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      “I wish you’d given more notice,” Clarissa hissed at me through a tight smile.

      My wife had a point. No one liked a surprise house guest that needed to stay for who knew how long. And especially not when the surprise is your husband’s new boss.

      But what could I have done? Earlier today, Brad had showed up at his new home with the moving truck only to find the general contractor arguing with a stubborn city inspector. When Brad had complained to me about having to find another place to live for a few weeks while the issue got sorted out, the offer to crash in our basement had been out of my mouth before I could stop myself. What better way to win my boss’s favor than helping him out of this jam?

      Fortunately, Clarissa agreed this could work to my advantage despite the suddenness of the situation. Out in our driveway, the door of Brad’s black luxury car slammed. Clarissa looked over my shoulder, her smile relaxing into something less forced.

      “He better remember this next time your performance review comes around,” Clarissa said jokingly, then brushed past me and outside, calling out to Brad if that was really all he had brought.

      It wasn’t the first time Brad and Clarissa had met. The team I was on was small and tight knit, so three months ago when Brad had onboarded as our new manager, we’d held a welcome party at a coworker’s house. Beer, brats, sun by the pool, and every man’s eyes, Brad’s included, on Clarissa’s lithe bikini-clad body. Nothing scandalous, but my wife had never been shy about showing off and the cut of her suit was just barely on the right side of appropriate for wearing around my coworkers while still flaunting her body. It was part of why I loved her.

      But for all my enjoyment of Clarissa showing off, the highlight of that party had been finding out my new boss was the antithesis of my last one. Young instead of old. Laid back and outgoing, with an easy way of carrying on a conversation even about things he knew little about. Everyone had liked him from the start, and that included my wife. Plus, as my wife had pointed out on the drive home from that party, Brad was easy on the eyes.

      I couldn’t help but think that last point was one reason Clarissa wasn’t too upset about the surprise arrangement. After settling him in the basement with a tour of the bathroom and semi-private exit to the side of our house, Clarissa joined me where I was changing.

      “Thanks for being flexible about this,” I said.

      “We have the space, even if Matthew wasn’t off at college.” She watched as I undressed, her eyes playfully roving over me. “And what woman would say no to sharing a house with Mr. Mitchells?”

      I laughed. “It’s Mr. Mitchells now?”

      “A woman likes a man with responsibility and authority,” Clarissa teased, waiting to see how I would react to joking about my younger boss. At some point most people will end up with a younger boss. I knew it would happen one day, but Brad’s age still caught me off guard. When I’d found out Brad was not even out of his twenties, I’d come home and asked Clarissa when we’d gotten so old.

      “Maybe I should have put my name in for the promotion.”

      Clarissa’s nose wrinkled with distaste. “Yuck, no thanks. You work enough as it is. Now that we have an empty nest, I want to do all the things we put off because your little swimmers were too good at swimming. You and I have twenty years to make up for.”

      It was the same thing she’d been saying for years. And she was right. We loved our son, but becoming parents while still in university had not been planned. The time wasn’t lost, but we still had living we wanted to do. Things we’d had to put off to raise our son.

      Brad helped on that front right away. Anyone who has had children knows the sudden wealth of time that becomes available when they leave home. Matthew heading off to school was no different. We’d been parents since we were barely adults, half our lives. Suddenly alone, we did not know what to do with ourselves and had never escaped the loop of cuddling on the couch to watch a movie.

      Three hours after moving into our basement, Brad had us not just out of our house, but at a local brewery with live music. On a Wednesday. Shocking, right? For us it was. I tried to remember the last time we’d gone out on a weeknight for more than just dinner.

      “Try this,” Brad said, sliding two pints of something dark across the table to me and Clarissa.

      “I’m more of a cocktail girl,” Clarissa said, but she still took the offered drink and gave a tentative sip. Her eyes lit up, and her sip turned into a long draw.

      “Good, right?” Brad said, raising his own glass. Whatever else he said was drowned out by the band.

      The beer was good. I looked around at the brewery and wondered why Clarissa and I had never been here before. Located barely two miles away from where we lived, it was criminal that we had never taken advantage of the local acts that played almost every night of the week. And criminal I’d never had the beer. As penance, I had two more, each better than the first.

      “I can’t let you buy every round,” I insisted when Brad made another move to the bar.

      “Jack, you can and you will,” Brad said. “You’re letting me live in your home. I’d guess I am still a hundred beers off from being even.”

      “And the boss always buys,” Clarissa said sagely.

      “That too,” Brad said. He took my order, then went off to the bar.

      Across the high top, my wife glowed. It was more than the red tint from drinking. Getting out was just what she needed. After so many years together, I didn’t need words to know. I kissed her on the cheek, then left her tapping her foot to find the bathroom.

      I came back to an empty table. The place wasn’t crowded. It took me one scan of the room to find Clarissa with Brad at the bar. Leaning forward on her elbows to read the handwritten chalkboard of beers had her ass looking better than ever. Clarissa had legs, and while I would never recommend having a kid at nineteen like she did, her youth meant she’d rebounded from pregnancy spectacularly. Her weakness had always been clothes, and the jeans fit her like a glove.

      I slid into my chair, watching my wife as she shifted from foot to foot. Swaying her hips. Bouncing as she leaned up to say something to Brad. When Brad replied, he leaned down, his lips right at her ear.

      And his arm went around her waist, a natural motion like guiding someone gently out of the way when moving through the crowd.

      I felt a lump in my throat the size of a grapefruit at the sight of Brad’s arm draped around my wife. The way she laughed, leaning away from him then back into him didn’t help. It was innocent. It meant nothing.

      Brad leaned in again. Clarissa shook her head, smiling at whatever he was saying. Reaching with her hand, diamond ring glinting, to push a stray lock of hair behind her ear while looking up into Brad’s eyes.

      I was paralyzed, uncertain how to feel. How to act. Men had gotten into fights over less, but I’d always judged them for it. I wouldn’t let myself become one of those paranoid men spoiling for a fight. And the truth was, I didn’t feel like fighting.

      Turning halfway back to me, Clarissa brightened and stood, waving for me to join them. As if it had never been there at all, Brad’s arm fell away and joined in waving me over.

      I stood but stopped halfway when my stiff erection bent painfully, tangled in the confines of my jeans. I winced, sitting back down hard, shocked more by discovering my arousal than the pain.

      “You okay?” Clarissa asked, startling me.

      “Just tweaked something.” I put a hand on my lower back.

      “If we need to go...”

      “No!” I said too quickly, wondering why I felt like the night couldn’t end here. Clarissa looked at me strangely, like she could see right into me and know things about myself that even I couldn’t. “It was just a twinge. Getting old. Probably slept funny.”

      “Well, limber up. I need you in top shape tonight,” Clarissa said, leaning against me to slide a warm hand up my leg. Before I could stop her, she found my secret. Her eyes shot open in shock, then a smile of amusement. “Jack! In public?”

      I swatted her hand away. “You’re not making it any easier.”

      “Who said I wanted to?” Clarissa looked around at the other women, then smirked as she tried to slide her hand back to my erection. “I hope this was for me.”

      “Yes. From watching you at the bar.” True, but not the whole truth.

      My wife liked it, though, wrapping herself around me and kissing me like lovers half our age. I put an arm around her, just like Brad had done at the bar. Clarissa was fit. She’d been into sports before having our son, and afterward had gotten into yoga and spinning. Her waist was that glorious combination of soft and firm that only a woman could have. I wriggled a hand under the hem of her shirt to her warm skin.

      “Looks like you two might have had enough,” Brad said, setting down a trio of beers. As he glanced at us, his eyes darted to Clarissa’s scoop neck top. Or they didn’t and I was seeing things that weren’t there.

      “A wife can’t make out with her husband?” Clarissa asked, snagging a drink. She slid onto the stool between me and Brad, unembarrassed by the public display.

      “It’s an affront to single people everywhere,” Brad insisted

      When Clarissa laughed, she placed her hand on his forearm. My heart spiked. The contact between my wife and boss was brief. Incidental. Nothing to worry about. Nothing to get excited over.

      Yet I was excited. A tangled knot of arousal and nerves sat in my belly, and the beer wasn’t helping to get rid of it. Like a voyeur in my own life, I found myself watching my wife interact with Brad. Eye contact. Touches of hair. Did she lean toward him when he talked just to hear better or to touch? Was that a deeper breath through her nose because of his scent?

      On an impulse, I scooted my chair around the small high-top, crowding Clarissa between us as if it was hard to hear the conversation. Not breaking her story, she went along with it until she was sandwiched between us, touching Brad because I left her no other choice.

      Our beers were empty, and none of us were young enough to think another round this late on a Wednesday was wise. But no one brought up leaving until the band started packing up.

      As we stood, Clarissa stumbled into Brad. He caught her, another arm around the waist.

      “Thanks!” Clarissa said, giggling. She looked up at Brad, then over to me. Her expression changed after seeing something on my face.

      And then she knew. Her brow scrunched. I could see the gears working in her head. Her eyes scanned down. An eyebrow cocked. Then that little knowing smirk that every wife has in her arsenal. The one that says I know. At that point in time, I wasn’t sure what she knew, though. Or if I did I was unwilling to admit it to myself.

      “We should get home,” Clarissa said. Her voice had dropped to something almost sultry. And she would not stop staring at me as she stood there with Brad’s arm around her.

      Yet whatever she knew, I did not. Not then. It wasn’t until we were back home getting ready for bed that she began to dig at me, exposing a truth that most would think should stay buried.

      “So, Brad’s in really good shape,” Clarissa said around her toothbrush. She stood next to me in panties and a small sleepshirt too short and sheer to cover much of anything.

      I grunted something noncommittal. No one could miss Brad’s physique. Back at the pool party, the women had ogled Brad as much as the men did my wife. The man was built like he lived in the gym.

      “Did you see the way he caught me when I stumbled?” Clarissa asked innocently. Her eyes were drilling into me.

      “I don’t remember,” I said even as I replayed it in my mind.

      “Hmm.” Clarissa rinsed her mouth, studying me. “I think I forgot to put fresh sheets on the bed in the basement.”

      “I did it,” I said, mouth dry.

      “Towels?”

      “Put a new set on the bathroom counter.”

      “Well, maybe Mr. Mitchells would like an extra blanket? Or a bottle of water?” Clarissa asked. Her tone was pleasant and bright, her expression open and helpful, but her choice of Mr. Mitchells had my heart in my throat. “Maybe I should go make sure he has everything he needs.”

      Clarissa was not innocent when it came to sex. I hadn’t been her first, just the first to get her pregnant and lucky enough that we fell in love after. Porn and toys were a regular part of our bedroom fun, and it was a coin toss whether it was her or me introducing something new. But that’s where it ended. We’d never done anything crazier than hooking up in a few semi-public settings on vacation.

      The lump that had been in my throat since the bar pulsed. She held my eye, daring me to call her bluff. I took my time brushing my teeth, unable to trust myself to speak. For her part, Clarissa went through the rest of her routine, but stopped short of taking off her makeup, instead leaning back to watch me. Waiting. Evaluating. Her eyes darted down. No way to hide an erection in boxers.

      “Maybe you should,” I said at last, after rinsing the toothpaste from my mouth.

      She was unreadable. It was like I had told her to go check that the front door was locked instead of... whatever I’d just told her to do.

      A silence built between us, tension so thick I thought it would wrench us apart. When Clarissa stepped up to me, her hand went to my dick. Not stroking, just holding, as if confirming what her eyes saw.

      “I love you, Jack,” Clarissa said. She kissed me. Hard. Harder than I could ever remember. Just as I met her aggression with my tongue, she backed off. “Wait up for me.”

      And then she was gone. Three steps of her beautiful ass, panties wedged between her round, bouncing cheeks, and then my wife was out of the master bath. The sound of the bedroom door opening then closing was like a shotgun blast. I flinched.

      “Fuck!” I hissed.

      What the hell had I just done? I hesitated. It was impossible. We’d discussed nothing like this, whatever this was. Had I sent her down to make sure Brad had everything he needed, or something more? More, I knew. No woman went to a man’s room at night in panties just to offer him a blanket.

      I stepped into the bedroom, searching for any sign that she’d grabbed shorts. A robe. Anything. But she’d been out the door too fast for any of that.

      It had to be a joke. She’d gone down the hall to our son’s empty room, or maybe to the main floor.

      I followed. The second floor was empty, but light trickled up the stairs from the open living area. Pride made me stealthy. For some reason, I clung to the idea that I was in charge of the situation, that I had no need to check up on my wife. Her leaving was a joke to prove a point. A test. I didn’t want her to know the uncertainty that was coursing through me.

      She was waiting for me. After I crept halfway down the stairs, she came into view, waiting by the closed basement door. Beautiful. Shadows from the overhead light played across her bare legs. The cut of the small panties was high on her hips, making her legs seem like towers to heaven. The expanse of skin between her panties and the bottom of her short shirt was half in shadow, hiding as much as it revealed.

      She waited until my eyes had traveled up her body to meet her gaze. Then there was that little rise of an eyebrow. That enigmatic, knowing smile. Her eyes scanned down my body. I followed her gaze, the tent of my boxers a betrayal by my own body.

      The click of the basement door opening. I snapped my eyes up as she slipped through the door. It closed softly but the sound shattered me.

      I was after her in a flash, having to hold myself back from vaulting half the staircase. At the basement door, my hand closed on the knob, ready to throw it up open.

      But I stopped. My heart was pounding. I didn’t stop because I feared embarrassment or damaging my job or my reputation. I wasn’t thinking of any of that.

      Clarissa filled my mind. The woman that I’d stumbled into a life with. We hadn’t planned anything other than a few dates, but that had led to doctors and the realness of life that most college kids never have to face. Yet the two of us had navigated the trials together, heroes in our story. A story that wasn’t done and I wasn’t sure I understood anymore.

      My soulmate, but the way she’d leaned against Brad earlier, the casual nature of his arm on her waist had woken something in me.

      All innocent except that I made it mean more in my mind. Did I want it to be more? Even now, I wasn’t sure.

      But my body had made up its mind. I was rock hard. A tangled knot of anxiety in my belly burned with lust. If Clarissa walked up those stairs right now I’d have bent her over the arm of the couch faster than she could blink.

      But she didn’t.

      And I didn’t go after her. Because... I’m still not sure why I did not. I wasn’t drunk. Fantasies of sharing Clarissa had never been more than intrusive thoughts. I had no explanation for why I stood at that closed door and did nothing but strain to hear.

      A step creaked behind the closed door. Soft feet moving closer. I stumbled back. A glance at the clock on the wall showed I’d been lurking here for almost fifteen minutes, stuck in my own head while whatever happened between my wife and my boss went on uninterrupted.

      The handle turned. Clarissa jumped, surprised to find me there. She was dressed exactly like she had been, which was something. If panties and a semi-translucent shirt were dressed. The thin shirt did nothing to hide her hard nipples.

      I took a step toward her, but she shook her head.

      “Not here,” she whispered, closing the door and then slipping around me.

