something as huge as Wes in her butt, but she might do it, if only to get back at Clay. Her husband was on board, of course. Clay was pretty much on board with anything Wes wanted to do to her. Clay didn’t balk when Wes suggested telling her how to dress or screwing her in public. Wes thought he could make her do anything. She wondered how right he was. Clay’s response was typical: Everything you wrote sounds hot, and I shouldn't feel that way. What's wrong with me? What's wrong with the fact that a part of me hopes that you'll send me a message saying that she contacted you, and in a fucked up part of my head, that she reaches out to you before she talks to me. She's never done anal with me, as I've said, but you write it like it's inevitable. And that's incredibly, off-the-charts wild. I've been thinking a lot about all of this, and the thing that really makes this nuclear, the thing I keep going back to, is that she's doing it not for anyone but herself. She's not performing. She's as obsessed as I am.

      Michelle snorted when she read that. She admitted Wes made her feel things—consider things—she never had before, but she didn’t think of herself as obsessed. In the end, Wes was just a hot guy, and she was enjoying him. That’s what she told herself. Michelle was ready to walk away from him after their night together—before the revelation—and she still would when it was time. Clay rhetorically asked what was wrong with him. Michelle had plenty of answers for him.

      “You don’t look bad yourself,” she said, returning his compliment.

      Don’t look bad was the understatement of the year. A tight black t-shirt stretched over his finely muscled chest and his tight jeans perfectly showed off both his ass and his bulge. Her butterflies turned to a heated tingle deep inside when she looked at him and Michelle wanted to rip that t-shirt off his body.

      They had two choices of paths to take. One led across the street to a large field beside a creek, where Michelle noticed several people having lunch. A bridge crossed the creek and led to a wooded section of the park dominated by a huge, jutting cliff-like rock. She didn’t want to pass those people. A second trail off the back of the parking lot led to the north end of the park. The trail in that direction was more challenging, mostly uphill, but Wes was a fit young man. He could handle the challenge.

      “This park is great,” he said, pausing here and there to snap photos as they crunched along the loose gravel sparsely lining the trail.

      “I’ve been coming here since I was little. My grandparents’ house wasn’t far. They’re retired to Florida now, but being here makes me feel closer to them.”

      “That’s sweet. I don’t have any family close by. I grew up outside Atlanta. I came here for Tyler Art School and stayed. Philly’s a great town for the arts.”

      “And you belong here. You’ve got a great eye.”

      Wes turned the camera on her and snapped a couple quick photos while she whirled away from him. She laughed as she said, “Stop it! I wasn’t baiting you to take pictures of me.”

      “You don’t have to bait me, Michelle. You’re my favorite subject.”

      She held out a hand, blocking his view, but Wes pivoted, stepping back and crouching to shoot up at her. Her hair was over her face, and she was sure he couldn’t get anything usable, but it was a fun, light moment. It was weird to share such lightness with him, knowing what she knew, but she couldn’t help feeling good around him.

      “I’m sure you tell us all that,” she said, sharper than she intended.

      Wes’s heel caught a root poking through the gravel, and he stumbled, landing heavily on his butt while trying to save his camera. It was an atypically ungraceful moment for him.

      “Oh, are you okay?” she asked, offering him a hand.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. Maybe these boots aren’t the best for these trails.” His black motorcycle boots were indeed the wrong choice for rugged terrain.

      “I probably should have warned you.”

      “I’ll live.”

      Michelle braced and pulled Wes to his feet. He sprang up quickly and pressed to her, his arm sliding around her narrow waist to pin her to his body. He felt hot, smelled citrusy and masculine. Her body reacted chemically to their proximity, and when he kissed her, Michelle’s lips parted for him. She gasped. Her anger was shoved aside, and all she wanted to do was kiss him. His hand drifted to her butt, squeezing. His bulge pressed into her flat tummy, and she rubbed against it. Carrying out this part of the plan would be easier than she expected. But then Michelle got back into her head, remembered what Wes had done, and pushed him away.

      “You’re still shy?” he asked, surprised.

      “We’re kind of out in the open,” she replied, peeling away from him.

      “Then let’s find somewhere more private, girl.”

      The trail was hard against a wooded embankment, with a bubbling creek on the other side. When Michelle was young, she’d take off her shoes and wade in that creek in the summertime, precariously balancing on the moss-slippery rocks. Back then, it seemed like the worst that could happen on a warm summer day in the park was soaked clothes and a skinned knee. The only serpents lurking in the park back then were garter snakes.

      They followed the trail as it climbed steeply, crossed the creek on a low bridge built from old railroad ties, and finally through a shaded, heavily wooded section. The trees closed in on either side of the trail and Michelle felt closed off from the world, even though they were less than twenty minutes away from the nearest shopping center. She’d worked up a sweat climbing the hill and she was glad for the shade. If Wes had exerted himself, he didn’t show it. Michelle was ready for a break by the time they emerged into a big, open field bisected by the trail. They were utterly alone, except for the occasional squirrel or chipmunk darting across the trail, and the deer eyeing them wearily from the far side of the field. Michelle drank deeply from her water and caught her breath.

      “This really is beautiful. Living in the city, you forget there’s so much nature so close. I know I do. I run down by Kelly Drive sometimes, but that’s about it,” he said.

      “There are amazing spots in Fairmount Park.”

      “I just always seem to be too busy.”

      “I’m sure you have lots of stuff to keep you busy,” she smirked.

      Michelle walked off the trail and into the field. Tan grass, dead and bleached by the sun, brushed her ankles. It felt safer to keep moving around Wes. It felt inevitable she would have sex with Wes today—god, she wanted it—but she didn’t know if that was wise. Today was really about planting seeds for her husband, and she didn’t need to screw Wes for that. Michelle feared that once she was in Wes’s arms her mission would slip away. She wasn’t naturally calculating like the men. She had to work at it.

      “Are you angry with me, Michelle?”

      “Why?”

      “You just seem…different. Tense, maybe.”

      “Didn’t you think I was tense before? Too tentative?”

      “This is different. You’re almost hostile.”

      Of course, Wes read her. It was what he did. Michelle needed to work on her poker face.

      “Maybe I’m just projecting. You know none of this comes easy for me, Wes. The other night, what we did, I’ve never done anything that before. I’m not a cheater. I’m not that kind of girl, at least, I wasn’t.”

      He caught up with her, took her hand, made her face him. She could get lost in those rich brown eyes and forget all about the treachery lurking behind them. It was easy to see what she wanted to see when she looked into those eyes.

      “I know that, babe. And I appreciate it. I don’t take it for granted. I don’t take you for granted Michelle.”

      “But I’m not naïve, Wes. Give me some credit.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “It’s just that, I’m not fooling myself. I know I’m not the first married woman you’ve slept with, and I won’t be the last.”

      “What are you saying?” A hint of worry seeped through his façade.

      “I’m just saying I’m not naïve, Wes. The way you came onto me when we first met, the cool way you’ve flirted with me from the beginning, kissed me in your apartment. I don’t know if it’s a regular thing, screwing married women, but a wedding ring isn’t something that slows you down.”

      “Did I do something wrong here? I feel like your anger is misplaced. We’re both adults, and we did something we both wanted, right? I didn’t force you…”

      “No.”

      “And it seemed like you had a good time.”

      “I did.” Michelle couldn’t stop her smile. “I did. I’m just all mixed up. Like I said it’s new for me.”

      “I think you’re mad at yourself. You’re mad because you think you did something wrong. You think you’re weak. But I think you’re strong, Michelle. You took a leap and took what you wanted.” It was a nice deflection.

      “I am angry with myself. And you’re probably right. I probably am projecting. Don’t take this wrong, Wes, I wanted to do it, but I know I was acting out because of what Clay is doing.”

      “Clay?”

      “I think my husband is cheating on me. He’s got some little slut up at camp with him. He denies it, but I don’t believe him.”

      Wes had to pause to figure out how to play that, and she was proud she’d stumped him, if only for a second. Lying was easier than she thought it would be. “You wouldn’t be the first woman who went out for a revenge fuck.”

      “No, but I don’t want to be that person. I don’t want to just react and fuck guys because I’m angry. Sorry, I shouldn’t be dumping all this on you.”

      “I don’t mind, Michelle. I get it. If Clay cheated, he’s an asshole. So, don’t make this about him. Make it about what you want.”

      “I wish it were that easy.”

      “It is if you let it be.”

      Wes kissed her. He held her face and his tongue snaked past her lips, and she inhaled him. Her heart pounded so hard that she felt dizzy, and it was easier to kiss him than play games. Wes was right about one thing. Kissing was easy, and when she kissed Wes everything else just melted away. She clung to his strong body and tangled her fingers into the little twists of his hair and drew him into her. It was hot out there in the sun, but that wasn’t why she was overheating. Her body began betraying her, pulling her away from rational thought and Michelle fought through and peeled her lips back from his.

      “Wes, I should tell you something if we’re going to…”

      “What, babe? You don’t owe me anything.”

      “About the other women, if we’re intimate…”

      “Do you really want to talk about other women right now? If you want a condom, I have one.”

      “I…shit…” Michelle felt unexpected emotion. Confessing to Wes was harder than she’d expected. He was a bastard, but what he thought still mattered to her, and she didn’t want him to think she was a shameless slut—even if that was the plan. “I slept with someone else, Wes.”

      “You’re married, I get it, Michelle. I don’t care.”

      “No, not Clay. Someone else.”

      That slowed him down, and Michelle couldn’t help but be pleased by his confused face. She felt something for him—more than she should—but she was a woman scorned and her hurt demanded satisfaction. She was coming to accept that she could want Wes and despise him at the same time.

      “What do you mean?”

      “It happened last weekend, the day after we were together. I went to see Clay. I had to see him and confess…”

      “Did you? Confess, I mean.”

      You know damn well I did, she thought. “I had to. I’m not someone who can just cheat on my husband and pretend it never happened. I went up there to tell him and fix things. We had sex. I don’t know why I thought that would fix things. It was weird. It just wasn’t right. We talked. I told him what happened with us. I thought he would confess too, but it didn’t happen.”

      “Not a lot of guys are just gonna admit that.”

      “I know, but I was hoping when I told him what we did it would shock him into telling the truth.”

      “And it didn’t?”

      “No. He still insists he hasn’t screwed her.

      “He’s a maniac if he cheated on you, baby.”

      “It happens. You’re a man, you must get it.”

      “Hey, that’s unfair.”

      “Sorry, but it’s true. Guys cheat. We’ve been married fifteen years, together almost twenty. I guess he got bored.”

      “Impossible, baby.” Wes hugged her. It bothered Michelle that it felt so genuine.

      “Anyway, that’s part of why I’m seeing you again, to be honest. I feel entitled.”

      “Understandable.”

      “I should have told you all of this before. I hope you’re not angry.”

      “None of my business, Michelle. You don’t owe me anything. This is fun and sexy. It’s not supposed to be heavy.

      “Anyway, I think Clay’s cheating, but he won’t admit it. It was the perfect chance for him, but he didn’t. The bastard’s sticking to his guns.”

      “Where does this other man come in?”

      “I told Clay to leave. I’d had enough. I was angry. I wanted to get back at him.”

      “I’m here for that, baby.”

      “But you were all the way down here and I was up in the Poconos. I didn’t want to be alone. There was something else, too. Being with Clay, after that night with you, it just, I don’t know, it just wasn’t like it was before. When I was with you, I felt things, babe. Things I didn’t feel that day with my husband.”

      Michelle ran her hands over his chest and just feeling his strength gave her the chills. She was laying it on thick, but the underlying truth was real. Wes blew her mind that night. It was why she couldn’t just flush him out of her system, no matter what he’d done to get her into his bed. He smiled, clearly thrilled with her implication: You fucked me so much better than my husband. She thought, You’d better report that back to Clay.

      “I felt empty after being with Clay. I needed something, something different, something new.”

      “You should have come home, baby. I’m here to take care of you.” Wes’s brilliant smile went wider. His hands, resting at her waist slid to her butt. She loved his hands and let him grope her.

      “You were so far away, so I…found another solution.”

      Wes cocked his head like a confused dog. His words came slowly, like they didn’t make sense to him. “You…”

      “I was all torn up and went out for a drink. I met this guy, he was a cop—a state trooper.”

      “You…”

      “I fucked him, Wes. I don’t know. I had a few drinks, I didn’t want to be alone. You’re not mad are you, Wes?”

      Wes looked…jealous. Michelle’s heart soared. The plan was to play Clay through Wes. It never occurred to her that Wes would care that she’d slept with someone else. He was a professional stud. Why would he care? But Wes did not look pleased. Not at all. She saw him doing the math. She’d fucked three different men in less than twenty-four hours. It shocked him as much as it had her. Good, she thought. You don’t know me as well as you thought you did. I’m not your fucking toy. It took Wes a full three seconds to bring himself back under control and pull his expression back to neutral. When he did, his smile didn’t reach his eyes.

      “Of course not, baby. You’re free to do what you want. No strings here, right? You’re married, you’re not mine.”

      “What if I want to be yours, Wes?” She asked, looking up at him over her sunglasses and batting her eyes. She hoped it was sexy.

      “Do you, baby?”

      “Sean was fun, but he wasn’t you. I need you, babe. Do you think I’m a slut? I have a condom, if you want…”

      His answer was to drag her to the ground in the tall grass, and she willingly went. Michelle was glad he didn’t call her on the condom because it was an improvised bluff. She didn’t have a condom and was a bit ashamed she hadn’t even thought of using one with either Wes or Shawn, but it had been over a decade since she’d used one with her husband, and it just wasn’t in her head. And now that she’d had Wes inside her bareback, she didn’t want to feel latex between them. She wanted skin on skin.

      Wes yanked off her baseball cap, and she shook her head to free it from her hair. Her sunglasses also went tumbling into the grass. The loose locks went everywhere, catching in the grass, but Michelle didn’t care if she looked a mess. Their kiss, and his hands on her body, were all she cared about. He pulled her tank top up and touched her through the flimsy, lacy, mint-green bralette beneath it. Her nipples sang with pleasure when his fingers plucked them. The racerback bralette lacked a clasp, so he just dragged it up over her breasts like he had her tank top. Her petite breasts popped free, and he caught a nipple between his warm, full lips.

      “Ahh, babe,” she moaned, arching her back from the ground to push herself at him.

      Her fingers tightened in his twists so hard it had to hurt, but Wes didn’t complain. He grunted and sucked her nipple harder, while torturing the other between his fingers. His thigh was pinned between hers, pressing, and Michelle rubbed against him. He had to feel her damp heat, even through their clothes. Her mind emptied of all the objections to even being near Wes after what he’d done. She just wanted him. Michelle fumbled to unbutton his jeans.

      Their coupling this time was so different than what they’d done together before. Wes didn’t seduce or tease her. Once his thick root was in her hands, he hauled her shorts and panties down over her narrow hips, and she kicked them off one leg. The garments clung to her other ankle. He urged forward, blunt tip nudging her folds open when she fit him against her. Wes felt her wetness and pressed in, driving his cock all the way into her. Michelle’s urgent cry rang out in the open, empty field. She was soaked, ready for him, but his girth spreading her open still stole her breath. Michelle would never take that feeling for granted. Wes filled her so completely, like they had merged into one. He held himself over her and she saw her startled reflection in his sunglasses. Her mouth hung open and she was pleading for more.

      “Ahh, baby,” she moaned.

      Wes drew back and drove it into her again with an animal grunt. She pressed her shoulders into the ground and lifted her hips at him.

      “That what you need, babe?” he grunted.

      “Yes,” she hissed.

      Wes spiked her again. Then again. It felt incredible, but it wasn’t what she truly needed. Michelle needed to be fucked, not taunted with his huge cock. He knew it. He was making her pay for being with another man. His possessiveness thrilled her. That dark part of her wanted to be possessed by Wes. It welcomed his control.

      “Ahh…please…fuck me, Wes. Fuck me,” she begged, stuttering the last words.

      Michelle hooked a leg over his waist, urging him to take her. He seemed satisfied by her pleas and stopped messing around. He took her hard, pounding his powerful tool into her grasping pussy. She contracted around him but couldn’t control his insistent cock. Her tailbone pounded into the hard ground and the dry grass scratched at her soft butt, but those sensations were secondary to the big cock turning her inside out. She held onto his shoulders, and he violently churned his hips, pummeling his cock in and out of her. Michelle didn’t worry that someone could come along and catch them in the field, but cried out loudly, her entreaties growing more urgent as Wes pushed her closer to climax.

      “Ahh…god…Wes…”

      “That’s what you need, babe. It’s what you want. That pussy is mine!” he growled.

      “Yes! Mmm…yes!”

      “Say it! Say it, Michelle!”

      “It’s yours…my…my pussy…my pussy it’s yours! Oh god…Wes!”

      The filthy words inflamed her. His power owned her in that moment. She bucked up at him. The sun beat down on them and his sweat dripped down onto her. His sunglasses slipped off, revealing his rich, dark eyes. They were intensely focused on her. Michelle loved that.

      “I’m yours! I’m yours!” she cried.

      “Not your husbands?”

      “No! I’m yours! He…he…”

      Michelle barely caught herself, almost announcing, He gave me to you! He gave me up!

      “Not that pencil dick who fucked you?”

      “No! Baby, I’m yours! I’m yours!

      “Fuck, Michelle! Fuck!”

      “Ahh…god…Baby!”

      The orgasm struck her like a thunderbolt. Being taken so harshly made it sizzle through her, devouring her. Michelle cried his name and went limp under him. Wes pounded for another minute, but the passion got him too, and he ground his cock down into her pussy, balls nuzzled into her as they drew tight, and he spewed his thick seed into her pussy. Feeling his explosion, Michelle shook as an orgasmic aftershock roared through her.

      “Oh god,” she gasped, closing her eyes against the bright sun hanging above them.

      Wes stayed inside her until her spasming pussy had milked every drop from him. Their fit was so tight he had to slowly pull out of her. His limp, shiny tool still looked huge dangling between his thighs when he sat back on his heels. Michelle stared at it and still craved it. It was easier to focus on that than the complexity of what he’d done to her with her husband.

      “Fuck, I needed that, babe. Fuck,” he sighed, caressing her bare leg. She was still on her back in the grass, her legs splayed on either side of him.

      “God, so did I, baby,” she agreed, panting. It was the truth, no matter how she felt about him otherwise. Michelle knew she must be a flushed, sweaty mess. Her hair clung to her forehead.

      Michelle brushed off the grass that stuck to her sweaty body and fixed her clothes while looking around to be sure they were alone. The fear of discovery was lost while they were doing it, but now that she’d come down from that sexual high, logic kicked back in. She looked at Wes as he tucked his dick back in and all she saw was smugness. He’d expected her to come back for more, and he’d known she would screw him out here in the park. It bothered her that he was right. Michelle wanted him, game or not. The way her body reacted to him wasn’t healthy and it would be best to stay away from him, but he was a necessary evil for now. She would use him and enjoy it while she had to, but then she would kick him to the curb. But in the meantime, she would keep twisting the knife in him too, now that she knew he had a jealous streak.

      The walk back to the parking lot was awkward. Wes tried to make small talk, but she was too distracted to play along. Deviousness didn’t come naturally to her, and she had to concentrate to plot her next move. Wes wanted to see her again, and Michelle smiled and agreed. They made it back to her minivan and she kept on the far side of it, where they would be shielded from view.

      “So, when do you want to get together again, babe? Wanna come down to my place?” he asked.

      “Soon, I promise. I just have a lot to figure out with my marriage right now, you know?”

      “You’re not thinking of leaving, are you?” Wes sounded concerned.

      Michelle smiled and squeezed his firm arm. “Don’t worry. I’m not leaving my husband for you. But things are so screwed up right now. I mean, I’m having an affair. What does that say about me?”

      “It says you’re taking care of your needs, babe.”

      “And it’s fun. I think I like it. But I need to figure out how that fits into my life. How Clay still fits into my life. I’ve got the kids to think about.”

      “I wouldn’t go throwing your marriage away yet. Everyone has bumps in the road. Maybe you’ve got Clay all wrong. Maybe he won’t admit he cheated because he didn’t.”

      Wes advocating for Clay was so strange. Michelle bit back a bitter laugh. “I guess that’s true. But if it is, that means I’m screwing around and he’s not.” Her brow furrowed. She wanted to look confused.

      “It sounds like maybe he doesn’t hate that. He didn’t kick you out when you confessed, did he?”

      “What kind of husband is okay with that? What kind of man is okay with another guy screwing his wife?”

      Wes smiled broadly. She sensed he wanted to explain it all to her. In his confidence, he thought he could make it all okay. But Wes was a cool customer. He wasn’t going to blow his cover. “If I had a wife like you, no man could get near you because I’d be all over you. But some guys are different, and that’s okay. Different strokes, right?”

      “I guess. And if that’s the case, I should enjoy myself, right?”

      “Exactly.”

      Michelle smiled now, but it was forced. Wes may have been incredible in bed—or a field—but damn was he a cocky bastard. He thought he had her twisted around his little finger.

      “Okay. Just let me do some thinking. But I promise, I’ll see you soon.”

      She pulled him down into a hot, deep kiss. Michelle did it to sell him, but that didn’t stop her from feeling it all the way down to her toes. Her heart was hammering when she let him go.

      “I’ll see you soon, baby.”
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        Messenger App 8/17 8:17 pm

        [Wes] kept the date with Michelle this afternoon

        [Clay] hate when you call it that

        [Wes] lighten up bro. I fucked ur wife in the park today. Like that better?

        [Clay] seriously? She did that?

        [Wes] haha. U need to accept this is happening bro. Michelle loves the dick. I’m gonna keep tearing up that ass until u change ur mind

        [Clay] did you get video?

        [Wes] sorry bro. we were outside in a field. No way to sneak that. said she wanted to talk, but I knew she wanted to fuck. Thought she’d take me home tho. Didn’t see doing it out in the field

        [Clay] yeah. Doesn’t seem like her

        [Wes] this is the NEW Michelle. Get used to it. U want details right?

        [Clay] yeah

        [Wes] same old song and dance. This isn’t her. We can’t keep doing it. Blah blah blah. She told me she confessed to u and it thought it might be over. But she wanted it. I could see it in her eyes. Then she dropped the bombshell. She fucked someone else bro

        [Clay] yeah. That’s the point

        [Wes] not me bro. when she came up to see u. u left and she went out and fucked some rando

        [Clay] don’t fuck with me Wes. I know you unleashed this thing in her, but that’s not my Michelle

        [Wes] it’s mine. MY Michelle loves to fuck and needs dick. She was all upset after she saw u, didn’t want to be alone. Said she went to a bar, met some cop or something. Don’t worry tho. It was a 1 night stand

        [Clay] don’t worry! My wife is fucking random guys now!

        [Wes] u wanted a hotwife. U wanted her to be into it. Don’t be a dick and complain she’s too into it. U need to accept the new her or shut it down. Do u want to shut it down?

        [Clay] I know I should. This is out of hand. I feel like I’m going to throw up

        [Wes] but ur not going to do it. U like it too much. U probably watched those vids 1000 times. U would have wanted a video of this 1 too.

        [Clay] what did she do?

        [Wes] it was just a straight up hard fuck bro. she wanted it, made sure she took me to a secluded part of the park. After she told me about this rando I just laid it on her bro. put her on her back and her legs spread. Michelle begged for it while I pounded her. Had to reclaim her from this jerk and I did. Told me her pussy is mine

        [Clay] shit. She’s gotten so wild. I wish I saw it

        [Wes] yeah, you’d love that shit. Don’t worry, I put that dude out of her mind

        [Clay] but she’s mine, remember that. you’re having fun, but she comes home to me

        [Wes] I get it bro. that’s why I’m a good bull. I know the score. I was reclaiming Michelle for US not me. I’ll keep her focused so she doesn’t go all dick crazed

        [Clay] funny. Should I be thanking you?

        [Wes] would be nice

        [Clay] think I have to worry about this guy?

        [Wes] I wouldn’t. this is still under control. Trust me bro
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      “In a field? I’m impressed. I didn’t think you had it in you, hon,” Violet said.

      “I don’t know why you think I’m so uptight. Is it because I hesitated to cheat on my husband? I’ll have you know I was plenty fun back in my single days,” Michelle protested.

      “Just didn’t figure you for the public sex type.”

      Michelle grinned. “I had a college boyfriend who loved to find spots around campus. I was down with it, as long as it wasn’t too risky. I know it’s a cliché, but there were a ton of quiet nooks in the library, as long as I could be quiet enough.”

      “Was that a struggle?”

      “Sometimes.”

      They were seated on the outdoor deck at a local Irish pub called O’Shaughnessy’s. Michelle sipped a fruity Hefeweizen. Violet was drinking off a long day at work with a dirty martini. She was in a snug pencil skirt with heels and sleeveless shell. Her long, crossed legs drew the attention of several guys in the afterwork happy hour crowd, but no one had approached them yet. Michelle wore a cute maxi dress with a plunging neckline, and without the customary tank top underneath. She was becoming more comfortable with showing more skin as she found she craved the attention that came with it more and more.

      “How was it with Wes?”

      “Depends on what you mean. The sex was incredible. How could it not be? Especially going at it outdoors like that. He really just pulled me to the ground and took me. We were like animals rutting in a field. But seeing him was really weird now that I know everything. One minute I wanted to punch him, the next I wanted to claw his clothes off. I don’t know how to handle that kind of emotional whiplash.”

      “I can’t even imagine. I think I would have fucked him first and then punched him, though.”

      Michelle laughed. “You’re always so practical.”

      “And the plan?”

      “I told him about Shawn. I played up the whole, I just needed it angle.” She said the last part breathlessly, like a young starlet. “Wes definitely bought it, although he looked utterly confused that I would want anyone but him. I can’t lie, the jealousy felt good. And he definitely screwed me like he had something to prove.”

      “Mmm, sounds delicious. I might need a spin with that stud when you’re done with him.”

      “He is good for that,” Michelle agreed. “Wes would be perfect if it wasn’t for the other bullshit.”

      “You should consider keeping him around as a fuck buddy, if you end up tossing Clay out on his ass.”

      “I know I should, but I can’t get over him being a creep. And I have no idea what I’m doing with Clay yet. We have a life together. If I can find a way to keep from blowing it all up, I have to try. Maybe we can move past this after I teach him a lesson. Maybe.”

      “You’re a better woman than I am, hon. I’d kick him to the curb the second I had my payback.”

      “Lucky for Clay I’m not the bitch you are.”

      Both women laughed.

      “What’s next?” Violet asked.

      “I can’t keep Clay on ice forever. I need to start talking to him. I keep putting it off because I don’t know that I’ll be able to keep my temper in check. I might blow it all up. Playing Wes is one thing, and I can handle that. Don’t get me wrong, I’m pissed, but I understand he’s just a horny guy who’s got a thing for married women. He’s a scumbag liar and a cheat, but in the end, he didn’t owe me anything but common decency, which I guess he lacks.

      “But the betrayal from Clay just cuts so deep. I can’t even think about him without seeing red. I think about all the underhanded shit he pulled. He’d been up to it for months. You saw the stuff he posted to that message board, the details he spilled about our sex life—my sex life. The pictures he posted without my consent.”

      “I still think it’s a compliment, but yeah, it’s creepy. Let me ask you something, and answer honestly. On some level, you were into that stuff. It got you off, hon. If Clay had the balls to come forward and just propose this all to you—sleeping with other men—would you have given it a chance? You see the upsides now.”

      Michelle allowed a smile. “I guess I do, but I would have been too scandalized then. I don’t see how I ever would have agreed to sleep with other men. But who knows, right? I guess I am crazier than I ever thought.”

      “Think of what you would have missed out on!”

      “The sex is amazing, but it’s not worth it if it destroys everything else. And Clay wasn’t honest. He didn’t have the balls. I don’t remember, did I show you the part about his Valentine’s Day scheme?”

      “I don’t think so.”

      “His buddies on the message board suggested he set me up to be alone at a bar and hang back and watch men hit on me.”

      “And I’m sure they did. And I bet you loved it.”

      “Attention is always nice, but I was annoyed he was late for our dinner.”

      “See, that might have been a fun game for you to play together, if he’d been honest. You would have at least done that that, ‘Chelle.”

      “I wouldn’t have gone home with anyone, but yeah, I think I would have done that if he wanted me too. It could be a fun game. But not on Valentine’s Day.”

      “I don’t know, ‘Chelle. I like the Valentine’s Day angle. Makes it kinkier. What exactly happened?”
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        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Husband seeking advice

        Fri, 1/27, 12:34 pm

        <JamesO wrote> Meet up with her at a bar, but text her when you're supposed to meet and tell her that you're running behind. Then get there early and see what happens, and how she handles the attention. No matter what, it'll be a nice ego boost for her, and thrilling to watch for you.

      

        

      
        I like that idea. Kind of tricky since we work at the same place, but maybe I can see if it'll work. Valentine’s Day is coming up, and we usually do something around then, just the two of us. I'll keep you posted.

      

        

      
        Fri, 2/17, 6:45 pm

        Plan is all set up now. We are supposed to meet for drinks, then dinner, at 7:30 today, but I also volunteered to help with a friend’s move. I just called her to tell her that we were running late and to wait for me at the bar. She didn't sound too thrilled, but she bought it.

      

        

      
        I’m about to head there now. Going to try and sneak in and watch a bit. See if anyone’s there chatting her up. I'm trying not to get my hopes up. More later.

      

        

      
        Sat, 2/18, 10:56 pm

        Oh. My. God. That was hot last night. So fucking hot.

      

        

      
        Okay, first of all, M went all out last night. She does this for V-Day, but it seemed particularly good this year. Her black dress was new: short, tight, strapless yet elegant. She'd had her hair done, trimmed and styled. She wore more makeup than usual (M doesn't wear much normally, but when she does, she really knows how to put it on). Little kitten heeled boots, and stockings. Stay-ups. Thigh-highs? Whatever they're called, they were sexy as hell.

      

        

      
        Anyway, I got there at around 7:45, 15 minutes after we were supposed to meet. I'd texted her to tell her that I was still running behind but would be there soon. All I got back was an “Okay.” Spelled out. With a period. Not great.

      

        

      
        When I did get there, she was at the bar, and at first I thought she was alone. But then a guy joined her, indicating her fresh glass of white wine, and I saw her mouth a “thank you.” He was about my age, graying at the temples, but trim and fit. In much better shape than me and carried himself like he knew it.

      

        

      
        Watching him flirt with my wife was electrifying. I should have felt jealousy, I'm sure, and while that was there, it was totally consumed by my arousal. I felt like I'd stepped into an inferno. I barely heard the host ask me if I had reservations. I just waved her away and floated into the bar, making sure that M’s back was to me, and plopped into the first stool that I came to.

      

        

      
        The man was definitely flirting with her, making her laugh, and while she seemed shy about it, she also liked the attention. I watched her touch her neck, nodding at whatever interesting tidbit he was sharing with her. Her eyes went wide, impressed with whatever he'd just said, and together they bent over his phone as he showed her something. When they did, I drank in her dress, and I swear I almost passed out when he placed his hand on the small of her back.

      

        

      
        “Would you like something?” a male server asked me, startling me out of my voyeurism. He followed my eyes and smiled knowingly.

      

        

      
        “Um, no, I'm good. Just waiting for someone.”

      

        

      
        He wandered off, unconvinced. It was enough to pour cold water on me. I used the moment of sanity to cross the bar to M and her guy. She saw me when I was halfway to her, but didn't look at all embarrassed. “You finally made it,” she said, still sounding a little pissed.

      

        

      
        “Sorry again.” I looked at the guy flirting with her. She introduced him as ‘Eric, who was just showing me photos from his humanitarian trip to Antigua.’ The guy, clearly realizing we were together, made some excuse about needing to meet a friend and quickly left.

      

        

      
        “You realize that guy was just trying to get into your panties, right?”

      

        

      
        “Was he now?” M asked, raising an eyebrow. Clearly, she knew, but was still pissed off enough that she was fine with it getting to me. Little did she know.

      

        

      
        I apologized again, and eventually we made up and had a great dinner. But I couldn't stop thinking about that guy, Eric. When we got home and fell into bed, I was so amped up. I don't think I've made love to her that vigorously since she got back from her trip earlier in January. And back then, she'd said something about how she needed to take more trips.

      

        

      
        Last night was even hotter. I didn't even bother taking her dress off. I just pushed it up over her hips—this is where I discovered that she had on stockings—pushed her thong to the side and went down on her. She also must have gotten a Brazilian bikini wax earlier in the week, because she was completely bare and so smooth—a look she used to have all the time and still does on special occasions because she knows how much I like the look. That only spurred me on, thinking about Eric discovering her naughty surprise, instead of me, and reading into it the kind of woman she could be. I pretended I was Eric, eating her to a screaming orgasm before sliding up her body, ready to take her.

      

        

      
        She surprised me, by turning me onto my back and pulling my pants down. After lifting her dress and over her head and off, she went down on me. This isn't something she does all that often, and only when she's really horny. Something got her worked up, and I put the odds of it being Eric pretty high. I didn't last long—especially when the sight I had was M’s head bobbing in my lap, her thong-clad ass raised up, and her thigh-high encased legs splayed and kneeling. When she took her hand off my cock to play with herself, I knew she was thinking about more than just me and our dinner date. And I came hard, and she dutifully swallowed all of it.

      

        

      
        “That was intense,” I said as she crawled up beside me. Evidently, she'd come too.

      

        

      
        At first, I swear that she didn't meet my eyes. Like she was embarrassed. “You practically attacked me!” she finally said with a laugh.

      

        

      
        “Can't help it. And besides, you know how I get when I go out with a hot model.” It’s our inside joke, what I call her when she puts on nice dresses and acts like the girl I imagined she was when she modeled.

      

        

      
        “Don’t you like this?” she asked. She was rubbing her pussy. “We mostly just shaved it all back when I was modelling. Bikini waxes required you to grow something out first, and sometimes that just wasn't possible. If you like it, maybe I’ll keep it like this from now on.”

      

        

      
        She was avoiding something, and I know that I should have asked her about Eric, but I chickened out at the last minute. Instead, I said something about needing to show her more gratitude, and ended up going down on her again, this time after we’d both stripped naked. Truth was, I was hard enough to fuck her again, but didn't want to explain to her what got me so aroused.

      

        

      
        When I did finally enter her, though, she said something about how hard I felt. And when I fucked her, I was once again Eric, enjoying my wife for the first, illicit time.

      

        

      
        Anyway, that's about it. It was awesome. So, thank you, JamesO, for the great suggestion. Keep them coming!
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      “At least a guy hit on you. Imagine how embarrassing it would have been if Clay dangled you out there like bait and you didn’t get any nibbles? Was this other guy cute?” Violet said.

      “He was the handsome, distinguished type. Not like Wes at all. It’s funny. That was such an intense moment for Clay, but it was barely a blip for me. I mostly remember being annoyed at him for being late. And I guess the sex was particularly good that night. Clay went down on me twice.”

      “That goes in the column for keeping him.”

      “You get my point, right? It’s like we’ve been living these parallel lives. For me, it’s just this one night where I’m angry he’s late, and for him it’s this wild night burned into his memory. You should see the way he told his online friends about it. He went into some serious detail.”

      “About everything?”

      “Everything. How would you feel if your husband was sharing every detail about your sex life with strangers?”

      “We’re different, ‘Chelle. It might turn me on if he was complimentary.”

      “Oh, he was,” Michelle said, barely suppressing a smile.

      “Try focusing on that if you really want to keep your marriage,” Violet suggested.

      The conflicting feelings were almost the worst part of her ordeal. Calling it emotional whiplash was an understatement. Michelle was angry and hurt and felt betrayed, but Violet was right about the other side of it. It did feel good that Wes wanted her. It felt good that night back in February when a handsome stranger tried to pick her up at the bar as she waited for Clay. She really had gone all out that night to impress Clay. It was her favorite part of Valentine’s Day—knocking his socks off, and it was nice to have an outside opinion that she’d done well, and she was still hot. Even learning that Clay thought she was such a sex goddess after fifteen years of marriage felt good—though she hated the way she found out.

      Michelle had to wonder if Violet was right. How much of Clay’s kink would she have indulged if he’d just been honest with her? She doubted she’d have slept with another man, but flirting was fun. She may have done that for Clay if he’d asked. She’d bought into his fantasies in bed. All this trouble could have been avoided if Clay had just been honest with her.

      “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      “It could make it easier to talk to Clay. Do you still want to bring Declan in on this?”

      “I think so. I think that will be the kick in the gut Clay deserves. But I don’t think I can tell him about all of this. I might just tell him I think Clay is cheating and I want to make him think I am too, to get back at Clay.”

      “Or you could go for total realism…”

      “Stop trying to make me a slut like you!”

      “Come to the dark side, hon. You’ll like it. Here’s a chance to find out.”
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      Michelle followed Violet’s gaze to find a couple fit, handsome men approaching. They couldn’t have been older than twenty-five, which made her think they were bold for approaching two women old enough to be their—uhm—older sisters, or very young aunts. The one with the sandy hair and scruffy beard was lanky and a couple inches taller than Michelle. The other was short and stocky, with a muscular chest that stretched out the moving company logo on his t-shirt. He was olive-complected, with black hair buzzed down to a shadow on his scalp. The boys stopped beside their table. Michelle felt the shorter one subtly trying to look down her dress. Her first thought was how much Clay would love it if he were there.

      “You ladies look like you could use fresh drinks,” the taller one said.

      “Do we now? Are you offering them?” Violet asked.

      “It would be our honor, ladies. I’m Connor. This here is my friend Abel.”

      “Hi boys. You may buy us drinks, but only if you stop calling us ladies. It’s only marginally better than calling us ma’am.”

      “Just trying to be respectful,” Connor said. He was high energy, trying very hard to be impishly charming.

      “A lady doesn’t always want to be respected, Connor,” Violet said, grinning wolfishly. Michelle swallowed her shock. “I’m Violet. This is my friend Michelle.”

      “Great to meet you, Michelle,” Abel said, taking her hand.