      I followed in a daze, certain I could smell her arousal. When she climbed the stairs ahead of me, I squinted between her legs, but the low light didn’t let me see if she had a damp spot on her panties.

      As soon as the door to our bedroom closed behind her, I had her in my arms.

      “What happened?” I asked, needing to know. Hoping she wouldn’t answer.

      “Nothing!” She dodged my kiss. “Let me brush my teeth.”

      It was like a knife in my side, and a jolt to my cock. I grabbed her arm. “You brushed them. Right before you went down.”

      “Yes.”

      “And nothing happened?”

      “I made sure he was settled in,” Clarissa said, looking me dead in the eye with a poker face that could win millions. Her makeup was no worse than it had been before, her hair just as tousled but no more.

      I wrapped her hair around my hand and drew her face close to mine. “Then kiss me.”

      She did. For all her earlier hesitation, once she went for it, she went for it, pushing her tongue between my lips, forcing her way into my mouth then retreating suddenly, a vacuum that pulled me in with her.

      And then I knew. Cum. That salty tang overwhelmed my tastebuds. I’d never gotten more than a hint of it when kissing Clarissa after she went down on me, but the taste was unmistakable.

      My wife had just sucked my boss’s cock.

      Truth shattered the chains of anxiety. There was no more wondering what if. All that was left was arousal.

      Thirteen years older and having lived the life of a dad, I might not have Brad’s muscles. But I did have dad strength and some untapped reserves that only the taste of my wife’s infidelity could unleash.

      Now when I look back I regret ripping her panties off her, ruining that pair that could have held special meaning for us as a reminder of her first step outside our marriage vows. But at the time I needed Clarissa. I needed her to feel me. To possess her.

      When I plunged into her, I was shocked by her wetness. She struggled beneath me. Not to get away, but to wriggle a hand between her legs to her clit. Normally I would help find a mutually satisfying position, but I was past that point. All that mattered was my own release.

      Uncaring, I held Clarissa down by her waist and plunged in and out of her. Grunting. Sweating. Rushing toward an explosion that had to happen or I would go mad.

      But somehow she came first. Maybe it was the novelty of me roughly taking her. Probably it was thoughts of what she’d done with Brad. The way he towered over her. Did his cock match his physique?

      An image flashed in my mind of Clarissa on her knees, Brad standing naked above her with a thick cock filling her mouth. He grunted, his balls jerking as Clarissa struggled to swallow it all.

      I saw stars. I always thought that was a figure of speech, an exaggeration people used. But no. I came and, probably because I wasn’t breathing after exerting myself, my vision turned to black with a field of bright dancing points.

      The next thing I knew, I was lying on the bed, Clarissa snuggled against me with her eyes closed.

      “Fuck,” I whispered.

      “Yeah,” she said reflexively, already drifting to sleep.
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      Sleep and coffee brought little clarity to my feelings. I woke cuddled with Clarissa, a rare occurrence since she usually slept snuggled under a down duvet that would have me sweating through the night. The duvet was somewhere on the floor, and the rest of the sheets needed a wash.

      I couldn’t remember the last time we’d had sex more than once in a night. Last night, we’d gone three rounds. A rhythmic jostling woke me hours after the first rough bout. The bedside lights were still on. Clarissa’s eyes were closed, but her hand was busy between her legs. She gasped when I climbed onto her. I took her as hard as the first time, as uncaring about lasting long enough for her to finish—not that it mattered. Two thrusts into her wet pussy, and Clarissa went rigid with pleasure.

      Our third coupling was gentle. Lovemaking. I woke in the early morning, hours before either of us had to be up, and could not stop the intrusive images of my wife on her knees in front of my boss.

      I waited, trying to think of anything else but when it grew too much, I spooned Clarissa from behind. I was hard. Clarissa woke, and without a word guided me into her. I thought she would let me have my release, but as she pulled my arm around her and tilted her head back to kiss me, I felt her fingers brush against me as she rubbed her clit.

      All that to say, we were having a rough morning. We were well past our days of rallying after an evening out or shrugging off a night of poor sleep. I cradled my mug of coffee and watched as Clarissa cut fruit for her breakfast.

      A hundred questions went through my mind, all of them about what exactly had happened last night when she’d gone down to the basement with Brad. I couldn’t ask any questions, though, because Brad was sitting at the table answering work emails on his phone as he ate breakfast.

      In the morning light, I couldn’t believe anything had actually happened. They did not look at each other any differently. I never caught them throwing furtive looks at one another or doing that awkward avoidance dance that two people hiding a secret do.

      “Here, eat this,” Clarissa said, putting a plate of fruit in front of me. Her fingers touched mine, lingering, a spark of connection. Without turning from me, she spoke to Brad. “Mr. Mitchells, can I get you anything for breakfast?”

      “No, and if you keep calling me that, my hair is going to turn gray,” Brad replied. “Just putting me up is more than enough, and I promise I will stop by the store to buy my own food.”

      “Nonsense,” Clarissa said. “We can share. Right, Jack?”

      Share. My wild mind interpreted that as more than food. Not trusting myself to speak, I nodded.

      Clarissa beamed as if she knew the thoughts swirling in my head.

      “You say that now, but I eat a lot. I’m a big guy,” Brad said.

      “Yes. I know.” Clarissa paused, something unspoken hanging there. But for all the sparkle in Clarissa’s side eyed look at me, Brad chewed away as if nothing remarkable was going on.

      I drank my coffee until I felt ready for food. Clarissa set about packing her lunch for the day, then went upstairs to get ready for work. Nothing in Brad’s behavior was suspicious. He was either the world’s best actor, or I was wrong about last night.

      And if I was wrong, what did that say about me? Had I tasted something on my wife’s lips, or had I only wanted to?

      “I’m off for the manager meeting,” Brad said, carrying his dish to the sink. “Can you check on Jared? He swears everything is on track for the Cobotex deadline, but he’s been putting in too many hours. I think he needs help but doesn’t want to ask.”

      “Sure,” I said, more convinced than ever that nothing had happened last night, and that I was lucky to have a boss like Brad. The last one had never figured out that Jared would drown on a project before asking for help. Brad had recognized it after just a few weeks.

      But my new conviction didn’t last long. Up in the bedroom, Clarissa leaned over the bathroom counter as she applied makeup, wearing nothing but a lacey pair of panties. Her legs were stretched tight, and I wanted nothing more than to rip them off her and take her from behind.

      “Hey,” I said.

      “Hey yourself.” Clarissa batted her eyes at the mirror.

      “Last night...” Sober and in the light of day, how did I ask if she’d given a blowjob to my boss?

      “Crazy, right? When was the last time we went three rounds? College?”

      “Never.” I felt a stirring in my groin.

      “We should do it again.”

      “We should?” My mouth was dry, and I wondered if she could hear my heart pounding. Did she mean we should do everything from last night again? Heart pounding, I decided I had to ask at least one question. “Was he big?”

      “Was who big?” Clarissa asked.

      “Brad.”

      “He is big.” Whirling away from the mirror, Clarissa faced me, breasts jiggling. Her nipples were two hard points. “I mean, did you see him at our little kitchen table? He barely fits. He’s got to be like 180 pounds.”

      I couldn’t stop myself from laughing. “Clarissa, I’m 180 and 3 to 4 inches shorter. He’s over 200.”

      Lovingly, she prodded a belly that was soft from middle age. “Muscle is denser than fat.”

      I snorted, unwilling to rise to the bait. “I meant, is he, you know, proportional?”

      “Oh, yeah. He’s proportional,” Clarissa said, nodding to herself. “Thick… arms and legs. And I know you don’t believe me, but he’s got a nice, proportional butt. Women like a round booty. Something to hold on to.” She grabbed mine. “Come to the gym with me after work.”

      “I might have to work late,” I said, my usual excuse out of that torture.

      Clarissa frowned, then without a word stalked past me to her phone. She typed away.

      I cleared my throat. It was easier to ask when she wasn’t looking at me. “I meant, is Brad’s dick big?”

      “Why would I know that?” Clarissa asked. No outrage. No hint of what the fuck is my husband talking about. I might as well have asked her what we were having for dinner in two weeks. “If you want to know, find out for yourself. He goes to the same gym. Sometimes I see him arriving when I’m leaving.”

      “He does?” I asked, heart pounding. Her lack of reaction to the blunt question was as suspicious as an overwrought denial. “Why didn’t you say something?”

      “I did. A month ago. ‘Hey babe, guess who I ran into as I was leaving spin class?’ I asked. ‘Huh,’ you grunted. ‘Mr. Mitchells.’ Only then I was calling him Brad. I told him you were a member too, but that you weren’t a regular. Then I passed on the message that the two of you should play squash sometime. Remember?”

      “Yeah,” I said, recalling an invitation for squash but not that Brad went to the same gym.

      “If you want to know how big your boss’s dick is, take a look in the locker room,” Clarissa said as if scoping out another man’s equipment was an everyday thing. “Another reason to come with me to the gym today. He’s always there Thursday evenings.”

      “I’ll probably have to stay late. I’m supposed to help⁠—”

      Clarissa shook her head. “Mr. Mitchells says you won’t.”

      She handed me her phone. There was a text chain that started minutes ago with Clarissa asking my boss if I could get off work in time to join her at the gym. There was nothing else. No mention of any late-night meeting. No flirting. Just Clarissa asking and Brad replying with the thumb-up emoji.

      Innocent. With him staying with us, it made sense for her to have his number.

      “Five sharp. Prepare to suffer,” Clarissa said, raising on her tiptoes to peck me on the lips.

      But I was already suffering. The minor hangover was gone, but I went to work lost in my head. I suffered through the team’s morning check in, wondering what Clarissa’s under-reaction to everything meant. Then I knocked out my priority tasks, doubting my memory of events, wondering what my mind had invented.

      It wasn’t until two that I relaxed. Jared’s project was the perfect distraction. As usual, he’d done most of the work but kept track of nothing. All he needed was help getting organized, and as I worked to connect the scattered pieces of his project, it was as if I was putting myself back together.

      That feeling lasted right up until Brad checked on us. As soon as he was there, all I could think about was him and my wife. He didn’t seem to notice my distraction, praised the progress Jared had made, and mouthed thank you over my coworker’s head.

      “Jack, I think you have a date with Clarissa at the gym. If I keep you late, she’ll bite me in half,” Brad joked, slapping my shoulder and then turning to Jared. Bite him in half? I couldn’t help but wonder what anatomy Clarissa would be biting… “Let’s talk Cobotex.”

      And like that, I was dismissed, basically ordered to suffer at the gym. And suffer I did. There was no way I would ever keep up in Clarissa’s advanced spin or yoga classes, so she took a day off from those to act as my coach.

      By the end of our session, I was a sweaty, sore mess that somehow felt better. Good, actually, despite the drenched shirt and aching body.

      “Maybe you’re on to something with this exercise thing,” I said once I could sit up again. It didn’t look like Clarissa had even broken a sweat. “Sorry if⁠—”

      “Time to hit the lockers!” Clarissa interrupted, popping up.

      I followed her gaze over my shoulder and saw Brad chatting with a guy, still in his work clothes with a gym bag slung over his shoulder.

      I got to my feet next to her. “You don’t seriously expect me to...”

      “You’re the curious one,” she said, giving me a swat on the butt.

      I was, but I didn’t want to admit it to her. And with Brad heading into the lockers, my window to find out was closing.

      The locker room was modern with fancy faux wood lockers and private showers and changing cubbies, but at least half the guys changed right out in the open. The younger a dude was, the more likely it seemed that he would seek privacy.

      Not Brad. By some stroke of dumb luck, he had picked a locker near mine. Back to me, he bent and pulled up a pair of thin compression shorts. Trying not to be a creep, I watched out of the corner of my eye to see if I could catch a glimpse of whatever my wife may have been playing with. He turned, almost catching me.

      “Jack! How was it?” he asked when he noticed me fumbling at my locker.

      “Awful, but somehow I feel better,” I said.

      “Funny how that works, right?”

      He said more, but I honestly wasn’t listening. Now turned, I had the full-frontal experience. It was intimidating. Brad was an example of the sort of peak masculinity reached only with years of work and lucky genetics. Muscled. Broad chest with a proud carpet of hair.

      And then there was the bulge in his tight compression shorts.

      “...and thanks for helping Jared. He knows I put you up to it but wanted me to tell you he appreciated the light touch,” Brad said, clapping me on the shoulder.

      I mumbled a response, then decided against changing in the locker room for reasons that were not at all related to the way my dick was fighting to escape.

      I kept a careful air of indifference as we left the gym, but my wife wasn’t fooled. In our bedroom, she watched as I undressed, eyes pausing on my half erect penis. She said nothing, which was almost worse than confronting me. It meant she understood me.

      We showered together. I tried for sex, but despite being wet, she pushed me away with a promise that she would make it up later.

      “After dinner,” Clarissa said, slowly stroking me. Her eyes seemed to stare right into me, picking apart my desires and fears. “When everyone is ready for bed.”

      I groaned, almost collapsing against her.

      “Is that okay?”

      “Yes,” I managed, even though I wanted to say more. To demand she explain exactly what was or wasn’t going on.

      Instead we turned to all the things that married couples talk about. Dinner. Odd chores that we had both been putting off. How our son was adjusting to college. It all felt very normal until she stood naked in front of her panty drawer and asked me to pick a pair for her. I couldn’t remember her ever asking this before, and given everything else that was going on, I wondered what it meant.

      “What kind?” I asked.

      “Cute. Sexy. Whatever,” she said as if she didn’t care.

      But as I dug through the drawer, I could feel her eyes on me. The way she didn’t just watch me but savored the tension between us. Her nipples were as hard as I’d ever seen them, and she took the offered pair without comment, slipping them up her legs. Something between a thong and a bikini, they snuggled into her butt. Stripes of lace teased her shaved pussy and trimmed landing strip.

      Joggers were next, a loose pair that let her butt freely jiggle when she moved. No bra. A v-neck shirt cut to show cleavage.

      Then she tapped my erection. “Are you going to stand there like that, or come help with dinner?”

      I felt juvenile, but Clarissa was far from mad. My enchantment made her happy, and she turned the tables and watched as I dressed.

      We cooked together, like most nights. Brad did not join us, but it was like his spirit did. At nine, while Clarissa and I were watching TV, a key rattled in the front door. Brad entered with arms full of his gym bag and groceries.

      “There is a private entrance downstairs,” I said. “Same key.”

      “Feels weird going in that way. Like I’m a teenager sneaking in after curfew. Do you mind if I put some stuff in the fridge and pantry?”

      Clarissa went to help. I tried not to stare, but I couldn’t stop myself from watching to see how they interacted. Other than Brad taking a peek down Clarissa’s shirt when she knelt to stash things in the bottom of the pantry, there was nothing.

      But I was so hard that I ached, and I stayed that way as Brad put together a meal because when Clarissa sat back down her hand went straight to my crotch and remained there until Brad had eaten, said goodnight, and retreated to the basement.

      We finished the episode even though neither of us was paying attention, then went upstairs to get ready for bed. I was on edge. I thought Clarissa was too, but there wasn’t any one thing about her behavior that I could put my finger on.

      Unlike last night, Clarissa didn’t say anything beyond a few words. She slipped the joggers off, left them on the floor by her side of the bed, told me she would be right back, then slipped out into the hall.

      This time I didn’t hesitate to follow. In the dark hall, the pale globes of her ass were like a spirit drawing me into a forbidden forest. I wasn’t stealthy, but Clarissa didn’t acknowledge that I was behind her until she stood at the stairs to the basement, one hand on the knob.

      She looked back over her shoulder. Her blue eyes met mine. Waited. A heartbeat. Then a dozen more until it was clear I wasn’t going to stop her. Then she opened the door and was gone.

      I was a mess of anxiety and energy. I wanted to pace, but knew that the floor would creak loudly downstairs, so I retreated to the stairs to wait.

      And slowly stroke my cock. I was past lying to myself. I was turned on. Right now my wife was in the basement with another man. My boss. Doing what? I didn’t know for sure. Maybe she was right on the other side of the door touching herself, waiting long enough for me to believe she was blowing my boss.

      Or maybe they were fucking.

      An image flashed of Brad on top of Clarissa. Broad and big, he covered my wife. Her hands clutched at his arms. Her legs wrapped around him. But her eyes were on me. Staring straight through me, ripping me apart until she found what made me tick.

      The door to the basement opened. I lurched to my feet, cock hard and dripping. Unashamed.

      Clarissa stood bright eyed, scanning the room until she found me lurking in the shadows of the stairwell. A smile brightened her face. Happy, yes, but also pleased as if she had just found an unexpected present waiting for her. That she sought me was enough. I started toward her, but she shook her head and put a finger to her lips.

      Waiting for her to ease the basement door closed and come to me was agony. Worse was when she stopped just short of a hug. Her mouth was closed, lips glistening wetly. She tilted her chin up, staring me right in the eyes.

      Then her throat worked. I could hear her swallow. Two big gulps. It was obscene. It was beautiful.

      I don’t know who made the first move, but suddenly we were kissing, both playing the aggressor. She shoved her tongue into my mouth. The taste was overwhelming, stronger than last night. Fresher. Undeniable.

      And then I had her bent over the stairs, panties pulled to the side, hair wrapped in a fist to keep her in place while I fucked her for an embarrassingly short amount of time. Long enough to make her cum though.

      And by the time we were in bed, I was hard again. Ready to fuck my slutty wife. Ready for whatever was next.
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      Once could be passed off as a mistake. But twice? The first two nights my boss had crashed in our basement, my wife had gone down to him alone in panties and a small shirt. To do what? Get him a blanket? Tuck him in? Suck his cock?

      And I had done nothing to stop her. I could tell myself it was all her doing, that I hadn’t encouraged her. That was a lie. By inaction and arousal and the best sex we’d ever had, we both knew that I was not angry. I was excited. Nervous about what was coming. Curious as to how both Clarissa and Brad could behave as if nothing was going on.

      In fact, this last point confused me the most. They acted naturally. No lingering glances. No excuses to touch that were inappropriate. No awkwardness or avoiding eye contact. Clarissa did not guard her phone. I did not see any outward change in their behavior in the light of day. It made me question if anything had actually happened. It made me worry about what else my wife could be hiding.

      Caught between my wife’s fidelity and infidelity, both seemed believable. I couldn’t know, and that uncertainty made everything exciting. Every action between Clarissa and Brad held possibility.

      “Who is that?” my wife asked, stopping behind Brad on the way to the fridge.

      It was Friday night. Clarissa and I were preparing a carbonara from scratch. Brad sat at the small kitchen table on his phone eating a post workout meal.

      “Jill,” Brad said. “My date for tonight.”

      “She’s pretty.” Clarissa leaned closer, not quite touching him. “And young.”

      “Fresh from college,” Brad admitted.

      “You can bring her back here, you know.” Looking up, Clarissa’s eyes sparkled as she watched me. I couldn’t see any sign of jealousy. “We can’t hear anything from the basement.”

      Brad laughed. “I wouldn’t do that as a guest. Seems rude.”

      Clarissa’s eyes went wide. She reached over Brad for his phone, resting her chest against his back. He didn’t react.

      “Whoa, that is a beautiful bathing suit.” Plucking Brad’s phone from his hand, she flipped it around to show me.

      “Yeah,” I agreed, not willing to say anything about the beautiful, curvy brunette that might upset my wife.

      Brad’s date was hot. Not like the girl next door or movie starlet walking the red carpet, but hot like a slutty girl at spring break. She had her butt turned halfway to the camera, flashing the sides of her barely covered ass and breast. The bathing suit my wife had commented on was a one piece yet somehow sluttier than most bikinis.

      “You’ll be out late?” my wife asked, handing back Brad’s phone then rejoining me at our dinner prep.

      Maybe it was a little odd to ask a grown houseguest when they’d be home from a date, but given everything else, I was on high alert.

      “No. Just dinner and maybe one drink. Jill has a girls' night thing after.”

      “Cool. We might still be up watching a movie. Feel free to use the front door.” Clarissa nudged me. “Going to stare at that onion, or chop it?”

      Feeling like I’d been caught eavesdropping, I put my head down and got back to work even though my mind was busy with thoughts of what my wife and boss might be up to.

      I didn’t have to wait long to find out if my wife had plans. When it came time to choose a movie, she whipped her phone out and started looking for recent movies with the longest running time, ending up with a blockbuster that would hopefully be better than the reviews.

      For my part, the endless action scenes were boring compared to thinking about my wife sucking a big dick. Without realizing it, I began rubbing my wife’s back, working my hand down to cup her ass. My wife was on her phone.

      “What do you think about this?” Clarissa asked, flipping through different models wearing a skimpy one-piece bathing suit.

      Black and expensive looking, the suit rode the edge between sexy elegance and just plain hot. The neckline went to the navel and left just a hint of breast at the sides. The bottoms were small, showing off plenty of ass and making sure everyone knew just how much personal grooming the wearer did. The logo was the same as the bathing suit Brad’s date had been wearing in her pictures.

      Then there was the price.

      “Is that seriously $400?” I asked, eyes bulging.

      “I hadn’t noticed,” Clarissa said with a hint of disappointment.

      Then in full view she opened her text thread with Brad. There was more there than I’d last seen. Some talk about when he would be at the gym yesterday. But it was the last exchange from this evening that I looked more closely at, the one that Clarissa was engaged with right now.

      Ask Jill where she got the bikini, Clarissa asked. She’d sent it just 15 minutes after starting the movie.

      Brad replied with a link.

      Wow. Too much $$$ for me, Clarissa sent back with a screenshot of the one piece and a red circle around the price.

      Asking about clothing wasn’t out of line, right? It wasn’t like my wife was asking for his opinion or sending flirting messages about the next pool party. All she did was use Brad as a connection to Jill.

      Putting her phone down, her hand came to rest right on my crotch. Of course I was hard. I couldn’t tell what was going on in Clarissa’s head, but in my mind she was trying on tiny bikinis, asking me to snap pictures on her phone that I didn’t know what she would do with.

      Nothing was said between us. She cuddled against me, fingers softly stroking, and we “watched” the movie until her phone chimed.

      Without removing her hand, she opened Brad’s message.

      What size? he asked.

      One handed, she typed out small, not flaunting her reply but also uncaring that I saw.

      A few minutes later, Clarissa’s phone chimed again. This time it was an email alert. She opened an order confirmation. I nearly choked as Clarissa scrolled down. Three suits, the one that she’d been looking at, then two bikinis. The first was sexy and elegant like the one piece, but the third was a red string bikini that looked as if a gentle wave would knock it off, not that it covered much in the first place.

      Then there were the prices. The red one was discounted by half, but the total was still just north of $1,000.

      Think this should help even us up. Thanks for letting me stay in your basement, a message from Brad said at the bottom.

      As Clarissa typed out an innocent thank you note to Brad, I was rigid next to her. We were doing him a favor, so maybe this was just his way of showing thanks. But no one would ever think buying another man’s wife expensive, sexy bathing suits was innocent.

      And there was also the fact that Brad had sent the order confirmation to Clarissa’s email. I had only seen their texts, but this was confirmation of another way the two were communicating.

      My wife was staring at me, her gentle touch on my crotch now a firmer, more confident stroke.

      “I guess I don’t need to ask what you think of my new suits,” she said.

      I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. “No. You don’t.”

      I kissed her. Without missing a beat, she dropped her phone and crawled on top of me. She was as ready as me. It felt like we were teenagers making out on the couch, a forgotten movie playing, and the risk that at any moment we could be caught. Not by our parents, but by my boss.

      It was too much. Clarissa was grinding on me, grunting as she shifted to get the right pressure on her clit.

      “Wait—” but it was too late. Groaning, I humped against her as I came too early.

      Embarrassed by a problem that had never afflicted even in my youth, I braced for gentle teasing, but Clarissa was all smiles.

      “I like when you can’t stop yourself,” she said, nestling against me. “Means you think I’m sexy.”

      “The sexiest.” I kissed her again. Her nipples were so hard I could feel them through her bra. “Do you want help finishing?”

      “Later. Let’s finish the movie.”

      I’m not sure either of us stayed present for the ending. I know I didn’t. I woke to trailers playing for suggested movies, and my wife was nowhere to be seen. Right on my lap she’d left her neatly folded pants, shirt, and bra. Her phone was perched on top of it all.

      I felt my heart racing. The only thing missing was her panties. Was she topless with my boss this very instant?

      Light leaked from the door to the basement.

      I had to see. I had to know. A window? But before I’d even risen from the couch, I knew sneaking around the house was a bad idea. If a neighbor saw and called the cops on me, how would I explain that I was spying on my own wife with another man?

      I had another idea. Clarissa had left her phone. She hadn’t set it on the coffee table or tucked into her pants pocket. She’d placed it right on top. I knew her PIN. She knew that I did.

      Hand shaking, I unlocked her phone. Her messages with Brad were open.

      You two still up? Brad had asked about half an hour ago.

      I am. Jack’s napping on the couch, Clarissa replied.

      Stealth mode it is.

      And that was it. I stood and looked out the window. Brad’s car was in the driveway.

      Emails were next. Even after checking the trash, I only found a single chain discussing work out programs.

      I felt disappointed to find nothing, and then confusion as to why. What had I been hoping to find? Shouldn’t I be happy I hadn’t found my wife exchanging nudes or setting up dates with my boss?

      I could not shake the sudden release of energy from my disappointment. Gathering my wife’s things up, I headed upstairs, expecting to find her waiting for me in bed. We did have unfinished business, and I almost convinced myself that would be enough.

      The lights were off upstairs. Our bedroom was empty. Nervous energy burst through me once more.

      And then she was there.

      “Hey, sleepyhead,” my wife said from behind me.

      It felt like I turned in slow motion.

      She had on a thong. Light blue, like the summer sky and her eyes. It was all she wore. Her breasts hung, nipples hard past the point of arousal as if someone had been twisting them. She swayed past me, and on her right ass cheek was a red handprint. Too big to be self-inflicted. Too big to be from me.

      And then I saw it. Thick. White. A glob about the size of a nickel stuck to the corner of her smile.

      “Where were you?” I asked, still staring at what could only be cum.

      “With Brad.” Still smiling, she used a finger to wipe the corner of her lips, scooping what she’d missed earlier into her mouth. “Whoops!”

      I said something before I was on her. Or I tried to. Maybe it only came out as a growl.

      Like every night since Brad had moved in, Clarissa was soaked. She was so wet that even in my haste to get inside her, I just slid right in and started fucking. I had never seen her so wet, not even after long massages and oral.

      But I couldn’t blame her. I had never been so hard.

      “Tell me,” I gasped.

      “Tell you what?” Clarissa moaned, fighting to get a hand between us so she could rub her clit.

      “Tell me you sucked Brad’s cock.” There. I’d said it.

      “Is that.. what you... want... to hear?” Clarissa could barely talk. “Kiss me.”

      I did. One leg wrapped around me, smashing her hand between us. The other pressed against the bed, forcing her body up against mine. Her nails dug into my back. I could feel her pussy clenching, a sure sign she would climax at any moment.

      Through everything, she kept her eyes open. Focused. Drinking in my wild expression. Savoring how she made me lose control. I felt a mad man on a terrible path I had chosen to walk. I did not want to stop my journey.

      “Please, I can’t wa—” Clarissa orgasmed halfway through whatever she was saying, eyes defocused. Lips parted and breath hot against me.

      The only reason I had lasted this long was because she’d humped me to an orgasm downstairs. Her pleasure was too much to withstand. My thrusts became erratic, and when I thrust deep into her, Clarissa let out a little whine of satisfaction, wrapping her second leg around me.

      It felt like I came for minutes. As the rush of euphoric energy drained to contentment, I became aware of the painful scratches on my back. Sweat dripped down my legs and arms. My hips hurt, a reminder that I was middle aged and out of shape.

      “Fuck, we are so good at sex,” Clarissa said, giggling softly when I snorted. She kissed me again. Lovingly. Like a wife should. Even though I could taste more than my wife.

      It turned into soft kisses as we cuddled. I wanted to talk with her, dig out the truth, but the moment was too perfect. All that was left unspoken between us seemed best left there where the tension could start to build again.

      When it was clear we were both headed to sleep, I rolled off her. She snuggled against me, already half asleep.

      “Brad wants to take us out tomorrow night,” Clarissa muttered. Her eyes were closed. “Thank you with a fancy meal. Show us a good time...”
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      Saturday was an exercise in torture. From the moment she woke, Clarissa refused to confirm she had done anything with Brad. When I pointed out she’d all but confessed last night, she teasingly asked if I needed my hearing checked.

      “I asked if that was what you wanted to hear,” she said, sounding like a lawyer defending a client. Her eyes glinted with mischief, sending a dark thrill through me. “Dirty bed talk.”

      “So, you didn’t swallow his cum?”

      “I don’t remember claiming that.”

      “You could give lessons to politicians about non-answers,” I told her.

      “Don’t insult your wife’s good reputation.” Even Clarissa couldn’t keep a straight face after delivering that line, devolving into giggles. Accuse my wife of sucking my boss’s dick and I got no reaction at all. But insinuate she was a politician? “Have you been to La Ferme Tableau?”

      Now it was my turn to laugh. “Only person I would have been there with is you, and I can think of about ten better uses for the money.”

      “Our reservation is at seven.”

      “Seriously?” I asked, stunned when Clarissa nodded.

      For our ten-year anniversary, I’d looked into La Ferme Tableau. Back then the cheapest option for a couple approached our mortgage payment. That didn’t include wine pairings. I shuddered to think what it would cost now.

      “Want me to wear the dress?”

      Clarissa didn’t need to clarify which dress she meant. She loved fashion. More than a dozen dresses hung in her closet. But there was only one she would ever ask me about wearing. She’d tried it on as a joke with girlfriends while doing bridesmaid dress shopping.