      He managed to lift his eyes from her V-neck when he smiled. It was a warm, genuine smile, but after Wes she didn’t trust any man. She knew it was all a game to get her in bed. She returned the smile and looked Abel over just as nakedly as he’d appraised her. Her confidence in playing the game was growing. Abel had the rough-hewn, muscular body of a man who did physical labor for a living rather than get it from going to the gym.

      “We’ll get your drinks and be right back,” Connor said. He practically had to pull away Abel, who couldn’t take his eyes off Michelle, away from the table.

      Michelle leaned closer to Violet and said, “What are you doing? We don’t need guys buying us drinks.”

      “Why not? They seem like nice young men.”

      “Young being the operative word. I’m not here for that.”

      “I’m always here for that, hon. Besides, doesn’t this fit with the new Michelle?”

      “I told you, I’m not looking to go out and screw a bunch of guys. I’m not a one-night stand kind of girl.”

      “Except for that one night. Listen, Clay created this situation. It’s okay to take advantage of it.”

      “What if I don’t want that?”

      “Abel definitely wants that. Did you catch the way he was looking at you?”

      “Of course. I’m not dead.” Michelle couldn’t hide her smile. She liked the attention. She just didn’t think it should go anywhere.

      “So, have some fun. No one says you have to fuck anyone. Did you think I fuck every guy who buys me a drink?”

      Michelle just stared at her, and Violet said, “That’s just hurtful, ‘Chelle.”

      The boys returned with their fresh drinks and slid into the two open seats. The table was small, requiring them all to bunch together. It seemed the guys had decided who they were going to go after while they were away. Abel clearly had dibs on Michelle, but Connor was happy to get closer to Violet. Abel casually rested his arm over the back of Michelle’s chair, and she leaned forward to keep from brushing against him. She was all too aware of his proximity.

      “Are you guys just off from work?” Violet asked.

      “Yeah, we were working on a house close to here, decided to stop in for a drink afterward,” Connor answered.

      Violet gave him a once-over. “You don’t look like you’ve been sweating all day.”

      “Working inside. Thank god for air conditioning, right? What do you do?”

      “I work in a medical practice.”

      “Ooo, a nurse?” Connor perked up.

      Violet chuckled. “Looks like you have a thing for nurses, huh? Sorry to disappoint you, but I do the billing.”

      “I doubt you could disappoint me, Violet.”

      “You’re too cute. Michelle here is a high school English teacher.”

      Connor looked at Michelle with renewed interest. “Really? I don’t remember having teachers like you in my school. My tenth grade English teacher was a battleax.”

      “I’m sure Michelle hears that line all the time,” Violet said.

      “It’s not the first time,” Michelle agreed, although it didn’t come up as often as her friend implied. She imagined it would if she put herself out there more, like she was at that moment.

      “I think I would have studied harder if my teacher was like you,” Abel added.

      “Studying hard is its own reward,” she told him.

      “I get that, but never underestimate the draw of wanting to impress a pretty woman,” Abel said.

      “And you didn’t have any teachers pretty enough to make you work hard?” she asked.

      “No one like you. Hell, I would have happily taken detention to spend more time in your class.”

      “Bad boys don’t impress me.” Michelle wondered if that was true. Wes was a very bad boy, and she still wanted him.

      “How about private tutoring?” Connor asked.

      “I’m also the girls’ varsity volleyball coach. I don’t have the time.”

      Connor gave her an appreciative nod. “That makes sense.”

      “Yeah?” Michelle challenged.

      “Yeah. I’m just saying, you’re like a sexy Gabby Reece type.”

      “She was a role model when I was in high school. I’m surprised you know her. She was a bit before your time.”

      “Sexy women are timeless.”

      “I feel like you boys are trying to make me blush.”

      “Is it working?” Abel asked.

      “Take it easy on her, boys. Michele doesn’t get out much.”

      “That’s a shame,” Abel said.

      “How about you?” Connor asked.

      “Oh, I’m single and ready to mingle,” Violet said.

      “That’s what I’m talking about,” Connor said, scooting closer to her.

      “And you’re not?” Abel asked. He glanced down and it seemed he noticed Michelle’s wedding band for the first time.

      “She’s not single, but…” Violet answered for her.

      Michelle glowered at her friend and considered how to explain her situation—not that she owed anyone an explanation. She could have just said she was married and left it at that, but she was enjoying Abel’s attention more than she should, and didn’t she have the green light from Clay? This was exactly what he wanted to see when he set her up for that Valentine’s dinner—Michelle picked up by some guy. The difference this time was that Clay wasn’t there to step in if he felt it was going too far. Michelle was free to do as she pleased now.

      “My situation is… complicated,” she finally answered.

      “I don’t mind complicated,” Abel said, perking up.

      “Aren’t we all a little complicated?” Violet said.

      “I don’t know. I think I’m a simple guy,” Connor said.

      Violet regarded him with narrow eyes, studying him closely. “Everyone has their quirks. I’m sure you have yours too, hon.”

      “Maybe, but I like to think they’re fun ones.”

      “Oh? Do tell.”

      “Have we had enough drinks to start discussing that?” Connor asked.

      “That depends on how brave you are.”

      “Don’t worry about me, Violet.”

      Abel touched Michelle’s shoulder and she started. It distracted her from the banter across the table, and she turned to him, trying to screen out the others. Violet was demanding Connor confess one his quirks, and he was being coy, suddenly caught out on his bravado.

      “What exactly does complicated mean, Michelle?” Abel asked. He had kind eyes, light brown with a halo of green, and she liked them. They weren’t challenging like Wes’s, or overly cocky, like Shawn’s. Abel projected that he was just a decent guy, and she wanted to believe it.

      “It means… complicated. I don’t know that I want to go more into it than that.”

      “But you’re wearing a ring,” he replied, nodding to her wedding band.

      “That doesn’t have to be a problem.”

      Michelle was shocked by her own brazenness and immediately picked up her fresh beer. It was her third of the night, not enough to get her drunk, but enough to make her the smiley, flirty girl she’d been back in college when she was out drinking and meeting boys. This felt like that, and she realized she missed it. She also realized all of the Clay stuff was swimming around in her head, pushing her buttons and making her decisions. Michelle was trying on being the wife Clay fantasized about, but she wasn’t doing it for him. She did it for herself, because after Wes and Trooper Spencer, she decided she liked the way it felt—even if it scared her. But it did not mean she was going to do anything more than flirt with Abel.

      “It’s not a problem for me, if it isn’t a problem for you,” Abel agreed.

      “A handsome young guy like you isn’t taken?”

      “I was, not anymore. We tried to make a go of it for our daughter, but that’s not a reason to stay together if you don’t make each other happy. We were like oil and water.”

      Michelle didn’t think of her and Clay like oil and water, but she’d never felt more out of sync from him. She still didn’t know what she wanted to happen when all this was over but staying with him to keep their family intact was a big motivation to stay with Clay. But if Abel was right, maybe that wasn’t the right move. If their trust was irrevocably shattered, how could they have a life together?

      “Did I hit a nerve?” Abel asked, reading her face.

      “What? No, just got me thinking a little. That’s a good realization for such a young man.”

      He laughed. It was nice. Sweet. “Age is just a number, Michelle. I’ve felt like an old soul all my life.”

      “I didn’t know picking up women at happy hour was an old soul thing.”

      “Ouch,” he replied, keeping his smile.

      “Okay, that was unfair. I admit it.”

      “Maybe I’m not as young as you think.”

      Michelle studied him and aimed high. “Hmm, I’m gonna go with twenty-eight.”

      He rubbed the scruff on his cheeks. Abel’s inability to grown in a beard only made him younger, and she felt generous with her guess. “Maybe I am as young as you think.”

      “Do I want to know?” Michelle made a face.

      “How much does it matter to you, Michelle?”

      “Well, since we’re only having a drink, I suppose it doesn’t. But you really should shave this.”

      She reached out and rubbed his scruffy cheeks. It was a forward gesture, but it felt good to stay on the offensive after having been so thoroughly played by the men in her life.

      “Is that advice from a mature woman?”

      “Hey, buddy! You’d better watch yourself.” She tapped his cheek in a playful smack. Abel caught her hand and kept it.

      “Told you, it doesn’t matter to me. But it seems to matter to you.”

      “You seem like you’re hardly older than some of my students.”

      “I’m not a high school kid. I’ll prove it if you give me the chance.”

      “Just drinks, remember?”

      “Right,” he knowingly replied.

      Michelle glanced back across the table to find Violet’s head very close to Connor’s, and them speaking in hushed tones. “What’s going on over there?”

      “Oh, nothing. I’m just learning all about Connor’s quirks,” Violet shared.

      “And?”

      “Connor is a very dirty boy.”

      “You asked,” he defensively replied.

      “I didn’t say I minded, did I?”

      “Are you going to share?” Michelle asked. She kept her attention on the other couple to distract her from how nice Abel’s caressing hand felt on her shoulder. The heat of his touch was vivid through the thin fabric of her light maxi dress.

      “Let’s just say that Connor does have a thing for nurses, and he doesn’t care if they’re married.”

      “Only if their husband isn’t going to come after me.”

      “You’d better be very careful then, my friend,” Abel advised.

      “Connor says some husbands don’t mind. Can you believe that?” Violet relayed, eyes wide with mock shock.

      “Really? I find that hard to believe,” Michelle added, hoping she looked as shocked as her friend.

      “What? Guys who want to dump their old ladies?” Abel asked. Clearly, this was news to him.

      “I don’t know how much this happens in real life, but I knew this couple, and the guy was into sharing his wife. Kind of like swingers, but just with guys,” Connor said.

      “He—the husband—did it too?” Michelle asked, an ice spike stabbing her stomach.

      “Oh, no. He wasn’t like that. It’s just, she was the only one who played—like lopsided swingers. Weird, right? But I gotta admit, it was hot. I didn’t even care if he was in the room. I liked making her scream in front of him.”

      “Bullshit, man. No dude, no real man, is going for that,” Abel protested.

      Michelle kept her lips buttoned. She was not going to out Clay to these strangers. Connor could be a useful resource, but she couldn’t think of a subtle way to pump him for information. She was afraid to let too much slip if they started talking about it.

      “This guy did. Not a wuss, either. Not the kind of guy you’d expect. Nothing outwardly weird about these two, except he liked to see guys rail her, and she was totally into it, too.”

      “I wonder how common that is. Can you imagine, Michelle?” Violet said.

      “No, I can’t. That sounds crazy. And she was into it, you say?” Michelle replied.

      Connor couldn’t keep the pride off his face. “She was more than into it. Once she got started, nothing was off the table. I know it sounds like bullshit, but this one was down for it. I think she was more into it than he was.”

      “I bet it would make a lot of marriages last longer. Keep the spice going,” Violet said.

      “If the wife was into it. If she was a real partner in it, maybe,” Michelle said.

      “I’m tell you, Car—uhm, she was into it. She was calling the shots,” Connor insisted.

      “You’ve been watching too much porn, man. I’m not buying it,” Abel said.

      Rather than risk speaking, Michelle drained her beer, and said, “Looks like I need another one.”

      “I’ll grab it,” Abel said.

      Michelle rose before him and placed a hand on his shoulder, saying, “I need to visit the ladies’ room anyway. I’ll be right back.”

      “Yes, boys. We’ll get the next round,” Violet agreed, getting up to join Michelle.

      “Just don’t ghost us,” Connor said.

      “We’ll be back, scouts honor,” Violet said, making the hand sign.

      Michelle felt like bolting when they hit the ladies’ room. After using the toilet, she washed her hands and splashed water on her freckled cheeks. They had that flush that always came when she was drinking. It was a sign she should stop. The smart move would be to say goodnight to Violet there and head to the minivan without seeing Abel again. Violet could go back on her own. She could have both guys if she wanted. Michelle flashed on Clay’s obsession with her college threesome. Clay would lose his mind if Michelle took Violet’s place and went home with the guys. She had no doubt Connor would be up for it. Michelle laughed off the idea as quickly as it came. Violet caught up with her at the mirror and began working on her makeup.

      “Seems like a sign to me,” Violet insisted in the bathroom. They stood at the mirror. Michelle pulled a tube of soft pink lipstick from her purse and touched up her lips. It was the only makeup she wore, besides some kohl around her eyes. She wasn’t dolled up for a night out to meet guys.

      “A sign of what, that Clay isn’t the only freak out there? How common do you think it is?”

      “No idea. It is crazy though, right? Think we should switch guys? Connor’s into your thing, and I think Abel’s cute.”

      “It’s not my thing. It’s Clay’s thing, remember? All I’m thinking is that Wes is in a bar somewhere bragging about the freaky wife he screwed in a field.”

      “Sort of like how you were bragging about fucking him in the field?” Violet’s brow arched.

      “I wasn’t bragging.”

      “You were pretty pleased with yourself, hon. You don’t have to deny it with me. It’s okay to admit you like it, ‘Chelle. I’m not going to judge you.”

      “But it’s not my thing, Vi.”

      “Okay.”

      “And Connor is so not my type.”

      “Abel is?”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      “You do whatever you feel is right, hon.”

      “That would be going home right now. I mean, this is fun and all, but it’s not what I should be doing—no matter what Clay wants. I need to get my house in order, not complicate things.”

      “I’m not trying to convince you, ‘Chelle. It sounds to me like you’re trying to convince yourself.”

      Michelle smacked her lips, and satisfied, returned the lipstick to her small purse. Another woman squeezed into the sinks to wash up, and Michelle stayed silent until they were alone again. She took a deep breath, exhaled, and made a decision.

      “One more drink, some water, and I am out of here,” Michelle announced.

      “Okay, sounds like a plan.”

      “Are you going to take Connor home?”

      Violet smiled. “We’ll see. He sounds like fun.”
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      Michelle did not finish her beer and split. She had every intention of being a good girl, nursing that last beer, and getting out of there, but she enjoyed the company too much. Violet and Connor kept the conversation lively, and Abel was flirty without pressuring her. The more time she spent around the young man, the more she warmed to him. His arm was around her by the end of the evening and Michelle was leaning into him, placing her hand on his chest when she laughed. Michelle hadn’t been on a double date in well over twenty years, but this felt like one. She enjoyed the levity after all the angst in her recent days.

      Violet engineered a Facebook moment, and Michelle knew exactly who the intended audience was. First, Michelle snapped a photo of Violet and Connor together on the other side of the table, but then Violet sent Connor over to the other side, to get in a shoot with Michelle and Abel. Abel squeezed in on one side, his arm around Michelle, and Connor pressed close on the other. He also held Michelle, and it looked like she was out with both guys. Violet even had Michelle into the camera as the impromptu threesome squeezed together, making Michelle’s deep V-necked maxi dress hang open, promising forbidden delights in the shadows.  Michelle would never have posted a photo like that to social media, but Violet got it right up there, tagging Michelle in her photo. Clay would be sure to see it and seeing her with the two hearty young men would blow his mind.

      “I’m going to turn into a pumpkin if I don’t get out of here. I have work in the morning,” Violet announced, making a show of checking the time on her phone.

      Michelle consulted her Fitbit to see it was pushing nine o’clock. The happy hour crowd had thinned without her noticing. They had their corner of the patio to themselves.

      “Yeah, I need to get going too. It’s about that time,” Connor agreed. “Let me walk you out.”

      “That would be great,” Violet agreed.

      “Are you sure? I can walk out with you. I’m about ready to go too,” Michelle said.

      “No, you stay and finish that water. I’ll be fine, hon. Call you later.”

      “See you in the am, bro,” Connor told Abel. The men bumped fists.

      Michelle watched Violet and Connor leave together, sure they were not parting in the parking lot. Jealousy bloomed inside her. Her situation would be so much easier if he had her friend’s casual approach to sex. She could go back to Abel’s place, enjoy him, and go home without a second thought. But that wasn’t who she was—despite what she’d done with Trooper Spencer. That one-night stand had sent her into a days-long shame spiral.

      “I really should get going too. It’s late.”

      “Not that late, Michelle. It’s not even nine.”

      “I should get home.”

      “Didn’t you say everyone’s away?”

      “Yeah, but I’m a boring old lady now. My days of late nights are behind me.”

      “I don’t believe that. I bet you’re plenty of fun.”

      “Do you now? You’re a sweet guy, Abel. I really like you, but this isn’t going to happen tonight.” She squeezed his arm.

      “Doesn’t just have to be about tonight.”

      “Ha. You are determined. I’ll give you that. This doesn’t bother you at all?” She held up her wedding band.

      “You said it’s complicated. I’ll take you at your word.”

      “And if I told you I’m in one of those couples Connor was talking about? That my husband is good with me being here? Being with you?”

      Abel laughed. “I’d say bullshit. I barely believe him. I don’t think there’s two guys like that around. You don’t have to tell me stories, Michelle. I’m good with whatever.”

      Michelle caressed his cheek. The desire to kiss the handsome young man was overwhelming. It didn’t matter that he barely looked older than her students. He was so handsome, and forthright. He wanted her, and he wasn’t afraid to show it. Abel was the polar opposite of her husband. Abel just said what he wanted, unlike Clay. Michelle sighed.

      “You have no idea how much I want to stay, but I really have to go, babe.”

      “Okay then.”

      Abel insisted on walking her to her car. She caught his smirk when he saw her stereotypical mom-mobile, but she let it pass. Michelle clicked the fob to unlock the driver’s side door and placed her purse on the seat. Abel was dangerously close when she turned to say goodnight.

      “I really am going,” she said, a tremble in her voice. The urge to kiss him went to overwhelming to screaming.

      “Okay.”

      “And you can’t come with me.”

      “If you’re sure. Can I see your phone for a sec?”

      Michelle turned to retrieve it, and when she bent forward to snag the phone from her purse, Abel planted his hand on her lower back. The caress was divine, and she closed her eyes, pausing for a second just to enjoy it. The urge to kiss him became a throbbing through her entire body, centered between her thighs. Her seduction at the hands of Wes had changed her. She couldn’t deny it now. Michelle never had these feelings around other men before. Maybe she did years ago, when she was an eager young woman looking for fun, but she’d buried those feelings so long ago she’d forgotten she’d ever had them. She was happy with Clay and did need to long for anything else. But he’d blown the cover off that. But blaming Clay didn’t change anything. Michelle couldn’t walk around being a slave to her urges. She was a fortysomething woman. She had self-control. Still…

      The hand remained on her when she turned, sliding to her hip, fingers tracing little circles. She missed it when Abel took her phone but was relieved it was gone. He entered his number into her contacts and handed the phone back. Michelle clutched it nervously in both hands.

      “In case you change your mind,” he said. His confident smile said he knew she would.

      Michelle crumbled and kissed him. He was only an inch or so taller, making it easy to crash her lips to his while clutching her phone. His arms went around her, lacing in her hair and cradling her butt. He squeezed. She kissed him hungrier. Michelle fumbled to toss the phone onto the seat behind her and grabbed fistfuls of his shirt, pulling him into her. His fingers tightened, gripping her butt. Other fingers teased the back of her neck, giving her chills. Michelle’s heart pounded. Her pussy tightened, soaking. She rubbed her body against Abel without realizing it. Her need for him was a deep ache. All she wanted was to pull him into her mom-mobile and ride him in the back of the minivan.

      A deep breath and she pushed him away. Michelle pushed her words out between pants. “I really have to go now.”

      “Sure?”

      “No, but I’m going. Goodnight, Abel.”
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        From: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: M Update

        Wed, 5/10, 09:01 pm

        Okay, so I normally post updates or check these boards Wednesday evenings (for those who aren’t keeping tabs) because that’s usually the night of volleyball meets here. Sometimes it’s a mixed format meet, boys and girls. Particularly if it’s not here in our town. Which means that D goes with her. Which means that they spend time together, away from the eyes of most of the staff.

        I know absolutely nothing happens, nor will it happen, but that doesn’t stop me from dreaming. From fantasizing. They drive the teams’ vans, dropping all the kids off at the school. Sometimes, they get back LATE. Like tonight, I don’t expect her home until after 11 because of the distance. I imagine D and M, in the parking lot, shutting the vans up for the night. D comes over, catches the door to M’s before she can swing it shut, and looks into the dark interior suggestively. She doesn’t even say anything, just smiles. Maybe blushes a little. Then climbs in. She was wearing these tight black leggings and a loose top. I imagine D slaps her ass before she turns around and they start making out.

        “I’ve wanted you all night,” he says as he tugs her top off. “Once a week is just not enough.”

        “We have to be careful. No one can know,” she replies as she helps him out of his shirt, then runs her hands over his muscled chest. “But I’ve so missed this, too.”

        He strips her out of her leggings, but leaves her thong on just so he can admire her in her bra and panties. But when he strips, he takes it all off, freeing his large cock to my wife’s hungry eyes. She dips down, unable to resist it, unable to stop herself from wrapping her mouth around it and sucking.

        “Oh, that feels so fucking good.” The van fills with the sounds of her blowjob, wet and squishy. So wrong. “Take it deep, baby. Take it deep like you always do.”

        And she does, swallowing him until her lips touch the base of his cock and her eyes begin to water. But she doesn’t give up. She doesn’t stop. She attacks him with the same determination that she’s always had, bobbing on him until he begs off. Until he pulls back and then pulls him up to her.

        M pouts. “But you were so close,” she teases.

        “Too close,” D agrees as he strips her out of her thong. “Now get that pussy on my dick.”

        She giggles at his crude language as she straddles his lap and sinks down onto his pole. They make out as they fuck—and this is the part of the fantasy that always hits me hardest, yet is one of my favorite parts. It’s that intimacy, despite how wrong it is. The more intimate, the better. I imagine her fingers slipping through his thick hair, pulling him close as they devour one another. I imagine her throwing her head back as she comes, as he attacks her neck and nibbles along her most erogenous zones. Like he knows where those are. I imagine him coming deep inside her as she comes, their moans and cries filling the humid confines of the van.

        So that’s where my head’s at tonight. And every Wednesday, for that matter. It’s all a fantasy, but it’s one I just can’t escape.

      

        

      
        Wed, 5/10, 9:38 pm

        <BrownEyedGirl wrote> “It’s interesting that you not only imagine her cheating like this behind your back, but are drawn to their intimacy. Interesting, but not unusual. My husband is much the same way, and early on, particularly before we actually crossed any lines, I'd tease him and get into his head like that. But a word of caution here. When I did finally sleep with the first guy, I did it without talking to him first, and as hot as it was for all parties, it almost destroyed us. I undermined his trust, and it was a long road back to where we are now. Be careful.”

        As always, thanks for your concerns, BrownEyedGirl. I take your words to heart, and been thinking about this point for months. I don't want to be shut out of her adventures, that would completely defeat the purpose of the fantasy. But on the other hand, it's so hot to think about Michelle just getting caught up in someone and going for it. Without my permission. So it's a paradox. Wish I could somehow have it both ways.

      

        

      
        Sat, 6/17 01:27 am

        School ended last week, and we were cleaning out our classrooms the other day. As I was coming out of mine, M was already waiting at the car with none other than D. And I swear they were flirting. Like, moreso than ever. Maybe it was that school was out, or that they were alone, but there they were, just sitting in the back of our car. Flirting.

        Even more telling, later that night, when the kids were asleep, she initiated the sex. This isn’t that unusual, but since my mind was on her and D all afternoon, I immediately went there. And because it was there, the toys came out. Since her birthday, I’ve gotten pretty good at using them together. Only this time, maybe because I was so worked up, I actually found the nerve to talk dirty, like you guys suggested. I actually started calling the bigger dildo a “him” or her “big black cock.” I told her to fuck it. And I swear, she was into it!

        After, though, things got weird. I kind of beat around the bush but asked her if she’d ever want a hall pass. Like in the context of a celebrity or someone. She refused to say that she’d want one, and I think a part of her thought that I was asking for one myself.

        Here’s where I wish I could make her understand that I don’t. Not at all. Other women have nothing to do with my fantasy—unless it’s M and the other woman, heh. This is about her and other people, about her getting naughty, about her playing and being unfaithful and illicit and then letting me in on the action. How do I convince her of that?

        I wonder why that is, though. Like, why is the idea of a man taking my wife so much more powerful than some pretty young blonde seducing me? All I can say is that I love my wife, and I really don’t need someone else. She does it for me. Applying some empathy to her situation, maybe that’s where she’s at, too.

        This one, fellows, will probably only ever remain a fantasy.
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      Michelle sat on the bleachers and watched Declan lead a ninja class. It was a group of preteens and he had them working on a sequence where they jumped and pulled themselves up a six-foot tall wooded box, only to balance across a narrow beam to a second platform, then swing across a rope and land on a thick blue crash pad. Declan was great with the kids, showing there was a warm heart under the carefree playboy façade. Clay’s obsessive fantasy of her having an affair with Declan looped through her mind as she watched her fit, handsome friend.

      The ninja gym was a furnace and Michelle was damp with sweat, despite being in a tank top and pale lavender, tie-dyed leggings. Her long, thick hair was pulled up into a high ponytail to keep it off her neck, but it hardly helped. The gym was in a converted industrial space, a huge open cavern with handmade obstacles scattered about. The massive cargo bay doors were open on both sides and industrial fans at the ceiling loudly stirred the hot air, turning the space into a convection oven rather than cooling it. Michelle thought she’d be crispy by the time she left.

      It had been an interesting revelation that seeing her with Declan that last day of school was the thing that pushed Clay to finally do what he really wanted with their sex toys and advance his fantasy of Michelle being with another man. Declan was the catalyst that night, but he wasn’t the focus. That was odd. He didn’t bring Declan up in his bedroom fantasies at all. Perhaps that hit too close to home. An anonymous stud, a well hung, black mystery man may have felt safer. Neither of them was racist, but the suggestion of some huge, black cock taking her still felt taboo. Her brain knew that was wrong, but it somehow touched some primal part of her. Of course, that faceless black stud took a form in their lives—Wes. Wes was the stud lover of her husband’s dreams made flesh.

      But before Wes there was Declan. Sweet, cocky surfer boy Declan. Clay most definitely wanted her to screw Declan. Michelle couldn’t believe she never saw the edge behind Clay teasing her about her fellow coach. She watched Declan demonstrate the obstacle sequence for the kids and tried to see him through her husband’s eyes.

      Declan was graceful. Every motion on the obstacles was fluid and precise. He moved through the sequence like it was no effort at all, like he was a cat hopping up onto a high dresser. She imagined him fluidly sweeping her into the team van, like in Clay’s fantasy. Declan could probably have her in that van and half-naked in a heartbeat. Sex with the athletic coach had to be fantastic. Michelle thought it would be fun and light, high-energy, different than the taboo, intense, dominating sex she had with Wes, and even Spencer. Michelle began to see the appeal of having many different lovers and enjoying the differences they brought to the bedroom. Michelle imagined straddling Declan in the back of the team van—as Clay had—and it was strange and exciting.

      Michelle knew Declan was hot—of course she did. She was only in her forties, not dead. And flirting with him was a ton of fun, but she never really thought of him in a sexual way. She never took the flirting seriously. Looking at Declan now, though, through her husband’s eyes, she understood it. She got the appeal. Declan had something of a reputation at the school for dating—seducing—the cute, younger teachers, and Michelle decided they were lucky girls. A romp with Declan would be fun—if he wasn’t her coworker, and she wasn’t married, of course.

      Declan caught her eye just then and flashed her his goofy, thousand-watt smile just before doing a backflip off a high obstacle—his floppy, sandy hair flying in his face. Michelle turned deep crimson as her brain was filled with thoughts of screwing him in that van. The crash pad would be fun too, she thought.

      The class wrapped, and after taking a few minutes to speak with parents of his students, Declan made his way over to Michelle on the bleachers. He stood down below, looking up at her. Clay was in her head. The gym teacher looked delectable, even with his sweat-soaked hair hanging limply. A loose shirt, with the sides cut out, showed off his pumped muscles and his shorts featured his toned legs. Michelle pushed all her erotic thoughts away and put on what she hoped was an innocent smile.

      “Glad you finally came by to see what I’ve got going here. Thinking of sighing up the boys when they come back?”

      “Maybe. I try to not be overly protective, but it just feels so dangerous.”

      “It’s really not, if you know what you’re doing. You can trust me with them. Come down, let me show you.”

      Michelle hopped down the bleachers, Declan gallantly taking her hand as she took the last leap to the floor. He guided her to two rows of inverted Vs. The objects were spaced about five feet apart in sequence, with a three-foot distance between the two rows. She recognized them as a variation on an obstacle from the TV show.

      “Jump across like this,” he said, easily tackling the obstacle with the grace of a deer scampering through the woods.

      “I don’t think I can do it like that, not like you did anyway. You make it look effortless.”

      “That’s only because I’ve done it a million times. It’s muscle memory. Take it at your own pace. I know you can do it, Winthrop. Don’t be a wuss. You’ve got the long legs for it. Aim for the middle of the steps when you place your feet.”

      Michelle stood at the starting line—a yellow taped line on the floor. The steps looked much farther apart from that perspective. It looked so easy on television, she thought. Seasoned competitors never fell on the first obstacle the set up replicated. Declan stood at the far side encouraging her. She counted to three in her head and sprinted toward the obstacles. The moment she planted her first foot on the first obstacle she pushed off and leapt for the next. Her foot slipped on the fourth step, but she had enough momentum to reach the next one and corrected. Michelle pumped hard and was flying when she came off the last step. She planted her sneakers on the concrete floor of the gym, but her momentum kept her upper body going and she stumbled toward the floor, until Declan snaked an arm out and caught her around the waist. They both spun, Michelle’s long ponytail whipping him in the face, until both her arms were wrapped around her and he wrestled their bodies to a stop. His strength and control were impressive.

      “Whoa there, tiger. Slow down!” he roared, laughing.

      Michelle laughed too, clinging to Declan without realizing it. They were both sweaty, but she didn’t mind. Completing the obstacle was a rush. She peeled away from him and caught her breath. “Sorry, I guess I don’t know my own strength.”

      “You’re a natural.”

      “I don’t know about that, Dec. It was beginner’s luck,” she insisted.

      “I don’t think so. You’re in incredible shape, Winthrop. You could compete if you trained.”

      “Now I know you’re full of it.”

      “Okay, let’s try this one.”

      The obstacles were a good distraction as they meant she didn’t have to discuss the real reason she’d come by the gym—the special favor she needed to ask Declan. She’d discussed it with Violet and come up with a plan, but that was the easy part. Now she had to execute it. She and Declan were cool, but this was not an easy favor to request. It wasn’t like she wanted to borrow five dollars.

      A series of rings dangled from chains, spaced about a yard apart, suspended over a row of gym mats. A mini trampoline was at the start of the sequence, as the rings were about eight feet above the floor. They were in the back corner of the gym, away from the teenager at the front desk. Michelle eyed the rings skeptically, with her fists on her narrow hips.

      “I don’t think this one is for me. I’m a runner and I do some yoga, but upper body strength isn’t my thing,” she said.

      “It’s just like the monkey bars on the playground. You can do it.” Declan’s enthusiasm almost convinced her she could do it.

      “The playground was a thousand years ago, and the monkey bars didn’t move. They weren’t so high, either.”

      “Look at these guns, Winthrop. You’ve got this.”

      Declan lifted her arm and bent it into an L. She feigned making a muscle, and he gave it a squeeze. It did not build her confidence, although she did like the way his hands felt on her flesh. His fingers were calloused from his workouts, but his touch was gentle.

      “See, you’re powerful,” he insisted.

      “These guns are not the same as those guns,” she replied, turning and grabbing his arm.

      Declan didn’t have big, showy muscles like Wes, but he was rock solid. His was more of a sinewy strength. Michelle squeezed hard, but that arm had no give. He flexed it, and the muscle jumped in her grip. Michelle was impressed.

      “Very nice, Dec. I bet that trick impresses the girls.”

      “I don’t know. Did it impress you?”

      “I can appreciate a nice, firm, arm as much as the next girl.” She put on a breathless, coquettish voice, adding, “You must work out all the time. Can you show me the ropes, Dec.”

      That goofy grin flashed again and when it warmed her in places it never had before, she blamed Clay. Her husband had put ideas in her head, and she wanted them out. She didn’t want to wreck her friendship with Declan. Declan looked like he had a quip ready, but he thought better of it.

      “Quit stalling, Winthrop. Give it a try. Don’t worry. I’ll be right here to help.”

      “You’re my hero.”

      Michelle stopped play-flirting and got down to business. The competitor in her did want to try the obstacle. She wasn’t scared of falling, just looking like a fool—even if Declan wasn’t the kind of guy who’d taunt her for it. She walked back to get a running start at the mini trampoline. Declan stood ahead of it, beside the first big, dangling ring. Michelle dropped into a runner’s starting stance and took off. The mini trampoline was tougher to hit than she thought, and Michelle caught the side, getting no bounce from it. She landed on the gym mats with a couple hops with a frustrated grunt.

      “You can do this, Winthrop. You need the hit the mini tramp dead center. It might take a few tries to get the feel for it.”

      The stifling gym overheated her, and she could have passed on trying the obstacle, but her competitive nature wouldn’t let her. Michelle would take another shot at it before surrendering. She dropped into her starting stance again but took off with less speed. Control was the key to hitting the mini tramp, as Declan said. Michelle pulled up just before the little dark blue rectangle and jumped onto it. She still had enough momentum and got a good bounce, springing into the air. Her long arms stretched, allowing her just enough reach to close her fingers around the first dangling ring. Michelle held on for dear life while swinging and spinning at the end of the chain.

      “I’ve got you. I’ve got you,” Declan repeated, stepping forward and grabbing for her twirling body.

      Hands gripped Michelle at the waist, first steadying her and then controlling her spin. She stopped kicking her legs to avoid clipping Declan. He held onto to her, one hand on her stomach, the other on the small of her back, until she hung still on the ring. Her arms were already starting to burn, but she held on.

      “Okay, now you need to work up momentum by swinging your body, so you can make the jump to the next ring,” he said.

      “Are you crazy?”

      “Don’t be a wuss, Winthrop. I have ten-year-olds who can do this. Here, I’ll help you get started.” He started her in a swinging motion, his fingers sliding on the exposed skin of her tummy and back where her tank top had ridden up.

      “Hey! That tickles!” she complained, twisting from him. The motion started a spin Declan had to correct.

      “Sorry!” he replied, not sounding sorry at all. “Kick your legs, get a good swing going.”

      Michelle held her legs together and kicked them forward and back, undulating her midsection. Her abs burned almost as much as her arms, and she realized this was a fantastic workout.

      “Damn, you’re tight, Winthrop. Wow!” Declan marveled. His hand on her tummy felt her abs working.

      Her pride bloomed at his compliment and Michelle pumped her body harder, working into a powerful swing.

      “Okay, you can’t hang too long. Go! Go!” Declan encouraged.

      Michelle took one more swing and launched at the next ring. It seemed impossibly far away, and it felt like she hung in the air forever. Her fingers closed around the next ring, but slipped the moment she made contact. She might have fallen, but Declan was there again, reaching up to support her, those strong hands on her middle. It gave her the space she needed, and Michelle was sure her grip would hold, until his fingers began tickling again. She was sure it was intentional this time, but she was helpless. Michelle giggled and thrashed. The force pried her fingers from the ring and suddenly she was falling. Declan tried to hold her, but it was awkward, and she dropped. Michelle landed on her butt on the mats with an undignified thump.

      “Hey!” she cried.

      Declan laughed, but managed to get out a half-hearted, “Sorry.” He extended a hand to pull Michelle to her feet. She took it, but instead yanked downward, bringing Declan tumbling forward. He turned it into an athletic roll, but still ended up on his back. She was right on him, long, slender fingers crabbing out and seeking his sides. Declan tried to roll away, but she had him pinned, locking her thighs around him. They both laughed uproariously as they wrestled—Declan grabbing at her wrists, and Michelle scrambling to avoid him. She squeezed her thighs tighter to keep him from bucking her off of him. Declan finally succeeded in grabbing her wrists and held her arms out in front of her.

      Between the heat, the wrestling, and the laughter, Michelle was breathless and surrendered, pausing atop him to catch her breath. Her thighs remained locked at his hips, and Declan continued to squirm under her. The motion was—strange. Michelle realized they were unintentionally dry humping each other. She hadn’t done that since high school, and the realization almost had her laughing again. But the lump in Declan’s shorts was no laughing matter. Michelle tried to think about anything else, but it was all she could think about. She stopped moving and relaxed her thighs. Thankfully, he stopped moving too, but she remained atop him. They both panted.

      “That got crazy fast,” he said.

      “It’s your fault. I know you were tickling me on purpose.”

      “I admit to nothing.”

      Michelle moved to shift off him, but he still held her wrists. He said, “You don’t have to move so soon.”

      “Oh yeah? You like me up here?” she challenged.

      “I can’t imagine a better view, unless…”

      “Do not finish that sentence!”

      Declan released her wrists to hold up his hands in surrender before moving them to rest on her hips. It felt natural and Michelle didn’t rush to jump off of him. His hard-on was nestled perfectly between her legs, but neither of them referenced it. She sat back, pushing tighter against his hard-on and swore she felt him pulse. He deserved to be teased, she thought. The problem was it teased her too.

      “You’ve been trying to get me in this position for years,” she said, smiling.

      “It’s even better than I dreamed.”

      “Are you like the dog who caught the car?”

      Fire danced in his eyes. “I know what to do, Winthrop. I’m just trying to be respectful. You are a married woman, as you always take pains to point out.”

      That’s quite a respectful hard-on I feel, she thought. Michelle chose the wise course of action and slid from his body, sitting beside Declan on the mats. It was the perfect segue into the reason she was there. Michelle swallowed hard and got to it.

      “I appreciate your respect for my marriage. That’s kind of why I’m here. I need a favor, Dec.”

      “You know I’d do anything for you, Winthrop.”

      “This is a big ask. And it’s weird. Don’t feel like you have to say yes.”

      “I don’t know if I should be worried or excited,” he said. She didn’t immediately answer, and he added, “Are you asking me to have a threesome with you guys?”

      “What? Dec!”

      “Sorry!”