      Except as soon as she had it on, no one thought it was a joke. Dark maroon, it was too elegant for anything we would ever go to. Backless, sleeveless, and a high slit up one leg and a deep neckline, the dress was meant for high society. It had also been on clearance for 70% off and fit her off the rack.

      Since buying it, Clarissa had worn it once, just a couple of years ago for my fortieth birthday. We hadn’t left the house, and it hadn’t stayed on her long.

      “Yes,” I said, already smiling at the thought of her in that dress and on my arm.

      And when I remembered Brad would be there too, it didn’t damper my anticipation at all. If anything, it enhanced it. I told myself that this was because I enjoyed showing off Clarissa. While true, that wasn’t the whole truth.

      The day dragged on. I took care of chores, even tackling cleaning out a corner of the garage I’d been talking about turning into a workshop. When it came time to get ready, I expected a show. Clarissa loved when I watched her get ready. Nothing made her happier than when I appreciated the effort she put in.

      Today she had a different idea in mind. As soon as I showered and shaved, she shoved a hanger with my outfit for the night into my hands then exiled me from our bedroom. I changed in our son’s room, then went to make myself a drink.

      Brad was already making himself a cocktail. I’d seen him in suits almost every day, but never one like this. My view on fashion was whatever Clarissa said it should be, but even I could recognize the difference between what Brad wore to work and what he had on now. He looked like an action hero, and all the fabric of the suit seemed to accentuate rather than obscure his size.

      “Old fashioned?” he asked, already pulling out a second glass.

      I accepted, and we sat together drinking and talking. Work at first, but soon he was listening to me talk about getting back into woodworking. Near the bottom of our drinks, I probed about the date last night, hoping that might lead to him revealing something about what had happened with my wife.

      “Jill will be fun,” Brad said without a hint of shame. “But I’m not looking for anything serious.”

      “You’re almost thirty.”

      “I know myself.” Brad shrugged. “Serious is just not me.”

      “What’s not you?” Clarissa asked.

      Brad turned and for the first time I saw him react strongly to my wife. When I saw her, I’m sure I did the same. The maroon dress was more daring than I remembered. I remembered the skin it showed but not the way the material molded to her curves as if painted on. Clarissa had never looked more stunning.

      “Jack, you’re a bastard,” Brad said, laughing.

      “Hey, that’s the love of my life you’re talking about,” Clarissa said, gliding across the floor to put an arm around me. Her tall heels made her almost my equal in height. “I take it I look good?”

      “Beautiful,” I said.

      “You are,” Brad said. “And now I will spend the evening as the lonely third wheel.”

      I couldn’t stop myself from taking a dig. “There’s always Jill.”

      “She’s not the type of woman you take to La Ferme Tableau,” Brad said.

      Clarissa gasped, then giggled. “And I am?”

      Brad didn’t answer, but his gaze said everything. I could feel Clarissa quivering under my arm.

      Brad drove. I wondered how someone this young afforded a luxury car, but then he didn’t have a family to support and I didn’t know if he was saving responsibility for retirement or taking out ill-advised loans to live a flashy life. Clarissa was less tactful.

      “How did you afford this car?” Clarissa asked from the backseat, as we neared downtown. “And a house. You’re not putting tonight on a credit card, are you?”

      Brad looked embarrassed. “My granddad left all his grandchildren trust funds. I don’t like to talk about it.”

      “Damn. Rich and...” Clarissa trailed off, catching me turning to look at her. “Now I don’t feel so bad about the bathing suits you ordered for me.”

      “I hope you like them.”

      “We’ll see,” Clarissa said, voice full of promise. The entire time she spoke with Brad, she was looking me in the eye with an easy smile. “I hope you’ll like them too.”

      Brazen flirting. Not just in front of me but while she was looking me right in the eye. I was speechless. Clarissa’s smile showed her enjoyment at teasing me. Brad pulled up to the valet.

      I was slow to leave the car, waiting until Brad was exiting so I could adjust the bulge in my thin suit pants. By the time I was stepping out, a valet had opened Clarissa’s door and offered a hand. She was taking her time, and I saw her watching until she had my attention. Well, she had it now.

      Her legs swiveled out of the car, opening the slit of her dress, baring herself to the hip. She made no move to maintain modesty. I saw the valet’s eyes dart down, bulge, retreat to see if Clarissa was watching her, then return to the prize on display.

      And then Brad came around the back of the car. His step hitched, and he smiled.

      My view was blocked by the door, and as I rushed to stand so I could see, Clarissa finally moved, sweeping the hem of her dress in place and accepting the valet’s assistance to stand just in time to stop me from seeing what the others had.

      “Ma’am,” the valet said, helping her over the curb then handing her off to Brad.

      It was an honest mistake. Of the two of us, he cut the better figure. I was older and out of shape. Clarissa’s dedication to fitness made her seem closer to Brad’s age. Without missing a beat, Clarissa wrapped herself around Brad’s arm.

      “I’d be honored,” Brad said, handing off Clarissa to me. “But I was about twenty years too late to win this one.”

      The valet was beside himself with embarrassment and tried to refuse Brad’s tip.

      At my side, Clarissa beamed. I could feel her breasts sway against me, unfettered by all but the thin material of her dress. It was all I was aware of as we entered the restaurant. The place was so fancy they didn’t even ask for our name, just took us right to our table.

      “Go easy on the wine,” Clarissa whispered as we broke apart.

      I wanted to ask why, but staff appeared to ease each of our chairs out. It was absurd and gratifying to be treated as nobility. Absurdity was the theme of the night. Dishes were fantastical, often not even recognizable as food but always incredible. It was advertised as seven courses, but small treats appeared between each.

      Most times at restaurants I felt pressured to eat, drink, and leave to clear the table for the next customer. Not here. They never rushed us. Courses did not appear until the last was cleared away and the wine was finished.

      On this last point, I did remember my wife’s advice and opted for the short pours. When Brad noticed my light drinking and accepted my excuse of trying to keep my health in mind, Clarissa quickly took the opportunity to appoint me the designated driver.

      Something was up. I knew my wife, and I could tell when she was struggling to hold back a surprise—which I knew from experience was a mighty ask for her. Also, I couldn’t help but notice how as the night went on, Clarissa’s chair seemed to migrate closer and closer to Brad.

      By the time we were enjoying an after-dinner espresso, they were practically brushing elbows, and Clarissa’s eyes sparkled as she looked at me from across the table. Even though she was now closer to him than me, leaning into him to laugh and talk, flirting, I never felt ignored. Even though physically we were separated, her attention was on me. She was teasing me. Watching to see if I was watching. I always was.

      It was only natural that when we stood to leave and Clarissa wobbled on her heels, Brad came to her rescue. He caught her, and when she leaned further against him, he smoothly slid his arm around her waist. Clarissa pinned it there.

      “Thanks! Guess I need to practice in these heels more,” Clarissa said while watching me. Her cheeks were flushed, but I knew an act when I saw one. She’d been wearing heels as tall as these since before we’d met. “I think Jack should drive.”

      “Smart,” Brad agreed, then mocked a stern expression while looking at me. “But scratch it, and I’ll have to remind you who your boss is.”

      “Of course, Mr. Mitchells,” I said with a hint of mocking.

      Brad frowned. “Don’t start with that too. Makes me feel old.”

      By the time we were outside, Brad’s car was pulling up. The same young valet popped out, then stopped short when he noticed Brad escorting my wife.

      “Too much to drink. Jack will drive,” Brad said smoothly, gesturing to me. I accepted the keys then the valet scrambled around the car to open the back door for Clarissa.

      Rather than slide in like a lady, she crawled in on her knees all the way to the driver side of the car. From my vantage I couldn’t see anything, but Brad and the valet were staring with such brazen desire that I knew Clarissa had put on a show.

      After tipping, I expected Brad to hop in the passenger seat. But the valet had not closed the back door and Brad joined my wife. Overtop the car, the valet’s eyes darted to me then away. He closed the door and pretended that this was all normal.

      It took me a few moments to orient myself in Brad’s car. I had to move the seat forward and raise it. He pointed out where the controls for the lights were. I adjusted the side mirrors, but when I moved the rearview, my breath caught.

      Brad sat in the middle of the backseat. My wife was cuddled up against him, her head resting on his shoulder. A slash of light from outside fell across her eyes. We locked gazes.

      Something flashed in the periphery of my vision. I looked down. My wife’s left hand rested on Brad’s crotch. Her diamond ring glinted as her fingers curled to cup Brad’s bulge.

      When I looked back up, Clarissa stared at me for a heartbeat, then raised up, half turning. The next thing I knew, my wife was kissing my boss right in the backseat of the car.

      I couldn’t move. It wasn’t a chaste kiss. Or tentative or shy from either party. I could hear the wet sound of their mouths. My wife’s hand was moving, but the kiss held me in its spell.

      Over the past few days, I had imagined Clarissa and Brad together sucking and fucking but never kissing. I don’t know why. Maybe the act seemed too intimate. Too loving. Watching it did not feel loving. It was obscene and dirty and would stay burned in my mind for the rest of my life.

      So would my wife’s eyes. The beam of light across their faces made the blue in them pop like an old noir movie. And for all the energy she put into making out with my boss, she had maneuvered him so that he was looking to the left and she was looking at me in the mirror.

      I had looked into those eyes nearly every day for almost twenty years and told her I loved her. It would never be the same again.

      A sharp knock on the window startled me. It was the valet. I fumbled to roll down the window.

      “Car trouble, sir?” he asked.

      “No, just getting situated.” I hit the button to start the car. The engine roared to life, but then it hummed so quietly I could still hear the smack of lips in the backseat so quickly rolled up the window.

      I put the car in gear. Checked the mirror. That was when I first saw my boss’s dick. Clarissa had pulled it out of his suit pants and was stroking it from tip to base as if showing off a prize. It was big. It looked like my wife could stack two hands and still not cover the whole thing.

      But the girth was what was shocking. I doubted my wife’s fingers could wrap around the whole thing.

      I was so entranced by the sight of her ring flashing as she stroked the cock, that I didn’t notice them end their kiss until Clarissa was lowering her lips to Brad’s dick.

      Inches away from her lips contacting Brad’s erection, her eyes met mine. Her hair fell to block my view, and I had never felt so disappointed.

      “Mr. Mitchells, would you hold my hair?” she asked sweetly.

      When he pulled it back and our eye contact resumed, she took my boss’s cock into her mouth. Brad groaned. Clarissa’s eyes sparkled. She released him with a pop.

      “Take us home?” she suggested to me, hand still stroking. Without waiting for a response, she resumed sucking the enormous cock in her hand.

      That drive was the sweetest form of torture. I had to pay attention to the road. Wrecking would put all of us in danger, and even modest repairs to Brad’s car were not in our budget. On straightaways and stop lights, I snuck glances of what my wife was up to.

      She worshiped that dick. Her pace was languid, clearly intended to prolong Brad’s pleasure and put on a show for me. At the start of the drive, she was always watching me in the mirror, but by the end her attention was entirely on Brad’s cock.

      For his part, my boss seemed entirely at ease with having his dick in my wife’s mouth. He never said anything to me, preferring to lean back with one hand fondling Clarissa’s ass. As we neared the house, he put a hand on the back of her head and gently pushed.

      That’s how I discovered my wife knew how to deep throat. She let herself be guided down, and when I thought she would gag and pull back, she instead kept right on going until all of Brad’s dick was gone.

      I had to tear my eyes away to drive, hoping I would not miss the finale. But Clarissa did not try to make Brad come. It was less than fifteen minutes to our house, and she spent the entire time sucking, kissing, and licking Brad’s dick. When I parked in the driveway, Brad had to pull her upright.

      He exited, pulling my wife along with him and with his wet cock wagging in the air. I caught a glimpse of Clarissa’s mostly bare ass. She didn’t fix the drape of her dress and let Brad escort her to our front door.

      Only then did Clarissa fix the slit. Inside, I thought they would immediately resume. Instead, Clarissa whispered something to Brad. He shrugged. Then my wife came to me. She kissed me then stealthily checked to make sure I was hard. Satisfied, she took a step back.

      “I’m going to get Brad settled for the night. Wait up for me?”

      “Of course,” I said. “Will you be long?”

      Carissa looked back at Brad’s cock. Still hard and glistening wetly, veins and a dangling stream of pre-cum were signs of how close he was. It felt dangerous for my wife to be alone with that thing, but it wouldn’t be the first time.

      “Shouldn’t be,” Clarissa said. She gave me one last kiss, then went to my boss. His hand went right to her ass. Not in a grabby way, but just a simple possessive cupping. A confident statement of fact. She beamed up at him. “I’d hate to stain this dress. It’s my husband’s favorite.”

      Smoothly, Brad went for the clasp at the back of her neck. But I barely noticed the man with my wife because she turned to look at me. Right into my eyes. The clasp loosened, and the maroon dress slid down her body leaving her standing in an elegant pair of black heels and a lace thong the same color as the dress. It was small and delicate, no protection at all from the rigid weapon my boss wielded.

      She turned back to Brad, her head twisting and eyes holding me paralyzed until the last moment. Her only reaction when Brad cupped her bare ass was to lean into him and let him guide her away.

      I felt conflicting emotions as I watched my almost naked wife leave with my boss. Jealousy. Regret both that I’d let the situation spiral and that I did not get to watch. But most of all I was horny. It felt like my cock was about to rip through my suit. More than anything, I wanted Clarissa not to be gone long.

      I didn’t have to worry. I gathered her dress and was just figuring out how to hang it when Clarissa’s heels clicked in the hallway. They stopped at the bedroom door.

      “That was fast,” I said, turning toward her. Then I gasped.

      Clarissa was covered in cum. Thick streaks coated her face, hung from her lips, and had dripped to her breasts. It was a massive load. Two or maybe even three of what I could produce. My wife smiled lovingly at me, the contrast with the slutty decoration of Brad’s cum twisting my guts.

      Her thong was whole and in place. I felt… Disappointment? A flash of relief that at least that barrier was still in place? I didn’t have time or the will to figure out what I was feeling.

      “I think Mr. Mitchells liked you watching,” Clarissa said simply. She took a step into the room. “I know I did. I really need you to fuck me.”

      “Damn,” I hissed, letting her dress and hanger fall to the ground. My hands went to my pants.

      Rather than the bed, Clarissa walked to the bathroom and the floor length mirror. She bent at the hips, bracing her hands on either side of the mirror.

      “He came so much,” Clarissa said, looking at herself.

      I don’t remember walking to her, but I do remember the way she looked at me in the mirror as I took her from behind. The way my forceful thrusts knocked free strands of cum to dangle from her face and splatter onto her dresser and the mirror.

      I was too worked up to even think about holding back, and so forceful that Clarissa needed both hands to brace herself and could not stimulate her clit. I roared when I came, and Clarissa took over thrusting, humping back at me, her ass rippling when we collided.

      Tension drained from me. I leaned forward, a hand on Clarissa’s. We breathed hard, and I was still erect in her. She nestled her hair against my neck and began rhythmically squeezing her pussy.