      She gave him a stern look. “Would you? With Clay there?”

      “Uh, maybe. I think so, with ground rules.”

      “Really?”

      “Uh, yeah, sure. You’re hot, Winthrop. As long as you promise not to be weird afterward. And no gay stuff, of course. It’s cool for guys who are into it, but it’s not my thing.”

      Michelle could see he was serious. Declan wanted her, and he’d have a threesome with Clay to get her. Now she knew exactly how serious his flirting was. Declan was a nice guy, but he was a hound dog. She also didn’t believe he wanted a married old woman like her, not with the other options he had available. But it appeared that Clay’s fantasies weren’t too far off. If Michelle was willing, they were certainly possible. It made her feel funny about what she was about to ask, but she knew she could trust Declan not to make it weird—or too weird anyway.

      “I’m not inviting you to a threesome, Dec.”

      “Don’t crush all my hopes, Winthrop.”

      “But this is out there.”

      “Spill it.”

      “I think Clay is having an affair.”

      “What the fuck? Do you want me to kick his ass?”

      “No one’s ass is getting kicked.”

      “I would. You know he doesn’t deserve a fine woman like you.”

      “I know, but I don’t want his ass kicked. I just want to teach him a lesson.”

      Declan broke out a huge grin. “You want a revenge fuck, and you chose me. I’m honored, Winthrop. This is even better than a threesome! Yeah, let’s do it.”

      He reached for her, and she batted his hands away—reluctantly. The feel of his hard-on nestled against her sex moments ago weighed on her mind and a deep throb passed through her. She blamed Clay—and his fantasies—for infecting her mind. For years Declan was just her handsome buddy, and now she couldn’t stop thinking about sex around him.

      “No revenge sex, not really.”

      “Not really? Now you’ve got me intrigued.”

      “It’s not nearly exciting as you’re hoping, Dec. I just want Clay to think we’re doing it.”

      “Huh?”

      “I want to teach him a lesson by making him think we’re sleeping together.”

      “But we won’t actually be doing it?”

      “No. We’re not going to have sex.”

      “How do we do that?”

      “I’m going to drop some hints here and there to get him suspicious. The thing I need from you is some suggestive photographs. Maybe some stuff to go up on Facebook so he can see we’re hanging out together while he’s away. I was thinking maybe we can take some other pictures I could accidentally text to him.”

      “This is sounding fun.”

      “Don’t get too excited, Dec. We’re not going to get crazy. Nothing too racy.”

      “I’m in.”

      “You don’t want to think about it first?”

      “It sounds like fun. And if Clay’s cheating on you, he deserves it. You’re sure he’s cheating?”

      “Pretty sure,” she answered, feeling bad for lying to Declan even as she asked him for this weird favor. Lying was her primary point of contention with Clay.

      Violet encouraged her to tell Declan the truth, but Michelle just wasn’t comfortable exposing the true nature of her issues with Clay to Declan. She did retain a need to protect her husband from his own weird fetish. Telling another man what he was into felt like a serious betrayal, even if Clay deserved it. She also wasn’t over the residual shame of her own behavior. Michelle didn’t Declan to know how gullible she was in falling for Clay and Wes’s plot. Nor was she ready to confess her own slutty exploits to her friend. It would be hard to deny Declan what he wanted if he knew how freely she’d been giving her body away. She didn’t want to hurt his feelings. It felt like a weird place to draw the line—not sleeping with Declan—but it felt important to keep that line.

      “Is it anyone we know?” Declan asked.

      “Do you remember that teaching assistant he had last fall? Her name was Piper.”

      Declan’s immediate smile made her angry. Of course, he remembered the little blonde bimbo. All the men at the school probably remembered her. Piper’s inappropriate flirting probably didn’t end with Clay.

      “Yeah, I remember her. She seemed nice.”

      “Please tell me you didn’t screw her, Dec.”

      “We had drinks a few times, fooled around a little.”

      Michelle punched his arm. “Gross. She was a student teacher. That’s so inappropriate.”

      “Hey, I’m not Clay, and she’s not a kid. She’s an adult. I didn’t sleep with her, remember?”

      “Because you had a crisis of conscious?”

      He looked away—guilty. “I can’t lie to you. She put the brakes on it. I’m a little surprised she’s fucking Clay.”

      “Why? Because she didn’t sleep with you?”

      “No, just because, yeah, she’s super flirty, she was totally into getting down, but Piper seemed to have a limit. Another guy might say she’s a tease, but I’m good with whatever, y’know.”

      “You’re a real gentleman, Dec.”

      “Hey, don’t take your anger out on me, Winthrop. It’s Clay you’re pissed at.”

      Declan was right. She had no reason to be angry with him, but she was. Piper wasn’t really part of any of this, but the girl seemed to be everywhere Michelle turned. Declan’s flirting seemed less special now that she knew he’d nearly screwed Piper. Perversely, she really wanted to screw him now, more than ever. It was her unhealthy competitive streak. Declan presented the perfect opportunity to prove she was better than Piper. But she wouldn’t do that.

      “You’re right, sorry. I have no claim on you, Dec.”

      “You can have whatever you want. You know that don’t you, Winthrop?”

      “That’s sweet, Dec. Thanks for doing this for me.”

      “Okay. When do we start?”

      “How about now?”

      Michelle had an idea.
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      Michelle drove up early Saturday morning to get the boys from camp. She told Clay that she wanted to see him privately that morning to discuss where they were in their marriage. He made a lot of noises about how busy pick-up days were, but Clay got the gravity of their situation and promised to make time. It had only been a week since she’d seen him, but it felt like an eternity. Her life had completely changed in that week. Her perception of her marriage and of herself had shifted. Michelle was uneasy for the entire drive, unsure what it would be like to face Clay with her new eyes. She had to keep her poker face to make the plan work, but she wasn’t sure she was up to the challenge. Unlike the previous Saturday’s pell-mell flight to the Poconos, Michelle kept it just under the speed limit this time. The would be no encounters with sexy state troopers today, although she smiled at the thought of Spencer. She hadn’t called him, and she knew he didn’t expect her to.

      The walk from the parking lot to Clay’s cabin was torturous. It was sheer paranoia, but Michelle felt everyone who said hello knew her situation and was whispering behind her back. It felt as if she had a flashing, neon scarlet A on her chest, rather than the cute, flowy sundress she’d chosen. Violet encouraged her to torture Clay with something sexy—but respectable, of course—when Michelle just wanted to wear jeans and shorts. But Violet’s instinct was right. She had to torture Clay with what he couldn’t have—and other men were getting.

      The cabin provided for the Camp Director was a small, one-room affair, akin to a rustic efficiency apartment. A steel frame bed sat in one corner and a basic kitchenette took a wall. Clay took most of his meals in the mess hall with the campers. A table doubled as desk and eating space, and a door off the back led to a tiny bathroom. Doors were left unlocked at the camp, and Michelle let herself into the cabin, texting Clay that she’d arrived.

      Michelle inspected the cabin for signs of her husband’s deviance, but she didn’t know what she expected to find. He didn’t leave printouts of the photos from Wes lying around. His bed was neatly made. She poked around it, hoping to find a pair of Piper’s panties. She still wanted to believe Clay was having an affair. It was odd, but more understandable that what was happening. She dropped into a chair and waited for him.

      “Sorry it took so long, ‘Chelle,” he said as he came through the door. “It’s so hard to get away.”

      “Sure, I understand.”

      Clay stopped in his tracks to look at her. Michelle sat legs crossed, sandal dangling from one foot. The fuchsia sundress was printed with huge tropical flowers rode up on her long legs and was suspended from her shoulders by thin straps. She would throw a hoodie over it when she went out to get the boys but showed off in the privacy of Clay’s cabin. She didn’t wear a bra and her nipples etched points in the fabric, which would be hidden by the hoodie later. Her long chestnut hair was over one shoulder, her lips painted a subtle pink. She knew she made quite an image. Clay stared, dark hunger in his eyes. Michelle wondered if he wanted to bend her over the table himself, or if he’d rather watch Wes do it. His desire to watch her lover defile her seemed stronger than his need to have actual sex with her.

      He came toward her, but pulled up, knowing he couldn’t just rush her into his arms. That wasn’t where they were. Instead, he took the other seat at the table, turning it toward her and pulling it closer.

      “How have you been?” he asked.

      “It’s weird, with the house being so empty and quiet. I’m trying to keep busy.”

      “I hope you’re taking advantage of all your free time.”

      Michelle felt like it was a dig at her new extracurricular activities—activities he was supposedly unaware of—but she let it slide. They were pretending shed accepted he wasn’t having an affair and that he hadn’t sent a man to seduce her. Everything was supposed to be normal. “I was getting things together to take the boys to the shore this week, but I did find time to take a hike at the park the other day.”

      Clay’s eye twitched, but he kept his jaw locked. He was trying so hard to be neutral, and the effort showed. “Yeah? How was that?”

      “It was hot. I got very sweaty. It was quite the workout. I had to stop and hang out in North Field for a while.”

      “You’re in great shape, babe. You can handle it.”

      “Oh, I know. I’ve learned just how much I can handle this summer.”

      Awkward silence stretched out the moment as Clay fought to hold it together.

      “I saw on Facebook that you were at Declan’s gym the other day,” he said, forced casual.

      “He’s been after me to come over for so long. I thought I’d check it out for the boys while I had the time.”

      “And he got you on the obstacles?”

      “He did. You know how Dec can be. He just keeps going until he gets what he wants.”

      “You looked like a natural. Good form.”

      “I had a lot of help from Dec.”

      “I saw that. He’s a very hands-on coach.”

      Once Declan agreed to her scheme, they fetched the teenager working the front desk at the gym to take some photos. The kid didn’t seem to understand what was going on, but his staring told her he enjoyed watching her pose on the obstacles in her leggings and tank top. Declan’s hands were all over her as he positioned her on the obstacles. Even the teen probably thought they were screwing, she thought. It was good to know the photo shoot had its desired effect.

      “Did you have fun?” Clay asked.

      “Oh yeah. Dec’s always a good time, you know? I was sore when he was done with me, but it was worth it.”

      “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”

      “Dec’s going to be down at the shore the same time I’m there with the boys. He said he might stop over.”

      “That’s fun,” Clay replied, excitement creeping into his voice.

      “Yeah, we’ll go down to the beach. It’ll be fun.”

      “Great.”

      “You don’t mind, do you?”

      “Why would I?”

      “I don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable after, y’know, what happened. I’d understand if you were uncomfortable with me being around other men.”

      “It’s Declan. That’s not a problem. It’s not a problem anyway, Michelle. I trust you.”

      “That’s sweet,” she replied, thinking, I know it’s no problem. It’s your dream. “We do need to talk, though, Clay. We need to talk about where we are.”

      “Michelle…” he began.

      “We need to sort this out, Clay.”

      “I know. Things have gotten really weird between us. We need to fix it. I want to fix it.”

      “What you did isn’t okay. What I did isn’t okay.”

      She hung it out there and watched him freeze. Clay was so deep into this that he had to fear she’d somehow found out his dirty secret, rather than just suspecting him of having an affair. It was just a flash, and he resumed his mien of forthright contriteness.

      “I know. The thing with Piper was midlife crisis stupidity. I thought it was harmless, but I understand how it makes you feel. I know it was a betrayal. You still believe me that that’s all it was, right?”

      Michelle put his words in the context of what was really happening—not what Clay wanted her to believe was happening. It was stupid and it was a betrayal. A deep betrayal. She questioned if he could ever truly understand how setting her up to screw another man made her feel. And could she just chalk all of this up to midlife crisis stupidity? It was a huge leap. If she wanted to save their marriage, Michelle would have to find a way to accept what Clay had done—and why he’d done it—and move on, but she wasn’t there yet.

      “I believe you because I want to, and because I want to move forward,” she said. She couldn’t tell him she knew he didn’t cheat because she was reading his messages with Wes.

      “I want to move forward too! That’s exactly what I want, ‘Chelle. I promise I’ve learned my lesson.”

      “Things have to be different. We can’t have any more secrets, Clay. We’ve been married fifteen years. We should be able to be honest with each other about anything. Everything. That’s why I had to be honest with you about Wes.”

      “I know.”

      “Is there anything else I should know, Clay? Now is the time to tell me.”

      “About Piper?”

      “Anything.”

      Clay fidgeted in his seat. His poker face was weak, and his internal struggle was battling to get out. She knew from reading his messages that he was conflicted about what he’d done. Michelle knew her husband well enough to know he wanted to tell her about his plot with Wes and get it out there. She rooted for him to do the right thing. She wanted his good side to win. Michelle needed proof that the man she married was still in there.

      “You know I love you, Michelle.”

      “I do.”

      “You’re all I think about. There could never be another woman because you’re the most beautiful, sweetest, smartest woman I know. You’re the sexiest woman on earth. I’m not a perfect man. I might make some stupid choices, but never doubt my love for you, Michelle.”

      Michelle didn’t doubt that. Whatever else he’d done, his love for her came through in his messages to Wes and the posts he’d made on that board. She just didn’t know what his love meant if he was capable of the things he’d done.

      “I know you love me. Are you still okay with my indiscretion?”

      “It was tough for a husband to hear, of course. I never thought you’d tell me you cheated, but I understand the circumstances, and your state of mind.”

      “It still shocks me. I didn’t think it was something I’d ever do. I’m still ashamed of myself. You’re more generous than I am. I was furious when I thought you were screwing Piper. I don’t know how you can even sit there and look at me, Clay.”

      He reached for her hand, and she fought the urge to pull away from him. Clay was so sincere that she almost believed him, like her time with Wes had been a fever dream. He stared at her earnestly, eyes full of love. Michelle softened and reconsidered her plan of vengeance.

      “I love you. It’s that simple. People make mistakes. God knows, I’ve made doozies. You didn’t give up on me. Honestly, if it was something you needed to get out of your system, I’m glad you did it. I know that sounds crazy, but I love you that much.”

      Michelle laughed softly. “It really sounds like you don’t mind.”

      “I didn’t say that. It’s just… I don’t know. It’s hard to explain everything I feel.”

      “You need to start sharing your feelings, Clay. That’s a big part of how we got here.”

      “I know.”

      “And I need to hear you. I can’t help but think if I had been paying more attention, I wouldn’t have been caught by surprise.”

      “What do you mean?” Clay tensed.

      “I feel like you were trying to reach out to me before you left. It’s like you were trying to tell me you were going through something, but I didn’t hear it. You know, with the bedroom stuff.”

      “I, uh, told you what that was all about.”

      “I know you tried, but that doesn’t come out of nowhere. That stuff had to be coming from somewhere, not just a desire to spice things up in the bedroom.”

      “I told you, I was trying to spice us up, that’s all.”

      “Maybe because Piper represented excitement, and you wanted that excitement with me.”

      “No, ‘Chelle. It wasn’t about her at all.”

      “I get it. I really do, sweetheart.” She squeezed his hand. “And I could have been more open. Maybe I was, but I couldn’t admit it. You said maybe you put something in my head. Maybe you were right.”

      “But you said…”

      “I’ve had more time to think about it now. Remember that night when you were talking about hall passes? Maybe deep down I thought you’d be okay with it.”

      “I never said that.”

      “But the things you said in bed, Clay, the things we shared. It was so intense, wasn’t it?”

      “It was,” he replied, sounding unsure about where this was going.

      “Maybe deep down I knew you’d be okay with it,” she repeated, pressing her point.

      “Michelle, I never…”

      She slid to her knees on the floor in front of him. A ratty throw rug covered the plank floor under the table and it scratched her knees. Michelle rested her hands on his thighs and looked up at him. His eyes were filled with lust when he looked back at her, and she knew exactly what was running through his mind. Clay was picturing her with Wes. He was remembering when she was on her knees in front of her lover, grasping his huge dick. Her hands slid up to find him hard, threatening to burst through his shorts. Michelle’s pulse quickened and she wondered when it got so hot in the cabin. She didn’t expect Clay’s excitement to have this effect on her. She was still so angry with him, but his lust came off him in waves and it ignited her. A crazy thought came. If she could get Clay to admit what he’d done, she could forget about the plan, and they could begin their way back to each other.

      “I know you never told me to, but honey…”

      Michelle pulled open his shorts.

      “What are you doing?”

      “You’re hard, I can feel it.”

      “But babe…”

      “It’s okay, hon. I’ve missed you.”

      “I’ve missed you too…”

      Clay’s words devolved to a strangled moan when she pulled his cock out. He throbbed in her hand as she stroked him. She squeezed, milking a clear drop of excitement from his tip, and she used it to lubricate her hand.

      “It was what we talked about, wasn’t it?” she taunted.

      “But babe…”

      “When you said it, I never thought it was possible.”

      “You don’t have to…”

      “I want to. I have to make this up to you.”

      “You don’t.”

      “Did you like it, Clay?”

      “Like what?”

      Michelle took cruel satisfaction that he could hardly get his words out. He was losing his mind, and she was the cause. She felt power she’d never experienced before. She squeezed his shaft tighter and stroked it so slowly, making him wince.

      “You were so excited when you teased me about it…about other men…did the real thing do that?”

      “It’s different, ‘Chelle. It’s…shit…babe…”

      Her mouth closed over him. She locked onto his head and swabbed it with her tongue, mining for his salty precum. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard, sucking on his cock. Michelle didn’t want to hear him lie or evade. They both knew what he’d done—he just didn’t know that. She slipped down on him, taking him to the back of her throat. Most of his cock easily slipped past her lips, and she ruefully thought how much easier this was now that she’d had such bigger cocks in her mouth. Could Clay tell the difference? He looked down at her, but she knew what he really saw was her sobering on Wes’s huge, black dick. It made her obsess on Wes, too, and she missed his dick. She wanted to suck him as much as Clay wanted to see it. She could use Wes’s dick, even if she was furious with him, couldn’t she? It would serve Clay right if she left him high and dry right now and went to fuck Wes—to fuck a real man. Her pussy tightened when she thought about it. She was soaked. But it couldn’t happen. She was picking up the boys. Clay would have to get the job done today. She released him with a loud slurp.

      “Shit, babe, you’re so hot…”

      Michelle stood and straddled him, hiking up her skirt, pulling her thong to the side. “Do it, Clay. Put it in me,” she moaned.

      “Babe…”

      Clay held his shaft up and she sank onto it, their moans in harmony. Michelle held his shoulders as she worked her hips, stirring him inside her. He was the familiar, the lover she’d enjoyed all these years. He still felt good inside her, like he was made for her, but he didn’t stretch her, not the way Wes did. Wes’s cock possessed her in a way she didn’t know was possible, in a way Clay’s just couldn’t. Wes bragged that she would never be the same after him, and perhaps he was right.

      Wes. His presence loomed over them like he was in the room. He doesn’t satisfy you, does he? You need my big, black dick, don’t you, baby? Tell him, tell him you want a real dick! Michelle was sure if Wes were there he would pull her off of Clay and bend her over the table and possess her right in front of her husband. And she would let him. She would beg Wes for it. Clay would love every second of it. He’d sit in that chair and jerk off while he watched Wes ravage her.

      “Ahh…ahh…Clay…mmm…”

      “Fuck me, babe. Fuck me,” he grunted, gripping her butt, urging her to ride him.

      “Wes…when he…when he fucked me…it was like your fantasies…oh Clay…”

      “Babe…don’t…you don’t have to…”

      Clay thrust up off the chair at her, despite his protests. He yanked the straps from her shoulders and pulled the top of her dress down, watched her small breasts bounce as she rode him.

      “It’s okay, hon. I know…I remember how you…how it…god Clay…”

      “Fuck, babe…”

      “Fucked me so hard…so big…just like you said hon…shameless…I was shameless…”

      “Babe…Michelle…”

      The chair skidded beneath them. It creaked with the strain, and she didn’t know if it would collapse or tip over first. Michelle pounded down onto him, like if she rode him hard enough, he would fill her the way Wes did. This was so different than the last time they were together when she was filled with shame. Her shame melted under the white-heat of her need. Her eyes closed and she recalled Wes savagely taking her in that field like he owned her. She was back with her husband now, but Wes still had a piece of her. Her orgasm swelled inside her, bursting so suddenly that she gasped.

      “Oh god…ahh…yes!” she cried, just stopping herself from crying out Wes’s name.

      “Fuck…fuckfuckfuck…babe…”

      Clay came inside her, came as she jammed onto him and wrapped herself around him. He hugged her tightly and their hearts pounded against each other. It felt like they throbbed as one. She didn’t understand how she could feel so close to her husband while Wes was so in her head. Confusion reigned as the bliss of her orgasm receded. She needed Clay to confess.

      “Clay, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have teased you.”

      “No, babe, no. That was incredible. It was hot. I know you did it for me. I love you for it.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes, of course, Michelle.”

      “It didn’t disgust you, thinking of me and him?”

      “Honestly, no, not the way you just did it. It was like when we were in the bedroom.”

      “But it really happened, Clay. I really fucked Wes. How can you…”

      “It’s okay, babe. Don’t be upset. It really is okay.  I love you.”

      She pulled back and looked at him. His deflated cock was slipping from her. “It really is okay with you, isn’t it? I don’t understand.”

      “It’s crazy, I know. It’s just knowing how good it was for you, and I don’t know, I guess I’m glad you had that.”

      “But I cheated. I didn’t have a hall pass.” Michelle poured on the emotion, and it wasn’t all false. She was in turmoil.

      Clay was on the edge. She could see it. He wanted to confess, but then his expression shifted. He stroked her hair back from her face. “Whatever you want is what I want for you. I’m good with whatever makes you happy, babe.”

      “If it’s Wes? If fucking Wes on the side is what makes me happy?”

      “Whatever you need.”

      “You could have told me that before,” she sniffed, forcing a small smile.

      She saw him calculating his response before he said, “I just never thought about it like that. I mean, you said it yourself, you never thought you’d do something like that. Neither did I.”

      So you tricked me into it. You didn’t trust me enough to just ask, she thought. Her anger returned so hot her hands shook, but she kept her smile plastered on. Clay was not going to confess. He thought he had it all now. He’d gotten what he wanted—Michelle fucking someone else—and he didn’t have to stick his neck out. It was a win-win for him. Clay was not about to confess his original sin.

      “So if I want to see Wes again?”

      “Do you? Have you?”

      You know damn well. I’ve bared myself to you, and you’re still holding back, she thought.

      “I would have told you. I’d be honest with you,” she replied, hoping she hid her bitterness. She met his lies with her own. Michelle stood and fixed her panties.

      “I know. Just, whatever you want, Michelle. Just let me know.”

      “You know that’s not what I wanted. I didn’t want any of this. I just wanted our family. Our life was enough for me.”

      “It was for me too, ‘Chelle. It is. But if you’ve changed your mind, just tell me.”

      Michelle felt like he just wasn’t hearing her. “I promise, I will,” she said, turning her back on him and going to the tiny bathroom to clean up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      Michelle lounged in the sun on a low beach chair, ignoring the book that sat on her lap. She wanted to feel the heat of the sun and sat beyond of the shade of the large umbrella they’d staked in the sand, but her face was protected by a wide-brimmed hat. Her toes dug into the heated sand, and she was happy for the moment of peace. It was always hectic when they were down at her parents’ shore house. Her mother wanted to plan every second of their day, while Michelle just wanted to chill. Her father was more laid back, but he always deferred to his wife. Fortunately, her mother was lunching with friends, allowing them a relaxing beach day. Her father was in the water with the boys now, the three of them with their boogie boards. The surf was rough today, making her nervous, but she monitored the boys from afar. They hated it when she hovered. They were at the ages where an overprotective mother was the last thing they wanted around. She trusted her dad but kept flicking her eyes up every few seconds to make sure he hadn’t taken the boys out too far.

      The beach had always been her home away from home. It was the place she most felt herself. Most of her summers as a teen were spent at the shore, and that meant hours on the beach. She didn’t lay there baking herself to a golden brown—her fair complexion didn’t allow for that—but was active all day, swimming, body surfing, playing paddle ball, building sandcastles, and flirting with boys. Those summer days were idyllic. It was a blessing that her boys inherited her love for the shore. They enjoyed being at camp in the mountains with their father, too, but they were always most excited about getting down to the shore. She was disappointed she only got to spend a few days with them before she had to return home to start volleyball practices. Real life beckoned.

      Her phone vibrated in the pocket hung on the side of her chair, snapping her attention back from the hypnotic waves.

      [Declan] busy 2nite?

      [Michelle] taking the boys on the boardwalk with my parents. Are we still on for tomorrow?

      [Declan] can’t wait. How about l8r 2nite? Drinks?

      Michelle sighed. She knew she’d be exhausted after a day in the sun and a night walking the boards, but the offer was tempting. She replied, I don’t know. It would be late.

      [Declan] we’re grownups. We can stay out as late as we want

      [Michelle] we’ll see. I’ll text you later.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      It was after midnight and she was bone tired, but there she was, slipping off her sandals as she stepped down onto the sand under a huge, bright moon. The surface was cool, but if she dug her toes in, she could still feel the warmth the sun had baked in during the day. A breeze came off the water, chilling her, and Michelle pulled the hoodie tight around her slender frame.

      The beach was technically closed after dark, so she kept her phone flashlight off as she trudged toward the 2nd Street lifeguard stand. The moon hung pregnant in the sky, casting the sand and waves in enough silvery light to find her away forward without her phone’s help. The surf crashing on the beach was loud enough to drown out all other sounds by the time she reached the lifeguard stand, where she looked up to find Declan sitting in the shadow of the stand’s little roof, a six pack beside him.

      “Hey you,” he said, offering down a hand to pull her up. Michelle braced on a foot on the low crossbar and allowed Declan to haul her onto the wooden bench beside him. He took a bottle from the cardboard container, offering it to her.

      “You know this is a dry town, right?” She laughed and took the beer. The top twisted off with a satisfying hiss.

      “I was very stealthy when I smuggled these in.”

      “Goofball. What kind of example are we setting? Can you imagine two teachers getting busted for drinking on the beach after hours?”

      “Don’t worry. I’ll take all the heat.”

      “You are clearly the bad influence here,” she agreed.

      “Besides, we’re not always teachers. We’re allowed to be human beings sometimes, right?”

      “I suppose. Though that would shock the kids.”

      “Hey, I’m the cool teacher. I’m like Mr. Shoop in Summer School.”

      Michelle laughed, sipping her beer. “You’re not old enough to know that movie.”

      “There is cable, Winthrop. I’ve seen movies made before 2000.”

      “It is good to be out here, exhausted as I am,” she said, leaning back and stretching her long legs out before her.

      “The boys wore you out today?”

      “I know I was the same way when I was their age, but I don’t remember having that kind of energy, not really. I swear, they were in the water with my dad all day, except when I dragged them out for lunch, but I could barely slow them down long enough to take showers before we headed to the boardwalk. And I had to keep reminding them not to run ahead when we got there. I should be in bed right now.”

      “I’m sure you kept up fine. Stop trying to make yourself sound old.”

      “Tell me how you feel when you get to your forties, Dec. If my head touched a pillow right now, I’d be out in two seconds.”

      “Here, Winthrop, you can rest your head on my shoulder.”

      Declan wrapped his arm around Michelle and pulled her in to him. She was happy to lean against him and laid her head on his shoulder, beer held in both hands between her legs. His Baja hoodie was scratchy on her cheek. She regretted wearing shorts down to the beach and was happy for his warmth. The shore could be like that, blazing hot during the day and chilly at night. The weather really was perfect, without the oppressive humidity that could come at the end of August.

      “Better be careful. You might have to carry my sleeping butt home,” she joked.

      “I’d be happy to take you home, Winthrop.”

      “Very funny,” she replied, slapping his chest. “Do I seem like the kind of woman who’d sneak out on her sleeping kids for a late night assignation?”

      “We’re trying to convince Clay you are, aren’t we?”

      “I don’t know if this is going up on Facebook.”

      “Why not? It’ll really get him thinking. Gimme your phone.”

      Michelle dug her phone out of her pocket, unlocked it, and handed it to Declan. He pulled her in tighter and said, “Cheers!” The flash was blinding, and she blinked rapidly to recover her night vision. She drank deep of her beer and set it aside to take back her phone and examined the photo. Her smile was nice, but the flash left her looking pale and washed out, even with the color she’d gotten from a couple days on the beach.

      Posting the photo was foolish and reckless, but she’d done far more reckless things lately. She posted the photo to Facebook with the caption, Just like the old days. She could only imagine how Clay would react when he saw her drinking on the beach after midnight with Declan. Some of her friends would judge her, but they could piss off.

      “Just like the old days? Were you the kind of girl who went drinking on the beach after hours?”

      “What? Do you think I was always a boring, middle-aged mom?” She snatched up her beer and drank the remainder. She slipped the empty into the carrier and took a fresh one.

      “I don’t think you’re boring now, Winthrop. I can imagine you were a lot of fun in your younger days, drinking on the beach at night, hanging out with bad boys.”

      “There may have been some of that,” she confessed, smiling slyly.

      Declan took a fresh beer for himself. “What else did you get up to on those nights?”

      “I’m sure you’d love to know. It’s going to take more than a beer and a half to get me to spill my secrets.”

      “Even if I’m a bad boy?”

      She wrapped an arm around Declan and hugged him. “I think you want the world to think you’re a bad boy, but deep down you’re one of the good ones, Dec.”

      “Maybe. I guess a real bad boy would be ravishing you right now.”

      “And you’re too sweet for that.”

      “Not because I don’t want to do it, Winthrop.”

      The atmosphere in the tight lifeguard stand swelled, pressing in on her chest. Michelle looked up into his kind hazel eyes, veiled by his unruly sandy hair, and saw he was serious. Her tongue darted out to wet her part lips and she realized she wanted Declan to kiss her. The night wasn’t chilly any longer. Michelle felt like she was burning up, and it wasn’t the sunburn on her shoulders. She touched his cheek, prickly with stubble. One kiss wouldn’t hurt anything, she thought. Michelle got a hold of herself.

      “We’re just pretending, remember?”

      “What if I’m a method actor?” he asked, flashing a smile to drain the tension out of the moment.

      “Yeah, you’re a regular Al Pacino.” Michelle reluctantly slipped out of his embrace.

      They fell silent for a couple minutes, both sipping their beers. Michelle finished hers and took the last full bottle from the six pack. She’d quickly caught up to him.

      “Ever skinny dip during those drunk nights on the beach?” he asked.

      Michelle laughed, answering, “I knew you’d go there.”

      “Honestly, it’s the only thing I can think of, Winthrop. You splashing around naked in the moonlight. I know you did it.”

      “I admit nothing.”

      “Aren’t you the one who told me how unboring you were?”

      “You have your imagination, Dec. You don’t need confirmation from me.”

      “I wanna know if my imagination matches reality.”

      Declan drained his beer and hopped down from the lifeguard stand. He shrugged out of his Baja hoodie, dragging the shirt underneath it along. A small tattoo adorned his chest, but she couldn’t make it out in the moonlight. He dropped the garments to the sand with a challenging look.

      “No way, Dec.”

      “Come on, Winthrop. Just like the old days. Let’s go.”

      “Not going to happen. You might as well come back up here.”

      “You’re going to make me do this all by myself?”

      “Peer pressure never worked on me. Sorry.”

      “You just don’t think I’ll do it.”

      Michelle laughed. “I’m sure you’d do it. I’m just saying I won’t. Come back up here, Dec. It’s too cold anyway.”

      “I think it’ll feel great. Refreshing. Finish that beer and get down here, Winthrop.”

      “I’ll say it one more time. Not. Going. To. Happen. But have fun if you really want to do it.”

      “Okay then. You’re going to be jealous.”

      Declan dropped trough and stood there in all his glory. Michelle openly stared. Declan was a perfect specimen. Surfing and hours in the ninja gym sculped his body. He was all lean, sinewy muscle, tanned everywhere, except the stark white of his legs and pelvis, left behind by board shorts. The pale skin seemed to glow in the moonlight, pulling her eyes right to his cock. His bush was trimmed back, presenting his muscle to her. Michelle’s mouth hung open. Declan was thick and pulsing with his heartbeat—not fully hard, but not hanging flaccidly. The thick stalk was just as impressive as the rest of him. Her eyes slowly trailed back up his six pack and pecs, where she found him smiling confidently. Declan knew where she had been staring. Michelle smirked and snatched up her phone, hoping to snap a photo before he could react, but he didn’t even try to cover his body. Instead, he seemed to pose.

      “Got what you needed?” he asked, chuckling.

      “Yeah, thanks for that.”

      “I hope you plan on reciprocity.”

      “Never going to happen. You’re not getting a nude of me.”

      “That’s not fair. You can trust me.”

      “I wouldn’t trust any man with that,” she replied, thinking of the photos Clay had posted of her.

      “I’m not just any man, Winthrop. I’m your fake lover!”

      “Then you can pretend you have a naked selfie to go with our pretend affair.”

      “Stingy. Anyway, I’m going in the water. Feel free to change your mind, Winthrop.”

      Michelle watched him turn and scamper into the water, giving her the chance to admire his cute, tight butt. A huge sun tattoo spread out between his shoulders, dominating his back. It was sexy. Everything about Declan was sexy. She watched him splash into the ocean and was sorely tempted to follow him in, despite knowing it was a terrible idea. All she wanted was to play in the water with him, but Michelle didn’t relish Declan watching her naked, middle-aged body run nude those twenty yards into the water, no matter how much she ran or how much yoga she did. Wes had greatly increased her confidence, but she was still a fortysomething woman, and Declan was a perfect twentysomething. She didn’t want to ruin the image he had in his head. She doubted she could live up to it. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t tease him.

      Third beer drained, she dropped down to the sand and walked to the water’s edge, shivering when the chilly water washed over her feet. Declan saw her and beckoned her into the water, but Michelle stayed at the edge, smiling and unzipping her hoodie. She made a show of stripping it off and tossing it back at the dry sand. Beneath was a flowy, V-neck top with tiny flowers all over it. Declan watched eagerly as she grabbed the hem and slowly drew it up her flat tummy. She paused at her ribs, and he came forward out of the water, pausing a few feet away. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she pulled the top higher, exposing a lacy, maroon bralette. Michelle was proud to see Declan rising as she exposed herself. Her heart pounded, but she resisted temptation.

      “Nope,” she said, laughing wildly as she dropped her top back in place.

      Declan smiled and lunged at her. Michelle took off running, feet slapping the hard, wet sand, her hair flying out behind her. She didn’t get far. He caught her arm and pulled her into a hug from behind. Her legs windmilled in the air as Declan hoisted her high and turned back toward the ocean.

      “No! No! No!” she shrieked, forgetting they weren’t supposed to be out there and needed to be quiet.

      “Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!” he cackled.

      “No! Nonono! Dec, please! I’m sorry for teasing you!”

      Declan paused holding her over the churning water. Michelle stopped squirming, afraid he would drop her. “Take me back, please. I promise, no more teasing.”

      “I like teasing, Winthrop.”

      “Dec…”

      “Nope,” he replied, echoing her.

      Michelle screeched when she dropped into the water, flailing as it instantly soaked through her clothes and stole her breath. She rolled over and got her knees under her, pushing up. The frothy water churned at her thighs, reaching her waist when a wave came in. Declan was right beside her, steadying her on her feet. She twisted away and splashed him.

      “You dick!”

      “You deserved it, Winthrop!”

      “Did not!” she replied, splashing him.

      “Hey!”

      Declan returned fire and they ended up in a wild splash fight. Michelle knew she was winning, until he grabbed her arms. She wiggled away, but he wasn’t letting her go. His fingers went to her sides, finding those ticklish spots he discovered into the gym. Michelle shrieked again, arms flailing at him. They both laughed like maniacs as it turned into a wrestling match. The cold water didn’t seem to have an effect on Declan, as she felt his stiff cock bobbing against her. Her butt grinded into him, filling her head with dirty thoughts.

      “Mercy!” she cried, swatting at him.

      “Okay, okay! But only because you’re so cute.”

      “Flattery won’t help you now, buddy. This water is freezing!”

      “I can tell.”

      Declan stared at her chest, where her top clung to her small breasts, outline of her dark bralette visible, and her chilled nipples pressed through the wet cotton. Michelle felt like she might as well have been topless and crossed her arms over her chest.

      “I need to get out of this water,” she said.

      “Your wish is my command.”

      Declan swept Michelle off her feet and carried her out of the water. She hugged him tightly, huddling against him for warmth. Back on the beach, his shaft pressed between them when she slipped down his body and stood on the sand. She bent to retrieve her hoodie and came face to face with his cock. Declan was even more impressive up close and the urge to kiss it was overwhelming. Michelle turned away and pulled on her hoodie.

      Michelle respectfully kept her gaze averted while Declan dressed, but could resist the temptation to peek and caught his heavy cock bobbing before he pulled up his shorts and tucked it in. It tented the front of those striped shorts, still wanting to come out and play. She made every effort to stare anywhere else.

      “You’re insane, you know that?” she said, shivering as she stood hugging herself.

      “Don’t be a baby, Winthrop. It’s not like it’s cold.”

      “I’m cold.

      “Come here.”

      Declan pulled her into a hug and vigorously rubbed her back. She huddled against him before wrapping her arms around him by instinct. He was solid and warm, and that warmth spread through her body. Michelle stopped shivering and laid her head on his shoulder. Her wet clothes still clung to her body, but she stopped noticing as the warm coalesced between her thighs. She squeezed him tighter, enjoying the way his erection felt as it nestled into her tummy.

      “Feeling better?” he asked.

      “My clothes are soaked, but I’m getting there.”

      “Maybe you need to slip out of them.”

      “Right here on the beach?”

      “We could jump up into the lifeguard stand.”

      “You’re lucky you’re so charming. Otherwise, a girl might be offended by your persistence.”

      “Are you, Winthrop?”

      “I didn’t say I was.”

      Michelle looked up at him, and the moment was just right. He leaned in and her eyes fluttered closed, and they kissed. Years of flirting and sexual tension ignited their kiss. Michelle ran her fingers through his wet, shaggy hair and pulled him down to kiss him harder. His tongue flicked forward, and she opened to it, dueling it with hers and sucking on it. Their kiss was hot. It wasn’t all consuming like when she kissed Wes, but it felt right. Kissing Declan was comfortable. His hands went for her butt and kneaded her tight cheeks. She gyrated her belly against his bulge and felt it throb. Michelle barely resisted the temptation to reach between their bodies to grab it, but Declan snaked a hand between them and slid it inside her hoodie. His thumb teasing her nipple made Michelle shiver and she came to her senses. She slowly broke their kiss and smiled up at him.

      “That wasn’t part of the deal,” she said.

      Declan brushed her hair back affectionately and kissed her again, a nice, slow peck on the lips. “I’m not going to apologize,” he said.

      “I’m not asking you to, Dec. But I’m not going to sleep with you.”

      “Because you don’t want to?”

      Michelle kissed him this time but kept it short. If she let the kiss linger, she would have gone back to his place with him. “I’m not going to answer that. I’m going home.”

      “Are we still on tomorrow?”

      “If you still want to.”

      “Are you kidding, Winthrop?”

      “Then I’ll see you tomorrow morning, but not too early.”

      “Text me and let me know.”

      “Goodnight, Dec.”

      Michelle gave him one last lingering kiss and walked away while she still had the willpower to do it.
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      Michelle’s day with Declan was enough to push Clay back to his friends on the hotwife message board. It had been a surprise when he didn’t jump back on there to brag to his friends that he’d finally gotten his wife to screw another man. He’d already brought them along every other step of the way. Reading all the responses to Clay’s earlier posts there made Michelle feel the whole community was involved in their journey—especially the men who commented that she was incredibly sexy. At first, that part was creepy to her, but now that she reveled in her newfound sexuality, she secretly enjoyed these anonymous strangers lusting for her. It was a tight community, and they were swift to respond to what they found to be unacceptable behavior, which could explain why Clay had gone radio silent on his friends. If they knew he’d deceived her into being with Wes, they—most of them anyway—would have been all over Clay about his scummy behavior. When he did finally post about her time with Wes, Clay was unusually vague for a man who seemed to fixate on every little detail.

      Clay only posed to the board once since he left for camp at the beginning of the summer, on the day that he tried to screw her in his office when she dropped off the kids.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: M Update

        Sun, 7/19, 09:01 pm

        Michelle visited today. I hadn’t seen her in two weeks, and I swear she’d grown more gorgeous since then. I wanted to tear her dress off as soon as I saw her (I kind of tried before she shut me down). We only saw one another for this brief window of time, and none of it was private. But I needed her, so I dragged her into my office and tried. She almost gave in but didn’t. She told me I had to take care of things myself!

      

        

      
        And here’s the crazy part. While I knew it was totally reasonable, and that there were a dozen people just feet away, you know where my mind first went? If she can resist this, then she must be getting some from someone else. It’s insane, and I know it’s actually not what’s going on, but I nurtured that possibility.

      

        

      
        The other possibility is that she’s getting good use out of her birthday presents, which is almost as hot. Especially if she’s using them both at the same time and imagining that they aren’t toys. Or me.

      

        

      
        I mentioned Zoom again. Zoom sex. We’ll see if it goes anywhere.

      

      

      

      It was crazy to Michelle that even while he was all over her that day, Clay was imagining her with someone else. He wanted her to be using those toys he bought and pretending they were another man. Clay was more interested in Michelle getting off with someone else—or fantasizing about it—than he was in screwing her himself. She remembered that day well. He was all over her the second she got her alone in his office. His plan to get her into Wes’s bed was almost complete back then. That alone had Clay fired up, but when she mentioned one of the counselors flirting with her, he really went wild. He wanted every detail, and Michelle joked that she should have snuck off with the kid. She kicked herself now for not seeing it. Clay really had done just about everything he could without just coming right out and telling her to sleep with another man. That was also the day she ran into Piper at camp and became convinced he was having an affair. Seeing Piper was the final straw that pushed her into Wes’s bed.

      Weeks passed before Clay posted again and he did in as a reaction to seeing her posts with Declan. He finally told his friends she screwed Wes, but only in the vaguest terms.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: Touchdown!

        Thu, 8/20, 06:04 am

        Okay, big update here. I apologize for being MIA. Things have… escalated. I think I may have created a monster.

      

        

      
        I guess that I should back up. Last thing I wrote, I said that she thought I was having an affair. Well, that’s mostly smoothed over (I hope), but it kind of, sort of tipped things over the edge for her. I mentioned that photographer, right? Sorry, I’m burying the lead. It’s all a bit much. She fucked him. She was upset with me and it all kind of happened. Then, she came up and confessed it all to me and said that she felt horrible. And that made me feel horrible for pushing her there, and the whole thing just wasn’t what I expected.

      

        

      
        She said that it was a mistake, and that she’d never do it again. I swear, I almost told her that it was okay, that it was what I wanted. I should have, I know, but you weren’t there. It would only have made things worse.

      

        

      
        I’m rambling. So that was a couple weeks ago, and honestly I just wanted to bury my head in the sand and forget all about it. But then, now, I… suspect that maybe she’s not actually completely done with being a hotwife… or a cheating wife, maybe?

      

      

      

      The tone of his post was odd. It wasn’t a post bragging that he’d finally made Michelle a hotwife, which she expected, but Clay sounded almost regretful that she did it. His apparent guilt softened her heart, but not enough to let him off the hook. He wasn’t exactly chastened. The last part of that post showed he wasn’t over his obsession yet:

      

      
        
        Remember D, the gym teacher that I mentioned way back in my first post? He’s back in the picture—like literally. They’ve been spending time together since I’m away for the summer and she has so much free time. It may be nothing, but M has shared a few photos of him on Facebook, including one from last night that’s kept me up most of the night now (hence me writing at 6 in the morning!). It was a selfie of the two of them on the beach, late at night. She’s got a beer with her, and he’s got an arm around her. It’s the caption that really got to me. “Just like old times.” I.e. just like the times before me.

      

        

      
        Oh, and this comes all after a series of other photos she’s posted, also with D, all totally harmless, but also… you know where my mind goes. M and D, drunk, alone on the beach in the moonlight… Your minds would be going there too, I know it! And I’m stuck away from home while all of this happens. I feel so strange about all of this. M cheating makes me feel uneasy, but I’m so excited thinking about what might have happened.

      

        

      
        Like I said, I think that I’ve created a monster, and I don’t know if I should love it or hate it.

      

      

      

      Michelle was pleased that the photo she texted had the desired effect. She imagined Clay in his cabin at camp, dick in his hand, while he fantasized about her riding Declan in that lifeguard stand. She just had one little problem with that. The fantasy turned her on as much as it did her husband. That night when she returned from the beach, Michelle lay in the uncomfortable, small bed in her room at the beach house and touched herself. The room was on the third floor of her parents’ shore house, a converted attic, which meant the ceiling was low enough to touch where the bed was tucked in under an eave. It was hot as blazes, the day’s heat trapped due to lack of airflow, and she lay on top of the sheets as she slipped a hand into her panties and imagined straddling Declan on the hard wooden bench and slipping him inside her. She brought up the quickie nude she’d snapped of Declan on the beach and zoomed in on his cock while she touched herself. Michelle came swiftly, turning her face into the pillow to muffle her sharp cry. She fought it, but it began to dawn on her that Clay may have succeeded in turning her into the hotwife he’d always wanted.

      She was tempted to text him Declan’s nude photo, just to see his reaction, but that would have blown up everything, and she wasn’t ready for that yet. But she couldn’t just keep it to herself. She texted the photo to Violet. Her friend’s response was predictable.

      [Violet] you tramp! Please tell me you fucked him!

      [Michelle] sorry to burst your bubble. Dec wanted to skinny dip and I snapped a surprise pic

      [Violet] you were naked with that and didn’t fuck? I don’t believe you

      [Michelle] he was naked, not me. I’m a respectable teacher, remember?

      [Violet] fuck that. He’s obviously down. You need to pounce honey!

      [Michelle] this is all a con on Clay, remember? Not going there. Not with someone I work with

      [Violet] then give me his number! I’ll rock his world

      Michelle would not be doing that. She became irrationally jealous when she thought of Violet giving Declan the night of his life, which Michelle was sure she would. Declan was a free agent. Michelle had no claim over him, yet she wanted him all to herself. Her slutty friend would have to go out and find her own man. She didn’t have any trouble in the that regard. Violet had regaled her with the story of her night with Connor from the bar. That story made Michelle jealous too, jealous of Violet’s freedom. Michelle could have that freedom if she chose it, she just had to take it.

      A second post to the message board followed that night, after Michelle posted photos of the day she spent with Declan on the beach. The Facebook post had an intended audience of one, but it garnered a lot of attention. She didn’t usually make social media posts like that, certainly not posts of her parading around in a two-piece, but she overcame her shyness to torture her husband.

      The boys spent most of the day out on the boat, fishing with their grandfather. She wouldn’t have skipped the day with them to hang out with Declan if they were doing anything else, but Michelle truly hated fishing. She didn’t get the Zen peace of casting a line into the water and waiting patiently for a nibble. If she was on the boat, she wanted to water ski or swim, or do something active. The boys going with her dad for the day gave Michelle the opportunity to use Declan to advance her agenda. Good thing he was happy to be used.

      They got a later start because of their late night assignation at the lifeguard stand the evening before. Michelle was nervous about seeing Declan after their kiss. She still felt it on her lips when she thought about him, but she couldn’t go there. It was about making Clay think something was happening, not actually hooking up. She was a grown woman and more than capable of controlling herself.

      Declan didn’t make it easy. His goofy grin and charm tickled her brain and drew her to him the way they always had, but now his toned body—in its loose tank and boardshorts—drew a prurient interest they never had before when Michelle spent time with Declan. She watched him whip off that tank top and felt like a stereotypical suburban mom drooling over the hot young lifeguard in a movie. He caught her looking and she brazenly smiled rather than look away—something old Michelle never would have done. She lounged back in her beach chair and appreciatively watched him slather suntan lotion all over those lean muscles of his. He asked for help, and she was more than happy to give it, though as soon as he touched his heated skin, she knew it was a mistake. A mistake if she meant to behave herself. She took her time making sure every inch of his back was covered and hoped she wasn’t too obvious about it. Declan loved her hands on him and didn’t rush her.

      Her turn to strip down came and Michelle couldn’t keep the smile from her lips as Declan fussed over her. Michelle pulled the loose t-shirt over her head and wiggled out of her shorts to reveal the bikini beneath. She didn’t own anything truly inappropriate—she was a fortysomething mom after all—but she did select her sexiest two piece to wear for Declan. The small white triangles of the top were outlined in black and red, which continued up the straps. The bottoms were solid black and way skimpier than anything she’d worn in years. Michelle didn’t like her butt hanging out of swimsuits these days, but this suit was bought for a trip she and Clay took on their own to Jamaica without the kids—a tenth wedding anniversary present to themselves. She’d bought it after hard lobbying from Clay. It never occurred to her back then that he wanted her strutting around in the little bikini because he wanted other men to ogle her.

      Declan offered to lotion her back before the bottle was even in her hands. He watched hungrily as she slathered the lotion onto her long limbs, chest and tummy. She turned in her chair and swept her hair over her shoulder when it was time for him to help. Declan knelt behind and leisurely massaged the lotion into her back and shoulders. Michelle enjoyed his strong hands and closed her eyes to focus on his touch. A moan may have escaped her lips, but he didn’t comment on it. He flirted with the backstrap of her top and Michelle feared he might undo it as a prank, warning him, “You’d better not.” Declan just laughed.

      It was a laidback day of chatting and swimming and just being together, and if it felt a lot like a date, Michelle tried not to dwell on that. She knew she was in dangerous waters being around Declan now and was glad they were in public so her willpower wouldn’t be tested. They bribed a nearby teenager to take her phone and snap photos of them together for Facebook. Clay’s reaction post did not disappoint.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Touchdown!

        Thu, 8/20, 06:04 am

        @BrownEyedGirl:

        I know, I know, communication is key. I should listen to your advice, but things have just gotten so strained. I wish I could reset it all.

      

        

      
        @HotwifeHubby2:

        Thanks for your advice. It’s nice to hear that not everyone’s journey is straightforward. I just worry about ours.

      

        

      
        And everyone, stop asking for details about that encounter. I’ll get to it, I just need time, and right now, I’ve got a whole lot of other things on my mind (sorry!). Like, how she spent practically the whole DAY with D. On the beach. “Teachers last hurrah” she called the set of photos.

      

        

      
        Here’s what I’m dealing with.

      

        

      
        I cannot tell if she’s teasing me with this stuff, or if something’s really going on. I’m torn, right? Because if this is just a tease, then it’s all good and above board. But then a part of me also wants something to be going on, but that’s all wrong, too, because she’d be cheating and withholding it from me. Which I don’t want.

      

        

      
        M texted this photo of her in D’s lap! It said, “Great time at the beach today. Wish you were here!”

      

        

      
        And I think that maybe something is happening, and she’ll let me know later on. That’s sort of how it went down with the other encounter. She told me, eventually, and I got the impression that maybe she really had a good time.

      

        

      
        It’s just so weird, being in the dark…

      

        

      
        More later. Going to try and sleep some.

      

      

      The post was accompanied by several of the photos she’d posted on Facebook: her posing on the beach with Declan, them playing paddleball, her in his Declan’s arms as he carried her toward the water—all with faces blurred out. At least he had the decency to do that. Declan was shirtless in all the photos, showing off what a stud he was, which surely drove Clay insane. She enjoyed looking at the photos too, letting her mind run away with possibilities. He included the photo that she’d texted directly to him, meant for his eyes only. That didn’t surprise her. It was her planted in Declan’s lap, with his arm around her. They looked like a happy couple, perhaps a fortysomething divorcee frolicking on the beach with her younger lover. It wasn’t a photo she ever would have taken with another man before, but it was right for the situation.

      Clay’s somewhat subdued response was puzzling. His old posts regarding Declan were graphic and obsessive, but now Clay was so in his head about what Michelle may actually be doing that he’d lost his fire—or so she thought. Later that night, he posted again. Apparently, Clay just couldn’t get it out of his head.

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Touchdown!

        Fri, 8/21, 12:03 am

        Yeah, sleep hasn’t happened yet. Thanks for all the compliments though. She does look hot in that bikini, which I can’t believe she’s actually wearing for D… because yes, I also agree with you guys, she’s definitely wearing it for him. You have no idea how hard it was to get her to buy it in the first place.

      

        

      
        What do I imagine happened? Or hoped happened? What have I been thinking about this last hour?

      

        

      
        I’ll need to back up to last night, then, when they took that photo. They got close. They got just drunk enough to lower inhibitions. Wherever they are, it’s dark and looks like it’s outside on the beach somewhere.

      

        

      
        “Ever have sex on the beach?” D would ask.

      

        

      
        M would roll her eyes at that, but like I said, inhibitions are lowered.

      

        

      
        “Want to?” he’d press.

      

        

      
        Next thing they know, M is stretched out on a beach towel, naked, her legs wrapped around D’s waist as he drives into her. A part of me fantasizes that this is the first time. A part of me fantasizes that they’ve done this before because M couldn’t help herself around D. That they’ve been doing this since as long as they’ve been working together.

      

        

      
        Either way, it leads into today, when they get together again, neither feeling awkward or shy with one another. The kids aren’t around, so I have to assume that they’re with M’s parents somewhere.

      

        

      
        They look like a couple, and what I imagine happens between those photos are the things couples do. Hold hands. Make out. Sneak back to D’s place, where M demonstrates how good she can suck his cock. She swallows, but since he’s young and fit and virile, he’s hard again after feasting on her waxed pussy, and they’re fucking once again…

      

        

      
        All before going back to the beach and enjoying the sun all over again.

      

        

      
        That is what I imagine happened.

      

      

      Michelle was glad she was alone when she read Clay’s last post. As she read her husband’s words, her brain was right there with him. It would have been too easy to slip back to Declan’s place and spend the middle of the day in his bed. Declan could keep her occupied for hours, she was sure of that. He would have been up for it if she gave the go-ahead. Michelle’s self-control kept her libido in check—mostly. Declan walked her to the minivan at the end of the day and they sat on the rear, in the shade of the liftgate, talking, just like they had in the parking lot on the last day of school. Unlike that day, though, the erotic charge between them was undeniable and Michelle leaned over and kissed him. It was daring, and the very brazenness of the act made it hotter. They only kissed for maybe a minute or two, but it left her dizzy and thirsty. Michelle knew she was being a tease, but Declan didn’t complain.

      She wiggled out of her panties and had a perverse thought as she touched herself. What if she and Clay were touching themselves at the same time—separated by hundred of miles—while they both fantasized about Declan screwing her? Why did that turn her on so much?
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      Volleyball practices for the fall season kicked off during the fourth week of August, which meant Michelle saw Declan every day. She looked forward to seeing her friend as she always had, but her feelings weren’t strictly friendly any longer. When she saw Declan at school the forbidden thoughts came fast and furious, and the harder she tried the stop them, the more lurid they became.

      The gyms at the high school were two enormous rooms, with a retractable wall in each for dividing them into two separate gyms when needed. The boys’ and girls’ varsity volleyball teams practiced side-by-side, with the wall open for ventilation. It was always a hormonal soup with the fit athletes of both teams checking each other out, although the girls were more task-focused than the boys. The girls were better able to simultaneously scope out the boys and hone their skills, whereas more than one member of the boys’ team had been bopped in the head by a flying volleyball because he was too distracted by a female athlete.

      Michelle noticed Declan glancing across the double gym at her when he thought it would go unnoticed. Maybe he had always done it and she just never noticed before Clay’s obsession focused her mind there. She generally dressed for practices in shorts and a tank top, with her hair up in a high ponytail. She certainly was not trying to be sexy around the students. Declan’s teasing that the varsity boys gossiped about the MILFy girls team coach stuck in her mind, and Michelle had to resist the temptation to cover up even more, but she wasn’t going to censor herself over that. Boys had to learn how to control themselves. She was attuned to the male athletes glancing her way, even though she was sure Declan was crazy. One or two of the boys may have been looking her way, but she was sure they were looking past her at the gaggle of girls to her rear.

      Declan was cool and laid back, as always. She feared it might be awkward after the time they’d spent together at the shore. Their kiss was still the first thing to pop into her head when she saw him, prompting the urge to kiss him again.

      It wasn’t possible to snap photos of her and Declan together during their practices, but Clay’s texts made it abundantly clear he knew his wife was spending her days with the handsome gym teacher. His obsession seemed to be bleeding through as he couldn’t conceal his intense interest in the time she spent with Declan. The plan was working. She just wondered how much pressure would be needed to make Clay crack. Either he would accuse her of cheating with Declan, or confess he wanted to do it, and then she’d tell him she knew everything. Michelle would hear Clay out and decide how to proceed from there. She nearly had him there during a video chat one night that week.

      Michelle had to tamp down her fury with her husband and pretend she’d moved past their troubles to draw him in, and she did it well enough in texts, but speaking with him required more effort, and so she’d avoided it. Clay was his old self when they interacted, which meant she had to rachet up the pressure to make him crack. She scheduled the video chat so she could gush about all the time she was spending with Declan.

      “It’s great to see you,” he said, picking up her video call. He was in his office, based on the background, not his cabin. “You have no idea how much I’ve missed you this summer.”

      Michelle smiled. “It’s not the first summer you’ve been away.”

      “But we’re not usually so… distant.” Clay was uncomfortable discussing their troubles.

      “We can get past it. Marriages have their ups and downs.”

      “Still, I can’t wait to come home and see you next week. We should plan a getaway. We haven’t done anything like that in years.”

      “We’ll see how scheduling works out.”

      “You look great, babe. Is that new?”

      “No, but I haven’t worn it in ages. It’s just a nightgown.”

      “It’s sexy.”

      Michelle laughed. “You just like it because it’s so thin. I know you can see my nipples.”

      Her maroon nipples did show through the thin, translucent cotton of the nightgown. It was a sleeveless number, covered in a pattern of tiny, faded gray thistles. She’d had it as long as they’d been married, but she stopped wearing it when the boys were old enough to be aware of its translucence—for obvious reasons.

      A beat of awkward silence passed, and she sensed that Clay didn’t want to appear too eager to bring up Declan. “I guess you’re in full swing with practices. You and Declan.”

      “Yeah, it’s been great. I’ve felt a bit aimless this summer with both you and the boys away. I’m glad to have this to focus on. We’re both practicing in Gym One this time.”

      “Oh yeah? So you guys—the teams—really are together all day.”

      “It can be a little hectic, but it’s not so bad. I think it’s good to get the teams together. It gives them more time to interact, beyond when we do warm-ups outside or scrimmage together.”

      “It’s not too much trouble to keep them focused?”

      “You know how it is. Get a bunch of oversexed teens together and there’s going to be distractions, but it’s not so bad.”

      “Don’t I know it. We’ve had three incidents of counselors caught fooling around this summer. And it’s not just kids, you know.”

      “Really?”

      “Yeah, the older ones, too. Actually, Piper was caught going at it with another counselor right on the dock in the middle of the night. So, grown-ups can get horny and misbehave too.”

      “No way!”

      “Apparently, she’s not very quiet and she didn’t account for how sound travels on water. I ended up having to send her and the boy home early.”

      “Can’t say I’m sorry,” she replied thinking, Serves the little tramp right.

      “Yep. So much for your theory that I was having an affair with her. If you saw the guy she was with, you’d know I’m so not her type.”

      “People have more than one type. A lot of girls have daddy issues.”

      “Seriously, there was nothing there, aside from my stupid, inappropriate flirting.”

      “I appreciate you saying that, Clay.”

      “I’m lucky I’m your type.”

      “You’re right. You are.”

      “But I guess I’m not your only type.”

      “Not this again. Come on, Clay. Do you want to go down that road?”

      “I’m just teasing you, Michelle. I want to get to the point where we can have fun with all of this.”

      “Whatever I want, right?”

      “That’s what I said.”

      “If you keep saying that I just might test you, Clay.”

      “Michelle, if you feel you need to do something, just tell me.”

      “I don’t need other men. What happened was entirely circumstantial. I swear, Clay, it still sounds like you’re more into this than I was.”

      “Michelle…”

      “Anyway, the only man I’ve been spending time with is Dec. You know how time-consuming coaching is.”

      “You two have been spending a lot of time together. First at the shore, now at school,” Clay said, failing to sound casual.

      “Seriously, Clay? Dec?”

      “I didn’t say anything, babe.”

      “You’re implying.”

      “I trust you. You know that. But I also know how flirty you two are.”

      “It’s nothing, really. Flirting’s just our thing I guess, but it’s meaningless,” she replied, hoping she sounded more convincing than she felt.

      “You looked pretty chummy on the beach.”

      “We were just playing around, having fun. That’s what Dec is, fun. Do you think Dec is my type?”

      “Isn’t he every girl’s type? I mean, look at him.”

      “I think you want to sleep with him! If he’s your type, hon…”

      “Michelle!”

      She laughed. “Just teasing you. Yes, Dec is attractive. Of course, he is.”

      “I’m just saying, you’re lucky I’m not the jealous type with all the time you’ve been spending with him…”

      “If I’m spending time with an attractive man, I must be screwing him?”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      “But I should be?”

      “I didn’t say that either.”

      “But if I want to, you’re fine with me screwing Dec?”

      “I know it sounds weird, babe, but maybe. I’m open to it. We can talk about it.”

      Michelle fumbled for words. Back in the cabin, Clay told her if she needed to be with other men, he understood. Now he was being more explicit. He was right on the cusp of admitting he wanted her to screw other men, rather than just being open to it.

      “I just don’t understand, Clay. I understand the benefit for me—if I’m looking for that sort of thing. What do you get out of it?”

      “Have you heard of compersion?”

      “I think you made up that word.”

      “Google it. Compersion is when one gets pleasure from their partner’s sexual pleasure with someone else. It’s like the opposite of jealousy. I like knowing that you’re out there getting what you need.”

      “I don’t get that at all. Obviously, I wouldn’t be okay with that.”

      “I know. But I feel differently.”

      “So, it’s like an I’m happy so you’re happy kind of thing?”

      “Basically.”

      “You don’t worry about feelings? Sex isn’t just sex, not usually. It is for some people. It’s never been like that for me.”

      “Did you fall for Wes?”

      Michelle paused at the mention of her lover’s name. She couldn’t remember Clay ever saying it, not in this context. He stayed neutral, betraying none of his secret knowledge.

      “Well, no, but I told you, it wasn’t something I was looking for. It wasn’t an affair.”

      “But you did sleep with him.”

      “You know I did. I told you.”

      “And you didn’t fall in love with him.”

      “It was a one night thing. I didn’t exactly get a chance to know him.”

      She lied and they both knew it. Clay didn’t take the bait.

      “You’re worried that if you knew him you’d fall for him?”

      “It’s possible, isn’t it,” she replied, continuing the lie.

      Michelle knew everything she needed to about Wes. While her attraction was undeniable, she could never fall for a man completely lacking in morals. A man who would do what Wes had done with her—what he’d done with other women—was beyond the pale. She couldn't explain her attraction. Moral revulsion should override the physical attraction. Bad boys hadn’t been her thing in the past, and Michelle liked to think she had more self-respect than that now, but even thinking of him in that moment, she craved the feel of his hands on her body.

      “I guess it is,” Clay admitted.

      “It would be far more likely with Dec. We know each other. There’s already a relationship there. And you’d be okay with that?”

      “I said we could talk about it—if it’s something you want. Is that what you’re saying, Michelle? You want to have sex with Declan?”

      “No, I’m not saying I want to sleep with Dec.” She wasn’t saying it anyway. “But if I did, you would just get some kind of joy from knowing I was screwing him?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Just happiness?”

      “What are you getting at, Michelle?”

      “Be honest, Clay. You wouldn’t just be happy for me. I know how this stuff makes you feel. I remember how excited you got when we did those things with the toys.”

      “Well, yeah. Those were hot fantasies. It got you off too.”

      “But it’s not just fantasy anymore. I really had sex with another man.”

      Michelle grasped the dildo laying beside on the bed and held it high for Clay to see. His eyes widened. She turned the toy this way and that, showing it off to full effect. He was very familiar with it, but Michelle wanted to give him a reminder. She’d never really held it like this and considered it. The day Clay gave it to her, she unwrapped the plain brown box it arrived in and then dropped it almost as soon as she pulled it out, like it’d scorched her hand. She was so naïve back then, to be so scandalized by a sex toy.

      The toy was easily ten inches long and too thick to close her fingers around. It was sculpted for realism, with veins running up the side and textured wrinkles. The thing was black—not like the skin tone, but jet black. The silicone coating had a mat finish, adding to its odd appearance, making it seem like some kind of science fiction cock, the appendage of a sex robot. It was weighty in her hand and had give, if not quite springy. Looking at it, Michelle couldn’t believe she’d let Clay push the thing inside her, even if she’d really enjoyed it when he did. As she held it, Michelle compared it to Wes. He might be even thicker, but Michelle didn’t think he was as long. This toy was all about Wes, she knew now. The big thing was designed to prepare her, to open her up and get her thinking about taking a hung black lover. Clay laid all the groundwork and Wes slipped right in—quite literally.

      Clay stared at the toy more than he looked at her. He was suddenly unsure of himself. No words came from him.

      “You used this thing on me and made me fantasize about taking a lover—a black lover. And then I did it. Isn’t that strange?”

      “I, uh, I don’t know. I suppose.”

      “Do you think about it? About me and Wes?” she asked, slowly turning the dildo and pointing it at him through the camera.

      “I… I guess I do. I mean, it was shocking… shocking that you did it. I never thought…”

      “You never thought I’d do something like that. You didn’t think it was real when you put those words in my ear and put this thing inside me.”

      Michelle took the toy from his view and slid it down her thigh. Clay couldn’t see what she was actually doing with it. His view was her face and chest. She could have just tossed it on the bed and fed him lies, but she felt compelled to follow through as she played with him. The nightgown had ridden up when she climbed into bed and barely covered her thighs. She nudged it higher with the toy.

      “I… I don’t know what I was thinking. Like I said… I was… trying to spice things up.”

      “It worked. Maybe not how you intended, but it worked. It got in my head. It spiced things up—spiced me up, but you weren’t there…”

      “It’s okay. I told you…”

      “I know what you told me, Clay. Things were so different then. Everything’s changed. What if we can’t go back to the way things were? What if I told you I still think about Wes?”

      Clay swallowed hard. “Do you… think about him?”

      “Sometimes. Can I be honest? It’s not all guilt. Being with him was so different.”

      “I’m sure. You liked it, didn’t you?”

      Michelle nodded. “I’m sorry. I’m a slut.”

      “No, don’t say that. I understand, babe.”

      “You really do, don’t you?”

      “I do.”

      “I still feel guilty. It doesn’t matter how good it was. It was wrong.”

      “Don’t dwell on that part, Michelle.”

      She brought the dildo higher, parting her thighs. She grazed it up over her lips and rested the blunt head on them. Her breath was thick and slow. The plan was to tease Clay, but it was affecting her too. She couldn’t help but think of Wes with the thick, fake cock in her grip.

      “What do you think about, when you think of Wes and me together?” Her voice was breathy, erotically charged. “Does it make you angry when you think about me cheating?”

      “No. I don’t focus on that. I think about how it must have been for you and what you must have felt when he touched you.”

      “I was shaking. It didn’t seem real, like I was going to wake up from a dream at any second. It was so strange to be touched by another man.”

      “But you liked it, Michelle?

      “Yea, I liked it, Clay. I liked it, and I let him undress me right in his living room. He teased me. He wanted me to beg, and I did. I begged him for it.”

      “Jesus, babe. I bet you were dripping,” he croaked out.

      “You have no idea. I begged him and he finally took me to bed. He told me to look at him when I sucked it.”

      “You did it, babe. You stared right at him and sucked his cock.”

      “Yes,” she hissed.

      Michelle teased herself with the toy, rubbing its thick head along her lips. She parted those slick petals and nudged it up, pressing when it nestled against her clit. Her gasp betrayed to Clay how much the mind game turned her on. This was supposed to be about tormenting him into slipping up or confessing, and at least it was getting to him too. Clay’s eyes were unfocused as he listened to her words. The image on her phone was unsteady because the hand holding his phone was shaking. He wasn’t just imagining it through her words. He was remembering his illicit video. Michelle didn’t have to describe the scene for him because he’d seen it. Clay watched her lean forward and take Wes between her lips. Her husband saw how eagerly she sucked her lover. The betrayal still burned but seeing how it affected him made Michelle see it through a different lens. She didn’t forgive him for his deception, but it excited her to see how much her actions charged him. This new emotion confused her, and so she chose not to think about it.

      “He loved the way you sucked him, he loved your sweet little mouth,” Clay groaned.

      “Yea… he was so big. It was hard to suck him, but I did it, hon. I sucked his big, black dick.”

      “Fuck, babe. Show me.”

      “What?”

      “Show me what you did to him,” he commanded.

      Michelle was taken aback. She was supposed to be controlling this, but Clay was giving her orders. She wanted to bark, You know what it looked it. You watched it! Instead, she lifted the toy from between her legs and held it up by her face.

      “You want to see it? Do you think he was this big?” she asked.

      “I think he’s bigger.”

      “If he was bigger, he would have killed me.”

      “You can handle it, babe. Show me.”

      “Use your imagination, hon.”

      “I need to see it,” he urged.

      I know you do. It’s your fetish. You need to see me being a slut. “You want to see this?”

      She pressed the toy to her mouth and slowly opened. She tasted herself on the dildo—like she’d tasted herself on Wes—but it wasn’t the same. Michelle felt a deep connection when she took Wes in her mouth. The toy was just a poor substitute. She took it in, stretching her jaw. This was for Clay, not her. She slipped more of it past her lips Clay’s eyes were alight, burning into her. She stared back at him, daring him to confess.

      “Take it deep. You need that big, black cock,” he growled, echoing Wes’s words. She mumbled an accusation around the silicone tool that he couldn’t hear. He said, “You can do it, babe. Your mouth is magical.”

      “God, it’s like you were there, hon. It’s like you were in the room with us,” she panted, pulling the fake cock from her mouth. It dripped with her spit.”

      “I feel it too, babe. It’s almost like I was there.”

      “Would you do that? Would you want to be there and see it?”

      Clay began to speak but caught himself. She knew the real answer was yes. “I don’t know, babe. I don’t know.”

      “He ripped my panties off. He ripped them off and shoved himself inside me, Clay. You want to see that, don’t you?” It was like she was reliving the moment as she described it to her husband.

      “Michelle…”

      “He ripped my panties off and buried his face in my pussy. God, it was heaven, Clay. Don’t you want to see Wes make me come?”

      “Jesus! Fuck yes, babe.”

      Michelle wished she had a free hand. She needed to touch herself and the dildo was an imprecise tool. She dropped it and slipped her fingers into her furrow, finding her throbbing little button. She stroked it and moaned, feeling the pleasure rush through her—not the kind of pleasure Wes gave her with his tongue, but it was still good.

      “You’re touching yourself, aren’t you babe?”

      “Yea, are you? I know you’re hard, Clay.”

      “I’m rubbing myself… through my pants…”

      “Take it out. Show me.”

      It looked like there was an earthquake Clay’s office as he fumbled with his shorts and tried to hold his phone. It would have been comical under other circumstances. He set the phone down on his desk and the image went dark. She used the moment to close her eyes and go back to Wes’s bedroom. She felt his hands on her, his tongue working on her pussy. Her clit radiated pleasure as she stroked it.

      Clay was back and his camera pointed down at his cock, standing out from a neat nest of dark brown pubic hair. His hand wrapped around it, and he slowly pumped, coaxing it to drool excitement. Her heart pounded harder seeing how hard he was. It wasn’t just about her—it was about Wes fucking her—but it was still thrilling to see how hard she made her husband.

      “You have me so hard,” he moaned, voice coming from off camera. “I’m so fucking hard thinking about you.”

      “Thinking about Wes… Wes licking me… god, Clay…”

      “He didn’t just lick you, did he?”

      “No,” she moaned. “You know he didn’t.”

      It was an accusation, but he didn’t take it as one.

      “He fucked you, Michelle.”

      “Yes!”

      “Show me. Show me how he fucked you, babe.”

      Michelle knew what he wanted. She wanted it too. She really wanted Wes there, fucking her in her martial bed, but the dildo would have to do for tonight. She snatched it up from the bed and pressed it to her furrow. Wes was gentle and slow, but unrelenting as he took her. The moment was etched in her memory forever and she pushed the toy into her pussy the same way Wes took her with his thick cock. It wasn’t quite the same. It felt like Wes would tear her open when he pushed it inside her that night. But she was used to larger men now. Larger objects. The dildo stretched her, opened her, but it didn’t hurt the way Wes had that night. She was accustomed to the girth.

      “Show me,” Clay demanded.

      Focused on her own pleasure, she’d forgotten his demand. She tilted the camera down to show him the thick toy spreading her open. Such an obscene act would have been unthinkable just a couple months ago, but that was before she’d screwed two other men and fooled around with a third. Declan.

      Although this was about Wes, Declan popped into her brain, demanding his due. Wes was a sexual wizard, but he was an asshole. Sex would be so much better with Declan since she actually liked him. Declan was every bit as fit as Wes. Declan was as arrogant too, but he wore it better, with a loose, casual charm. Declan’s cock was also pleasingly large. She just knew it would fill her nicely. Wes was pushed completely from her mind and the dildo she pushed into her pussy was now Declan. Her eyes closed and she was back in the lifeguard station, straddling him, riding him. Her rhythm increased. Her moans grew louder. Michelle’s lip quivered. She was so close.

      “That’s it, babe. Fuck him. Fuck him. You love his cock. Don’t you?”

      Clay’s words were an intrusion and she fought to keep her mind back on that beach with Declan. She wasn’t teasing her husband any longer. Michelle fantasized about screwing her hot coworker, and she was ready to climax.

      “Yea,” she moaned. “Yea…god…yea…oh god…ohh…D…”

      Michelle only just stopped herself from moaning Declan’s name. If Clay caught the D she’d moaned, did he know she was actually thinking of Declan? He would love that. She should tell him. Her eyes snapped open as she reached her peak. Her body heaved and swelled with ecstasy. She kept the dildo embedded in her pussy, while her muscles squeezed it like it was the real thing, like it would reward her with a detonation of its own.

      “Fuckfuckfuck…” Clay cried on the other end of the video call. “Fuck,” he moaned one last time, drawing out the word. She watched his cock jerk and spurt on the camera. It wasn’t as good as feeling it inside her, but it was hot. A fresh tremor shot through Michelle as she watched Clay come. It was good to know her husband still had that effect on her. She knew it meant there was hope for their marriage—if they could get past all the deception.

      Michelle sighed and giggled, setting the soaked dildo to the side, and returning the camera to her flushed face. Clay also returned his face to her view. He was red and sweaty. He looked as spent as if they’d actually had sex.

      “That was something,” she said.

      “Yeah, it was. It was, different.”

      “I swear, it felt like you could read my mind for a second there.”

      “What do you mean, Michelle?”

      “The things you said, the way you must have seen it in your head, it’s like you were there with me and Wes.”

      Clay couldn’t keep the panic from his face. He sputtered and his eyes darted as he formulated an excuse. “I’m sure it just seemed that way. It’s probably just because we were in sync, like we were creating a fantasy together.”

      Michelle wanted to call him on his lie but backed down. Let him lie. He would be forced to tell the truth soon. She let her skepticism ring through when she said, “I guess. It’s just weird, that’s all.”

      “Yeah. Weird. Listen, I should go. I need to get cleaned up and get out of the office.”

      “You’re lucky no one walked in on you.”

      “Right?”

      “We need to talk about this. I feel like we’re dancing around it because we’re both scared to be honest, about how we feel about this whole thing—other men.”

      “I know, babe. We not like this. I’ll be home next week. I promise, we can discuss it then.”

      “Okay.”

      “Love you. Goodnight.”