      “I need you to make me cum,” Clarissa said. “I need to cum...”

      “Or?” I asked, my cock throbbing inside her.

      “I go back downstairs.” A statement. No threat, just a simple declaration of the way it was. My cock twitched in her. I started to thrust again. “On the bed. I want to ride you.”

      We broke apart. She went to the sink and reached for her face wash.

      “No,” I ordered. “Leave it.”

      The sink ran forgotten. Clarissa studied me, her eyes sparkling with amusement and lust above her cum-coated face. “Kissing makes me cum harder.”

      “Then we’ll kiss,” I said, and took her to bed.
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      After letting my wife blow him on the drive home then sending her back to me covered in cum, Brad made himself scarce the next day. He was gone by the time I dragged myself into the kitchen.

      My wife cradled a cup of coffee wearing the same panties she had last night, though now they were as covered in dried cum as her face was. When I asked where Brad was, she told me he’d gone into the office.

      “On a Sunday?” I asked.

      “I told him to,” Clarissa said. “So that you and I could talk.”

      Shit. “Okay. About?”

      Clarissa tilted her head. “Jack, I’ve been sucking your boss’s cock every night since he moved in. I still have his dried cum all over me!”

      “And?” I asked with surprising calmness. “Do you have a problem with that?”

      “Do you?”

      We stared at one another. Then she giggled.

      “Jesus, you’re hard just talking about it.” Clarissa turned to the coffee maker and got me a cup. “I don’t have a problem with it. Brad is an attractive man. It’s fun playing with him.” She turned back. “And even more fun afterward with you. We haven’t had sex like this... ever. Even when we were young. To be honest, I don’t want to stop. But I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “You haven’t,” I said.

      “Not yet.” Clarissa handed me the coffee. We drank in silence for several minutes. “What was it like watching me last night?”

      “I don’t know if I can put it in words.”

      “Try. Please.” There was something needy in her tone. Not just lust, though that was there. A need to understand me and what I was getting out of this.

      I drank half the cup of coffee before finding a reasonable way of expressing myself. “Better than I had imagined it would be. I didn’t know what was coming. As nervous as that made me feel, it made it more exciting.”

      “I get it,” Clarissa said. “Like when you blindfold then play with me. Everything is a surprise.”

      I nodded. “But the best part was you. Your excitement and enthusiasm were like a drug. It made it better for me. The way you kept looking at me, it was like you wanted me to watch you be bad because every little reaction I had made it better for you.”

      “And when I went with him to the basement and left you?”

      I swallowed. “Agony, but in a good way. I thought you were going to fuck him.”

      “Hmm.” Clarissa put her empty mug down. “And even though you though I was about to let another man fuck me, you didn’t stop me?”

      “Would you have stopped?”

      Rather than answer, Clarissa walked past me toward the stairs. “We haven’t gone down on each other since Brad moved in. I really need your tongue and it looks like you could use mine. Sixty-nine?”

      I couldn’t ever remember my wife being the one to suggest this. She loved giving and receiving oral, but not at the same time. She preferred to focus on one thing. I wasn’t about to miss this chance.

      She was wet. Neither of us had showered since last night. A week ago, the mess might have made me hesitate, but now I lived in a perpetual state of deranged horniness. Making out with my wife after she’d blown Brad had raised my tolerance for weird.

      I lay flat on our bed, and Clarissa sat on my face. I had an incredible view of her ass, and set to work with my tongue before she had even leaned over to suck me.

      What happened next was not so much love making or mutual pleasure as a competition. Clarissa went down on me like her only goal was extracting cum. I experienced the bliss of being deep throated, which after Brad was not a challenge for her. She cupped my balls and practically fucked her own face.

      Inspired, I took the same energy to her, going right for her clit then wiggling an arm free so I could finger her pussy. Soon I had two fingers pumping away and Clarissa’s blowjob was becoming erratic and sloppy.

      A muffled groan was the only warning I had to suck in a deep breath. Her legs clamped on my head, and she forced herself against my face as she came. I kept licking her clit until she squirmed away.

      “I needed that,” she sighed, splayed next to me with one leg on my chest. Her pussy was open and wet. I rubbed her leg and let her relax in the afterglow. Eventually, she sat up and looked at my aching erection. She took it in her left hand, same as she’d done with Brad last night.

      “I liked that,” I told her. She gave me a confused look. “Last night. Seeing your engagement ring while you were holding Brad.”

      “Holding his cock, you mean.” Clarissa cuddled next to me, still stroking. She looked into my eyes. “I guess now you know how big he is.”

      I started to twitch, but Clarissa stopped stroking.

      “Do you want me to make you cum now?” Clarissa asked. Her tongue dragged across her lips. “I could show you what Mr. Mitchells has taught me.”

      “Yes,” I groaned, desperate to cum.

      “It might be better tonight.”

      “You mean after you suck him again?”

      Clarissa smiled and cocked her head, letting me guess what exactly she had in mind. When I didn’t answer, she pulled her hand away, kissed my cheek, then suggested we shower.

      That Sunday was one of the closest I have ever felt with my wife. We constantly caught each other staring as we did chores around the house and ran errands together. It felt like we were lovesick and young again, which was maybe why the day seemed to pass so quickly. Before I knew it, we were making dinner.

      Clarissa’s phone chimed. When she picked it up, I could tell from the way her focus split between me and the screen that it was my boss. It was the first time all day I had felt some competition for my wife’s attention, and it sent a thrill right to my dick. I tried to play it cool and keep my attention on making dinner.

      “The Stags play tonight, right?” Clarissa asked when everything was in the oven.

      I had to check my phone. I was a hockey fan, but I had let everything else in my life slip since my wife started fooling around and lost track of the schedule. “Shit, they do. Starts in half an hour.”

      “Maybe Mr. Mitchells would like to watch with us? It would be good for him to start rooting for the local team.”

      “Good idea.”

      “While you invite him, I’ll go get changed,” Clarissa said.

      Texting my boss to hang out was awkward, but less so than calling. It helped that Brad acted as if everything about the situation was normal. Which on the surface, it was. Just two guys into sports arranging to watch the game together. He showed up just five minutes later with takeout.

      “Only hockey I’ve ever watched was highlights on TV,” Brad admitted, settling onto the couch with a burrito from a takeout place. I had the pregame on and was finishing up dinner. Clarissa was still upstairs.

      “Then you have no loyalties that will stop you from cheering for the Stags.”

      He laughed and we talked about sports until my wife appeared at the bottom of the stairs wearing nothing but my green oversized Stag jersey. On her it was a dress, though very short and not tailored. She’d done her makeup and hair.

      “Has it started?” she asked, strutting into the room. She drank up my attention without acknowledging me, only further emphasizing how aware she was of my enchantment.

      “In ten minutes,” I said. “Enough time to eat.”

      I felt like an experiment with the way Clarissa watched me over dinner. Brad ate in front of the TV. My back was to him, and I couldn’t help but notice that sometimes Clarissa seemed to be watching him rather than me. When I noticed that she had spread her legs and was probably flashing Brad, I knew she was.

      “I’ll get the dishes tonight,” Clarissa said when we were done. “Go watch the game.”

      Brad was sitting in our comfy love seat. I took the couch. When Clarissa walked in, she paused between us until I looked up at her. As soon as she confirmed I was watching her rather than the TV, she went to Brad. Without saying anything, he moved to the side to make room for her.

      Instead of sitting, Clarissa bent over to whisper in his ear. The jersey was not nearly long enough to cover her, and I was presented with an incredible view of her panties pulled between her tight ass cheeks, snug and thin enough to make out the separation of her labia.

      Brad moved to the other side of the chair. Clarissa snuggled up next to him. And when she placed her hand squarely on his crotch, I realized she’d chosen that side so that it would be her left hand fondling Brad, the one with her engagement and wedding rings. And so that she could look across Brad right at me.

      “Mr. Mitchells, are you a hockey fan?” Clarissa asked while stroking his cock.

      “Not yet, but it seems like I could be.”

      Clarissa beamed. “I’ll see what I can do to help convince you.”

      Then in one smooth move, she fished out his cock and bent to take it in her mouth. He was already rock hard. Clarissa, without prompting, took Brad all the way down in one smooth go. He groaned. She backed off and took up a more luxurious pace, even taking it out of her mouth to jerk and talk about the hockey game.

      The whole thing was surreal. Was I really sitting here watching a game with my boss while my wife sucked his dick? I was, and I thought I might even be harder than Brad was. Clarissa licked her lips when she saw me adjusting myself. Then she licked my boss’s cock.

      Right about the end of the first period, Brad came for the first time. Clarissa had been sucking the top third while slowly milking the rest with her hands. There was no warning. She kept up a steady pace then all the sudden Brad grunted and my wife was swallowing noisily enough that I knew she was exaggerating it for my benefit.

      “Fuck, babe,” Brad grunted when Clarissa kept sucking. Clarissa started working half his dick slowly in and out of her mouth. She kept it up until Brad stopped squirming and started groping her ass.

      I couldn’t look away. Clarissa had great breasts, but I was an ass and legs man. She loved when I rubbed her butt, and loved it even more when I got aggressive kneading it. I could tell from how she was wiggling her hips that Brad knew just how to touch her without having to be told. His big hand sank into her cheeks.

      “Want me to stop?” Clarissa asked.

      “No,” Brad said. “But I could use a drink.”

      “Coming right up!” Clarissa popped up, not bothering to pull the jersey back down.

      She went to the fridge and returned with two beers. She stopped in front of me, bent just like she had for Brad, then kissed me square on the lips. Of course I could taste his cum. And of course I was hard when Clarissa checked.

      Worse, I couldn’t stop myself from hungrily kissing her back despite knowing Brad was watching.

      “You can jerk off if you want,” Clarissa whispered.

      I coughed to cover a nervous laugh. “I don’t know. That feels...”

      “I think it would be hot.” She kissed me again, then swayed back to Brad, handed him the drink, then went right back to sucking his dick.

      I wasn’t sure how either of them had the stamina for it. Clarissa wasn’t racing to make him cum, but I don’t think she removed his cock for more than a few seconds the entire second period.

      I couldn’t take it anymore. I’d finished my beer and been stealthily touching myself through my pants. During a goal when the crowd and horns were going nuts, I pulled my erection out. My anxiety was spiking. This was no longer passively watching. I was a participant, now, even if I was still just watching.

      Clarissa was so absorbed with sucking my boss’s dick that she didn’t notice for several minutes. When she did, I felt a jolt of uncertainty. What would she think of her husband sitting jerking off while she pleasured another man?

      My worries were my own. Clarissa loved it. She rotated her body so that her head was laying on Brad’s abs and she could watch me. Without meaning to, I matched the rhythm of her blowjob with my hand.

      The change in position meant I could no longer see what Brad was doing to my wife’s ass. That all changed when she moaned and lifted one leg. His hand was in her panties. From the look of it, he was fingering her. She rocked her hips against him.

      “I want to cum on your face,” Brad announced during the first commercial break of the third period.

      “Okay,” my wife said, looking me right in the eyes. She slid to the ground at his feet, taking a position that forced him to stand and allowed her to look at me.

      “No, leave it on,” Brad said when Clarissa started to pull the jersey off.

      “It’s Jack’s,” Clarissa explained.

      “So are you.”

      I don’t know who gasped louder, me or my wife. We stared into one another’s eyes with shock and lust.

      “Finish me.”

      She did. With more enthusiasm than I’d ever seen her give to my dick. Brad’s subtle dominant touch turned her on. I told myself that my wife’s reaction was why I was on the verge of cumming, and while that was definitely part of it, I got a sick thrill from Brad’s words and casual use of what was mine.

      Clarissa blew and jerked him until he groaned and took over. The facial she’d shown up with last night had been big. This one was absurd. He’d just cum, and yet Brad’s cock jerked a dozen times, each splattering Clarissa’s face and outstretched tongue.

      It even seemed to surprise Brad, because he staggered back to his seat in a daze. Clarissa sat on her knees, covered in cum and clearly looking for more. I wanted to step over there and fuck her, but not in front of Brad.

      Giving me one last look, Clarissa turned back and moved toward Brad’s cock. How was she not done? How was he still hard?

      Brad bent, and a whispered conversation occurred. The next thing I knew, my wife was smiling while Brad snapped pictures on his phone. She took his cock in her hand, then cleaned it while he filmed, ending with a gentle goodnight kiss on the top of her head.

      When she came to me, I expected her to drag me to bed. I could see how horny she was, and I was about to bust. Instead she cuddled on my lap. Her face was soaked and more than a little bit had splattered the neckline of the jersey. Even through her panties and my pants, I could feel how wet she was.

      “I love you,” she said, kissing me before I could reply.

      I was so horny I wanted nothing more than to kiss her, but doing so in front of my boss while she was covered in his cum was humiliating. And too arousing to put up any real fight against. She didn’t let me pull away, and soon we were making out like teenagers.

      Idly out of the corner of my eye, I saw Brad stroking his half-erect cock while watching us. Possessed by the need to show off my wife, I reached back and slid the jersey up over her ass. My wife moaned. I spread her ass, almost certainly showing off a wet spot on her panties.

      “Is he hard again?” she whispered into my ear.

      “Getting there.” I was impressed with his recovery, but then my dick had been performing miracles the last few days too.

      “I need to cum,” Clarissa said, just loud enough for Brad to hear. Without a word, she hopped off and went to him.

      Were they going to fuck? When she straddled him, I thought for sure they would. Blowjobs were one thing, but I felt suddenly uncertain about what we were doing. Sick, really. Yet I couldn’t look away. She faced me. I knew she chose this because she wanted to see my reaction.

      Clarissa lowered herself then started to grind against his thigh. His cock stuck up behind her ass, trapped between her rubbing ass and his stomach. Honestly, watching my wife desperately hump my boss’s leg to get off wasn’t much better than fucking. It made her seem more desperate and debased.

      It was insanely hot, though. When I resumed jerking off and Brad spanked her ass, that was all Clarissa needed. A convulsion shot through her, so strong a foot slipped and she crashed down. Brad caught her, then spanked her ass as he bent over and whispered in her ear.

      Watching my wife’s eyes roll back in pleasure was always satisfying. This was on another level. She was kind of whimpering, and even when she looked back over at me she had the glassy-eyed look of someone far away.

      Brad was fully erect again. I thought he would mount her right there. Silently, I hoped he would. Instead, the final horn sounded. The long forgotten hockey game ended. My wife sat up and dreamily looked over at me. She relaxed against Brad. In fact, except for Brad’s throbbing erection, both looked perfectly content.

      “Fuck, I needed that,” Clarissa sighed happily. “Jack, can you tidy up? I’ll just go tuck Mr. Mitchells in for the night, then head right up.”

      After they vanished behind the closed basement door, I carried empty drinks and glasses to the kitchen, wondering but not regretting how we had got here. Clarissa had always been sexual. When we’d first started seeing each other, I had known there were other guys. Back then it had bothered me. After almost two decades, even Brad didn’t seem like a threat.