      “Love you,” she echoed, relieved that she still felt the words.
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      Days passed before Michelle put the next phase of her plan into action. The video chat with Clay made her question if more deception was the answer to what he had done. Perhaps a come-to-Jesus moment where they put all their cards on the table would be better. Lying didn’t come naturally to Michelle and carrying on the deception sat like a rock in the pit of her stomach. She wasn’t even being completely honest with Declan. She knew she owed Declan the truth, but she didn’t know how to go there with him. A man like Declan just wouldn’t understand what Clay was into. If the plan was going to drag out, she would tell him the truth, but she expected it to be over when Clay returned home from camp. And for that, she needed Wes.

      Wes had been texting her since their encounter in the park about a week ago. The photographer was hot to see her again. Her hectic schedule over the past couple weeks provided the perfect excuse for avoiding him, but the truth was Michelle was afraid to see Wes. He stirred such conflicting feelings in her and she just didn’t want to deal with that. Wes would have been a useful tool in the gaslighting of her husband, but Michelle felt she was doing fine without him. Besides, seeing Declan every day filled her head with increasingly dirty thoughts, occupying the space previously taken by Wes. When she touched herself, Michelle thought of Declan more often than Wes now. Even when she used her toy—which Michelle did every night after her video sex with Clay—it was Declan on her mind, not Wes.

      And yet, Wes still haunted her. Michelle could not reconcile the physical reaction she had to Wes with her feelings about his character. She hated what such an intense attraction to a dirtbag said about her character. It was easier to avoid Wes than deal with it, but he couldn’t be avoided forever. Wes was a loose thread and she hated loose threads. Besides, he could serve a purpose. It was right that she used Wes to bury the dagger in Clay.

      A public meeting was set, the hope being temptation would be easier to resist if they weren’t alone in private. Wes tried to lure her downtown, but she stuck to her guns and forced him to come out to the Northeast, where they would be away from his place and the prying eyes of her neighbors.

      The local chain bistro was half-empty, but it was after nine on a Thursday night. Michelle was exhausted from practice that day and wanted to meet earlier, but Wes had a prior commitment. A small band played Yacht Rock covers in the corner and her foot tapped on the bar stool footrest, even if it wasn’t her taste in music. She recognized some of the songs as music her parents listened to on AM radio when she was a child. The pleasing nostalgia was a nice distraction while she waited for Wes, who was fashionably late. He finally arrived, surprising her with a warm hand on her back. Wes leaned in for a kiss and she gave him her cheek.

      “You’re a sight for sore eyes, baby. You look good,” he said, taking the stool beside hers and ordering a beer. She’d been slow-sipping the same pint since she’d arrived.

      His compliment brought a smile. Michelle wanted to dress down in mom-shorts, a baggy t-shirt, and old Keds, but just couldn’t do it. Her slate-gray, floral wrap top was loose, but had a low-cut V neck and was paired with an above-the-knee flouncy, magenta-patterned skirt and strappy wedge-heeled sandals.

      “I would’ve thought you’d be on time if you missed me so much,” she replied, hoping she wasn’t obvious admiring the way his black t-shirt stretched across his granite chest.

      “Sorry, baby. You know I’ll make it up to. I am glad to see you.”

      He took her free hand and she allowed it. His thumb stroked the back of her hand and the tingles she experienced were too intense for such a simple gesture. Wes still had his power over her. She hated it but softened anyway.

      “It’s been too long since I’ve seen you in the park.”

      “It’s only been a week, and I’ve been busy with real life stuff. I thought you liked it casual anyway,” she remarked, ignoring the flashes of Wes putting her on her back in that field that shot through her brain.

      “I do. But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to see you.”

      “I’d have thought that if you like seeing married women that you’re used to their limited availability. We can all just run out and meet you at the drop of a hat.”

      “You’d be surprised, baby. But I’m not hassling you. I’m just glad you’re here now.”

      “Have you been sitting home, pining away for me? No one else to keep you occupied?”

      “Do you really want to spend our time together talking about other women? I’m all about you when we’re together, baby. You’ve been good?”

      “Yeah, Wes. I’ve been really good actually. I’ve been really talking to my husband about everything that’s been going on between us.”

      “That’s good. Communication is key. Things are better? Did he confess to cheating?”

      Michelle chuckled and sipped her beer, forcing herself to take it slow. “It’s funny. He convinced me he’s not. Not to say he’s not an asshole for flirting with a girl twenty years younger than him, but he didn’t screw her.”

      “You believe him?”

      “I do. We’ve gotten really honest lately. It’s put our marriage in perspective for me.”

      “Yeah? And that’s good I take it?”

      “For sure. I think we have an understanding now.”

      Wes flashed that perfect, predatory white smile. “I’m getting the feeling you’re gonna let me down easy, baby.”

      “I… It’s not what you think, Wes. This may sound weird, but my husband is okay with me being with other men.”

      “He told you that?”

      “He did. Clay’s more than okay with it. He actually likes it.”

      “Damn,” Wes replied, shaking his head. “It takes all types. I know there are guys like that. It’s out there. I’d never share a woman like you, Michelle, but if that’s his thing, that’s cool. It’s good for me. I guess you’re not letting me down easy then.”

      Wes pulled Michelle in and kissed her. All she could do was react, and her reaction was to kiss him back. He tasted of the cold, strong stout he was drinking, and those soft, familiar lips drew her in, despite her best intentions. Kissing him at the bar—even away from home—was reckless, but Wes still had that hold over her. His big hand slid to her back and drew her in, and she held his head, toying with the twists of his hair. His tongue pushed forward and hers engaged. Her resolve melted and Michelle wanted Wes to take her home and ravage her. She pushed him back while she still had a shred of self-control.

      “Wes, wait. It’s not like that. It’s not that easy,” she panted.

      “It sounds like you have the green light, girl.”

      He tried to pull her in for another kiss, but she stiff-armed him.

      “Maybe I do? We weren’t that explicit. I don’t know that we need to be, but this isn’t about Clay. It’s about me, and what’s been happening with me. I’ve changed this summer. It started with Clay, but a lot of it was being on my own for so long. It gave me time and space to think in ways I never did before. And yes, you were a big part of that.”

      “Sounds good to me. What’s the hang up?”

      “I realize now that Clay can’t be my everything. I don’t know if any man can be that now. But I’m still me, Wes. I don’t want to just jump in and out of bed with someone. I don’t want one-night stands.”

      “I don’t want that either, girl. I want a lot of nights with you.”

      “Our chemistry is undeniable. Really it is.”

      Michelle made the mistake of looking in those deep brown eyes and nearly lost herself there. Her body cried out to ignore the plan and just enjoy Wes. He wanted that. Clay wanted it. And Michelle wanted it. She was the only one stopping it. But those men deceived her, and she would not give them what they wanted, even if it meant denying herself. Wes wasn’t the only man on the planet. Her brain went right to Declan.

      “But I need more than that,” she continued.

      “I can give you whatever you need.”

      “In bed, yes. But you can’t be that for me anywhere else. You said it yourself, you don’t want strings. You can’t be a person I go to with things, Wes. You’re someone I have sex with. Amazing sex, yeah, but I want a man who’s more than that to me.”

      Wes stared at her, and she saw it click. Michelle was relieved he got there without her having to spell it out. “There’s someone else, isn’t there?”

      She nodded. “He’s someone I work with. We’ve been spending time together. We have this connection. I guess we’ve always had it, I just never saw it before because my mind was closed off to the possibility of it.”

      The easiest lies have a kernel of truth, and what she told Wes was based in the truth. It was why she couldn’t shake Declan from her thoughts.

      “This sounds more like a relationship than a bit on the side,” Wes commented.

      “Maybe it is. I think it is.”

      “Is your husband okay with that? It’s one thing to fuck other guys, it’s another to have a boyfriend, Michelle.”

      “You’re right, but he opened this pandora’s box, not me. Once it’s open, you can’t control what comes out. Declan makes me happy, and I need that.”

      “His name’s Declan? That’s some Irish shit, right?”

      Michelle was pleased with Wes’s agitation. She hoped the news would touch a nerve. She wanted to mean more to him than just another easy, unsatisfied wife. It felt good that this meant something to him.

      “Yeah, it’s Irish. Don’t be angry. Like I said, this isn’t really about you. We have no strings, right?”

      “Oh, right, baby. No strings.” Wes leaned in close, swept her hair back. His breath on the side of her neck made her shiver. “Still gonna miss that sweet little pussy of yours, baby. Gonna miss those fucking legs wrapped around me and the way you beg for it. I know you’re gonna miss this big dick, too.”

      Wes took her hand and place it right on his crotch. She felt him pulse under the fabric and felt woozy. Michelle gasped, an admission he was right. She massaged him for a moment, if only to keep her hand from trembling and dug deep into her reserves of self-control. “I love the way you fuck me, baby. You know I do, but if it was just about that we’d be at your place right now.”

      “Let’s go, girl.”

      “Wes, I can’t. I shouldn’t…”

      “You can, and you want to, baby. Don’t you fucking lie to me. You want this big, black dick.”

      They were so close they may as well have been making out. Her hand remained on his crotch. She and Wes appeared to be a couple—a daring one—to anyone in the place. The bartender looked at them disapprovingly. Was it because he saw her wedding ring where her other hand remained wrapped around her pint, or was it because they were an interracial couple? Why did the racial component make it so charged?

      “I do,” she admitted in a whisper.

      “Let’s go.”

      It was a demand and Michelle crumbled. Wes tossed money onto the bar and dragged her out of there. The night was oppressively steamy and stuck in her lungs. The sudden smack of humidity focused her thoughts, giving her a chance to regain control. Wes was parked beside her minivan, and he led her into the gap between their vehicles. He’d come in his truck, not on his motorcycle. He reached to pull his passenger door open, and she pulled back from his grip.

      “Wes, wait,” she pleaded.

      He turned and she wasn’t sure whether that fire in his eyes was anger or passion before realizing it was both. Michelle was frightened, but her sex tightened, and she wanted him inside her.

      “You want this,” he said, stating a simple fact.

      “I can’t go home with you. I told you. This has to be over.”

      “Because of this Declan.” He spat the name.

      “Yes.”

      “You’re going to leave your husband for him?”

      “No… I don’t know…”

      “Then I’d better make our last time memorable.” He gripped her face in both hands, almost too rough. “You’re mine, girl.” He kissed her, brooking no argument. She furiously sucked on his tongue like it gave her oxygen. Wes pulled the tie holding her top closed so hard he almost ripped the blouse apart. He yanked it open, and she was braless beneath it. It hurt when he pinched her nipple, but Michelle liked it.

      “These tits are mine.” His eyes pinned her.

      The hand roughly slid down her body, hiked up her skirt. He grasped her mound through her soaked thong and kneaded it. Michelle whimpered and pushed at him. She rubbed herself wantonly on his hand, praying the two large vehicles, parked side-by-side, would shield them from any prying eyes.

      “This pussy is mine. Isn’t it, Michelle?” When she didn’t immediately answer, he slid a finger into her furrow, bunching her thong there, pressuring her clit.

      “Mmm…god…Wes…” she whimpered.

      “Isn’t it, baby?”

      “Yes…it’s…it’s yours…”

      “Say it, girl.” He pressed harder, the pressure on her clit exquisitely painful.

      “I’m yours, baby. My pussy is yours. Please…”

      “Please what?”

      “Please…one more time…please Wes…”

      Wes chuckled, satisfied with her submission. Michelle hated herself for it but loved how it felt to surrender to him. He was right. Part of her would always belong to him, which was why she had to get away from him. She liked the way he objectified her too much. It felt too good to surrender her agency to him. Michelle would never like who she was with Wes, no matter how great the sex was.

      Michelle fumbled with the fob on her key ring and triggered the side door of her minivan to slide open. The door took forever, and she wanted to shove it clear. She grabbed Wes to pull him inside the vehicle with her, but he shoved down on her shoulders, forcing her to sit hard on the floor of the minivan.

      “Take it out and suck it,” Wes demanded.

      Michelle pushed her hair out of her face and stared up at Wes as she struggled with his tight jeans. His monster popped out and she massaged it with both hands, her heart skipping a beat when it pulsed. It grew in her hands, and she glowed with pride. Her confidence had grown over the last couple months, but she still marveled that a man like Wes wanted her so badly. His ill-intent didn’t matter in the moment. She pumped his thickening shaft with both hands and licked its fat head. He tasted clean, like he’d showered before coming to see her.

      “Don’t tease me, girl. We both know you want that thing in your mouth. Stop fucking around.”

      The harsh tone was a change, but she knew Wes was angry. He presented himself as loose and easygoing, but his pride was clearly hurt by her breaking it off—doubly so because it was for someone else. It pleased her that she mattered to him and now she’d show him what he’d be missing. Her lips stretched around his flared head and her eyes closed as she lovingly lathered his head with her tongue as she suckled him.

      “Fuck yeah, girl. Love that dick. Take it!”

      Wes cupped the back of her head and shoved forward. Michelle snatched a breath before he pushed to the back of her throat. Her eyes flew open, and she looked up into the unblinking eye of his mobile phone camera. The first impulse was to smack the phone away as panic seized her. Michelle worst fears about intimate pictures and video were confirmed by the photos Clay posted to that message board. But this wasn’t the first time Wes had recorded her. It was only the first time he was doing it openly. He easily pushed her hand away without dropping his phone. She tried to pull back off his cock, but he held her head in place and pushed it deeper. Wes only let up when she began to gag.

      “C’mon, baby. Let me keep something to remember you by. It’s a little late to get shy on me now, isn’t it?” He sounded amused by her struggle.

      Michelle could have stopped him, but instead hollowed her cheeks and sucked as hard as she could, staring into the camera. This wasn’t really for Wes. The bull was keeping up his end of the deal with her husband. The payoff for allowing Wes to screw his wife was that Clay got his little mementos. Michelle attacked that cock like a shop vac and imagined she was staring into her husband’s eyes as she did it. Do you like it, Clay? You wanted me to be a slut! Did you imagine me sucking dick in a parking lot? Is this what you’ve really wanted? Your wife to be a wanton whore? She tightly gripped the base of the shaft and cupped the balls, hoping Clay would see it all. Her slurping and sucking became exaggerated and she pushed Wes to the back of her throat, making herself gag on him—all to drive her husband crazy. Let him see how much she loved having a bigger dick!

      “Shit, girl! Oh, damn…” Wes exclaimed, squeezing the words out between moans and gasps.

      Wes released her head. She attached his cock so aggressively he didn’t need to control her. Michelle devoured his cock with abandon and only stopped when she knew he was closing to shooting down her throat. She pulled off him, releasing his dick with a loud slurp. It would have been satisfying to make Wes finish in her mouth, but if this was the last chance she was going to have with that magnificent cock, she was going to fully enjoy it, and that didn’t mean just sucking it.

      “I need you to fuck me right now,” she said, voice hardly above a whisper. The words were said to Wes, but they were directed at Clay.

      “You don’t sound like you want to end this, baby.”

      “Just fuck me, please honey. You know what I need.”

      “Yeah, I do, girl.”

      Wes jerked Michelle up and turned her around so fast that she almost banged her head on the door. A rough hand shoved her forward and she landed her elbows on the seat, while her butt hung out the door. She reached back and gathered her skirt, bunching it at her waist. Her thong cinched painfully when Wes tore it off her. He was fond of that move. Michelle repositioned, spreading her thighs and planted a foot up on the minivan’s floor. Wes crammed it inside her with a wet squish, spiking her with his entire length in one motion.

      Michelle bit her lip, but still cried out. Being stretched so wide, so suddenly, hurt. Her slick walls clung to him as she adapted, tingling and buzzing as pleasure overtook the pain. She never fathomed she’d want something like this, but the rough treatment was delicious. The part of her that was tired of being the upright teacher, loyal wife, and good mother wanted to be bent over and roughly fucked in a parking lot. A woman over forty began to feel invisible, but Wes reminded Michelle she was still very much a woman.

      “This what you want, baby? This what you need?” Wes growled. He didn’t hesitate or let her adjust. He began slamming his shaft into her straight away.

      “Yeah…yeah…god yeah…” she gasped, clinging to the seat she was bent over.

      “You don’t wanna give this up. You fucking love this!”

      “Yeah…yeah I do…Wes…mmm…”

      “Tell me you love it!”

      “I love it! I love it!”

      “You love this black dick!”

      “I love your black dick! Ohh…god…I love it!” she cried.

      The large vehicles parked side-by-side may have hidden them from view, but the there was no mistaking the way her minivan was rocking or the way she was crying out into the night. They were toward the back of the parking lot, but she was loud enough that anyone leaving would hear her. Michelle bit her arm to quiet herself, but Wes yanked back on her hair. She yelped and wailed, a new, dangerous thrill slicing through her.

      Wes gripped her slim hip in his other hand, and she wondered what he did with his phone. Was the show over for Clay? He kept painfully tugging her hair and gripping her hip to hold her in place as he rapidly jackhammered his cock into her. Michelle had never been taken like this. She didn’t know a man could work his hips like that. There was no tenderness between them. The only word for it was fucking. Wes was fucking her and taking what he wanted. Michelle loved it! She had no idea such rough sex could be so thrilling. Maybe it was the wrong time to end it with Wes.

      “Fuck, that’s a tight pussy! Love that tight pussy, girl. You’ve never been properly opened up by a real man!”

      “I…I…I haven’t…god Wes…”

      “Your husband don’t fuck you like this!”

      “Oh…god…no!”

      “Fuck, Mich…oh day-um girl…”

      Michelle came with a shriek. She jerked her hair out of his grasp and buried her face in the seat, howling into it and bowing her back so severely she thought it might snap. Her mind slipped from her brain, floating in a pleasure fog. Wes didn’t pull out of her, but rested his shaft in her tight sleeve, enjoying the feeling of her pussy pulsing around him. Michelle came out of the fog with a wicked thought. It frightened her, but that didn’t stop her from whimpering the words.

      “Fuck my ass, Wes. I want you in my ass.”

      Wes chuckled. “Those are the magic words, girl. You sure you can handle that?”

      “Do it, honey. I want you to use my ass.”

      “You don’t even give that to your husband, do you?”

      Michelle pushed her head from the car seat and looked back over her shoulder at him through a veil of her hair. She pushed the hair back so she could see him clearly. Michelle didn’t recall if she’d told Wes she’d never had anal sex, or if the information only came from her husband. She could have caught Wes out, but she didn’t care about that. Not then.

      “No, honey. I’ve never…”

      “He ain’t man enough to take it, that’s why,” Wes said confidently.

      “No, he doesn’t take me like you, baby. He couldn’t… Not like you.”

      Wes slicked his thumb in her dripping furrow and pressed it to her rosebud. Her anus resisted and she tensed in fear. “You have to relax, girl. Relax and enjoy it.”

      Michelle used her yoga deep breathing, but it still stung when he popped his thick thumb past her tight ring. His gentle touch was surprising after the brutal way he’d just taken her pussy, but Wes knew what he was doing. He worked his thumb into her ass and the stinging subsided. Still, she was relieved when he popped it out. The relief was short-lived. His thumb was replaced by two fingers, slicked from her pussy.

      “Oh god,” she groaned, closing her eyes.

      “That’s it, baby. Relax, girl. You’re gonna love this when we get started. I knew you were freak the first time I met you.”

      Hadn’t Wes told Clay as much? Wes insisted from the beginning that Michelle had a wild woman locked inside her. Wes told her husband his dick was the key to let it out. She hated that Wes was right, but he was. Michelle had been waiting for the right man to bring out her inner slut. She’d been waiting all her life.

      The fingers in her ass were uncomfortable, even as the burning subsided. She began to think she’d made a mistake. Michelle was about to ask Wes to stop when he pulled them out.

      “Wes, I don’t…”

      Her words cut off when the blunt head of his cock pressed to her anus. Michelle tensed involuntarily. Wes pressed forward anyway. Her anus resisted for a moment before popping open. Michelle screeched. The rending pain was intense.

      “Wes…Wes…please…I…I can’t…” she whimpered.

      “You can, Michelle. You will, baby. I wanted this ass from the beginning. You wanted this. You’re my slut, aren’t you, baby?”

      Michelle nodded wordlessly. Wes wrapped his fist in her hair, twisted her head so she had to look back at him. His phone was up again. His predatory smile was chilling. God, it turned her on.

      “Say it, baby.”

      Michelle took a deep breath and mustered her confidence, knowing she was performing for her husband. She wanted Clay to see this. Clay had to see how she gave her ass to Wes.

      “I’m your slut, Wes. I’m your goddam slut and I want you to fuck my ass right here in this parking lot. Fuck my ass and make me your slut, please!”

      Wes flexed, forcing his cock deep into her ass. He was impossibly big. His cock had to have grown two sizes. The burning was intense. Breathing didn’t help. Michelle decided this was something she had to get through. Michelle was ready.

      The cock in her ass threatened to turn her inside out. Wes kept his grip on her hair, using it to pull her back into him, but her eyes were locked tight as she went deep inside herself. Focusing on her breathing helped, but not enough. Her ass still burned. And then Wes was touching her pussy. His fingers slid over her dripping lips, lovingly caressing her. His thumb teased up inside her and his fingers teased her clit. Michelle shifted into another gear. Pleasure pulsed from her needy pussy, changing the burning in her ass. Pain and pleasure combined into a heady brew and Michelle began pushing back at the cock embedded in her ass. It took a moment for Michelle to realize the animalistic grunting was coming from her.

      “Yeah, I knew you’d love it, baby. You love that big, black cock opening your ass,” Wes pronounced.

      “Yea,” she grunted. “Yea…yea…yea…fuck…fuck my ass. Oh god, fuck my ass!”

      “My pussy! My ass! My slut!”

      “Yea…this is your ass…fuck it! My ass is yours…fuck it! Oh fuck…baby…oh god…I can’t…I can’t…”

      “You can’t stop, Michelle. You’re fucking husband can never do this. Fucking Declan can never do this!”

      “Never…never… Clay…he can’t…he can’t…”

      “He can’t own you, baby.”

      “You own me…god you own my ass, Wes!”

      Wes was practically shouting, and Michelle was crying out to him. She was sure they were going to be arrested. The headline wrote itself: Local Teacher Assfucked in Parking Lot! News at 11! Michelle didn’t care. Let the world know she was a slut. Let them know she begged this stud to bend her over and use her in a parking lot. Michelle used him too. Used him for her pleasure.

      “Fuck, baby. Fuck, girl! Oh damn…”

      Michelle’s ass was stretched around him like a second skin, and she felt every pulse and jerk when he came. Spurts of his seed pushed into her ass. He was full sheathed in her and he had a lock on her hair, trapping Michelle into place until he’d drained every last drop into her. It was a dominant move, but Wes could never truly own her. No man could. She was only with Clay because she’d chosen him, and the fact that another man had her bent over in a parking lot was proof that her husband didn’t own her. Wes slithered out of her and she immediately missed his filling girth. She was so full she felt she would burst. Feeling Wes come in her ass as so intense it triggered her own orgasm and she flooded his fingers. Her body convulsed under him, and she sagged down onto her knees on the hard metal edge of the minivan floor. Wes slipped from her ass with a loud plop. Michelle whimpered. Her ass felt like it still gaped open. It felt like she’d just had a stroke. She’d never been so drained, but she immediately missed his filling girth.

      “You sure you’re ready to give that up?” he asked with amusement, tucking his filthy cock away as he pulled up his jeans.

      “If it was just about screwing, no…no way,” she panted, turning and falling to sit hard on the floor of her minivan. No way she could stand just then. She felt faint. She almost landed on his phone. He’d set it down so it was underneath them—camera up. Clay was going to enjoy that.

      “Why can’t it be, baby?”

      “I told you, there’s someone else.”

      “He can’t make you feel this, baby.”

      She shook her head smiling. “You just won’t get it, Wes.”

      “That can’t be good for your husband, if you’re willing to give this up.”

      “What will be, will be. Don’t be mad. It’s not personal, Wes. We were never going to have more than this.”

      Wes tilted her face up to look at him. His smile was warm, as if his anger had leaked away. “Yeah, you’re right. Was never going to be love, baby.” The comment was designed to sting, but it didn’t. Michelle knew exactly who he was. “But I’ll always be the one who opened you up.”

      Michelle smiled. “You will, honey. You showed me the truth, and I’ll always remember that.”
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        Messenger App 8/23 11:09 pm

        [Wes] good news and bad news bro

        [Clay] good news first?

        [Wes] saw Michelle tonight. She outdid herself. Fucked her in the parking lot outside a bar. She begged for it IN THE ASS

        [Clay] ???

        [Wes] check this out bro

      

      

      

      Wes attached the video file of him screwing Michelle in the parking lot. Michelle had trouble watching herself like that. The wild look in her eyes when she sucked Wes’s cock was disturbing. She didn’t even recognize herself. And then hearing herself begging Wes to put it in her ass sent chills down her spine. Michelle was left a little dizzy and a lot turned on. She felt like she was losing her mind.

      

      
        
        Messenger App 8/23 11:33 pm

        [Clay] holy shit that was insane! That’s not my Michelle.

        [Wes] it is bro. I know it’s strange to accept, but it is. That was always her, if she was with the right man. It’s what u wanted isn’t it?

        [Clay] yeah. But I feel like my stomach is boiling. I didn’t know seeing Michelle like that would make me feel this way

        [Wes] it’s not her first video bro

        [Clay] but this is so wild. She’s out of control

        [Wes] in the best way. Don’t kid a kidder. U love it!

        [Clay] no comment. But you’ve been right all along. you’ve delivered everything you promised. You said you’d take her ass and you did. I can’t believe it!

        [Wes] u don’t have to just believe it. U have the video

        [Clay] that angle when you got the phone under her. Fuck! It was like a real porn!

        [Wes] u liked seeing my black dick stretching that pussy?

        [Clay] I can’t believe she took that in the ass. Fuck! How did she?

        [Wes] cause I know what I’m doing bro. u get them worked up right they’ll do anything. That ass was tight tho. Thought she was gonna squeeze my dick off. It was tough to hold off until she came. Filled that fucking ass with my load

        [Clay] and she did it all in the open. fuck!

        [Wes] we had some cover, but yeah. Michelle’s ass was hanging out in the breeze while we fucked. I think she digs doing it in public. U should try it with her bro

        [Clay] maybe. Was her begging for anal the bad news?

        [Wes] haha! Depends on ur perspective. No bro. She reached out because she doesn’t want to see me anymore

        [Clay] maybe that’s for the best. I don’t know how much more of this I can take. I love it, but I don’t. and I feel so guilty. I swear sometimes it feels like she knows. Maybe I should confess and get it over with

        [Wes] bad idea from what I know of her, but u do u bro. that’s not the bad news tho. It’s the why. She’s throwing me over for that Declan guy. She’s started fucking him

        [Clay] shit. No way! I fucking knew it. I mean, I hoped not, but I fucking knew it

        [Wes] like I told u… can’t control where this shit goes bro. I didn’t see this happening, but I guess it is

        [Clay] what did she say?

        [Wes] she loves fucking me. She fucking loves it bro, but she wants more than that. she wants it to mean something

        [Clay] fuck! That sounds like a boyfriend. It sounds like it’s serious

        [Wes] as a heart attack bro. I don’t have advice but I had to tell u

        [Clay] I appreciate it. I needed to know. I have to figure this out. I don’t want to lose Michelle

        [Wes]  then make sure u don’t. she’s special. I’d want to keep her too. Good luck bro. let me know if u need anything

        [Clay] thanks

      

      

      

      Michelle was glad Clay was finally taking it all seriously. She expected his confession any day now.
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      Michelle paused in the doorway of the equipment room and gave the door a light rap with her knuckles. Declan looked up from the back of the room, where he was stowing a mess bag full of volleyballs. It was late Friday afternoon and volleyball practice ended about a half hour ago. The kids had all been picked up by their parents or driven themselves home. They were alone in the gym wing.

      “Hey. What’s up?” he asked.

      “Got a minute? I wanted to talk about something.”

      Declan flashed his goofy grin and replied, “Uh oh. Never good when a woman says she wants to talk.”

      “Funny. If I was your wife or girlfriend that might be true.”

      She advanced into the room and perched on a stack of mats near where he was working.

      “You’re not ending our fake affair, are you? I was hoping you’d come in here for a fake quickie.”

      “You should be so lucky,” she said, laughing.

      Declan came close, pushed her legs apart and stood between them. He brushed back a stray strand of chestnut hair that had escaped her ponytail and took a good look at her. His hands rested on her bare arms, fingers caressing. It was wonderful and she sighed. She loved the way he looked at her. There was no guile in Declan. He was a simple, sweet guy. The woman who got him to settle down would be a very lucky lady indeed. Her desire for him was a physical force inside her, a charge not only focused at the apex between her thighs, but a warmth that enveloped her whole body. Life would be so simple with a guy like Declan. She doubted he had dark, kinky secrets like her husband, or a bottomless well of need, like the one that led Wes to conquer and dominate other men’s wives. Being with Declan was a calming influence, a reminder that decent men were still out there. She hoped she could come to think of Clay as a decent man again, the way she did before all this started.

      “If you need more photos, we could get some great, provocative poses in here. It would drive Clay nuts.”

      “Hey!”

      Declan reclined her on the mats, half mounting her, coming close enough to kiss. The urge was overwhelming, and this time Michelle didn’t resist it. She laced her fingers in his hair and pulled him down for a kiss. It was simultaneously sweet and exciting. Her tongue pressed into his mouth, and his dueling response flared the heat between her thighs. She hooked a leg at his waist and embraced him. It harkened back to her teenage make out sessions—and she felt the same excited anticipation she’d felt back then when kissing a cute, new boy. Her mind filled with the same frightening, erotic thoughts as it did back then, but they were scary for different reasons now. The warning light flashed in her brain, and she eased out of the kiss with a contented sigh. She couldn’t go there with Declan. She shouldn’t. Even if she could, she couldn’t do it without telling him the truth first. She did care about him. That wasn’t a lie for Wes and Clay. She couldn’t just play around with Declan as she did with Wes. He wasn’t just some stunt dick to get off on.

      “Sorry about that,” she whispered.

      “You never have to apologize for kissing me, Winthrop. You have an open invitation to kiss me any time you want.”

      She smiled at a sudden fantasy of just pulling Declan into some quiet corner of the building every school day for a quick make out session. It would be incredible fun. Yes, she wanted more—god did she want it—but just kissing was underrated. Michelle loved kissing.

      “What if I just want to steal a kiss, but nothing else?”

      “You know I want it all,” he replied, hands sliding down her body, exploring. “But kissing you is amazing. I’d never turn it down. You have no idea how cute you are, Winthrop.”

      “You’re silly. No one’s called me cute in like twenty years.”

      He rubbed his nose against hers. “That nose is adorable. Those freckled cheeks would melt any man. You’re the cutest girl I’ve ever seen, Winthrop.”

      “Aww, you really are too sweet, Dec.”

      “It also happens to be attached to the sexiest body in the tri-state area.”

      Declan waggled his eyebrows and kissed her again. Michelle sank into the mats and rolled with it, floating away on the simple pleasure of kissing a cute boy. But the nagging buzzing in the back of her brain only grew stronger. She had to tell Declan what was really going on—even if it risked him never seeing her the same way again. He deserved the truth.

      “Come on, let me up. I did come in here for a reason, and I need to tell you the truth before I lose my nerve.”

      Michelle groaned when he moved against her, and she felt how he’d swelled in his shorts. Keeping him in place was suddenly the preferred option, but she let him up anyway. Declan pulled her back to a sitting position.

      “What’s this truth? Let me guess. There’s really no affair and this was just an excuse to hook up with me. I’m good with that, Winthrop,” he said with a grin. The grin faded away as he caught her serious expression.

      “I wish that were true, but you’re only half right. Clay’s affair isn’t real, not quite, but it wasn’t a plot to hook up with you. The truth is complicated. I really did think he was having an affair at the beginning of the summer, and he was inappropriate—flirting with someone—but he didn’t sleep with her. Instead, he wanted me to sleep with someone else.”

      Declan cocked his head like a confused dog. “He what? Why?”

      “Clay has this fetish. He gets excited thinking about me with other men. I guess he’s had it a long time, but he never said anything. Instead of talking to me about it, he went on the internet and poured out his heart to a bunch of strangers.”

      “So, he’s a cuck? I thought that was just a porn thing. I didn’t think it was real.”

      Michelle smiled, seeing where Declan was hung up. She understood. It was probably as strange to a guy like Declan as seeing a fish ride a bicycle. “He’s not quite a cuckold, at least I don’t think he is. There’s an offshoot of that—guys who want their wives to be with other men, but aren’t into the humiliation part of it, or so they say. I’m not sure I’m convinced there’s really a difference. Maybe it’s a question of degrees.”

      “Yeah, I don’t get it at all. How can you have your wife going out to fuck other guys and not be humiliated?”

      “I’ve read a lot about it since I discovered this, and I still don’t understand it.”

      Declan was silent while the concept bounced around in his head. She could see him trying to understand it, find a way to relate to it, but his expression suggested he couldn’t. Finally, he said, “Clay asked you to hook up with me? No, wait. You said he didn’t tell you about it, so you must have found out some other way. He forgot to clear his browser history, right?”

      “Yes, and no. He didn’t… clear his browser history. But I found out because he set me up to sleep with another man.”

      “What. The. Fuck?”

      “He did. He brought this guy into our house, a photograph, and had the guy take our family portraits. Meanwhile, the guy was working me, flirting, complimenting. He knew everything about me, everything I was into, because Clay had told him.”

      “What. The. Fuck?” His eyes were wide. “Where do you find a guy to do that?”

      “On the internet. I guess you can find anything on the internet.”

      “Okay. This guy comes around and he hits on you—he must have gotten you alone somehow. But that doesn’t mean it’s going to work. I mean, why would he think it would work? This is like some weird 80s movie or something.”

      Michelle looked away. Declan thought she was too good to fall into Clay’s trap, and it was crushing to disappoint him. She didn’t want to see the judgment in his eyes when he told him the truth. Which was the worst part: that she was gullible enough to fall for Wes’s bullshit, or that she was slutty enough to cheat on her husband? Either one would have been bad, but the combination… She wouldn’t blame Declan if he just turned around and walked away. The weight of his stare was crushing, even when she wasn’t looking at him. It took a minute, but he figured out her lack of an answer was an answer. The atmosphere in the cluttered equipment room changed.

      “That was a shitty thing to do to you,” he simply said.

      “I can only imagine what you might be thinking of me.”

      “Hey, look at me.”

      Declan touched her chin and turned Michelle to face him. He didn’t look angry or disappointed or disgusted. He was the same old sweet Declan. Instead of scorn, his eyes were filled with caring. She didn’t like the hint of sympathy she saw—because she didn’t want Declan seeing her as a victim—but she’d take that over disgust.

      “The only thing I’m thinking is that you’ve got a sick, scummy husband who played about the worst trick a husband could play on a wife. I’m not going to judge you, or him. If he wanted that, he could have asked you, given you the choice.”

      “You’re right, but I still slept with Wes. And when I did it, I thought I was cheating. I did it because I thought Clay was cheating first, but that’s not really an excuse. Clay may have wanted it, but I really thought I was cheating on him and it didn’t stop me.”

      Michelle’s chest felt tight. She was not going to cry in front of Declan, but the emotion was overwhelming. The weight of months of deceit and suspicion were finally crushing her. Thinking of it all at once was something she’d been avoiding, but now it was all right there.

      “You did nothing wrong, Michelle. Clay made you think he was cheating on you and then he threw a man at you. A man he handpicked to seduce you. I only think you reacted the way anyone would have. Clay baited you and made sure you were primed to bite. No one would blame you for what happened.”

      “I don’t know that’s true.”

      Declan brushed her cheek and smiled. “I know I don’t. In fact, I’m kind of proud of you. A lot of women collapse when they think their husband is cheating. Or they get angry and burn it all down. You did something positive for you. When you fucked this guy, you were doing something for yourself—or you thought you were.”

      “I was. After everything Clay had done—what I knew he’d done then anyway—I decided I deserved Wes. But that doesn’t mean it was right.”

      “I don’t think other people get to choose what’s right or wrong for you. I say good for you for doing what you wanted with that guy.”

      Michelle bit her lip, sighed, and continued her confession. “Wes wasn’t the only guy. There was another one. The day I found out what Clay had done I was so furious. I know I wasn’t thinking straight. I wanted payback in the worst way and I thought, if Clay wants me to be a slut, I’ll give him what he wants in spades. I met a guy at a bar and let him take me home.”

      Declan smiled, but it didn’t hide his surprise. Michelle feared she went too far with her last confession. Of course she did. It was amazing that Declan understood about Wes, but to expect him to understand her one-night stand with Spencer? That was too much.

      “Just some random guy?” he asked.

      “He was a cop who pulled me over earlier. He was flirty and he gave me his card. I guess I chose him because I knew it would be easy. I wouldn’t have to work for it. I didn’t want to be charming. I didn’t want to be romanced. I just wanted a guy to screw to get back at Clay.”

      Declan’s smile was genuine now.  “You should have called me, Winthrop! Who’s flirted with you more than me? You know I wouldn’t make you work for it.”

      She laughed. “Funny, Wes said the same thing—if I needed to get laid, he was there for me.”

      “Well, I don’t want to be in the same category as that creep.”

      “You’re not, Dec. Trust me, you could never be. You’re nothing like him.” She gave his arm a tender squeeze. “That’s why I trust you with all of this. That’s why I knew you were the right person to call when I wanted to get real revenge on Clay. You’re the only one I thought of for it.”

      “So, the affair’s not real, but there is a con on Clay?”

      “Yes, I really am gaslighting Clay into thinking you and I are sleeping together. I’m sorry I wasn’t honest about the reason. I just know how weird it all sounds, and I didn’t want you to think I’m a gullible slut.”

      “Winthrop, you know I’ve kind of wished you were sluttier for years, right? You know how many times I’ve thought about getting you in this equipment room, in a position just like this? I stand by what I said. I don’t judge you. I don’t blame you for anything you did.” He smiled slyly. “And if I think you’re slutty at all, it’s only in the best way possible.”