      Well, maybe a little bit of a threat, sexually at least. But that made it all the more exciting. Clarissa fucking someone that didn’t excite her would be no fun for either of us.

      It took thirty minutes before Carissa came upstairs. She carried the jersey. Her panties were still on. There was no new cum on her face, which meant she’d swallowed.

      “Your boss has a dirty mind,” Clarissa said, letting the jersey fall to the floor. The panties were next. She climbed on me, positioned herself right above my dick, but only let the tip enter.

      “What did he do?” I asked, feeling both anxious and excited. “Did he hurt you?”

      “Nothing like that. He got me to say things.” Clarissa eased an inch in, then kissed me. Yes, he’d cum in her mouth. My phone vibrated. She pulled away and grinned at me. “Check it.”

      A message from Brad. Nervously I opened it. Clarissa started slowly sliding up and down as a video began to load.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “Don’t worry about waiting for me. Brad already made me cum.”

      The video loaded. It was from Brad’s point of view. He laid on the bed. Clarissa straddled him. She was topless and grinding back and forth so hard her breasts bounced wildly. Her eyes were vacant. It wasn’t clear if she knew Brad was filming.

      “You like my big dick?” Brad rumbled.

      “I love it,” Clarissa gasped. “It’s going to make me cum.”

      “Sure you wouldn’t rather wait for your husband?”

      “No!” Clarissa groaned. Her bouncing started to take on a frantic, uneven pace. “Fuck!”

      I came when she did. Clarissa sank down onto me. I convulsed, almost bucking her off. The camera fell from my hand, and I yanked Clarissa down to kiss me.

      She’d fucked him, even if he hadn’t finished in her. I clutched her hard to me, delirious with pleasure and anxiety.

      Except she hadn’t fucked him. “I was just grinding on him. See?”

      She rescued my phone, and sure enough Brad panned down at the end to show that Clarissa was still wearing panties and had rubbed her clit on his bare cock to get off. After she came, Brad pushed her down and the video ended with fifteen minutes of her sucking his cock.

      I had to admit I was jealous of his dick and stamina. Exercise might help the latter, but my size would always remain average. By the time Clarissa was gulping down Brad’s cum in the video, I was hard again. This time when we fucked, I played with Clarissa’s clit, determined to make her cum.

      We fell asleep tangled together. I felt closer to her than ever. More in love. And I knew that both of us wanted more.
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      Friday morning when my wife rose early from bed and slipped from the room, I decided to get up too. I knew I would never fall asleep again, not when she was downstairs waking up my boss with a blow job.

      Clarissa’s role as oral alarm clock had started Monday. Not long before my alarm was set to go off, I was woken by the door to the bedroom opening then closing. Confused, I reached for my wife only to find her side of the bed empty. It wasn’t for long. She slipped back under the covers, then finding that I was awake, kissed me. The taste of semen shook off any hope for sleep. She’d explained that Mr. Mitchells had mentioned an early meeting, and she wanted to make sure he was able to focus. Just like after her first time going downstairs to make sure my boss was settled in for the night, this was the start of a new tradition. Every morning this week she’d risen early to start the day sucking my boss’s dick.

      I was making coffee when the door to the basement opened.

      “You’re up,” Clarissa said in surprise. “Oh, is that coffee?”

      She was topless wearing the same pair of pink cotton panties she’d worn to bed. There was no sign at all of what she’d just been up to except a salty, bitter taste when she kissed me.

      “Brad wants to take us out tonight,” she said. “Double date with Jill.”

      I made a face at the mention of the young woman Brad was seeing. “She’s young. Where would we even go? A club?”

      “Concert. Come on, it’ll be fun!” Clarissa looked up at me with promise. “It’s the sort of thing girls dress slutty for... I’m sure Jill will.”

      “What about you?” I asked.

      Clarissa shrugged. “We’ll see. Show starts at ten. We’ll eat and get ready here.”

      Ten? Inwardly, I groaned. That was usually about the time we were turning in for the night. I didn’t get a chance to complain. Brad swept into the room already dressed for work and acting like he was late. It wasn’t even 6:30 yet.

      He grabbed a mug of coffee, barely acknowledging my topless wife that had just sucked his dick.

      “Jack, did you send me the updated slides?”

      “Last night. They’re ready to go.”

      “Thanks,” Brad said from the pantry. He pulled out a handful of granola bars and shoved them in his bag. “Come out tonight with us?”

      “If I can stay awake.”

      “We’ll be there,” Clarissa said. “Just need to put together an appropriate outfit. I’ve never been to something like this.” Then she paused, and slyly looked my way “Mr. Mitchells, think you could help?”

      “Maybe. I’ve got a busy day. Probably easiest if you just snap some pics and I can look at them between meetings.”

      I turned my back to them so they wouldn’t see the bulge forming in my pajamas. When Brad left, Clarissa went about making breakfast like everything was totally normal. I was burning with curiosity. Every time I looked at my wife, I could tell she wanted me to ask. The longer I held back, the more she squirmed. It became a game of chicken and somehow neither of us blinked.

      Even when we met at the gym after work, I didn’t ask and she didn’t bring it up. Sometimes I could see her typing away furiously on her phone. Was it with Brad? I thought about what my wife might consider a slutty outfit to wear to a concert and if Brad was helping her pick it out.

      I expected a short skirt. Maybe a stylish top that showed off her trim waist or shorts that let a hint of her butt hang out the bottom. I underestimated her.

      Jill showed up at about eight and promptly vanished with my wife upstairs. An hour later as Brad and I were hanging out playing a game, they came back downstairs. Jill was first, brown hair loose and bouncing almost as much as her tits, thighs, and ass. She wore a fishnet body stocking over a neon thong bikini. I would have stared if my wife hadn’t been right behind her.

      I barely recognized my wife. Her makeup was heavy and colorful and sparkly. She had fuzzy ankle boots on, bare legs, and what looked like a pair of boyshort panties that left half her ass bare. The straps of a g-string rode high on her hips. A corset top ending just below her ribs smashed her cleavage up into something impossible to ignore.

      “How do we look?” Jill asked, pulling my wife into a pose.

      Brad complimented them. I think I drooled.

      My wife beamed as I took her in. “I guess I don’t need to ask if you like it.”

      “No. You don’t,” I muttered. I suddenly felt underdressed, but my t-shirt and tight jeans matched what Brad had on, though I didn’t fill them out nearly as well.

      A small part of me was worried about going out with Clarissa dressed like this. Don’t get me wrong, she had never looked so deliciously slutty and I wanted to show her off, but the newness of the situation was overwhelming. Would she stick out too much? Jill’s even more daring outfit was the only thing that kept me sane.

      The concert was a rave with a live DJ, and my fears of Clarissa sticking out quickly evaporated. Her outfit was right in line with what most other women were wearing, though we were a good decade older than most of the attendees. In the dark press of bodies, no one noticed or cared.

      I could say I had fun dancing, but that would be a lie. I had fun because of Clarissa. She was all over me. Making out like we were about to fuck in public, she didn’t even mind when I started to feel up her ass and returned the favor by grinding on me until I was hard. I felt like a king.

      “Restroom,” Clarissa yelled into my ear at one point. I offered to go with her but she shook her head. “Tell Brad to check his phone.”

      Instantly, my cock was hard and I was alert.

      I looked over at my boss. Jill was on her phone, kinda half shaking her hips to the beat. Brad looked unimpressed. Clarissa must have noticed the date going poorly and come up with a way to save it. And now she was leaving it to me to take the next step. I could do nothing and leave it to chance that Brad would see my wife’s message. Or I could make sure he did.

      I tapped him on the shoulder, then passed on the message. He checked his phone.

      “Hey, can you watch Jill for a minute?” Brad asked me. I nodded, then was surprised when he maneuvered her right in front of me. Without missing a beat, her butt started shaking on me.

      With my wife dressed to impress, I had barely noticed Jill. Not anymore. Curvy with a soft, pillowy ass thumping against me, I couldn’t think of anything else. I was already hard from anticipation thanks to my wife, and Jill made sure I stayed that way until Brad returned.

      “Thanks, dude,” Brad said, tapping me on the shoulder. I moved away.

      My wife was back from the restroom too and slid right into Jill’s place facing me. We picked up right where we left off. I cupped her ass. She pulled my head down for a kiss. Surprised, I tried to jerk away. She didn’t let me.

      My wife tasted like Brad’s cum. There was a moment of confusion with her tongue wriggling into my mouth and her blue eyes taking in my understanding. This time, she hadn’t swallowed it all. Then we were making out without a care for what we looked like.

      We might have fucked right there if not for some idiot spilling a drink on us. I was upset for about five seconds until Clarissa suggested we head home.

      We called a car. Once in the back, Clarissa was all over me. I didn’t even notice her undoing my pants until her bare skin touched my dick. She broke the kiss and turned to the driver.

      “Do you mind if I blow my husband?”

      “Do you mind if I watch?” he asked.

      Rather than answer, Clarissa bent over my crotch. It was my first time in front of someone I knew was watching. The experience was different than when I’d fucked Clarissa on a balcony on vacation. The driver was right there.

      As amazing as it felt, I could only get half hard. Maybe it was the pressure of performing or the weirdness of making eye contact, but crossing to the exhibitionist side wasn’t for me. I guess I preferred to watch.

      “That’s good,” Clarissa said once we were back home and I apologized for not being able to perform. My pants were around my ankle, my cock standing proudly now that we were alone. “Because it’s better with you watching me.”

      I grunted as she lowered herself on me. “You didn’t like the driver watching you?”

      “It was hot. Just not as hot as when it’s my husband watching.”

      I grabbed her ass and yanked her forward so we could kiss. Nothing is hotter than the person you love getting turned on. That she got off on performing for me was the greatest turn on I could think of. I wanted to hear more.

      “Why is it hot?” I asked.

      “Because it is,” my wife moaned. Looking me right in the eyes, she put a hand down to play with her clit. “Sluts are sexy. Being slutty is hot. And nothing is sluttier than a wife cheating right in front of her husband with a big. Fat. Cock."

      She punctuated the last words with thunderous slaps of her thighs against mine, threw her head back, and came. I was right there with her. As soon as her pussy seized around me, I unloaded into her.

      Too tired to speak, we fell asleep right there on the couch. The next thing I knew, my wife’s warmth retreated. I reached for it and instead found a fuzzy blanket that put me right back to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      When I woke in the morning, I regretted falling asleep in our living room. Sunlight came in through the window, and I watched through bleary eyes as a completely naked Jill walked through the room to the kitchen. At some point, I had knocked the blanket free, so she got an eyeful. The worst part was not the embarrassment but the ache in my back and neck from a night sleeping awkwardly on a couch.

      I beat a hasty retreat upstairs where Clarissa invited me to bed to snuggle.

      “Jill is naked in our kitchen,” I said.

      Clarissa raised an eyebrow. “And did you like seeing her?”

      There was no right answer to that, so I gave a noncommittal shrug.

      “Hmm. Maybe I should check out the competition.”

      While I had slept dick out with my underwear around one ankle, my wife had cleaned up and put on a fresh pair of cotton panties. They were nothing fancy, but they didn’t need to be with the way they wedged into her ass.

      “I’ll make coffee.” She sniffed me then made an exaggerated face. “Rinse off then come join us.”

      I don’t know why I was surprised that she left our bedroom in nothing but panties, but I was. She left me with the memory of her swaying hips and a faint smile. I rushed to shower and shave, but did not have the guts to head down without dressing.

      By the time I was downstairs, Jill had left. I wasn’t sure if I was glad not to face the awkwardness of why my wife was wandering around almost naked or disappointed not to get another peek at Jill’s naked body. Jack’s date had curvy hips, big tits, and an ass that bounced when she moved. Hot in the way that young people are.

      My wife was better. Any disappointment I had vanished when I stepped into the kitchen. Brad sat in a chair drinking coffee. My wife leaned against the counter in a casual way that put her body entirely on display. Whenever she wasn’t drinking, she set her cup down so her breasts weren’t covered.

      “Jill left already?” I asked, trying not to sound too interested.

      “Yeah, don’t think you’ll be seeing her again,” Jack said without much emotion.

      Had he blown it with her? It felt rude to ask. “That’s too bad. She seemed... nice.”

      My wife snorted. “What did you call her, Jack? A pillow princess?”

      “That’s the one. Hot but no effort. Felt like I was using her to masturbate.”

      “That’s no good. You need someone enthusiastic,” Clarissa cooed. She was looking right at me. Her nipples were hardening. “A woman that’s more than a hot body. One that knows how to work a dick. That gets off on getting off cock. Right, honey?”

      “Yeah,” I muttered, throat so dry it hurt to swallow.

      Clarissa grinned. “For instance, I would never just lay there.” She pushed herself off the counter. “I would never make you do all the work.” Steps. One long leg in front of the other. Eyes on me even as she moved toward Brad. “I would never cum and leave you hanging.”

      “Sounds like I need a woman like you,” Brad said, turning his chair sideways so that my wife could climb onto his lap. In the brief moment I could see him before my wife was in the way, I could see that he was wearing nothing but boxers, and that he was hard.

      Clarissa kissed him. In the morning light, there was nothing to dull the ache of watching my wife make out with another man. I stood there awkwardly watching until Clarissa pulled away, a string of spit connecting her and my boss. Her eyes glittered as she looked at me.

      “I’m not a pillow princess, am I?” Clarissa asked.

      “Not even close,” Brad said laughing. “You love sucking cock too much for that.”

      “I do love dick,” Clarissa agreed. She had her arms around my boss’s neck and used that as leverage to grind against him. “And you’ve got a really great dick.”

      “Thanks,” Brad grunted. His hands moved to her ass, kneading it, pulling the panties tight. He spanked her. “Fuck, you’re tight.”

      Tight? With a sinking feeling, I moved around the table. My heart hammered in my chest, thumping hard because of the way my wife turned to watch me as she bounced on Brad’s lap.

      I knew.

      Even before I rounded the table, I knew they were fucking. Brad’s reference to her being tight was enough to suspect, but it was the way my wife fiendishly watched me that was the biggest clue. Like she wanted me to know. Like she knew that I would be turned on. Full of anticipation to observe that moment of tortured joy when I saw for myself what she was up to.

      She was right. I was so hard it hurt, and that was before I tore my gaze from hers and saw Brad spreading my wife’s ass to show off his thick dick wet with my wife’s arousal. Her labia clung to him like her pussy hated the idea of his cock leaving her. It did look tight.

      It was hypnotic. Brad spread her ass, but didn’t control my wife’s motion. Their fucking was all her. He provided dick. She did all the work. With every bounce, her cheeks parted. Her panties were pulled to the side, so it flashed a hint of her asshole.

      And as I watched, her easy pace took on urgency. My wife was in fantastic shape. She had no problem bouncing on that dick so that every turgid inch slid in and out of her pussy. She was so wet Brad’s cock glistened.

      “Yes,” my wife hissed. My eyes snapped up to her face. She had her forehead cradled against Brad’s neck in a manner that let her look back at me over her shoulder.