      Michelle threw her head back and laughed. “You’re such a sweet talker. It’s a miracle you didn’t get me out of my clothes years ago!”

      “It’s not too late to start, you know?”

      “Do you think it’s smart for us to go down that road, Dec?”

      “We’re making Clay think we are, right? We should make it really convincing.”

      “He’d love that. He’s thought about it just as long as you have.”

      “Yeah? You serious?”

      “It’s part of his fetish. We spend so much time together, and he sees the way we flirt. I guess his mind just want there. It’s another thing that made you the perfect choice to get back at him.”

      “Okay. I feel a little weird that Clay’s been thinking about me fucking you. It means he thinks about me naked.”

      “Yeah, I try not to think about that part.”

      “Good idea.”

      “It sounds like I’m not only one who hasn’t been thinking about it all these years.”

      “Really? You never thought about it? I thought we had this tension thing going on, Winthrop.”

      “The flirting’s always been fun. It has. But I didn’t take it seriously. I really was a content married woman before all this, Dec. Cheating was not in my mind.”

      “And now?”

      “And now… I’m thinking about all kinds of things I never did before.”

      “So, why not give Clay what he really wants?”

      “Dec…”

      Declan cut her off with a kiss. Her arms went right up over his shoulders, and she trailed her fingers through his floppy hair as she opened her mouth to his flickering tongue. Playing with a man’s hair while making out was fun. She’d forgotten about that. Clay had been shaving his head for years now to combat being the balding guy. She liked her husband’s look, but she was learning that variety was nice.

      Michelle pulled Declan’s shirt over his head and tossed it away. She caressed his smooth, tanned back, feeling the way his lats rippled as he moved his hands over her body. Michelle never cared that Clay had a bit of a dad bod, but she was really acquiring a taste for fit guys. Touching those bodies was electrifying. It was like she could feel their power, and her sex swelled when she thought about how easily they could just take her. A long dormant submissive streak was bubbling to the surface.

      Declan found the hem of her fitted tank top. She raised her arms and reluctantly broke their kiss so he could pull it over it her head. Even though it had a build in bra, she wore a black racer back sports bra underneath—couldn’t be too careful around those horny teenage boys. He struggled getting the tight sports bra off her and she pushed his hands away and took care of it herself, dropping it to the floor beside the stack of gym mats she was perched on. Michelle reignited the kiss and pulled Declan with her as she lay back on the mats.

      Their kissing escalated, taking what started as sweet and fun to scorching and passionate. Declan touched her like a man who’d been lusting for her for years. His hands explored her body in a rush, trying to experience everything all at once. She felt the same sense of urgency. She wanted Declan inside her. He discovered her reaction to having her nipples teased and centered there. His fingers were calloused from hours working obstacles at the gym and the roughness was tantalizing. The friction of his callouses grazing over her nipples was exquisite. Michelle pulled his hair and guided his mouth down to the tender, puffy buds. His tongue was wonderful, but when he nipped with his teeth it made her crazy.

      “Ahh…Dec…” she moaned, pushing her breasts at his mouth.

      Declan continued his downward journey, trailing kisses down her flat tummy and pulling at her plum-colored leggings. She lifted her butt and he dragged them down her legs, only to get hung up at her sneakers. They both laughed as he frantically tugged on her sneakers, throwing them when he got them off. Declan pulled on leg free, but didn’t bother with the other, too eager to get to her. Her leggings were left dangling from one ankle.

      Her legs were spread wide and thrown back, and Declan plunged right in, deeply kissing her pussy. Michelle gasped and squirmed.

      “Dec… wait…” she moaned, tensing at the pleasure flooding her when his tongue found the little button of her clit.

      Michelle rolled her head back and closed her eyes, riding the waves of pleasure Declan sent crashing out from between her thighs. His hands slid down from the backs of her knees, and he firmly held the backs of her thighs, keeping her legs elevated and apart. Michelle was drenched and she hoped he didn’t think she was always so easy, but then, wasn’t she? Never shy about sex in the past, it seem that this summer Michelle spread her legs whenever a cute guy looked at her sideways. Declan was the cutest of them all and falling for him was the easiest. She loved the way he plunged right in to pleasuring her. Wes always demanded she drop to her knees and take care of him first to establish his dominance. Michelle loved that too, but it was refreshing to be with a man who seemed genuinely thrilled to have her and wasn’t playing power games—another reminder of how nice variety could be.

      “Ahh…ahh…Dec…ahh…god…”

      She knotted her fingers in his hair, pulling hard, and held his face there as she worked her pussy against it. Declan dropped one of her legs over his shoulder and plunged two fingers inside her. His tongue tickled her clit and his fingers pistoned, and it pushed Michelle right over the edge. She wailed and locked her thighs around his head. Her grip on his hair threatened to tear it out, while she clung to the top mat with the other.

      “Ahh god…ahh god…Dec…” she moaned over and over, panting and shaking.

      Declan pried his head from between her thighs and stood to push his baggy shorts down with his underwear and step out of them. He came close again and placed one of her long legs straight up against his chest. Michelle felt his tip nudge her puffy, tingling lips and nodded, moaning, “Yes.”

      Michelle was drenched from her climax and Declan slipped right into her, slowly pushing deep to fill her. He didn’t stretch her painfully the way Wes had, but felt perfect inside her. The muscles of her sheath rippled around him and gripped his hot, thick shaft. She closed her eyes and but her bottom lip against her moans and just felt him. Her entire body quivered and pulsed with pleasure. Declan slowly rocked in and out of her and Michelle moaned with pure erotic joy. Her perverse thought, Clay was right! I should have done this years ago!

      “Aww… Winthrop… shit…”

      “Don’t…call me…Winthrop when…you’re…”

      Declan laughed and she joined him. It felt good to have sex that was just fun. “Okay, first names only when we’re fucking,” he said.

      “Yes… Yes!” she cried. “Come here, honey… Come closer, Dec…”

      Michelle reached for him when he released her leg and craned in over her. She pulled him into a deep kiss, thrust her tongue the way he thrust his cock into her. Her legs locked around him and her abs rippled as she worked her core to push back up at him. Declan held her head and returned her fiery kiss while churning away inside her.

      “Ahh god…ahh…ahh…Dec…yeah…yeah…yes!” she cried, tearing away from their kiss.

      “Mich…Mich…chelle…Michelle…fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

      Declan pounded a fist on the mat above her head and shanked his cock deep inside her. Michelle felt him expand and she reached her own climax as he blasted his essence into her. She cried his name and dug her nails into his back bucking as if she could get more of him into her as the pleasure seized her. She laughed as the orgasm began to fade, and Declan kissed her. She hugged him as tightly as she could.

      “Hope it was worth the wait,” she said, sighing when he moved off of her.

      Declan stood and stretched his back, twisting to each side. It had been an awkward angle to bend over her like that. the sex really showed off his core strength. He laughed and said, “Ten out of ten. I knew you were hot, Winthrop, but damn. I feel like I’ve been missing out all these years.”

      “You and me both!”

      “Why didn’t this happen sooner?”

      “Because I’m married, and I only just found out my husband wants me to screw other guys.”

      “Are you going to tell him about this?”

      “Not yet, but I have a plan, if you’re in.”

      “Of course I am, especially if it means we get to do this again.”

      “Maybe, we’ll see,” she replied staring up at him from the mats. She was still on her back, in no hurry to rise and let go of her bliss.

      “Whatever you need. I’m here for you.”

      Declan pulled up his shorts. He turned to look for his shirt and stopped, staring at the open door. “We should probably lock that next time,” he said with a laugh.

      “Good idea.”
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        From: Actively_Imagining

        Subj: Home

        Fri, 8/28, 6:32 am

        I’m home. Got home last night. Sorry I was MIA. Last week out here is always crazy. Had to throw myself into full professional mode. Suppose that’s a good thing. Means I didn’t have much chance to think about all that was going on back home. 

      

        

      
        Although I did think about what was going on back home. A lot. It always, always, it twisted me all up inside. In a good way. In a hot way. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I should be upset, right, and it scares me, for sure, but more than anything, it’s exhilarating.

      

        

      
        I’m not sure what I expected on the return home. Reclamation, I suppose. Well, a hot confession, and THEN reclamation. But… but Michelle seems distant. Like, she says the right things and smiles and all that, and it’s nice to be back as a family, but there’s something between us. Last night, she told me that she was too tired to have sex. After being apart for so long, that’s not a good sign.

      

      

      

      It was so strange having Clay back in the house. The stillness of having the space to herself had become normal over the summer, but it was more than that. Michelle wasn’t getting back the same husband who’d left for the summer. It was a simple fact. The Clay who left was the comfortable, funny, cuddly, maybe slightly boring husband she’d known for almost twenty years. The Clay who returned was the man who so needed her to screw other men that he set up her seduction and secretly recorded it so he could jerk off to it. They were supposed to be moving past it, but there were still so many secrets.

      Clay clearly thought he’d gotten away with his betrayal. It was disturbing that she’d never realized what a cool liar he could be, and she wondered what other secrets he’d carried during their marriage. He still pretended his only knowledge of her indiscretions was what she’d told him. In that artificial reality, Clay knew she’d slept with Wes exactly once and had felt horrible about it. He said if she wanted to be with him again—or other men—they could discuss it. Clay was very understanding about the whole situation. Not many men would have taken the news their wife had cheated so well. The reality was vastly different. Clay knew she’d screwed Wes multiple times, including in a parking lot last week. He knew she screwed a state trooper the same day she slept with him weeks ago. And he thought he knew she was up to something with Declan. The later was the only situation where Clay didn’t have the full picture, and it felt good to be the one in control of the narrative. Declan was the one man who made Michelle feel like she was in power and making decisions for herself.

      Declan. Just thinking about him brought a smile. Michelle would drift out to the backyard or find a corner of the house to be alone with herself and sit and think about him. Declan was just for her—for now anyway. The telling thing was that when she thought of Declan, it was just as much about his humor, his caring or his smile, as it was about the incredible sex they shared in the equipment room at school. And god, was it incredible! When she did think of the sex, Michelle found herself heated and slipping a hand into her shorts. It was insane and reckless, but Michelle couldn’t say she regretted a second of it. That fact alone was a measure of just how much she’d changed since the beginning of summer.

      Now Michelle and Clay were two new people—strangers getting to know each other—and it showed in the weirdness between them. Clay wanted to talk about it but didn’t have the nerve to bring it up. He’d walk into the room and pause, like he was about to start speaking, but either keep moving, or bring up some innocuous topic. He wore his repression like a cheap suit and Michelle would have felt bad for his ill-ease if she hadn’t been the victim of his machinations. She was tempted to put him out of his misery, but she could only do so much. He had to be willing to open up to her. Michelle needled him with comments about Declan, but Clay didn’t take the bait.

      His first night home, Clay wanted to make love. It was tempting. Michelle always seemed to be up for sex these days, but the mood was snapped when she looked at him and pictured him jerking off while he watched video of her and Wes together. She’d seen the last batch of messages between her husband and Wes, so she knew he saw video of her encounter with Wes. Clay seemed to particularly enjoy the angle looking up when the phone was on the floor of her minivan and Wes was screwing her from behind. It had to be positively pornographic. Clay had expressed remorse about their scheme to Wes, but it didn’t stop him from happily accepting that last video. She sensed Clay was disappointed she’d ended it with Wes. No more video for daddy. Michelle didn’t know if he was more upset she’d cut off Wes—and the flow of videos—or that she was screwing Declan behind his back.

      All of that ran through her brain when Clay tried to touch her that night and she turned away from him. Michelle also still had the afterglow of sex with Declan—days later—which made it easier to turn her husband down. She’d been texting Declan—sexting the kids called it. Michelle even broke her rule about sending dirty pictures, texting Declan photos of her nude body in the mirror—with her face out of the shot, of course. Declan reciprocated with a photo of his big, handsome cock in his hand, fully hard and ready for her. Michelle shared that photo with Violet, who texted back her extreme jealousy. But Violet had no reason to be jealous. Violet was keeping busy with both Connor and Abel—often at the same time. Michelle would have been jealous if she thought she could handle two men at once. Declan alone was more than enough for Michelle.

      Michelle used her texts with Declan to her advantage. Clay only had secondhand knowledge from Wes. Why not let him see what was going on firsthand? It wouldn’t have been possible if she’d had the discipline to stick to the plan, but that moment of weakness in the equipment room opened up new possibilities. Michelle didn’t regret sex with Declan, but she was still enough herself to feel squirmy about it. That line should not have been crossed. Sleeping with a coworker could only lead to trouble. But it was Declan, and she just couldn’t regret it. When she reflected on it, sleeping with Declan was probably inevitable when she started down that road with him. Michelle had to know on some level and wanted that outcome.

      She heard Clay coming toward the kitchen and unlocked her phone where it sat on the counter, plugged into the charger, and walked out of the room. The text chain with Declan was front and center—featuring that photo of Declan’s beautiful cock and shaved balls. All messages discussing their counterintelligence op were scrubbed. Lurking around the corner, she held her breath, praying Clay wouldn’t realize she was right there.

      Clay gasped in the quiet of the kitchen. His murmurs weren’t quite words—although she thought she heard him curse fuck—but their tone was unmistakable. Clay was reading those texts and losing his shit. Michelle gave him a couple minutes with her phone before retreating down the hallway and loudly coming back toward the kitchen. She found Clay in the opposite corner of the kitchen, red-faced and wide-eyed. His hands shook so badly he couldn’t open the bottle of water in his hands. He fumbled and dropped it.

      “Are you okay?” she asked, trying to keep her expression neutral. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

      “Uh, yeah… just, y’know… butterfingers…” he stammered, bending to pick up the bottle.

      “You sure? You look all flushed.”

      “I was… uh… out back. It’s hot as blazes out there today.”

      “It sure is. You’d better drink that water, honey.”

      “Yeah, that’s why I got it. I need a drink. I’m gonna… uh… go…”

      “Okay, then.”

      Michelle could barely mask her amusement. Clay was completely out of sorts. She imagined he felt much the same as she did when she saw Wes’s text to him in the motel in the Poconos. Clay’s mind had to already be spinning based on what he knew from Wes, and what he probably fantasized was happening, but now he had it in black and white. He knew Michelle was doing things for Declan she said she’d never do for him—sending dirty pictures. It was just the latest thing she did for other men that she didn’t do for her husband—after giving Wes her ass. And now he knew exactly what she was getting from Declan. Michelle hoped Clay was envious of Declan’s big dick, wishing he could fill her the way Declan did. Michelle decided to let him stew for a couple hours. Clay was surely torturing himself way more than she ever could.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Home

        Fri, 8/28, 11:02 am

        OMG. OMG! Oh, my fucking God! They’re fucking. M and D. Exchanging pics even. Sexting. I saw these pics on her phone while it was on the charger. They just came through. A picture of D’s big… D. He sent a snap of it to her in response to a photo of her coming out of the shower completely naked. And all of that came after all these flirty messages.

      

        

      
        And she still hasn’t said anything. In fact, I’m not sure that she’s going to. This isn’t like before. She doesn’t seem guilty at all.

      

        

      
        Sun 8/28, 11:38 am

        BrownEyedGirl wrote: “You need to talk to her now. You needed to talk to her yesterday! It’s hard to get upset that she’s withholding stuff from you when you haven’t come clean yourself with how you really feel.”

      

        

      
        Thanks, BrownEyedGirl, I know. I know! I’m going to. I will. It’s just so hard. Like, I’m still not sure where my head is at, and every time I think about all of this, I just get more confused. But yes, you’re right. Time to talk.

      

      

      

      Clay kept to himself the rest of the day and Michelle was disappointed. She expected her husband to be so worked up by what he saw on her phone that he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off of her. It was evidence he was conflicted about her behavior, but he didn’t confront her about it. Her brain swirled with theories, but they were only that—theories.

      The first thought that ran around her head was that Clay was afraid. He was afraid he’d unleashed something in her he couldn’t control, and he feared losing her to it. That was the direction she wanted to push him, in the hopes that he would confront her and confess to try and save his marriage, but perhaps he was as aroused as he was frightened, and the conflict paralyzed him.

      Her second supposition was that he was angry he wasn’t in control. Wes was his game, his chosen man, his rules. Clay was controlling the situation, even if she didn’t know it. He could be angry that she had taken matters into her own hands. If Clay was angry, he had no one to blame but himself, but how would that manifest itself?

      A final theory in her head was that Clay was plotting. He was back in his home office trying to come up with a way to see her in action with Declan, and that was something she could use to her advantage.

      The time had come for them to discuss the state of their marriage, she decided, or a twisted version of that conversation anyway. They would be picking the boys up from her parents’ shore house tomorrow and their time alone would become limited to early mornings or late nights. Almost all their communication—by text before Clay returned home, and chit-chat once he was there—had been limited to small talk. When they tried to talk about it on that video call, they were both so turned on by the talk that things went awry.

      Clay was in the family room, scrolling through Netflix when she caught up with him. He looked sullen and drained and kept staring at the screen, which meant he didn’t notice what was in her hand. Having a slut wife isn’t quite how you thought it would be, is it? she thought. She dropped next to him on the couch, tucked the big, black dildo into the cushion beside her, and said, “Hey.”

      “Hey,” he replied. “Just trying to find something to watch. Anything you’re interested in?”

      Taking the remote from his hand, she shut off the tv and laid it aside. “The boys are going to be home tomorrow. I think we need to figure some things out before they’re back. We haven’t talked about everything since the last time I saw you, and we left a lot up in the air.”

      “I know, ‘Chelle. Every time we try to discuss it, we get sidetracked.”

      “That’s not my fault,” she replied, with a smile she didn’t feel.

      “I wasn’t saying it is. We both get a little distracted when we talk about this. I don’t know if it’s healthy.”

      “Probably not, but it is enjoyable.”

      Clay swallowed hard, and when it spoke it was like he had to force the words out. “Listen, babe. I don’t know if any of this was a good idea.”

      “What do you mean, Clay?”

      “I’m not saying I blame you or I’m mad about what happened, y’know, with Wes. But the more I think about all this, the more I’m thinking I don’t know if it’s a good idea for us to go down that road.”

      “But you said…”

      “I know what I said, but now I’m saying I think I was wrong. You told me how crazy it all was, how it could be dangerous to our marriage, and I think you were right.”

      “What happened to, I should do whatever I feel I need to do? You said you wanted me to go out and have fun.”

      “I wasn’t thinking clearly, ‘Chelle. I see that now. I don’t know what I was thinking. Maybe I was reading some things online and I got bad advice—read some bad articles, y’know. But I think I see the risks now, in a way I didn’t before.”

      “Did something happen? This is like a complete one-eighty, Clay. This is part of what I was concerned about. You say you want something, but then I do it and you blame me because you can’t handle it.”

      “Did you do something? I mean, something more than that night with Wes?”

      “If I did, it was because you said I should.”

      “I know what I said. Did you?”

      Michelle was reeling. Of all his possible reactions, she didn’t expect this one. Clay was so into his kink that she didn’t think there was any way he’d want her to stop. He was supposed to crack and confess what he did, not try to stop it all without confessing. Michelle wanted him to confess his sins and beg for her forgiveness.

      Anger flared inside her. Clay thought he could get what he wanted and then end it when it got out of his control, all without a reckoning. Michelle would not be robbed of her revenge. This wasn’t just about Clay, and he would not decide what would happen on his own. Besides, she had to admit his attempt at control wasn’t the only part irritating her. Now that she’d had sex with Declan, she didn’t want to give it up. She’d always insisted she didn’t want—or need—another man, but that may not have been true any longer. Michelle felt she deserved her fun with Declan for everything Clay had put her through that summer. But she couldn’t say any of that because their cards still weren’t on the table. And she wasn’t putting hers up until Clay did it first. Michelle had to find her duplicitous side and tap into it.

      “It doesn’t turn you on anymore?” she asked, dodging his question.

      “I don’t think that matters. That’s not the most important thing, right?”

      “If I did do something, would you still want to hear about it?”

      “I’d want you to be honest ‘Chelle, yeah.”

      “That’s not what I mean. Would you want to hear about it the way I told you about Wes?”

      “I… uh… does that matter? What I’m trying to say is…”

      Michelle turned and tucked her legs up under her butt. She placed a hand on Clay’s thigh, and he jumped like she shocked him. He tensed, looking away from her when her hand slid higher. Being the sexual aggressor didn’t come naturally for her, but increasingly Clay brought it out in her out of necessity. Michelle liked it more than she thought she would, and that was down to her anger with her husband. She liked it when she made him squirm, but more than that, it turned her on more than she expected it to. Clay came on to her the night before and she rejected him, but her mood had changed, and it was okay now if she used Clay for her own sexual satisfaction. It was the least he could do for her.

      “I know what you’re trying to say, but you can’t just slam the lid back on Pandora’s Box. This is something you’re into, Clay, and you’ve gotten it into my head to.”

      “Really?”

      “You didn’t realize that?”

      “I wasn’t sure, based on everything you’ve said. You kept saying it wasn’t something you wanted, so I thought this would be a relief to you.”

      “I think I’ve been fighting it because it’s so bizarre, but I’ve been feeling it. You’ve seen my reaction, going all the way back to when you used the toys on me.”

      “But you said that was because it was all fantasy, that you’d never want that.”

      “And then things changed. I met Wes and I was in a position to open up to him. Things feel different now.”

      “So, you’re saying you do want to go out? I’m confused, ‘Chelle.”

      Michelle caressed him through his shorts. His brain may have been confused, but his cock was not. Clay groaned when she gripped him through his shorts and shifted. She was unsure if he was trying to get away or make it easier for her.

      “Babe…” he sighed.

      “It feels like you still want it,” she said, voice dropping an octave.

      “To quote you, it’s not about that.”

      “I don’t understand you. I feel like I’m finally ready to take the next step and do what you want, and now you don’t want it. We can’t get on the same page, Clay.”

      She grasped him tighter and massaged.

      “I’m sorry,” he gasped.

      “I don’t believe you. I think you’re just scared, like I was.”

      Michelle came close and kissed his neck, then nipped his earlobe. Her voice was low and breathy. “You never said. If I have done something else, would you want the details?”

      “Babe…what are you… did you…”

      “Who would you want it to be? Would you want me to see Wes again? Is there someone else?”

      His breath was raspy, and he began to sweat, despite the air conditioning running. His eyes kept darting to her, but he couldn’t just look at her. The wheels were turning in his head. She saw it. Clay was trying to figure out exactly what to say. He wanted to confront her about Declan. She’d led him right to it.

      “I… I… I want to know who you want…”

      “It’s too hard to decide, honey. Wes was so good. He just took control of me. I loved that.”

      “Michelle…”

      “I could call him for drinks. I know he’d see me. Afterwards we could go back to his place again.”

      “Yeah…”

      “Yeah, honey, if we get that far. Maybe we’ll want each other so bad we’ll only make it as far as the parking lot.”

      “Ohh…Michelle…”

      Michelle peeled away from him and pulled off her tank top. She was braless beneath it. She wiggled out of her shorts and laid back on the couch, pulling the dildo out from behind her. Clay’s shocked expression was priceless. She held it by its thick base and rubbed it along her lips—a pink furrow in her smooth, pale mound. She spread her lips with the fat head and slipped it just inside her. Showing off for Clay was becoming a thrilling hobby—something inconceivable just a few months ago.

      “He stretched me open, just like this, honey. Mmm…you have no idea how it felt.”

      “Jeez, babe, I…”

      “If he wanted me in the parking lot, I think I’d do it. I’m afraid I’d do anything he wanted. It’s a little scary, but it’s so hot.”

      “Mich… you don’t have to…”

      Her leg extended and she planted her foot in his lap. A wet spot formed on his shorts as she rubbed him with her foot. “But what if I want to?”

      “God…damn…Michelle…”

      “Can you imagine him bending me over, right in the parking lot? What if someone saw?”

      “God…”

      They both knew damn well Clay didn’t have to imagine it. Neither of them did. She’d let Wes take her, and Clay had seen it—in close up. Michelle slowly eased the toy into her pussy. The better it felt, the harder it was to speak. It was tough to hold back. Thinking of how Wes railed her in the parking lot made her tingle everywhere and all she wanted to do was slam the dildo into her pussy the same way Wes slammed his cock into her. She pushed Wes from her mind.

      “What if it was someone else? Maybe Wes is too dangerous.”

      “Who?” Clay groaned.

      “I could… I could pick up a stranger… in a bar… let him take me home… some hot guy…”

      “Yeah, Michelle… Who?”

      “I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. A hot stranger. Maybe a cop! Maybe he’d use his handcuffs on me.”

      “Ohh…fuck…babe…”

      “I could…I could let go with a stranger… Let him do anything…”

      “Yeah… perfect, babe…”

      “A hot younger guy… I’m his MILF fantasy… He just wants to use me… A horny housewife…”

      Clay pushed her foot away and pulled down his shorts. He had his cock right in his hand, but Michelle nudged it with her foot. His cock was warm in her arch. She’d never given a foot job in her life, didn’t even think of it being a thing, but thinking of making Clay come in some weird way while he watched her was hot. She wanted it.

      “Fuck, babe… You horny MILF…”

      Michelle wondered what he thought about her night with Spencer. He had to have imagined it and jerked off, but he didn’t have details like the ones she was sharing now. That night with the state trooper was hazy in her mind now, so she didn’t have too much to share. Trooper Shawn Spencer wasn’t etched into her brain in the way Wes or Declan were. Her mind switched to Declan and stayed there.

      “Or maybe… maybe I need someone I know… I can connect with…”

      “Babe…babe…fuck…”

      Clay was humping her foot and staring at the toy rhythmically slipping in and out of her. Who did he want it to be? Wes? Declan? Michelle wanted it to be Declan. Her eyes were fixed on Clay, but she didn’t see him. Her mind was back in the equipment room when she was in almost the same position, but with Declan on top of her. She wished he were there now so she could wrap her legs around his tight, muscular body. Michelle worked the dildo faster in and out of her.

      “Declan,” Clay croaked. “You want to fuck Declan!” A tremor went through him, but he didn’t come.

      “Oh god…I can’t…too dangerous…he’s…he’s…”

      “You want to fuck him, babe. I know it! Fuck…seen you two together…I see it…”

      “Mmm…honey…”

      “You think he’s hot…”

      “Yes!” she cried, breaking.

      “You want to fuck him!”

      “Yes! God…yes…ahh… You want me to!”

      “Michelle…I…I…don’t…”

      “You want me to fuck him!”

      “Mich…”

      “Please, honey! I need you to tell me…please…”

      “Mich…I…I…goddam it…yeah! Fuck him! I want you to fuck, Declan!”

      “Ahh…yes! He can drag me into the equipment room…lay me down…”

      “Fuck…babe…”

      “Yeah…fuck me…right there in the school…”

      “Yes! Fuck, yes, Michelle!”

      “Ahh…god…honey…”

      Clay jerked and spewed all over her foot, his cream shooting up and landing to drip down her foot and ankle. It was hot and sticky on her skin, felt so strange. Michelle buried the dildo in her pussy and milked it with her muscles, wailing as her climax propelled her through a kaleidoscope of pleasure. Her little tits jiggled as she shook and moaned. Clay stared at her, and she knew it was picturing Declan making her come. She finished and it left her exhausted. The toy slipped from her pussy and flopped onto the couch between her thighs.

      They were both quiet, the tension between them even higher than before. Michelle waited for Clay to speak. She was not going to make it easy on him.

      “That was fantasy, right babe? You’d never?”

      “Do you really want me to?” she asked.

      “Someone from work? From the school? That’s just too… Too crazy. I mean, I know you’d never…”

      Michelle looked him right in the face and lied. “Of course not. Even if we were to do this, that would be insane.”

      “Right.”

      “But you don’t want to now anyway.”

      Clay didn’t answer.

      “I need to go clean up the mess you made,” she said, smiling down at his stain on her foot.
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      Michelle stayed late every day after volleyball practice that last week before school began again for the fall. The excuse was that she and Declan had a mountain of planning to do before the season started. Clay’s anxiety visibly increased with each passing day. He put on a good front when the boys were around, but he was drained and dour when they weren’t. When he tried to have a conversation with Michelle about their arrangement, she dodged. Ratcheting up the pressure on her husband was working.

      Practice was done by three, but Michelle didn’t return home until after six each evening. Those hours were spent not at the gym working with the kids or preparing for the upcoming season, but at Declan’s condo—in his bed. They left the school separately each day, even paranoidly driving in different directions, before coming back together at his place. It was quite the change after their first encounter in the equipment room with the door open. Michelle gave herself entirely over to her affair, becoming Declan’s lover with a lack of guilt she didn’t believe she was capable. Those hours spent with Declan were glorious. They took their time learning each other’s bodies and kinks. The experience was night and day than what she’d shared with Wes. She didn’t feel like she was losing herself to Declan’s will, as she had with Wes. It wasn’t that Declan wasn’t strong and masculine, but he didn’t demand control the way Wes did. He took control when Michelle gave it to him. She did not, however, give Declan her ass, as she had Wes. The wild, spontaneous anal sex in the parking lot was incredible—Michelle came very, very hard—but it left her sore for days and she wasn’t interested in repeating that part of it. But she could see where maybe anal sex could be enjoyable with a smaller, gentler lover. She might let Clay try it if he deserved it.

      Clay asked more and more questions around the time she spent with Declan. He tried to play it cool, but his desperation came through. Michelle responded with vanilla answers, just leading enough to make her husband sweat even more. She would not come out and admit she was sleeping with Declan unless Clay grew the balls to ask her. Clay remained passively suffering, leading Michelle to dangle a final piece of bait.

      The kids were in bed and the house was silent. Michelle rarely spoke with Declan on the phone, preferring to keep their interactions to texts, but she intentionally had this conversation knowing Clay was within earshot. It was a one-way conversation. Declan didn’t really need to be on the other end of the line to gaslight Clay.

      “Are you crazy? We can’t do it there. What’s wrong with your place?” she said, raising her voice to be sure her husband overheard. She paused, then continued, “Getting caught would not be fun! You’re supposed to get over the need to do it in strange places when you become an adult. I get that you’re just a big kid, but…”

      In her head, Michelle actually had the conversation with her lover. Declan replied, Don’t be so uptight, Winthrop. No one caught us in the equipment room that time, did they? I want to get crazy with you. She vocally replied, “But in the showers? It’s too easy to get caught in there. Anyone could come up on us and we wouldn’t know until it was too late, Dec.” She stayed quiet long enough for faux Declan to talk her into it, and finally said, “I am not uptight. Fine, but I want to be on record saying this was a terrible idea when it goes horribly wrong. After practice. You’d better bring your A-game and make it worth my while!”

      It was funny how easily Michelle excused herself of being uptight. She’d always feared turning into her mother. Michelle loved her mom, but the woman was a pill and entirely too committed to being a proper lady. She drummed that repression into her daughter and being a respectable lady had always been one of Michelle’s guiding principles. What was more respectable than being an English teacher? She took care of her family, volunteered. Even while she doggedly pursued being the respectable woman her mother taught her to be, Michelle liked to think she’d remained fun and flexible, but she always had her doubts.

      Any pretense at being uptight or respectable had been blown out of the water by her wild summer of debauchery. After an adulthood where she felt hemmed in by her responsibilities and choices, Michelle had thrown all that out the window and indulged herself. She finally embraced the if it feels good, do it mentality. Sex never seemed so important or central to her life before—as much as she enjoyed it—but it was sex and kinks that blew up everything in her life. Michelle had to figure out who she was in the wake of that and how—if—this new version of her fit into the life she’d built over all these years. And if the old life didn’t fit, what did that mean?

      Michelle turned the corner and acted surprised to find Clay in the family room. “Oh hey, I thought you were upstairs.”

      “Nope. Just been sitting here… reading. Were you talking to someone?” His voice was high and tight as a piano wire. His face was red, and he looked like he was going to be sick.

      “Yeah, I had to nail down some practice details with Dec tomorrow.”

      “You take care of that?”

      “Yep. We have our plans figured out. You know, sometimes I think he just needs to grow up. He has crazy ideas.”

      “Like what?” Clay barely got the words out.

      “Just the usual. You know how he can be.”

      Clay forced a smile and said, “Or maybe you need to loosen up. I sort of envy Declan’s looseness. He just does what he wants. It’s why all the women at school crush on him.”

      “I think that might be more the shaggy blonde hair and the abs, but you’re right,” she agreed. “So, you think I should be more like Dec?”

      “It could do you good. You’re a lot of fun when you let go, ‘Chelle. A dose of Declan might be just the thing you need.”

      Michelle smiled. “You just might be right.”
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        From: Actively_Imagining

        Re: Home

        Wed, 8/29, 10:38 pm

        I think I’m losing her, and I don’t know what to do. Since Sunday, I’ve tried to talk to her. I really have. But she keeps putting me off. Like she knows what I want to talk about. Like she’s… like she’s flaunting it, almost. And if she’s at that stage--the “I don’t give a fuck” stage--what does that say about the state of my marriage?

      

        

      
        She’s had practice every day with D this week, and I know that their practice ends early, but she’s home late each day. Not late-late, just… hours after she should have been. This is going to sound stalkerish, but I’ve even driven by there, just to check, but her car was gone.

      

        

      
        One thing I’ve learned through all of this is just how much I love her, and all that’s at stake. This was a fantasy that got out of hand. This is a dream that’s turned into a nightmare. Pick your cliche. That’s what I am, after all, a cliche.

      

        

      
        And yet, at the same time, despite all signs pointing to a horrible ending, I still get hard as I wait at home, knowing she’s doing something behind my back. And when she IS home, lying in bed beside me, I’m so fucking turned on. I’ve watched the videos of her until I’m sore and have nothing left to give, and you know what I keep going to, again, as messed up as this is? Not that she breaks things off--although the rational part of me definitely wishes that. But that I just wish I could watch them before all of this ends.

      

        

      
        Why haven’t I talked to her yet? I know you’re going to ask. I don’t have a great answer, but I do have one… sort of. I deserve this. I’ve been an idiot. I haven’t communicated. I’ve… yeah, I’ve been an idiot. What a nightmare.
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      “Do you think we should go? We should probably go, don’t you think?” Michelle said, pacing up and down the long aisle between the benches in the faculty locker room.

      “No one is here, Winthrop. Everyone with the football team left like an hour ago, and none of those coaches would be coming back here anyway,” Declan replied. He sat on one of the benches with his back to the row of chestnut wood faced lockers, watching Michelle pace. She knew he wanted to jump on her, but Michelle’s nervous energy kept him at bay.

      “But people are in and out of here all the time. Anyone could come back.”

      “This was your idea, remember? I’d be just a happy to be at my place right now. We’d already be naked and sweaty if we were.”

      She stopped pacing and smiled at him, still wringing her hands. “I know. I know, hon. I want to be naked and sweaty with you. I’m sorry, but I need Clay to catch us. Are you still good with that?” Michelle moved in front of him, looked down at his handsome face, with its square, stubbled jawline, and pushed his hair back. He held her hips and smiled up at her. That smile fluttered her heart and tightened her center. Nervous as she was, Michelle still desperately wanted Declan and was ready to rip his clothes off. The danger of her plan made her deeply horny. It was strange to discover this thrill-seeking side of herself after forty.

      “I’m good with whatever. Might be fun to be watched. Not a fan of drama, but I get it in this case. I’m on your side.”

      It hadn’t been as simple as that. Declan wasn’t thrilled about screwing in front of Clay and had serious reservations. He was rightly concerned about how badly things could go. Michelle talked him through it and got her way in the end. Declan was willing to do just about anything she wanted, especially when she was licking his cock while working on convincing him.

      Declan nuzzled her small boobs, compressed by the sports bra built into her tie-dye athletic tank top. He kissed them and his lips brushing her nipples was titillating even through the thick construction of Lycra and cotton covering her. He pulled at the hem of her top and the butterflies roosting in her tummy took flight, sending a buzz through her entire body. He said, “We don’t have to wait for him to get here. We want to be caught in the middle anyway.”

      “Yeah, but…” she breathed, closing her eyes and feeling him against her.

      “Don’t worry, Winthrop. I can go as long as you need me to.”

      Her top was pulled over her head and Declan kissed her bare breasts. His tongue lashed and circled a nipple. Michelle gasped and pulled him to her. He suckled her tender, darkened nipple and she couldn’t bite back her moan. Her breaths came in ragged gasps and Michelle was ready to abandon the plan and ride Declan right there on the bench. Clay would come or he wouldn’t. And as Declan said, he could go as long as was needed to wait for Clay. Michelle straddled him, precariously balancing her knees on the hard, wooden bench. She kissed the top of his head and ran her hands over his muscular back as she nuzzled and sucked her breasts. Michelle only pulled back from him with the greatest of reluctance.

      “Just let me check, hon. He’s probably on his way. I know we won’t resist the bait.”

      Michelle peeled from his lap and found her phone in her purse. Tracking Clay’s location with the Find Your Phone app was easy enough on their family plan. Surely Clay had done the same and saw she was spending her afternoons at Declan’s place. How badly did he wish he were there to watch? Clay may have driven by, for all she knew, hoping a curtain was left open. Unfortunately for him, Declan’s was a second-floor condo.

      A dot on the map represented Clay’s phone and it was moving. He was travelling in the direction of the school and only a few minutes out. There was no need to hold back any longer. Michelle tucked her phone away and turned to Declan. She kicked off her sneakers and wiggled out of her black leggings and thong, leaving them on the floor as a clue for her husband when he arrived.

      “Follow me, Dec,” she smiled. She pulled the scrunchie from her hair, freeing it from its high ponytail, and sling-shotted the scrunchie at Declan. He jumped at her, and she fled laughing to the showers.

      A few years back, a hedge fund billionaire alumnus of the high school donated a massive pile of money to build shiny new gym facilities—with his name plastered on the front of the building, of course. It was a surprise, as he hadn’t been a standout athlete in his high school days, but the district was thrilled for the donation and happily accepted. Some of the parents weren’t as enthusiastic as the school board, feeling the money could be better spent on academics. As both a sports coach and an English teacher, Michelle was torn, but she appreciated the state-of-the-art facilities when she got to use them. Included was a faculty gym, with full, fancy locker room facilities that included showers.

      There were three lovely, tiled shower stalls off each the male and female sides of the locker room. Michelle chose the first stall because it was easily viewed from the doorway back into the main locker room. She swept the curtain aside then jumped back with a shriek when she turned the knob to activate the water and was hit by a spray of cold water. She bumped into Declan behind her, who’d shed his clothes.

      “Careful,” he said, wrapping his arms around her from behind.

      “Hey, I need to adjust the water,” she replied, trying to pull from his grasp.

      Declan let her move forward enough to adjust the shower spray, but his hands were all over her. She loved how he touched her like she was his. They’d been in bed together enough now that Declan knew her body intimately. First, he cupped both breasts from behind and rolled her nipples between his fingers. Michelle went weak in the knees and sagged back against his big frame. His thick, growing cock nestled in at the top of her butt and she rubbed back against it, purring like a contented kitty. He nuzzled past her hair and kissed her neck in that special spot, one hand dipping lower, giving her swelling mound a squeeze before sawing a finger between her pink, dewy lips. She gasped his name and reached back, grabbing for the back of his neck. Her head twisted around, and she snaked her tongue into his mouth.

      “Ahh…Dec…god…” she moaned, tearing her mouth from his.

      Bolts of intense pleasure shot through her when Declan found her slick button and stroked it. She leaned forward, hanging her head, and she braced her hands on the wall in front of her. Her butt grinded back hard, wedging Declan’s hard cock between her cheeks as he taunted her clit with quick flicks of his fingertip. Her breath came faster and faster, her cries rising in pitch, while her body trembled. Declan spread her open and massaged her whole pussy while flicking her clit and that did it. Michelle yelped and squealed, coming hard and soaking Declan’s fingers.

      “Ahh…god…yeah!” she cried.

      Michelle twisted in his arms and pulled Declan back into the shower stall with her, kissing him frantically. The curtain was left hanging open. She wrapped her fingers around his thick lance and slowly stroked it, her other hand traveling his body, as his hands roamed hers. Her back pressed against the cool tile and she gasped into their kiss, but the water streaming down over them warmed her. She blinked against the spray and had to reposition to catch her breath. Sex in showers was always more complicated than it seemed in the movies.

      Declan was pushed back to the opposite wall of the stall. Maybe two feet separated them as Michelle went to her knees on the wood drainage rack that covered the tile floor. She brushed her hair back from where the water pushed it into her face and turned so the spray wouldn’t blind her. She wanted to look sexy for Declan, not like she was being waterboarded. His cock bobbed in front of her with his pulse and she leaned in, licking and kissing it. Water ran down his length and dripped from the head and she tried not to catch too much of it in her mouth. Michelle dipped down and caught his head between her lips, sucking it hard before sliding his length into her mouth.

      “Damn, Win…Michelle…” he moaned. He still had trouble with the distinction. He twined the fingers of both hands in her rapidly soaking hair and gently held her head while she eagerly sucked him.

      Michelle kept her hands down at her sides, only using her mouth on him. Her cheeks hollowed as she consumed him. His cock filled her mouth perfectly, like it was made for her to suck. Michelle loved the way Declan twitched and moaned when she went down on him, making her feel like a sex goddess. His shoulders pressed back on the tile and his hips thrust forward, pressing his cock deeper as he presented it to her. Her throat instinctively relaxed—she was good at that now—allowing her to accept him deeper. She cooed and moaned around his shaft, thrilled to be pleasuring him.

      A quick glance from the corner of her eye revealed no Clay. Michelle realized how badly she wanted him there watching her. It wasn’t just about payback—that was a huge part of it—but she knew she wanted her husband to see her in action, in the flesh. Clay wanted her to be his slut wife and here she was doing it. Michelle wanted Clay there to see just how good of a slut wife she could be. She often imagined her husband sitting in the corner watching while she was in Declan’s bed. She was incensed with Clay, but part of her was still thrilled he still saw her as such a sexual creature after all their years together. If only she could separate those feelings.

      Declan tightened his fingers in her hair, keeping her head in place. His hips flexed and he thrust into her mouth, establishing a quick, jerking rhythm. Michelle knew he was getting close and would have forced him to stop if she didn’t know her fit lover had incredible recovery time. She didn’t know how he did it, but Declan had almost superhuman stamina in bed. Some afternoons, she had trouble keeping up. She cupped and massaged his balls, while tightly gripping his base and jerking it. Declan grunted loudly and his breathing became labored and irregular. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him harder. Moments later, he rewarded her with his thick seed splashing the back of her throat. Michelle smoothly swallowed—something else she’d become very good at—and backed off, catching the rest in her mouth, sucking and licking to urge every last drop out of him. Declan gasped her name and sagged back to the wall as his cock deflated between her lips. Michelle kept sucking, knowing it would bring him right back to life. She fervently hoped Clay would walk in on her sucking Declan in the shower.

      Michelle let him fall from her lips and sat back on her heels, turning her face away from the shower spray. One hand kept stroking Declan, while the other swept her soaked hair back from her face once again. She caught her breath and looked up at him through the steam and mist. Declan’s lustful smile thrilled her. He just came in her mouth, but his thirst for her wasn’t slaked at all.

      “You’re lit, Michelle. Damn, you’re hot,” he said, pulling her to her feet.

      “It’s you, Dec. You’re so sexy. God, I just want you,” she replied, covering his face with kisses. “I can’t believe it took this long.”

      “Now you know you should just always do what I want, right?”

      They both laughed. Declan boosted her by her butt and her legs draped over his hips. She still grasped him tightly, and he was thick and ready again.

      “I want you,” she whispered.

      “Put it in, Michelle. I want to feel you around me.”

      Declan lifted her higher, and she fit him against her. Michelle seated him inside her—his flared helmet spearing her open—and he pulled her down onto him. She let out a long, low, contented moan as Declan pushed up onto her and filled her.

      “Mmm…ahh…yeah…”

      Michelle leaned away from him at an angle, back pressed to the wall, and held his shoulders. Declan was a powerful man and did all the work. He didn’t have to manhandle her the way Wes did—she loved that too—but he was just as confident, just as strong. Declan bounced her on his cock, lifting and dropping her, while thrusting up, spiking his cock into her. It was an impressive, powerful fucking that Michelle thought only happened in late night cable movies. It was breathtaking. Her cries echoed in the tiled chamber of the shower stall, drowning out the sound of rushing water. Worries of being discovered flew out of her brain when she felt Declan’s cock driving up into her.

      A piercing screech announced an all-consuming climax, and Michelle pulled tight to Declan, clinging to him. Her legs locked around him, per pussy gripped him like a fist, and she felt lightheaded as her body throbbed with pleasure.

      “Honey…that was…that was incredible…oh god…” she gasped. “Ahh, god…”

      “You’re done?” he asked, amused.

      Michelle felt him pulsing inside her, still rock hard. Declan had inhuman staying power after he’d come once. She may have been content after two orgasms, but she wouldn’t stop until she’d made him come again. Besides, she knew he could make her climax over and over again. Some evenings she was so exhausted returning home from his condo that she could barely walk.

      “Not until you are, honey,” she cooed, kissing him.

      Michelle snapped her eyes to the doorway, sure that she’d heard a noise, but it was empty. She must have heard Clay because she wanted to. She unwrapped her legs from his waist, and he gently lifted her before setting her down. Her knees were shaky, but she could stand. Michelle switched off the water and took Declan by the hand, leading him back to the locker room. Her eyes went to all the shadowy corners, but no Clay. Michelle still felt a creeping feeling up her spine. She was sure they weren’t alone. It had better be Clay. She didn’t know what she would do if someone else had discovered them.

      Declan watched as she walked—nude and dripping wet—to her gym bag on the bench and pulled a big, fluffy towel from home. She came prepared. He stayed thick and ready while he watched her dry her body, and his demonstrable lust for her made Michelle want him inside her again, even though her pussy still throbbed from him. Old Michelle would have self-consciously wrapped up in the towel and covered herself, but new Michelle dropped the towel as she walked to Declan. She grabbed his cock and stroked it while she kissed him. He only reluctantly released her when she pulled away again.

      “I could just watch you walking around naked all day,” he said, admiring her form as she fetched a brush from her bag, and her phone from her purse.

      “I know. I love the way you watch me afterward when I’m getting ready to leave your place.”

      “It’s in case you don’t come back. I want to memorize you.”

      “I’m not done with you yet, Dec,” she said, laughing, but it was bittersweet. This thing with Declan was not forever. Michelle didn’t know what would happen after she confronted her husband. She hadn’t given serious thought to this being an ongoing lifestyle—having outside lovers—but her heart ached when she thought about given up Declan.

      Michelle set her brush down on the vanity and checked her phone. The Find My Phone app said Clay was there. He was somewhere in the gym complex, but it wasn’t more specific than that. she shivered, thinking he had been watching them in shower. Or maybe he hadn’t worked up the nerve to creep in and spy yet. Clay could have been right outside the door listening to their small talk. She tried to imagine eavesdropping on her husband sharing such a casual, intimate moment with another woman, and it knotted her stomach. Michelle could never watch Clay with a lover the way he wanted to watch her. She would never truly understand his impulses.

      The brush resisted, but she dragged it through her long, tangled hair, dark with water, and she brushed her hair out straight down her back. It fell well past her shoulder blades. Clay loved her long hair, and Declan had complimented it too, but sometimes she just wanted to chop it all off. Men didn’t realize what a pain long hair was—especially in the summer when it was hot and heavy.

      Declan came behind her and took the brush from her hand, setting it down. He kissed her shoulder and ran his hands down her body. Michelle closed her eyes and purred. His prick bobbed again her butt and she wiggled it for him.

      “What are you doing?” she giggled.

      “You didn’t expect me to wait forever, did you? Not with you standing there like that. You know how sexy it is when you brush your hair,” he murmured between kisses.

      “Mmm… why do guys like that?”

      “Maybe it’s the cute way your tits bounce when you move your arm.” He chuckled.

      “Probably. Oh!”

      Declan pressed one hand on her shoulder, and one on her flat tummy, bending Michelle forward. She spread wide and Declan hunched, slipping inside her. It was much easier now that she was soaked after he’d already opened her up with his cock once.

      “Ahh…god…Dec…”

      “Look at us, Michelle. Look how good we are together,” he urged, keeping a hand on her shoulder, the other on her hip, as she slowly rocked in and out of her.

      It was the truth. The mirror was right in front of them, and she watched as Declan took her from behind. They did look good together. Michelle didn’t think she looked the decade older than him she was, at least not when their faces were masks of ecstasy. The raw need on her face was matched by the need on his. Of course Clay would be turned on watching us, she thought, giggling nonsensically while Declan took her.

      Declan pulled up her left leg, bending it to rest her knee on the counter, and drove his cock even deeper inside her. It was astonishing and she cried out. Just when she thought he’d shown her all his tricks, Declan had a new one. He got lower and pounded up into her with serious power. Her balance in that position was precarious, but she loved every second of it. His shaft stoked her g-spot perfectly. She closed her eyes and savored it.

      “Ahh…ahh…ahh god…ahh god…Dec…Dec…ahh…”

      “Come on, Michelle. Look! Watch us! Watch when I make you come,” he demanded.

      Michelle did as Declan ordered. His face was just over her shoulder, intense with the effort of taking her. Her mouth hung open as she gasped and moaned. Her body was tense, and her small boobs bounced wildly. She caught him looking there, pleased that he loved her small boobs so much. And then she caught a flicker of movement in the background.  They weren’t alone.
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      He was there! Clay was watching them! Michelle couldn’t see if he was jerking off, but he was just around the corner of the lockers behind them, peeking around the edge and watching. Michelle watched back in the mirror as Declan railed her from behind.

      “Oh god! Yeah…yeah…Yes! Yes! Fuck me, Dec! I love your dick! Fuck me!”

      The performance was for her Peeping Tom husband, but she felt it. New energy consumed her, knowing Clay was there seeing her. Watch me! Do you love your slut wife? Do you love watching Clay fuck me? He fucks me so good! I’ve never been fucked so good! Michelle screamed the words in her brain, wanting to scream them aloud. She wanted to taunt her husband, but she didn’t want Declan to stop, and she didn’t know what he would do once he knew Clay was there. And then she was coming again. Michelle shrieked and trembled and reveled in the feeling of Clay watching another man make her come so hard.

      Declan didn’t even wait for her to start trembling before he flipped her around and sat her up on the counter. His cock was right back in her and he pounded away. Michelle locked her legs around him and worked her muscles, milking his cock. She knew from the intensity in his eyes and his grunts he was close.

      “Come inside me, honey. I want it, Dec. I want to feel you come inside me,” she moaned.

      “Damn, Michelle. You’re…you’re fucking on fire…”

      “Cause…cause you fuck me so good, honey…”

      Michelle said the words to Declan, but she stared at Clay while she said them. Facing him now, she stared directly into his eyes. She didn’t see his dick, but his motion was blatant enough. Clay was jerking off while he watched her rutting with Declan. His expression was unreadable. Anything could have been in his head. Michelle didn’t know whether to feel fury or pity. She was furious, and the anger drove her toward one final, massive orgasm, but a twisted part of her hoped Clay was getting what he needed. His eyes burned into hers. He must have thought she believed she was cheating. Did he hate her for it, even though he set it in motion?

      “Fuck…Michelle…fuck…”

      Declan froze, balls deep inside her, his cock pulsing his essence into her. Michelle cried out and climaxed again, her body reacting to his orgasm and the flood of his seed. The deep contentment of orgasm swept through her and for a moment she stopped caring that Clay was there.

      “He’s here,” she managed to gasp to Declan.

      “I know,” he panted. “I saw him. Hope he liked the show.”

      Clay’s arm had stopped moving. He came when they did. Michelle told Declan, “Oh, I think he did.”

      Time froze for a strange moment while everyone tried to grasp the situation. Michelle looked over Declan’s shoulder and she and Clay glared at each other, while Declan slowly calmed down. He stepped from her, his finally-deflated cock slipping from her well-used pussy. Her rubbery legs dropped and dangled from the counter, and she sat forward, peeling her shoulders from the mirror behind her.

      “You don’t need to hide back there, Clay,” she said. “No more secrets.”

      Clay came into view in a series of jerking steps, constantly stopping like he was afraid to come too close. He was Icarus and Michelle’s freshly-fucked body was his sun. He opened his mouth, closed it, opened it, closed it. Finally, he said, “Michelle… what… how could you?”

      “Do you want me to stay?” Declan asked. He was already dressing.

      “I’ve got this, but thanks,” she replied, hopping down from the counter. Michelle had to stop and grab the wall for a moment and Clay stared. That’s right, she thought. He fucked me so good I can’t stand.

      Declan slipped on his shirt and kissed Michelle. “Call me, let me know you’re okay.”

      “Sure, honey. I’ll be fine. Thanks.” Michelle kissed him one more time, slow and deep. When she pulled back, Clay was gaping.

      “What the fuck?” Clay exclaimed.

      “Good luck, man,” Declan said, clapping Clay on the shoulder as he passed.

      Clay angrily shrugged the hand off and Declan stopped, like he was going to make an issue of it, but he shook his head and smiled and walked away. Michelle was happy Declan was so easygoing. Angry as she was, she still didn’t want to see Clay get his ass kicked.

      “Where are the boys?” she asked, walking past her husband to pick up her clothes from the floor.

      “Sarah and Eddie are watching them. I told them you were tied up and I had to run some errands. What the fuck, Michelle?”

      Michelle pulled up her thong and then her leggings and stopped with his hands on her hips, staring at him while topless. “Do you want to do this while I’m naked? I’d think that would be distracting, but then you’ve seen a lot of me naked lately. Maybe you’re just used to it.”

      “What are you talking about? What are you doing here with Declan?”

      “You haven’t seen me screwing enough to recognize it?”

      A cloud passed over his face, recognition he could be in trouble. “We talked about this. I thought we were pulling back. I never said…”

      “You never said a lot of things, Clay. Do you want to start there? Why not start with all the things you haven’t said to me?”

      “What are you talking about?” He looked lost.

      “Are you really going to stand there and act like I’m cheating on you when I’m just giving you what you want?” She pulled on her tank top, scooping her breasts into the built-in bra.

      “Michelle?”

      “I know, Clay,” she thundered. “I fucking know. I know it all. I know what you were playing at with the toys. I know all about Wes. I know about the cameras and the videos and your need to turn me into your personal porn star. Isn’t that what some of them call it? They want their wives to be their personal porn star.”

      “’Chelle, it’s not…”

      “Please don’t try to tell me it’s not what I think. Don’t insult me.”

      Clay reached for her, and she turned away.

      “I know everything, Clay, so grow some balls and come clean.”

      “How?”

      “I went snooping when I thought you were screwing Piper. You weren’t careful at all. You didn’t really hide anything, but I guess, why would you? Why would you think I’d go looking for evidence you were setting me up to be screwed by another man?”

      “I… I…” The fight left him, and his indignation drained away. “I’m sorry. I fucked everything up, I know. I know I ruined us.”

      “Why, Clay? Why did you do this? Why did you want it? Just, why?”

      Clay sat on the bench, deflated. Michelle sat at the other end, as far from him as possible. He looked at her with a pained expression and turned away. He couldn’t face her. It stung her heart because of the love she still had for him, but Michelle was not going to make it easy for him. Clay had to explain himself and take responsibility, or they were through.

      “I don’t know when it started, this feeling inside me. I guess it was always there in some form. I liked it when guys in high school would tell me how hot my girlfriend was. If I caught Ally talking to some guy, I didn’t get jealous, but I was proud. It was more than proud, I got this weird excitement, like an uneasy flutter in my stomach I couldn’t explain. There was this feeling of possibility, but the possibility of what, I couldn’t explain back then. I didn’t have any way to understand it.

      “You know Ally and I were really close with Joel. We hung out all the time, thick as thieves. Sometimes I would come into a room and find them sitting really close to each other, whispering, sharing an intimate moment. When I saw that, they felt like more of a couple than Ally and I did. I got that weird buzz in my stomach, but it was so much more intense—and lower. I pushed those feelings down because I didn’t know what to do with them. How could a seventeen-year-old kid understand that?”

      Clay fell silent and looked so lost. Still, Michelle didn’t reach out to him. She’d heard endless stories of the Three Musketeers—Clay, Ally and Joel. Clay and Ally dated all through high school and the first couple years of college, until distance finally pulled them apart. Ally went to the Academy of Dramatic Arts to pursue her acting dreams, while Clay attended a state school to become a teacher. They were on different life tracks and their break-up was inevitable, but it was so traumatic for Clay it became a defining moment of his young life. It didn’t help that he could still see Ally on his television if he chose to. She landed a role on a soap opera and stayed for years. Michelle watched that show when she was younger and loved the spunky young troublemaker Sierra played by Ally Williamson. It was intimidating that Clay’s major ex was a beautiful actress when they first started dating and the stories of the perfect Three Musketeers didn’t help. Now that she thought about it, Piper looked a lot like a young Ally Williamson. Michelle couldn’t imagine what it was like to have to watch to love of your life daily on television, sometimes in love scenes. The soap was long off the air, but Ally still cropped up in infomercials from time to time.

      “You never mentioned that in all your stories about the three of you,” she said, her voice softening.

      “I also never told you about the time I walked in on them together. You don’t tell the girl you’re in love with about your deep, shameful weirdness, and how it started with another girl. It was over spring break our senior year and the three of us were supposed to hang out. I got stuck late closing at work and Ally said she’d just go over to Joel’s on her own and I could meet them there. We were supposed to watch a movie. By the time I got out of work, it was so late I didn’t even stop home to shower the fast food stink off me. I just headed over to Joel’s. I knew they’d be in the rec room in his basement, so I just went to the backdoor that went straight into the basement. I was about to open the door, but I saw them through the window first.

      “Ally was straddling Joel and her top was off. Her bra was pulled down and his face was buried in her tits. I don’t know if I really heard her moaning, or if it was in my head. Her hands were in his hair, pulling his face to her. Then she kissed him and they were making out. I should have stormed in there and slugged him, screamed at her, but I just stood there and watched through the window. I was unable to move, except for my dick. It was throbbing. I felt like I was going to throw up, but I’d never been so hard. It made me dizzy. Fuck, I can still feel it now if I think about it.”

      Clay flushed as he described it and wiped his palms on his pant legs. He looked just as confused as he must have felt all those years ago. Michelle’s fury slipped a notch. She squeezed his arm and said, “That must have been really strange. I can’t imagine how you felt.”

      “You really can’t, ‘Chelle. I don’t know how to fully explain it.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I stood there. I stood there and watched. Ally slid off his lap, leaned over, and blew him. Joel held the back of her head, and I couldn’t tell who was doing more work. Her head was bobbing fast, but he was shoving it up into her mouth. Joel had to be quiet because his parents were upstairs, but I could just about hear him. He was saying these terrible things to Ally, telling her to suck it, saying he knew he loved to suck his cock. She didn’t miss a beat. I’d never been rough with her like that. I certainly never talked to her like that. It never occurred to me that I could or should. It was exciting to see Joel using her mouth like that. It was like I was on fire. My skin was sizzling. And I… I…”

      “What Clay?” she asked when he faltered.

      “I took it out and jerked off. It just happened. One minute I was just watching and the next I was jerking off, like my dick just appeared in my hand. I finished so fast, all over the side of the house. It took Joel longer, and it felt like he was way more of a man than I was.”

      “That’s not true, honey. That’s not the measure of a man. Besides, you were a kid. You didn’t know what you were feeling.”

      “I watched until Joel obviously came in her mouth, something else I’d never done. He was putting it away and Ally was fixing her top when I made a lot of noise at the back door, acting like the door was stuck. Joel was just all smiles, thrilled to see me. I know he was thinking your girl just sucked my dick man. Ally at least had the grace to look embarrassed.”

      “What did you say?”

      Clay looked ashamed. “I didn’t say anything. I sat down with them on the couch, kissed Ally’s cheek, and acted like I didn’t know. I never said anything about it. I never caught them again. There were no cell phones or texts to check back in the day. But I always felt like they were fucking behind my back when I wasn’t around.”

      “That’s a terrible thing to carry, Clay. I’m sorry.”

      “I thought about it all the time—Ally and Joel together. And I jerked off. I did it all the time. I know it’s crazy and weird. I couldn’t help it. You can imagine what it was like when we were separated at different schools. I was sure Ally was meeting all these guys—and fucking them. We were drifting apart anyway, but I know my obsession put more distance between us and hastened things.”

      “And you never said anything to her about it?”

      “No, I didn’t even have the language. I tried a couple fantasies in bed, about threesomes, but Ally freaked out. She told me she wasn’t that kind of girl and wondered why I’d want another guy there.”

      Michelle tried to process her husband’s confession. She was as confused as he must have been that night outside of Joel’s basement. It explained his obsession. Maybe it had always been inside him or maybe it was born that night, but Clay discovered something about himself that he couldn’t shake. He must have felt like a freak and when he tried to talk to the girl he loved about it, she treated him like one. Her heart ached for the poor, wounded boy he was. She understood how it twisted the man he became, but it still didn’t excuse his betrayal, even if it explained it.

      “So you’ve carried that all these years we’ve been married? You’ve had those thoughts,” she said tenderly.

      Clay nodded. “Well, not at first. I was so head-over-heels about you that it crowded everything thing else out of my head. That was a relief. I told myself all the weird feelings were just about Ally because of what she’d done. But then, it crept back in. We’d be out together, I’d come back from the bathroom and catch some guy flirting with you, and my mind would go places.”

      “That wasn’t my fault, Clay. Guys hit on women.”

      “I know, ‘Chelle. Nothing about it is rational, but I couldn’t control the feelings that bubbled up inside me. I still can’t, apparently.”

      “Clay…”

      “Once my mind went there, it kept going there. You used to have so many guy friends and…”

      In her young, single days Michelle had a lot of male friends. Most were casual, but she was close with a couple of them. She knew most of them had crushes and hoped they’d escape the friend zone one day, but as long as that wasn’t a problem for them it wasn’t one for her. Those friendships dropped away over time as everyone got married and their lives went in different directions. Some of those guys married women who didn’t appreciate their husbands spending time with Michelle. Clay always seemed so cool about it. She had no idea what was going on in his head.

      “You don’t think there was anything going on with them, do you? We were just friends, that’s all. I was never unfaithful. I’m not a cheater,” she insisted, even though it wasn’t quite true. Technically, she didn’t cheat with Wes, but she thought she did at the time.

      “No, I never really thought you were up to anything, but in my mind, when I was alone…”

      “You wished I was.”

      “Wished is a strong word. I mean, not at first. The thought of you with another man made me sick as much as it turned me on. I couldn’t stand the idea of you cheating on me the way Ally did. But over the years it evolved into this other thing.”

      “You’ve been carrying this all the time we’ve been married? You’ve had fantasies about me and other men? Men we know?”

      “They weren’t fully formed fantasies. It was more like something would happen and thoughts would come into my head. Maybe a quick fantasy formed out of that, but I wasn’t just making stuff up in my head.”

      “Like if I was off coaching with Declan, you had these thoughts?”

      “Right. Exactly. But it got more intense over the last couple years when I went looking on the internet and found out I wasn’t alone. Finding other guys like me made me feel like less of a freak. I found out there was even a name for the thing I was into.”

      “You don’t think the guys on that message board sound a little freaky? I mean, some of the things I read there…”

      “Yeah, some of the guys are over the top and have really gross thoughts, but I just screen them out. There are assholes everywhere. But what really got into my head was that there were guys who got their wives to do this stuff and it turned into a lifestyle for them.”

      “I read that stuff too, Clay. But those men talked to their wives about it. They made a decision together.”

      “If I talked to you about it, would you have done it, ‘Chelle?”

      Michelle was silent. She would have said no, of course. Sleeping with other men still seemed insane to her, even though she was doing it. Reconciling what she felt when she was with another man with the way she thought her life should be seemed impossible.

      “You would have said no, we both know it,” Clay said.

      “So you decided tricking me into doing it was the way to go?”

      Her anger bubbled back up inside. This whole episode revealed a weakness in her husband that she didn’t like confronting. She knew it had always been there—an inclination to avoid the hard stuff—but Michelle had always chosen not to dwell on it. Now she didn’t have a choice.

      Clay stammered rather than articulate an answer. She could see he wanted to justify his behavior, even if there was no justification. There was not a single excuse for what he’d done. Understanding what drove Clay to his dark obsessions was a long way from condoning them.

      “I… I would have never considered that. It wasn’t in my head until Wes came along.”

      “You can’t blame Wes for this. He’s an asshole for what he does, but he’s not responsible for any of this. He’s just an amoral troll taking advantage of a situation. Besides, you were doing the other stuff before he contacted you. There was the Valentine’s Day thing.”

      “I didn’t see the harm in testing the waters. It really was harmless, and I know it made you feel good.”

      “That’s not the point, Clay! You tricked me.”

      “I know. I’m sorry. I just didn’t see the harm.”

      “Manipulating someone is always wrong, even if the outcome is good.”

      “But you did like it. I remember how you were that night.” Clay lit up, remembering that night.

      “The thing I mostly remember from that night is you being late. I was pissed. That was probably half the reason I was flirting with that guy in the first place. But this isn’t just about that. The toys, too. I asked you point blank what was going on when you brought those home and you lied to my face.”

      Clay got up and started pacing. He was all nervous, defensive energy. “I just couldn’t tell you what was in my head. I knew how you’d react, ‘Chelle. I knew it would be like this.”

      “Are you kidding me? I’m not upset because you want me to screw other men, Clay. I’m angry because you lied to me about it and manipulated me. I mean, I’m not saying I want to sleep with other men. You know what I mean.” Michelle felt flustered and defensive too.

      “I couldn’t just come to you and tell you what was in my head. I knew you’d lose your shit—and I understand it. But I thought if we played with fantasies, I could see if it was somewhere you’d ever consider going. And you did like it. Don’t lie, Michelle. You got into it. I saw it.”

      “Okay, yes. Your little bedroom games turned me on. Is that what you need to hear? Yeah, I got off when you used those toys and whispered those things in my ear. It upset me too, because I knew something was different about you and I knew you weren’t being honest with me.”

      “What if I had been honest with you? What if I’d come to you and just laid it all out? What would you have said?”

      “We’ll never know, will we?” she shot back. It felt like Clay was trying to turn this on her somehow and she didn’t like it.

      They fell silent. Clay paced and wrung his hands. She saw his wheels turning, trying to find the argument that would get him out of this. He felt he’d scored some points, that was plain. Michelle agreed that he wasn’t wrong about everything, but none of that got around the fact that he betrayed her. Everything came back to the fact that he’d done something so out there that she didn’t even have a context for it. They had so much baggage now that she couldn’t decide if what he’d done was unforgivable or not.

      “You seem to want to talk about me, what I thought, what I did. We can do that Clay. I can tell you exactly what I felt and why I did what I did. But remember, just about everything I’ve done has been in the context of your lies and manipulation. That’s the original sin here.”

      “I do think what’s been happening with you—what you’ve done—changes things, no matter what I did, or why you did those things. Even if you find a way to forgive me, how do we go back? We can’t pretend none of this happened.”

      “You’re right, Clay. I’m not the same woman I was at the beginning of the summer, and I don’t know how we go back to what we were.”

      “You wanted Wes, regardless of why he was there. You would have wanted him no matter what I did.”

      “That’s hard to say. He knew all about me because you fed him information. He was like a guided missile locked on to me.”

      “Maybe some of that is true, but I don’t believe it, ‘Chelle. Wes is handsome and charming. It wouldn’t have mattered what he knew about you if you weren’t attracted to him. Wes came onto to you, and you responded because you liked it. You liked him.”

      “Sure. He’s a hot guy. Is that what you want to hear? Wes came on strong, and he’s hot, so I responded. It was flattering because after all these years…” Michelle trailed off, not wanting to hurt her husband.

      “Because after all these years with me, it was nice to have the attention of another man. Especially, a man like Wes.”

      “Okay, yes. But that hardly makes me unique. I don’t know if you, as a man, can appreciate how it feels for a woman to turn forty. You guys get more dignified. We disappear.”

      “You’re a beautiful woman. You know that, ‘Chelle. You’re as beautiful as the day we met. Men still want you, obviously.”

      “I guess, but just as many men look past me. They see me out with the boys and I’m just another mom. So yes, Wes hitting on me felt good. Maybe it felt better than it should have, but that doesn’t mean I would have screwed him if our situation wasn’t what it was. I did it because I was sure you were cheating.”

      “I don’t believe that’s entirely the truth. You’ve never been one to act out like that. Sure, it gave you an excuse, but you did it because you wanted to. You did it because you thought you deserved it.”

      “You’re right. I did. I did deserve it. I deserved it more than I even knew,” she replied, the words just tumbling out. The thoughts were all jumbled in her head. Michelle was still angry, but Clay was doing a good job at confusing everything.

      “And that’s okay. It’s okay with me, ‘Chelle. Maybe I tricked you—I guess I did, there’s no maybe about it. But I gave you something that deep down you wanted. You didn’t even realize it, but you needed it.”

      “I didn’t need to fuck another man, Clay,” she shot back. She only dropped the F-word when she was really angry. “I wasn’t looking for it. I didn’t need it.”

      “But you did it. You thought I was cheating, and of all the things you could have done about that, you fucked Wes. It didn’t change anything. You fucked him because he wanted him, and you knew it would feel good.”

      “You should know. You watched me do it.”

      “You’re right, ‘Chelle. I saw exactly how much you loved it. It may have started with Wes seducing you, but you couldn’t keep away, whether you thought it was wrong or not. You almost let him fuck you that first night at his place. And when you didn’t go that far, you still blew him.”

      “I couldn’t just leave him like that,” she said, knowing how it sounded. She felt ridiculous for saying it. “How did it feel watching that? Was I the slut wife you wanted? Did it feel good to see me on my knees for another man?”

      “You were sitting on the couch.” He tried a smile.

      “Fuck you, Clay.”

      “Truth? Yeah, it was the hottest thing I ever saw, until I actually saw him fuck you. It was incredible to see you like that, ‘Chelle. You were so wild, so free, so uninhibited. I’ve never felt you were like that with me, but maybe I could only see it watching from the outside. Seeing you come like that was insane.”

      “Bet you jerked off to it,” she sullenly said.

      “Like a thousand times. I always knew you were sexiest, most beautiful woman on the planet. This just confirmed it, took it to another level. I’d say it was everything I thought it would be, but that’s not true. It was a thousand times better.”

      “You weren’t jealous? You weren’t afraid of losing me to him?”

      “I know you love me, Michelle. You love sex, but I know it’s not the key to your heart. Wes was never going to steal you from me. Besides, that’s not his deal.”

      “No, he wants to screw married women. He doesn’t want them falling in love with them.”

      Clay stopped pacing and sat beside her again. He looked at her earnestly. “I was sort of jealous, I guess. It was like when I saw Ally with Joel all those years ago, but different because I’m not an insecure kid anymore. I saw Ally all over Joel and I thought she was in love with him. Sex can just be sex. I get that now.”

      “It’s not that way for everyone. It hasn’t been that way for me, most of my life. You know I was never a one-night-stand girl. There was a chance, Clay, even if it was a slim one. You couldn’t be sure I wouldn’t fall for another man. Maybe not Wes, or that cop, but…”

      Michelle tapered off, but they both knew she was referring to Declan. She had a solid friendship with Declan. He couldn’t just be another dick to her. She wasn’t planning on leaving her husband for him, but sex with Declan wasn’t meaningless. Clay’s plan wasn’t for her to sleep with Declan, even if he’d fantasized about it for years. How didn’t he see Declan was a threat?

      “It was scary, of course it was. It’s still scary. When I knew you were fucking Declan and lying about it, I went into a tailspin. The danger finally hit home.”

      “But you still jerked off while you watched us just now. You’ve wanted this for years.”

      Clay looked away. “I don’t think I can really make you understand. It’s not something I really control.”

      “You’re right. I don’t think I will ever understand, not fully. But I guess now I know what got you here.”

      “Is that enough? Are we over?”

      “I honestly don’t know, Clay. I think we need to see a therapist and figure out what we are now. If our marriage isn’t the same, what is it?”

      “Do you want to keep fucking Declan? Other guys?”

      “It’s not just about what I want,” she dodged. “It’s also about what’s right, and what’s good for us, for our family. I’m not just going to do something harmful just because I want to.”

      “I know, ‘Chelle,” he replied.

      Michelle didn’t believe that. If he understood that, he wouldn’t have set all of this into motion. Clay acted selfishly, and now they both had to deal with the consequences. She believed that maybe he couldn’t help himself, but that didn’t change anything—except they’d have to deal with that. Their way forward would have to account for her husband’s compulsion. Michelle looked at his lap and found what she expected, a big lump between his legs.

      “You’re still turned on, after all this, aren’t you?”

      “It’s… I know it’s sick, Michelle. I just can’t help it. It’s all we’ve been talking about, so it’s all I can think about.”

      “Take it out,” she ordered.

      “What?” He recoiled.

      “Take it out. I want to see how hard I make you. Show me what me being a slut does to you.”

      “Michelle…”

      She stared at him, not backing down. Clay was cowed and slowly lowered his pants and pulled out his dick. It was rock hard and drooling. The red, flared head looked angry, like it needed attention. Michelle felt the urge to touch him deep in the pit of her soul. Declan had made her climax twice but seeing her husband’s cock stoked her passions. Michelle wasn’t ready to admit it to Clay, but on some deep level this turned her on as much as it did him.

      “Play with it like you did when you watched us. Show me how you liked watching me and Declan.”

      “Oh Michelle…”

      Clay groaned and did what she ordered. He touched his cock, and it grew larger still. He wasn’t as big as Wes, or even Declan, but her husband had a fine cock. She never thought in terms of comparing him to other men because it never entered her mind—nor did she have anyone to compare him to. Clay didn’t stretch her open like Wes, but his prick had been perfect for her all these years. She knew it still would be, even now. He couldn’t lift her and power fuck her in the shower the way Declan did, but Clay knew her body, he touched her on a level other men couldn’t. Michelle realized that maybe Declan wasn’t the threat she thought he was.

      “Seeing you… with him… I saw in the shower, you on your knees… You loved his cock…”

      “I did, honey. I couldn’t wait to get him in my mouth. I love sucking Dec’s dick. It feels so good when he pushes to the back of my throat.”

      “Fuck…’Chelle…”

      “I thought I was going to choke when he came, but I swallowed it all like a good girl.”

      “Fuck…” he groaned, drawing out the word.

      “I wanted you to catch us. I wanted you to watch. I set this up.”

      “God, why?” He was pumping his meat harder.

      “I wanted to punish you. I wanted you to see how good Dec fucked me. I wanted you to see how hard he made me come.” She paused for a breath and confessed, “And I liked knowing you were watching. It made me hot.”

      “When you looked at me in the mirror… when we locked eyes…”

      “I know, honey. It was so wrong, but it was so good.”

      Michelle lifted her butt enough to push down her leggings and thong. Her pussy was still a wet mess from coming and taking Declan’s load. She touched herself, shaking when she found her clit.

      “Dec was fucking me. I was his, but you were part of it too, honey. Dec had my body, but you were in my head. I was so angry, I hated you, but I loved you watching me. I belonged to Dec then, but I was your slut wife.”

      “Yeah…fuck…Michelle…”

      Michelle frantically kicked one of her legs free of the leggings and slapped Clay’s hand away from his dick. She straddled him and slipped down onto his cock. Clay groaned and shuddered. She moaned contentedly.

      “Oh god…honey…”

      “You were a slut…I loved it…”

      “It was what you wanted…I was the slut wife you wanted…”

      “Yeah…you’re everything babe…everything I could ever want…”

      “Felt so good to give myself to Dec…so free…god he fucked me so good…he’s so big…”

      “Yeah…yeah…Michelle…thank you…thanks for being…”

      “Your slut…your slut wife…”

      “Yeah…”

      “Dec’s slut…Wes’s slut…Shawn’s slut…”

      “Oh fuck…Michelle…”

      “My slut, honey. My body. I decide who uses it.”