      As soon as we locked eyes, she shivered. Her lips parted. Sweat ran down her back. Glassy-eyed, she stared at me not unseeing, but seeing into me. Her fucking intensified. It was a mad sprint to the finish.

      I didn’t know for sure that she was climaxing until Brad spoke.

      “That’s it. Cum all over that dick,” he grunted.

      My wife doesn’t cum without clit stimulation. In all our years together, the only time it had ever happened was that glorious time we’d fucked on a balcony during vacation. It had been night. Our lights had been off, and we hadn’t noticed anyone watching. The idea had been enough for her shudder to a weak orgasm.

      Me watching her fuck my boss did not give her a weak orgasm. It started with a missed beat to her rhythm. Her legs shuddered. Her back bent. That glassy-eyed gaze snapped into focus. She stared into my eyes, took a deep breath, then moaned in a way I had never heard before, thrashing so violently only Brad’s brawny arms kept her in place.

      The violence of her climax broke our eye contact. I looked down. Her pussy was pushed down on Brad. Only an inch of his cock was visible. But that was more than enough to see what happened next.

      His balls were tight against his body. They jerked up. He tried to lift her, but my wife was not done.

      It felt like slow motion.

      Clarissa pushed down harder. Brad’s cock swelled. The thick ridge on the bottom jerked and his balls tightened.

      And then I watched as my wife clawed at Brad. I listened as her orgasm went from intense to overwhelming, so loud it drowned out Brad as he grunted out his own pleasure.

      It was enough to make a man doubt himself. Had my wife been faking all these years? Was Brad simply that much better?

      And why the fuck did I feel a thrill of pleasure and pride at watching my wife fuck my boss?

      I was scared to turn my thoughts inward, so instead I surrendered to the moment. The woman I loved had never looked sexier or more satisfied. Sweat was evidence of how much work she’d put in, and the calm smirk was proof of her pleasure.

      “Fuck, I needed that,” Brad said, spanking her ass.

      Clarissa giggled, then kissed him. “Anytime.” Her eyes bored into mine.

      When she stood, cum leaked down her thighs. She turned, then unhurried and like she was adjusting the bottoms of a bikini, she fixed her panties back into place. A dark wet spot formed immediately.

      “Jack, did you want to show me that thing you were talking about earlier?” Clarissa asked. Even after fucking Brad, she was staring at the bulge in my shorts.

      There were a dozen questions I wanted to ask. Had this been her plan? Was he better than me? Why did she let him cum inside her when she hadn’t been on birth control since I’d had my vasectomy? Was she going to do it again?

      I might have even asked some of these in front of Brad, but lust won out when she smiled and walked past me toward the stairs, hips swaying in invitation. Delirious, I followed her up the stairs and into our bedroom, unable to take my eyes off the cum dripping down her inner thighs.

      “Fuck me,” she said, falling back on the bed with legs splayed and a hand working into her panties. Staring at me, she lewdly played with herself.

      I pushed her panties to the side. She was a mess. Cum coated her labia from where it had leaked into her panties then smeared around. I had to have her.

      “You’re loose,” I gasped when I pushed into her.

      Clarissa moaned. “Mr. Mitchells is thick. So. Fucking. Thick.”

      Her finger flew on her clit. Had she faked an orgasm with him? I asked, not sure what I dreaded to hear more.

      “No. That was real,” Clarissa grunted. Her eyes were manic. She could barely talk. “I came so fucking hard on his cock. So... Good... You watching me. That incredible cock...”

      I had to slow down. The feel of her warm, soft pussy was different. Wetter. Looser, though plenty tight enough that I was on the verge of losing control.

      “Are you going to fuck me?” Clarissa asked, almost taunting but still playful. “Or just watch me get off again?”

      I fucked her. I held her hips and slammed into her. I lasted five thrusts? Ten? I was beyond counting or even noticing anything but the pleasure and my wife’s blue eyes. When I collapsed on her, she was breathing hard. Sweating. She stroked my back.

      “Was that okay?” I asked, needing validation.

      “Best sex I’ve ever had,” my wife responded sleepily.

      I couldn’t tell if she meant Brad or me or all of it together. I wasn’t sure I cared.
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      “How do I look?” my wife asked. I think my jaw hit the floor. “Is it too much?”

      “Never,” I said, wanting to throw her down on the bed and take her right there. She had on the black one-piece swimsuit that Brad had bought for her. It was cut high on her hips, exposed as much of her ass as it covered, and flaunted the inner and outer slopes of her generous cleavage. “Clarissa, you’re stunning.”

      She beamed.

      “Does this mean...” I trailed off, unable to ask if she was going to have sex with my boss again. It was Friday, just days after she’d ridden my boss to an orgasm right in front of me. They hadn’t fucked since, returning to the “normal” routine of morning and evening blowjobs. Brad had gotten tickets to some rooftop pool party downtown. My wife wearing one of the expensive swimsuits he’d bought seemed like a message.

      “Mean what?” she asked, eyebrows raised with mock curiosity.

      I swallowed.

      “Don’t mean to rush,” Brad called from downstairs. “But should I call the car?”

      Clarissa smiled at me, then walked to the top of the stairs so she wouldn’t have to yell. In fact, I couldn’t hear her reply at all, only Brad’s muffled appreciation for my wife.

      “Going to go naked?” Clarissa asked when she returned. I stuck my tongue out at her, then reached for the baggiest pair of my swim shorts. She slapped my hand. “The red ones.”

      I swallowed. They were shorter and tighter than I preferred but were my wife’s favorite. With my wife strutting around and potentially fooling around with Brad, I was worried what I would show. “They don’t hide much.”

      “Neither does my suit. If you want me to wear this, then you wear these.” She tossed the red ones to me. “You seem on edge. Nothing is going to happen tonight. Your colleagues will be there.”

      Right. This wasn’t just a night out with my boss and wife but a way for the new boss to show the team a good time. I hadn’t even known our city had a hotel with a rooftop pool until Brad had handed out tickets to everyone on the team on Wednesday.

      I wore the red trunks. My wife threw on a white cover up that passed as a dress in dim lighting. We met Brad downstairs, and Clarissa burst out laughing. Even I chuckled. My boss wore an obnoxious blue and green tropical shirt, a virulent pink pair of swim shorts, and a pair of sunglasses decorated with palm trees.

      “What?” he asked, looking himself up and down. “The party is resort themed. I’ll fit right in.”

      He did. After sharing a car downtown, we emerged on the rooftop to a different world. I felt immediately out of place. Clarissa and I were a good decade older than the wall of scantily clad women and muscular men crowding a bar area right by a huge pool.

      But Brad led us confidently through the crowd to a back corner that was more my speed. My colleagues were there, as well as about a dozen others in their 30s, 40s, or 50s. It was calmer in this corner, but the drinks weren’t any weaker. Within half an hour, I was seeing my coworkers like I’d never seen them before.

      They could say the same about my wife. Clarissa had removed her cover up. Everyone loved it. The women gushed over her, a few wishing they’d worn something as daring. The men snuck glances where they could, worried to be caught admiring by their wives. Or maybe by me, though I felt nothing but a sense of pride.

      Having a woman like Clarissa on an arm was all a man could ask for. She was stunning but, except for knowing smirks she shared only with me, did not act like she knew everyone was staring.

      With everyone loosened up but on good behavior, I thought the high point of the night would be when Clarissa crawled out of the pool and I overheard two of my coworkers cursing my good luck.

      I was wrong. At ten, couples started dropping out of the party. By eleven, Brad and I were saying goodbye to Tom and his wife. We were the last of our team, and the tone of the party was changing as more and more people Brad’s age arrived.

      “Should we call it a night?” I asked, my hand resting on Clarissa’s waist.

      “Yeah,” Brad said absently. He swirled his drink, eyes taking in the crowd. “I might stay. Grab a room in the hotel.”

      I felt a rush of disappointment. I expected Clarissa to feel the same way, but instead she was turned to follow where Brad was staring.

      “The redhead in the brown bikini?” Clarissa asked. I did a double take, expecting my wife to show disappointment or jealousy over Brad’s wandering eye. But Clarissa just smiled.

      “She caught my eye,” Brad said. “But I like to keep my options open.”

      Clarissa grinned. Her hand tightened on my arm. “Jack, will you get me another drink?”

      She was up to something. I didn’t want to leave her but knew that playing along with her game was the only way to find out what. And by now I knew that playing her game would satisfy my growing addiction.

      Our bar at the back of the pool had been discovered. I had to wait in a press of bodies. Women fifteen years younger than me wearing even less than my wife thought nothing about rubbing against me to try and catch the bartender’s attention. After fifteen minutes, I was ready to give up. I turned to see what my wife was up to and nearly gasped.

      Brad was chatting with two women even younger than him, both wearing thong bikinis. But he was barely paying attention to them. I followed his eyes. There across the party, my wife was dancing and laughing with the redhead in her late 20s.

      The stranger had firm tits and a bouncy ass, and knew how to make both of them work for her. Her bikini was small. Tiny, really. She had faint tan lines from a larger suit, and when she leaned to talk into my wife’s ear, I could see playful green eyes and a smattering of freckles across her cute face.

      That’s when my wife saw me staring. She smirked. Then with more confidence than I’d ever had with a woman, Clarissa helped herself to a handful of the redhead’s ass.

      Drinks, she mouthed, then held up four fingers. I wanted to see more, but Clarissa tugged her partner away and they were lost to the crowd.

      I wanted nothing more than to find her, but knew I had to play along. I worked my way to the edge of the bar and caught the bartender’s eye, hoping he remembered my generous tips. He did. Five minutes later I struggled my way over to Brad holding four drinks.

      Clarissa had been watching me. As soon as I neared Brad, my wife emerged from the crowd towing along the redhead. She was even hotter up close, with perky breasts that defied gravity like only the young could. Freckles, not too heavy, but enough to drive home the point that the red hair was natural. An elfin face that any man could fall in love with. And green eyes as captivating as my wife’s blue ones.

      “Brad, this is Beth,” Clarissa said, nudging them together. “Beth, Brad. Both single. Both hot.”

      At some point, my boss had opened his obnoxious shirt. Beth placed a hand right on his abs. “Whoa. You weren’t kidding when you said he was in shape.”

      “That’s not even the best part of him,” Clarissa said, dropping her eyes down to Brad’s bright pink trunks. The two women giggled. Brad smiled as if this was all normal, but gave my wife a look with more than a hint of what the fuck? “And this is my husband, Jack. With drinks for us?”

      “Yes,” I said. “Beers. Wasn’t sure what everyone wanted.”

      “Beer is good.” Clarissa plucked drinks from my arms.

      We talked. Somehow it wasn’t awkward. I had no idea what my wife had told Beth, but it was clear she had said something. Beth was sweet, but underneath that was an impish curiosity. She seemed fascinated with her three new companions. Surprisingly, I warranted as much of her attention as Brad or Clarissa.

      Also she knew that she was hot and delighted in the power it gave her. Some women play down their looks. Some might even be unaware. Not Beth. When she caught me staring, she smiled, but it was Brad she had her sights set on.

      And my wife was helping her, acting as wingwoman. It was bizarre to watch, but not in a bad way. In fact, my wife’s lack of jealousy when it came to Brad set my mind at ease that their relationship was entirely sexual.

      Plus serving as wingwoman evidently required plenty of physical contact. Little touches of Beth’s arm. Bumping together hips. Hugs. Swinging Beth’s legs up onto my wife’s lap where she idly rubbed the younger woman’s thighs.

      When my wife smirked then nodded at my lap, I realized my worst fears about the red bathing suit had come true. I was hard and it was impossible to hide in the tight shorts.

      “Jack, let’s get a room here for the night,” she said. “Can you go down to the front desk?”

      I felt a small burst of gratitude at the offered escape route. It was only as I rode the elevator alone to reception that my mind cleared and I began to wonder at my wife’s motivations. Suddenly uncertain, I texted her. I waited several minutes for her to reply, but either because she had not seen it or wanted me twisting in the dark, she did not.

      I booked a room, grabbed the keys, then paced nervously by the bank of elevators. The doors slid open. My phone buzzed.

      1432, the text from my wife said. That was it. I hit the button for the 14th floor, annoyed at the delay when an arm caught the door as it was closing and a small group piled in.

      When the elevator reached my floor, I was out before the doors had opened completely. It took me a minute to orient myself. I followed the signs, turned a corner at the end of the hall, and saw my wife.

      Her blonde hair was pulled into a bun instead of loose. She carried her cover up in one arm, and looped her other through Brad’s left. On my boss's other side, Beth laughed, fumbling with the card for a door while wiggling her butt against Brad’s groping hand. The door opened. Beth vanished inside, chased by Brad.

      Clarissa looked over her shoulder. Her eyes danced as we locked gazes. Then she was gone.

      I managed not to sprint. Maybe I should have. The door was closed when I got there. I raised a hand to knock. Giggles. I held my breath.

      “... had one before?” Beth asked, surprised.

      “No. It was on my bucket list,” Clarissa said. “But my husband knocked me up before I had a chance.”

      “He won’t mind?”

      Clarissa giggled and said something too low for me to hear. Beth gasped. Then gasped again louder before devolving into another fit of giggles. I strained to hear, my ear practically pressed against the door.

      My phone dinged. It startled me, but there was no change from the muted laughter in the room. I almost ignored it, but a door opened down the hall and I realized how the situation would look.

      Moving reluctantly away, I checked my phone. A picture of my wife and Beth on either side of Brad, both holding his cock, popped up. I fumbled my phone, cursing when it bounced off the wall.

      I’ll be up after I get Brad and Beth settled for the night, the caption said. I read it twice, mouth dry. She wasn’t asking permission. I didn’t want her to.

      My head filled with visions of my wife, but this time Brad was a background player. Like most men, I’d fantasized about Clarissa and other women plenty of times. But this was no fantasy. And I was not there to enjoy it.

      I went to the room, praying she would take pictures and videos. Hoping that she would enjoy it so much she’d want a repeat with me. It was only when I woke in the morning, hungover and confused, that I realized I’d spent the night alone.

      There were messages from my wife asking what room I was in. Missed calls. Then a breathless voicemail where she hoped that I was sleeping well, reminded me that she loved me, then ten seconds of panting and the sound of flesh slapping together.

      I called her. It went straight to voicemail. We shared our locations. Hers hadn’t updated in four hours, and the battery read 2%. I was still dressed. All I could do was wash my face, then go down to Brad’s room.

      Knocking was the hardest thing I had ever done. My wife answered the door. She was naked. Her hair was a mess. There were bite marks on her breasts. When she moved back to let me in, I could see her bruised ass and dried cum.

      The shower was running. The door was cracked enough to hear Beth moaning and Brad grunting.

      “You fell asleep,” Clarissa said.

      “I didn’t mean to.” I licked my lips. “Did you get any sleep?”

      “A few hours.” Clarissa smiled when Beth started calling out Brad’s name. Gingerly, my wife reached out and ran a finger along my hard dick. “We were just about to shower then head home for breakfast.”

      “Okay.”