      “Yes!”

      “I can be a slut whenever I want!”

      “Yes!”

      “God, I love it! I love being her…being that slut…”

      “Whenever…whenever you want babe…do it!”

      “Yeah…yeah…yeah!”

      Michelle rode him hard, closing her eyes and clinging to him like she was trying to squeeze the life from him. She pistoned on his cock and neither of them lasted long. Clay exploded inside her, and she felt the essence pulsing out of his cock. Declan would have lasted much longer after coming once before. Michelle came too, feeling her husband’s climax. She squealed and froze on him, loving how their bodies pulsed together. Clay’s arms locked around her and he murmured into her chest, so low she couldn’t understand at first.

      “I love you, I love you,” he repeated, like a mantra.

      “I love you too, honey. I still love you, and we’ll figure this out,” she whispered. But even in her post-orgasmic bliss she was pragmatic. “But know this, Clay. Whatever happens, whatever I do, today was the last time you watch me fuck another man. I’ll never allow it again.”

      Clay released a deep resigned sob. He knew she had the power.
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      Eighteen months later…

      “I can’t believe you have me out here for St. Patrick’s Day. This is insanity,” Michelle complained. She shifted and raised her plastic cup of beer to avoid having it spilled all over her as yet another passerby jostled her.

      “You’re the one who’s been saying you need to get out,” Violet replied, shouting to be heard over the crowd and the music.

      “This wasn’t what I had in mind, and you know it.” Michelle laughed and drew on her beer.

      It wasn’t actually St. Patrick’s Day, but the Saturday before, and instead of being home running the boys to friends’ houses or sports games, Michelle was out with Violet at the Erin Express, a St. Paddy’s Day themed bar crawl. Clay was responsible for all parental duties for the weekend. They started in the early afternoon at Curran’s, a popular Irish joint in the Northeast, where they bought their tickets and acquired their green beads and silly little plastic hats. Michelle blanched at drinking before she’d usually have lunch, but she adapted quickly, relaxing after her first couple beers. The huge crowd—it had to number around a hundred people—then boarded chartered school buses to proceed to the next bar. There were six bars in the circuit, and they drank freely at each one before the tour ended back at Curran’s. Harp and standard American beers were free. Anything more upscale was out of pocket. Every bar was already crowded with people who wanted to party with the Erin Express revelers, making for quite the wild, chaotic scene.

      Violet took Michelle’s hand and led the way as they snaked through the packed crowd to escape to the deck. It was sheltered by an awning and enclosed by a waist-high railing. Michelle shivered against the mid-March chill but was glad to be outside where the crowd was less dense. It was also the area where partiers were allowed to smoke, but she would cope. There were no open seats at any of the tables, so they found a spot where they could lean against the railing. An outdoor speaker pumped out the same Celtic music from inside the bar, but at less of a roaring volume, allowing for conversation. Michelle was happy for the breather.

      “Are you ready to admit this has been fun?” Violet asked, elbowing her friend.

      “Maybe, just a little bit.” Michelle held two fingers millimeters apart.

      “You certainly looked like you were having fun when you were doing shots with those guys at Flannigan’s.”

      “I can’t believe I did that! And they were boys, not guys. Seriously, are we the only people over thirty at this thing?”

      Violet laughed. “Over forty, maybe—except for the old timers hanging out at the bar. But I don’t mind if they don’t.”

      “God, they must think we’re crazy cougars.”

      “Those guys at Flannigan’s certainly thought you were a MILF. They were all jockeying for your favor. You should find them. They must be in this crowd somewhere.”

      “Why would I do that?”

      Violet replied with a knowing look. Sometimes it was annoying that she knew all of Michelle’s secrets.

      Michelle knew those boys were competing for her attention and the loose, devilish side of her savored every second of it. A year ago, she would have been uncomfortable admitting that, but a lot of things had changed over the past year. A year ago, she would have never even considered boarding the Erin Express, let alone partying and doing shots with a bunch of guys in their twenties. There were five in their group and each one of them saw Michelle as a prize to be won. They all surely saw her wedding ring, but that only seemed to make her more alluring to them. The bragging rights for getting the pretty MILF drunk and taking her home would be immense. If only they knew it wasn’t quite the challenge they thought it was. The boys were just too drunk to impress her. Loud posturing, crude jokes, and flexing in their tight, green Erin Express t-shirts wasn’t enough. That was often the problem with younger guys—once she got past how young they looked—they were cute and often fit, but they didn’t engage her mentally. Michelle needed more than nice pecs and a big dick to impress her—usually. She’d been drinking all afternoon today and was feeling horny and considering that maybe her standards didn’t need to be quite so high. It was a point that Violet had made numerous times throughout the day.

      It had been a little over a month since her fling with Declan ended, and she still missed him. Michelle ached for him, but she didn’t confess those feelings to her husband. Even after more than a year of marriage counseling, she wasn’t sure if telling Clay those things would hurt or excite him more. Michelle and Declan didn’t part on bad terms. He’d met someone and it was getting serious. He was apologetic when he explained that he needed to be monogamous with his girlfriend, and Michelle told him that he was being silly. She insisted she was happy for him, and she was, even if she missed slipping into his bed after volleyball practices. Michelle grieved losing Declan too much to at first to consider taking another lover. Clay said he was good if she did—as if she needed his permission. But now Michelle was getting the itch and considering what possibilities might be out there. It was exciting.

      “I never said I was coming today to get laid,” Michelle insisted.

      “I know, but if you are looking for some fresh dick, this is a target-rich environment, as they say.”

      “You’re really suggesting I just pick some hot young guy at random and go home with him?”

      “Doesn’t that fit into your arrangement with Clay?”

      Michelle laughed. “It sounds so seedy when you call it our arrangement. But yes, I could pick up a man today if I wanted to. Clay would be thrilled.”

      “You’re a lucky girl, hon. Best of both worlds. You have a devoted husband who adores you and you have his blessing to go out and fuck any hot guy who tickles your fancy. I might still be married if I had that arrangement.”

      “Tommy did cheat on you. That’s not part of the arrangement. I’d still kill Clay if I found out he was with another woman.”

      “Point taken. Although, if I was allowed to go out and do my thing, I may not have minded Tommy sleeping around. I think I could be happy in an open marriage.”

      “Well, that’s not what I have. I still don’t really know what Clay and I have, but it’s not an open marriage, not really. And it’s not just a matter of Clay letting me sleep around. There’s the stuff that comes with it.”

      “His kink still weirds you out?”

      “I don’t know. Not entirely.” Michelle sighed. “I’ve come to accept it. It’s part of who he is. Our therapist says that fetishes can be managed, but they don’t really ever go away. I still love Clay, so I don’t reject that part of him. But I don’t know if I’ll ever truly understand it. It still gives me a weird, sort of tingly feeling when I think about it, like I’m stepping into a danger zone.”

      “That can be exciting, right? I’d love a man to be so excited about me that he can’t control himself.”

      Michelle didn’t answer. She was pretty open with her friend—they’d only become closer through all this as Violet was the only one she could talk to about this stuff—but there were some things that were still too personal to confess. And the illicit thrill Michelle felt when she thought of her husband’s strange obsession was one of her secrets. She didn’t even confess it in therapy, bur Clay knew. After twenty years together, he saw it in her, but was smart enough not to press the issue.

      “It’s something,” Michelle replied vaguely.

      “Well, if I were you, I’d be taking advantage. Anyway, I’m going to get us fresh beers. I’ll be back.”

      Violet was gone before Michelle could say she didn’t need another drink. Her cup was only about a quarter full, but Michelle had planned on this being her last one. The event should be winding down in the next hour and she wanted to sober up. Even if she stopped now, she’d probably need to Uber home. She’d lost count of how many beers she’d had and the buzz from those shots at Flannigan’s still lingered. It was a warm, loose feeling, and she liked it. The boozy buzz opened her to possibilities she might have otherwise dismissed. Michelle checked out the men in the crowd, explicitly considering all the possibilities.

      The possibility of remaining married seemed remote in the wake of that tumultuous summer. Michelle wanted to stay married, but truly forgiving Clay for what he’d done was tough to consider. It was easier to try to put it out of her mind and indulge his fetish, and that was what they did at first. Michelle stopped seeing Declan or anyone else, but in bed Clay’s predilection dominated. It was easy because reliving those moments with Wes and Declan turned her on as much as it did Clay. They were screwing like rabbits, despite their emotional estrangement. But hot sex wasn’t a solution to their marital problems.

      Their therapist was an older woman with experience counselling couples engaged in alternative lifestyles. Dr. Foster’s patient guidance brought Michelle to a place where she could accept Clay’s fetish and even indulge it without guilt. Clay was open and ready to accept whatever he had to do to save their marriage. Michelle saw how much she truly meant to him and how dedicated he was to their family—whatever other flaws he had. It went a long way to Michelle finding the path to forgiveness. They were still finding their footing, but she was certain their marriage was going to hold together. She began seeing Declan again after an almost year-long break—with new rules that put Michelle firmly in control. He was happy to have her back in his bed. She didn’t even consider trying to find a new lover then, but now Declan was with someone else, and Michelle was left at loose ends.

      “Hey, we’ve got empty seats here if you want to sit.”

      Michelle snapped out of her reverie to find a broad, handsome stranger beside her. He was well over six feet tall, with the jet black hair, dark eyes, and pale, creamy complexion of the Black Irish. His cheeks had a rosy blush that looked permanent. His smile was confident, but short of cocky. He looked to be in his thirties, and she was relieved it wasn’t some twenty-one-year-old hitting on her.

      “My friend just went to get us a fresh round,” she replied, returning his smile.

      She felt his eyes undressing her, but respectfully somehow. His gaze took in her long legs and the cleavage created by a fancy bra and exposed by her unbuttoned, Kelly green Henley. Michelle drained the remainder of her beer as that familiar tingle buzzed at her center. She hadn’t felt it so intensely since that first night when Declan kissed her.

      “Nice beads,” he said, an acknowledgment he was caught looking. The gleam in his dark eyes made it charming.

      “Thanks. You don’t want to know what I had to do to get them.”

      “I think maybe I do.” He fingered the beads hanging around his own neck. They laid against an impressive chest that filled out his green Erin Express t-shirt. He had a blue button-up over it. “What would you do for these?”

      Michelle’s smile grew wider. She couldn’t control it. “You’re quite forward. I don’t even know your name.”

      “I’m Liam.”

      Liam shifted his beer to his left hand and offered her his right. She took it and his strong grip gave her butterflies, which felt like a silly reaction to a handshake.

      “Those looks, that name. All you need is a shillelagh to be an Irish mascot. I’m Michelle.”

      “Someone needs to represent the actual Irish at this thing. I swear there are like three of us here.”

      “Amen to that. I was telling my friend the same thing. She’s Columbian and Italian. She says everyone is Irish on St. Patrick’s Day, but I’m not buying it. My maiden name is Maloney. I’m one hundred percent Mick.”

      Liam glanced to her wedding ring but didn’t comment on it. He reached out and brushed her hair back from her face, thumb stroking her cheek. It was incredibly forward for a man she just met, but she didn’t mind. Not at all.

      “I could tell, with those beautiful freckles and that cute little nose.”

      “You’re just brimming with charm, aren’t you?” she said, laughing.

      “Too much?”

      “The jury’s still out, but I will sit with you while they deliberate.”

      Michelle accepted the chair Liam pulled out, and he sat directly to her right. It was a low, flimsy plastic lawn chair, but it would do. Two other men sat at the table, both about Liam’s age, but not quite as handsome. The redhead was much shorter and on the doughy side, while the other one was tall, black-haired like Liam, and rail thin. Violet wouldn’t be pleased with her choices when she returned, but Michelle was less concerned with her friend getting laid—again—than with getting to know Liam better.

      “This is Pat,” Liam said, nodding toward the redhead, “and that’s Angelo. He’s an interloper like your friend.”

      “Knock it off, I’m half-Irish. I deserve to be here,” Angelo protested.

      “You keep saying that, but I don’t see it,” Liam said, looking skeptical. “This lovely lass is Michelle.”

      “Hey,” Pat said, staring at her like he’d never seen a woman before. Michelle had the feeling he’d be masturbating to her later. It should have been creepy, but with her new outlook, she found it kind of hot.

      “Nice to meet you, Michelle,” Angelo said. “And don’t listen to him. If he said that shit around my Gramma Ryan, she’d brain him.”

      “I wouldn’t dare. That woman’s tough,” Liam said, laughing.

      “How do you guys all know each other?” Michelle asked.

      “We were all in the same class at Father Judge,” Angelo volunteered.

      “So, if I want to know anything about Liam, I just need to ask you guys. You must know all his secrets,” she replied.

      “Oh yeah, we know it all,” Pat answered. He visibly blushed when Michelle fixed her gaze on him. The boy was smitten. “I’ll tell you anything you want to know.”

      “How about the time he was caught in the back of the parish van with Gianna DeMarco? The van was rocking and when the Sister came up to it, Liam’s pasty white ass was bouncing in and out of view,” Angelo said, laughing uproariously.

      “I was seventeen and Gianna was hot! Obviously, I wasn’t thinking clearly, should I start running down all your sins?” Liam protested.

      Michelle reached out and gave his arm a squeeze. “Don’t worry, I think we all did things when we were teenagers that we question now. Especially when someone of the opposite sex was involved. Hormones lead to bad decisions.”

      “Any bad hormonal decisions when you were a teenager?” Pat asked, eager for her answer.

      Michelle laughed. “Who said my bad decisions with boys ended when I was a teenager?”

      “Oh yeah?” Liam commented.

      “You don’t want to hear my boring stories,” she replied, with an enigmatic smile. Her stories were far from boring, but she wasn’t about to share them.

      “I think we very much want to hear them, Michelle,” Liam pressed.

      “Yeah,” Pat agreed.

      Michelle saw Violet looking for her, a beer in each hand, and waved. “Well, there was this one time when I was pulled over for speeding by this cute cop…”

      “I see you made some new friends,” Violet said, joining the table.

      “I did. Guys, this is Vi. Vi, this is Angelo, Pat, and Liam. They were sharing stories from their school days together.”

      “I think you were about to share a story of your own,” Angelo said.

      “It’ll have to wait now, I guess,” Michelle said, smirking.

      “Here, take my seat. I’ll grab another chair,” Pat said, jumping up so fast he nearly knocked Violet over.

      “Thanks,” Violet replied, leaning across the table to hand Michelle a fresh beer.

      Violet sat and the boys watched her boobs bounce as struggled to scoot the plastic chair closer to the table. All the boys but Liam. He kept his attention on Michelle. But the other guys were thrilled that her friend was so hot. Michelle didn’t think either of them had a shot, but then Violet had been drinking all day. If she was in the mood, she just might take Angelo home. She’d certainly jump on Liam if Michelle didn’t. Poor Pat was probably out of luck.

      “What were these stories?” Violet asked. “You don’t look like bad boys to me. I bet you were all altar boys, right?”

      “And as soon as mass was over, I threw off that damn robe and went drinking in the woods with my buddies,” Angelo proudly proclaimed.

      “Sounds like my kind of altar boy,” Violet said, toasting her plastic cup against his.

      “If you want to hear wild stories, Vi is the one to talk to,” Michelle said.

      “I don’t think of myself as wild, boys. I just like to think I’m fun. When you get out of a bad marriage, you want to go out and make up for lost time. You boys may all be too young to understand that, but it’s true.”

      “I haven’t been divorced—or married—but I understand having fun,” Angelo said. “Everyone needs to have fun.”

      “We can’t all be a goody-two-shoes like Michelle over here,” Violet said.

      “I don’t think that’s accurate. I’m plenty of fun,” Michelle protested.

      “Married English teacher. I think that says it all, right?” Violet smirked as she said it.

      Michelle knew she was being tweaked, but she didn’t know if Violet was doing it just to yank her chain—as she sometimes did when she was drunk—or because she wanted the boys all to herself. Or she was daring Michelle to prove she wasn’t the buttoned-up, boring suburban mom she appeared to be from the outside. Violet knew damned well she wasn’t.

      “You’d be surprised. Not all English teachers are boring and bland,” Michelle replied, shooting daggers at her friend.

      “Ms. Eggers didn’t seem boring,” Pat chimed in, a bit too excitedly.

      “In your dreams, buddy. She was fucking hot, though,” Angelo agreed.

      “You boys had a crush on your high school English teacher? That’s sweet,” Violet said.

      “Nothing sweet about what Pat was doing when he thought about her,” Liam said, laughing.

      “Come on, guys!” Pat complained.

      “Yeah, don’t be mean,” Michelle said, feeling bad for the redhead. He glowed crimson.

      “Yes, Ms. Michelle,” Liam replied, mock chastised. “Do I have to come to detention?”

      “Don’t spank him with the yardstick. He’ll like it too much,” Angelo said.

      Liam smiled evilly and said, “I’m not usually the one getting the spanking.”

      “How about that, ‘Chelle? Do you prefer to be on the giving or the receiving end of the yardstick?” Violet asked.

      Michelle’s freckled cheeks burned red, and she hated giving her friend the satisfaction of seeing her squirm. It only made her more defiant. “Why does it seem like everyone has these teacher fantasies?”

      “It all goes back to Van Halen and Hot for Teacher. Pretty much sums it up,” Angelo pronounced.

      “Didn’t mean to push too far, Michelle,” Liam said.

      “It’s good. I know how guys are. It’s just every time someone finds out I’m a teacher their mind seems to go there.”

      “It is a compliment,” Liam said.

      “Yeah, if you weren’t hot, guys’ mind wouldn’t go there,” Angelo said.

      “Well, gee, thanks,” Michelle replied, laughing.

      “He has a point, Michelle. I don’t really have a teacher fantasy, but I can see craving one teacher in particular,” Liam said, his hand brushing hers.

      Michelle flushed deeper crimson, even though she loved the attention. “And I never said I minded it, did I?”

      “Let’s all toast to hot teachers and dirty fantasies!” Violet announced, raising her cup.
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      Michelle moved stealthily through the dark kitchen. It was after two a.m. and she didn’t want to wake the boys. She set down her purse and keys on the table and plugged her phone into the charger. The house was so still it reminded her of the summer, when she had it all to herself. Clay returned to camp again this past summer, taking the boys with him for most of it. Michelle was relieved it was not fraught like the previous summer—her summer of self-discovery. But she was not alone in the house for the whole summer. That was when she started sleeping with Declan again, and she had him over every chance she got. By that time, she didn’t care what the wagging neighborhood tongues would say. Clay loved that she was screwing Declan in their martial bed. That was plain by how quickly he came when she described it to him in video chats. He hated that she wouldn’t record her nights with Declan, but that was the point.

      Clay was awake upstairs. She knew he would stay up the moment she texted him from the bar: I’ll be late tonight. He could wait a little longer. Michelle stopped smiling long enough to drain a bottle of water from the refrigerator. She wanted a few more moments to savor her night with Liam for herself, before she had to share it with her husband. She was exhausted, but in a good way. Her body still tingled in all the right places, and she just thrummed with satisfaction.

      Light leaked under the bedroom door confirming her suspicions. Michelle gently opened each of the boys’ bedroom doors and checked on them before heading down to see Clay. She felt a tinge of guilt looking in on her boys, reflecting it wasn’t normal for a mom to creep in so late after spending the evening in a stranger’s bed. That old guilt about being a proper wife and mother still lingered, but she’d learned to dismiss it. Dr. Foster assured her that the only thing that mattered was how she and Clay felt about their marriage. External judgments shouldn’t matter.

      Clay looked over the top of his iPad when she came through the door. She would put money on what he was watching. Michelle allowed Clay to keep his recordings, after much discussion in therapy. At first, he copied them all to a thumb drive and handed it over to her, reluctantly giving them up.

      Michelle had every intention of smashing the thumb drive with a hammer, but something stopped her. It lived at the back of her drawer for months. A few weeks into therapy, Dr. Foster encouraged her to take the drive out and try watching a video. Michelle was skeptical, sure she’d feel nothing but anger and violation. And she did, at first. She sidelined those feelings, as Dr. Foster suggested, and just watched, trying to see herself as Clay did. With the help of half a bottle of wine, Michelle learned to do it, and her eyes opened. She didn’t condone what Clay had done, but when she was able to see the videos with different eyes, she was glad she was glad she kept them. Michelle locked the bedroom door, took out Clay’s favorite dildo, and used it while she watched that first night she fully gave herself to Wes. She didn’t watch the videos often—and never with Clay—but she loved the thrill they gave her. The videos went a long way to giving her the confidence to resume her affair with Declan. She wanted to feel again what she felt in those videos. Michelle returned the thumb drive to Clay the night she told him she was going to start screwing Declan again. It was a peace offering, as she would keep her promise that he would never watch her with another man again. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t describe it for Clay.

      “I was starting to wonder if I needed to send out the cavalry,” he commented, closing his tablet, and laying it aside.

      “I told you I’d be late,” she replied, annoyed that he seemed to be questioning her.

      “There’s late, and there’s late, ‘Chelle.”

      She stood by her closet and pulled her shirt and the tank top beneath it over her head. Her bra was in her purse downstairs, with her thong. She unbuttoned her tight jeans and wiggled out of them, flashing Clay her bare butt, covered with angry, red handprints. Liam had discovered whether she preferred receiving or giving the spanking.

      His reaction to her nudity pleased Michelle when she turned around. He knew she had underwear when she left the house that morning. Clay studied her body, studying for the telltale signs she’d been violated by another man. They were there. Her butt bore the marks of Liam’s spanking and he left red marks where he tightly gripped her waist while he drilled her from behind. Her dark nipples were still distended and tingling. Her pussy—she still kept it smoothly waxed—looked well used. Her makeup was worn away, of course, and she purposely left it that way for Clay’s benefit. The kohl around her eyes was smeared, as was her blush. Remnants of her lipstick shadowed her swollen lips. Clay’s hand went to his lap as he looked her over. He was already hard, and he rubbed himself.

      “You look like you had fun,” he commented.

      “Liam was incredible. He would have kept me there all night if I’d let him,” she replied, smiling. The part of her that hadn’t full let go of her anger was pleased by how his features clouded.

      “Liam was his name, huh? You seem to have a thing for Irish guys.”

      “I guess Wes was really Black Irish?”

      They both laughed.

      “He’s the exception that proves the rule,” Clay said.

      Michelle joined him on the bed, stretching out beside Clay so he could get a close up look at her body. He touched her tentatively, like he expected to be burned. His fingers traced the red marks on her flesh, and it was soothing. Liam wasn’t too rough with her, but he wasn’t tender, not the way a husband was with a wife. She trembled when Clay traced around her nipples. They still buzzed, sore and excited.

      “God, honey, Liam couldn’t get enough of my tits,” she whispered. “He teased my nipples ‘til I wanted to scream. I begged him to let me come.”

      “Fuck,” he breathed, drawing out the word.

      “I stripped for him. He had these beads from the Erin Express. He traded them for my clothes.”

      “And this?” Clay asked, tilting her and touching her sore, red butt. He gently rubbed it.

      “That was when I wouldn’t give him my thong for his beads. He said I was teasing him.”

      “Were you?”

      “Maybe,” she giggled.

      “So you deserved the spanking?”

      “I guess so.”

      Michelle thought Clay might spank her for a moment, just to reclaim her as his, but he didn’t. Sex was Clay was good, but he still shied away from the rough stuff other men did to her. Sometimes, she wished he’d cut loose and be more dominant, but he was a chastened man. Clay was meeker than he was before Wes.

      “I’m glad this Liam knew what to do with you.”

      “Oh, he did, honey. Do you want to hear about it?”

      “Please.”

      Clay laid back and she rolled onto her side, facing him. It was a routine they’d developed when she went back to screwing Declan. He pushed his boxers down and she gripped his cock. It was so hard it looked painful. Michelle was sure he’d been jerking off all night, but he would still come relatively quickly. She used to make love to Clay when she came home from Declan, so Clay could reclaim her, but he was always so quick they’d learned it was better to use her hand or her mouth. Besides, Declan always sent her home fully used. She didn’t need more sex.

      “Liam took me back to his apartment and we were making out like crazy. I loved the way he kissed and couldn’t help myself. I climbed into his lap and was all over him. he must have thought I was sex crazed,” she said, pausing from stroking Clay. She didn’t want him coming too quickly.

      “You are babe. You know you are,” Clay breathed. He touched her lips, imagining another man kissing them.

      “Maybe, but you made me that way with your games. You awoke this monster.”

      Clay groaned.

      “He stopped me and asked if you’d be a problem.” Michelle flashed her wedding band to Clay. “Obviously, he knew I’m married. I told him he didn’t need to worry about it. He pressed, and I told him we have an understanding. That was all Liam needed. He shifted me onto my back on the couch and was on top of me while we made out. I was ready to let him fuck me right there, Clay. I wanted it. But Liam made me go to the bedroom. That’s when I stripped for him.”

      “He’s so lucky. That must have been so hot, babe.” Clay’s breathing was labored, and she stopped stroking his cock, but squeezed it.

      “Don’t come yet, honey. You want to hear my story, don’t you? I was so nervous, but I was drunk enough to do it. It felt good once I started doing it. I got down to my thong and I wanted to make him wait. I wanted him to strip.”

      “And that’s when he…”

      “He told me I was being a tease. He ordered me to bend over his bed. I was shaking when I did it. I think I screamed the first time he spanked me. It was so startling, and it hurt.”

      “But you liked it?”

      “I did, honey. I liked Liam taking control. A man should take control.”

      “You little…” he grunted.

      “Say it, Clay. I like when you say it.”

      “You little slut…god…Michelle…”

      “Yes, you made me a slut, honey. I’m your slut.”

      “Ahh, yes, Michelle.”

      “Liam spanked me and made me count to ten. Then he made me peel down my thong while I was bent over. God, I was dripping, Clay.”

      “He fucked you…from behind…” Clay’s voice trembled, and his hips pushed upward, encouraging her to start jerking him again.

      “No, honey. He knelt down and ate my pussy and my ass. His tongue back there was weird, but it felt so good. Liam fucked me with his tongue, and I came in like two seconds. It was insane, honey.”

      “Aww, fuck…babe…”

      “That’s when flipped me over on his bed and took off his clothes. He was so hot, honey. He’s so fit.”

      “His dick?”

      “It was big. Not like Declan, but it was nice. I wanted it.”

      “I know you did, Michelle.”

      “I wanted it so bad, but he laid down and we were making out again. I tasted myself and shoved my tongue in his mouth. I played with his cock, trying to get him to put it in me.”

      “Did he?”

      “Yeah, honey. He got a condom, and I pulled my legs back and he did it.”

      “Michelle…”

      She stroked Clay again, drawing out his pleasure, and his cock drooled onto her hand. She bent forward and sucked him, licking up the sticky fluid. Clay groaned and tried to surge up into her mouth, but she kept control, gripping him tighter until he stopped. Michelle had become very good at controlling her husband’s cock with her hand and making him wait until she was ready for him to come. When she calmed, she rubbed her hand against her well-used pussy. She was still a mess from Liam, but she was also newly wet, aroused by describing her encounter with Liam for her husband. She loved recounting her adventures to Clay and seeing how he reacted. It made her feel like the sex goddess Clay said she was.

      “He felt so good inside me, honey. He fucked me so good, and I came so hard. I locked my legs around him because I wanted to make him come too, but he pulled out. He told me he doesn’t come fast when he’s using a condom.”

      “Damn, babe. He kept fucking you, didn’t he?”

      “No, honey. That’s when he attacked my tits. He treated them like I had the most beautiful breasts he’d ever seen. You know how it gets me. I was begging, Clay, begging him to fuck me again.”

      “I can almost hear it, babe.”

      “He didn’t. Liam knelt next to me. I took off his condom and he held my head and put it in my mouth. I was sucking, but he did all the work. He moved my head and fucked my mouth. I loved it, Clay.”

      Michelle became breathless as she recounted her encounter with Liam to her husband. Her free hand moved between her own legs and her finger stroked into her slick furrow. She moaned as she brushed her clit, fingernails almost tickling it. This happened a lot. Between reliving her sexual encounters and seeing how much they excited Clay, Michelle was usually a goner. She might have been too tired to screw her husband, but that didn’t mean she still wanted to get off again. Besides, Clay probably wouldn’t last long enough to do it for her anyway—not when she was taking care of him like this.

      “You love this, ‘Chelle. You want to go back for more,” Clay moaned.

      “Yeah…”

      “You’re gonna come while you think about Liam fucking your mouth,” he growled.

      “Ahh…god…yeah…”

      Clay moved her hand and took over rubbing her clit. His thumb rubbed there while he slipped two fingers inside her.

      “God…Clay…”

      “Tell me what you did. Tell me what a slut you were.”

      “He…kept teasing my nipples too. I started touching myself. I couldn’t help it, honey. He fucked my mouth until he was close. He asked me where I wanted it. My nipples…they were still on fire…honey…I told him to come on my tits…”

      “Fuck, Michelle.”

      “Liam…he pulled out…of my mouth…he came…all over my tits…ahh god…Clay…”

      Michelle squeezed his cock like a vice and came, just seconds before he did. She was trembling and moaning, while Clay blasted his load up onto his stomach. His seed oozed down over her fist. Michelle went limp beside him with a satisfied sigh.

      “Was I a good slut, tonight, honey?”

      “You were perfect, Michelle. You’re always perfect. Fuck, I wish I was there, babe.”

      “I know, honey. I know. But you can’t be.”

      “I know.”

      They were quiet then, each lost in reflection. Michelle was pleased knowing she got two men off that night. Liam made her come over and over and left her weak in the knees, but getting Clay off was just as satisfying. It was even sexier to think she made Clay come like that without screwing him. Over time, Michelle had perfected her dirty talk. A woman who once hated to use the f-word now routinely told her husband how good other men fucked her. Calling herself a slut—and hearing Clay say it—made her heart race like a hit of a drug. Michelle wondered what she would be like if she’d discovered this side of herself sooner.

      “That wasn’t the end, was it?” Clay asked. “You were out very late.”

      Michelle smiled, remembering laying in bed, snuggled up against Liam. “No, we laid there for a while, and I played with his dick. I sucked it when he started getting hard again. But I’ll have to tell you about round two tomorrow. I’m exhausted. I need to sleep.”

      “I get it. Thank you, babe. Really, thank you for this.”

      Michelle rolled toward Clay and kissed him—with lips that had been wrapped around another man’s cock hours earlier. “Thank you, Clay. Not every girl is lucky enough to have a husband who lets her go out and indulge her inner slut. I know this road has been hard, but I do love you. I love what we have.”

      “Me too, babe. Me too.”

      Michelle snuggled into her husband and fell asleep, secure that she was the most important woman in the world to him.
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      Telling Michelle’s story has been one of the longest journeys I’ve taken as a writer. I began writing about Michelle close to three years ago. The seed of the idea was planted after working with Kenny Wright on Annie’s Affair. I wrote Annie’s diary entries for that novel, and Kenny and I wanted to work on a project with a similar format, where he would write something akin to diary entries, but from a husband’s perspective. At the time, I’d been doing a lot of reading on hotwife message boards to help with writing authentically about the subject, and I thought it would be interesting to write a story including the kinds of things people (mostly men) discuss on those boards. A lot of our hotwife books exist in a kind of vacuum that ignores that very active online community, with its pluses and minuses.

      I also wanted to tell a hotwife story in a different way. A common theme on these hotwife message boards is the long-suffering husband who cannot work up the nerve to tell his wife about his fantasies, let alone ask her to do it. And there is an avalanche of advice on this, a lot of it toxic. I wanted to tell a story, similar to Because He’s Watching, of a wife whose husband decides to send a sexy man her way and see what happens. I’d also recently read Gone Girl before starting this project, and I loved the idea of the wife, Michelle, and the reader thinking one thing was going on, while the reality was something else entirely. Kenny was game to take on the role of Clay in the project and I got started. And then I stopped. Repeatedly.

      Some of the delays were due to real life issues. Some delays were caused because I struggled with Michelle’s motivations for her behavior. I wanted her actions to be plausible, even in her heightened reality. I hate stories where the wife acts nonsensically, simply to get her into bed with another man. And finally, I took a couple of what were supposed to be quick breaks to work on other projects, I’m looking at you Carol’s Trinity.

      I think the book ultimately benefited from the delays. Michelle’s journey took a much different shape than it would have if I’d written it straight through. At one point, Wes was a fireman, not a photographer, for one thing. Coming back to Declan was not part of the original plan. You can thank Kenny for that one. Throughout the process, Kenny Wright was an invaluable sounding board who really helped me curb my tendency to want to have Michelle go full-on scorched earth once she learned the truth.

      I also need to thank my editorial help, who make any book I write better. The remaining mistakes, as always, are my responsibility, not theirs. And finally, my long suffering family, who carve out the space to allow me to put my mind into their strange, erotic universes and write what I see.
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      Carol’s Trinity: 

      A Hotwife’s Reverse Harem Series

      It was a birthday surprise Carol didn’t ask for, but she would never forget. Carol had a feeling that things wouldn’t be the same after that magical night her husband, John, shared her with three sexy, younger men. She just couldn’t anticipate all the ways it would change her. At 40, she feels like a new woman, with powerful new desires.

      Conner, Noah and Matteo are never far from her mind in the months afterward, but Carol doesn’t quite know how to tell her husband she wants another round with “her guys”. Was her 40th birthday present a onetime thing? Isn’t it safer if it’s left that way? She doesn’t want to hurt John’s feelings, and she doesn’t to come off as a wanton woman. But after a moment of honesty with John, Carol comes home from a morning of yoga to find an incredible surprise waiting for her!

      

  




Fiona’s Summer Vacation

      Fiona was at loose ends with her kid at camp and her husband working endless hours. Faced with all that time and nothing to do, Fiona takes on a project: drawing nerdy young Sam out of his shell and away from his videogames. What seems like a harmless distraction at first, becomes something more as Fiona discovers the young man’s crush on her. Surprisingly, Fiona finds herself crushing back as she revels in Sam’s attention.

      Fiona’s husband, Josh, sees no threat and encourages his wife to indulge the young man’s crush. He even suggests his wife play Mrs. Robinson to the awkward young man. But it all gets real when Fiona’s feelings deepen, and lines are crossed. Fiona is worried by her behavior and annoyed that her husband is not. Can Fiona be a good and loyal wife AND luxuriate in Sam’s attention? Can she come to terms with her husband’s willingness to share her? The only thing Fiona knows for sure is that she will never be the same after this summer.

      

  




Gentrified:

      A Wife Seduced

      Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband, Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an up-and-coming neighborhood. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets about seducing the pretty young mom, and making sure he has her husband’s blessing.

      But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an unexpected ally?

      

  




Stephanie’s Hotwife Seduction

      Stephanie is on a rare date night with her husband Andy when they spy a curious sight. Her coworker Dez, an attractive younger black man, is out with an older white couple. Curiosity gets the better of her and Stephanie asks Dez what his deal is. Dez explains he's a Bull and a whole new world is opened to Stephanie and Andy.

      Stephanie can't help but be tempted by the hotwife lifestyle...and her handsome coworker. Will Stephanie lose herself to her new lifestyle or can Andy reel her back in and keep the woman he fell in love with?

      

  




Shoot the Messenger:

      A Hotwife Adventure

      A favor to his wife Haley turns Matt's life upside down. Matt is fixing her computer when an instant message comes through from an old flame, Travis, her college boyfriend. Haley and Travis had a wild, crazy time together, and their affair burned so hot, it had to burn out. It's a time in her life that Matt has always been obsessed with, so seeing Travis pop up in their lives again sends Matt into a tailspin.

      Matt watches in fascinated horror as Travis digitally seduces Haley. The old Haley, up for anything, comes out again, and Matt feels that old obsession return. Thoughts of Haley being with Travis again drive arouse and tear him apart. And Travis will get a chance to have his way when they all attend a wedding together. Can Haley resist her ultimate temptation? And will Matt stand by and let her go through with it just to satisfy his own twisted fantasies?

      

  




Hawaiian Swing

      After 10 years if marriage the flame isn’t quite gone, but it’s flickering, so Kristen and Steve head off on a second honeymoon to find the magic again. But some things are easier said than done. The demands of being a wife and mother—physical and mental—have Kristen wondering if she can ever again be the passionate, exciting woman Steve met back in college. Just when she thinks getting her mojo back is out of reach, they meet a sexy younger couple intent on turning their world upside down. Kristen doesn’t mind that her husband is infatuated with pretty blonde Ambyr, because when she sees herself through the eyes of tall, hunky and tattooed Riley, Kristen finds her passion burning hotter than ever.

      

  




These and other titles are available at online booksellers.
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      Kirsten McCurran is the nom de plume of an average fortysomething woman with a dirty mind and the drive to share her vivid fantasies. She is especially interested in tales of women like her, who are tempted by the forbidden and give in—only to discover the complications that can cause. Like many of her characters, Kirsten lives in the ‘burbs with her loving husband and children, so she understands how difficult it might be for one of her characters to balance a real life with her erotic adventures. Her neighbors may be scandalized to discover what is going on in her head, but Kirsten’s husband fully approves, and even lends a hand in the creative process where he can. 

      Kirsten has written over 40 ebooks, all of which can be found on Amazon. Some are available in other formats on BN.com and Smashwords. She loves to hear from her fans and can be reached by email at kmccurran@gmail.com. Checkout Kirsten’s Amazon Author page.  
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      I'm just a guy who writes what I like to read: steamy, explicit erotica that's just crazy enough to be true. I write romantic erotica. I write about characters that I like, and endings that feel natural. I write stories where husbands watch their wives get naughty. I write about MILFs and erotic games and loss of innocence. I believe in a world where men read and appreciate erotica, and hope to contribute to it word by word. 

      Liked what you read? Have an idea for something else? Drop me a line. I can be reached at kennywright.writer@gmail.com, or at the following  
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