      “Call us a car?” She kissed me on the cheek, then slipped into the bathroom. She held my gaze until the door was all the way closed.
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      Brad got the call from the general contractor for his new house on the ride home. The house had passed inspection and he could move in as soon as tomorrow.

      I felt a mixture of relief and dismay as Brad relayed the news to us. I was still processing the fact that my wife had spent the night with my boss. But not just him. Also a random young woman she’d help pick up last night. I wasn’t ready for this adventure with my wife and boss to be over.

      I was surprised that I felt this way, and more surprised that my wife apparently did not. She seemed genuinely excited for Brad, and I couldn’t detect any hint of regret that the man she’d been sucking and fucking would be moving out tomorrow.

      Maybe last night she’d satisfied her last cravings. She’d spent all night with Brad. Getting fucked. Getting him hard again. And with Beth. I felt myself growing hard as I thought about the two playing with one another then teaming up to get Brad ready for another round.

      “We should celebrate tonight,” Clarissa said. We were squeezed into the back seat, her between Brad and me. She rubbed my thigh to get my attention. “Right, honey?”

      Brad spoke before I could. “Last night wasn’t enough for you?”

      Clarissa smiled at me, lovingly, then said, “It was fun, but I did have to share you...”

      Damn. The implication being that it hadn’t been enough. That she wanted more. I did too.

      “Jack, your wife is something special.” Brad laughed, his hand rubbing her thigh. “Figure something out and I’ll be there, but nothing too crazy. I’ve got to check out the storage unit and pack.”

      I could see the driver burning with curiosity at our conversation. Clarissa and Brad were openly flirting all while making it clear she was married to me. It twisted my stomach and made my cock hard.

      But that was it. We got home and the day became normal. Brad was busy arranging his move. Clarissa and I had chores, and whenever I tried to steer the conversation toward what had happened last night or how she felt about Brad’s impending departure, she steered it right back to the mundane.

      It was driving me crazy and she knew it. By the afternoon her eyes sparkled as she saw how tortured with curiosity I was. Following the way we’d played this game so far, I had yet to outright ask her anything about the threesome. We’d had honest discussions about her illicit activities, but those were less common than the usual trickle of knowledge that left my imagination running wild.

      But I did have my limit. No, it wasn’t my wife fucking another man. It turns out I enjoyed that. I even enjoyed the uncertainty about what she was up to because it drove me to the brink, and it turns out, over it.

      The tipping point was late in the afternoon. I’d finished the yard work and was fresh from the shower. Clarissa was standing naked in our bedroom by her vanity. She was grinning down at her phone as she tapped away, pausing to look at me with a pleased grin. She took me in, sweeping her eyes down my body, pausing on my cock, then looking back to her phone when it chimed. She tapped away again.

      “What’s up?” I asked her. She looked up at me, eyes glinting with a struggle I knew well. Clarissa was terrible at keeping surprises from me. More often than not, she gave me my birthday gift early because she couldn’t stand not to. Now she burned as brightly with the desire to let a surprise out as I had ever seen.

      “Nothing,” Clarissa said unconvincingly.

      I stepped closer and looked down at her phone. She turned the screen over, but not before I saw what appeared to be the thumbnail of two naked women tangled together on a bed. No heads, just intertwined legs and arms wrapped around the lithe waists of one another, partially obscured by the play icon indicating it was a video clip.

      She smiled innocently at me and plugged her phone in by the bed, placing it face down before looking back to me. “I’m going to shower. Movie night tonight. Kinda lame, but Mr. Mitchells really wants something low key.”

      I felt myself starting to harden because I knew that meant I would get a front row seat to my wife pleasuring my boss. Clarissa noticed, and her smile grew wider. I cleared my throat and turned to dress. “Sounds good.”

      “But I don’t know what movie to watch... Maybe you could pick something out? Mr. Mitchells might have some ideas...” Clarissa walked past me to the bathroom, but paused in the doorway, her body turned sideways so that the curves of her breast and ass were silhouetted. “And babe, I love you so much.”

      “I love you, too,” I replied. She blew a kiss then closed the door.

      I stood for a moment, mind blank. Then I took a step toward my wife’s phone, needing to know who and what she had been messaging. We used one another’s phones all the time in our daily lives. Once, she had even left it with me while she snuck off to be with my boss, positioned in an obvious way to invite my inspection.

      This was different. She’d plugged it in to charge face down, and I could tell from her body language that she had been doing everything in her power not to ruin whatever surprise she was preparing. I wanted to let her have her fun but the temptation to take a look was too strong and I found myself standing by the bed with her phone in my hands.

      It chimed as I was holding it. The preview of a message from my boss popped up. I gasped. The contact photo was the lower part of his shirtless torso, including a very hard and veiny cock laying across his abs. She’d changed his name in her phone to “Hubby’s Boss.” The photo and name together emphasized the nature of their relationship.

      The message was short: Sure, I’ll ask him. Brad was replying to something Clarissa had said. My thumb moved down to type in Clarissa’s pin and unlock her phone.

      Then from the other side of the bed, my phone dinged. I hesitated long enough for my phone to chime again. I knew immediately that it was my boss messaging me, and that my wife was the reason why. I could cheat and look at her phone, revealing the entirety of whatever game she was playing with me. Or I could play along.

      Maybe it’s insane to think this after everything my wife had done with my boss the past few weeks, but I trusted her. Completely. Not once in this entire crazy adventure did I doubt she loved me. Not once did I fear she was bored with me or pulling away. Sure, it was obvious that she was physically attracted to my boss and enjoyed the sex, but it was more obvious that what she really loved was my reaction.

      I carefully replaced my wife’s phone then went to mine.

      Jack, can I ask you a favor? the first message read. He hadn’t waited for my reply. Beth wants some of the videos I took from last night. Your wife said I should check with you.

      I had a strange reaction to the message. It confirmed the existence of video of a threesome that included my wife but not me. I felt the hooks of lust catch deep within me. I needed to see the video. Before my boss moved in, I had never fantasized about her with other men. Other women, on the other hand...

      But then there was the fact that this was my wife we were talking about. I wasn’t sure how I felt about footage of her infidelity floating around outside my control. We were already playing with fire just by playing with my boss at all.

      Although the threesome videos wouldn’t be the first, I remembered. Right in front of me, Brad had snapped pictures of my wife’s cum covered face. And I didn’t know if he had taken more when the two of them were together alone.

      Hell, I didn’t even know what Clarissa had sent him. Brad had helped her pick out a dress, and I knew that had involved her sending him pictures. But had she kept them tame? Somehow, I doubted it.

      And, I realized, the risk was thrilling. Part of me wanted the video to be out there, for others to see my wife and want her. Maybe even recognize her.

      I needed to calm down. I was sitting on the bed with a raging erection thinking about what my wife had been up to, and on the verge of telling my boss to please share videos of him fucking her.

      I needed to see.

      And suddenly I realized it was all a setup. Movie night, and I got to pick? A sly suggestion that maybe my boss had some recommendations for what we could watch then just a few minutes later this outrageous request? If I hadn’t been distracted by my dick, I would have connected the dots sooner.

      I tapped out a reply. Could I take a look tonight before I answer?

      Sounds like a plan, my boss replied.

      Twenty minutes later my wife joined me in the kitchen. Her hair was still wet. She wore a t-shirt and panties and was carrying her kit of nail polish in one hand and her phone in the other. She leaned against the doorway and grinned at me. “Figure out what we’ll watch tonight?”

      I shrugged, but couldn’t stop from smiling.
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        * * *

      

      On the TV, one of the women moaned over the sound of sloppy kissing. Then the slap of flesh on flesh started. I wasn’t sure who was getting fucked, my wife or the younger redhead woman she’d been making out with, because I was turned away from the TV where the video of last night’s threesome was playing.

      When we set up for our illicit movie night, Clarissa hadn’t made it simple for me. The video had started with her and Beth dancing, separately then together then moving toward a kiss when suddenly Brad sighed deeply and the wet noises of a blowjob drew my attention from the TV.

      Just feet away, my wife had half of my boss’s cock down her throat. She worked it slowly with her mouth and her left hand. Her eyes sparkled when she saw me watching, and she picked up her pace.

      “Damn, babe,” Brad had groaned, placing an encouraging hand on the back of her head to control her. My wife let him. Staring me right in the eyes, she let inch after inch slip into her throat until it was all gone. “Fuck, yeah. Take it slow. I want to last.”

      That had been almost ten minutes ago. I hadn’t looked away since. Even the sound of my wife playing with another woman, and now one of them being fucked, couldn’t tempt me from the show my wife was putting on right now. For me.

      It was hard to explain how I felt like the center of the action, but I did. Brad might be getting his cock sucked while watching a video of my wife and another woman, but all of that was a prop for what my wife was doing to me.

      She was sucking my boss’s cock, but it was all for me. Her eyes stared right into me. They twinkled when I realized I had been holding my breath, and only looked away to stare at my hand, which had started subtly rubbing my erection.

      She raised an eyebrow. I got the message and pulled my dick out. I was rock hard and slick with precum. Maybe I should have felt nervous given my boss was right there and considerably more endowed, but it was as if my wife and I existed alone for this moment.

      Of course, that was an illusion.

      “I want to ride you,” Clarissa said, still staring at me.

      My heart jumped.

      “Hop on,” Brad grunted.

      She wasn’t talking to me even though she was. My head swam.

      Smiling sweetly, my wife pushed herself up. She undressed slowly, her body turned to display herself to Brad, to this other man that would soon be buried in her pussy. Off came her shirt and shorts. No panties to remove.

      Still her eyes were only for me. Still her attention was fully on me, her husband.

      She crawled onto Brad’s lap, reaching back with her left hand and twisting. Her diamond engagement ring reflected the flickering light of the TV, but even that could not drag my gaze from her eyes.

      “I love your cock,” Clarissa said. She wiggled around, teasing herself with the bulbous head.

      Leaning her head against Brad’s shoulder, she sighed and sank down on Brad’s dick. Her face was turned toward me. Her eyes widened when it first parted her lips. Then she smiled and sighed as she settled it fully inside of her.

      “Fuck, your cock is incredible,” Clarissa groaned. She bounced enthusiastically up and down. Her moans and the sound of the live fucking drowned out whatever was happening on the TV.

      “You just like getting fucked in front of your husband,” Brad grunted.

      Clarissa gasped. “Yes! I do!”

      “You like when another man makes you cum in front of him?”

      Clarissa moaned. Her hips flew up and down. She started to twitch.

      Brad spanked her ass once, then took control of her hips with one hand. With the other, he grabbed my wife by the hair and forced her lips to his. The kiss was one sided. His tongue slipped into her mouth, but she her glassy eyes stayed on me and she was too close to the edge to return it with any skill.

      Being taken like that, Brad claiming possession of her right in front of me, was too much for my wife. She slammed down and ground hard against Brad. Her thighs squeezed, and her eyes at last rolled away from me, her focus lost in the storm of a powerful climax.

      I joined her. I might have cum even if I hadn’t been touching myself, but I was fully stroking myself at this point and eager to time my release with my wife’s.

      Then Brad was standing and carrying my wife. Not away. Not down to his room where he would have his way with her in secret. Toward me.

      My wife looked as surprised as I felt. “What⁠—”

      Her question turned to a squeal of surprise when Brad lifted her off his dick, spun her around, and plopped her on my lap. I caught her by reflex only to feel her hips being yanked up and away.

      Then Brad grabbed her by one arm, pulled her back so her face was right in front of mine, and drove into her from behind in one hard thrust.

      My wife’s body arched. Her eyes widened, and she exhaled across my face.

      Then we kissed. Fuck, but I’d never experience a kiss like that before. Unlike with Brad, she was fully into it. Her tongue was as aggressive as I’d ever felt, pushing hard against mine. Sloppy. Needy. Simply the best thing I’d ever experienced. I could feel every thrust Brad slammed into her.

      “Don’t cum,” she gasped when we had to separate for air. “When he’s done with me, I need you to fuck me.”

      Those words alone nearly finished me. I hadn’t even realized I was jerking myself off again. Reluctantly, I removed my hand and cradled my wife’s face.

      “I love you,” I said, kissing her hard.

      “I love you too,” Clarissa replied. “So much. I fucking. Love. You!”

      She came again. Right in my arms. With my lips on hers. And another man’s cock pounding her.

      Vaguely, I could hear Brad grunting and feel how his pace had become erratic then stopped. Evidently fucking another man’s wife into the best orgasm of her life when she told her husband how much she loved him was too much.

      To be honest, I wasn’t aware of Brad at all at this point. Neither was Clarissa. We fell together onto the floor. She pulled me down on top her of and we screwed like we hadn’t seen each other for a year. It wasn’t anything glorious. Just her legs and arms wrapped around me, pulling me as close as two people can physically be.

      And her lips against my ear. Encouraging me. Telling me how much she loved me. Urging me to reclaim her and make her mine.

      I’m sure I lasted less than a minute. It didn’t matter.

      Spent, we fell apart, breathing hard. Her fingers wove into mine.

      We were alone. On TV, the video still played. Beth was riding Brad. My wife cupped his balls and alternated between making out with my boss and the younger woman.

      I turned away. Clarissa was watching me, her eyes cautious.

      “Are we okay?” she asked.

      “I think I have rug burns on my knees and elbows.” I showed off a red elbow. “But other than that, I’m great.”

      She laughed. “Jerk. You know what I mean.”

      “I’m great,” I said, leaning over to kiss her. In fact, I felt giddy. I wanted more. “But maybe you should check on our guest. Make sure he has everything he needs.”

      Clarissa gasped. Her eyes studied my face. She rolled over onto her side facing me, then without breaking eye contact, found my cock. I was half hard, even after coming twice, and she expertly stroked me until I was hard again. “Jack, I love you.”

      “Love you too.” I leaned forward to kiss her, but she pulled away just as my lips met her.

      Without a word, she rose from the ground and stretched. I could tell it was for my benefit, and that she was watching to see if I checked her out. It was playful. She wasn’t done.

      But then instead of heading toward the basement door, my wife went to the stairs that led to our bedroom.

      “Don’t look so upset,” Clarissa teased, stopping at the bottom of the stairs. “I’m just going to shower. You might like fucking me with another man’s cum all over me, but Mr. Mitchells doesn’t. Clean up, then come say good night.”

      By the time I was done, Clarissa was already out of the shower. She waited at the top of the stairs, smiling as I made my way up and still damp. She wrapped herself around me, shifting to trap my cock between her bare thighs.

      “Don’t wait up for me,” Clarissa whispered. She giggled as my cock twitched, then kissed me lightly on lips. As she walked past, her hand trailed down my torso and along my rigid cock. The last thing I saw was the glint of her diamond ring as it disappeared around the corner.
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      “Clarissa! Jack! What a surprise,” a familiar voice boomed out.

      I turned in my chair. For the first time that night, something had managed to draw my attention away from my wife. There wasn’t much that could have done it. My wife had never looked more beautiful. She’d spent the day going from salon to salon. Hair, nails, makeup. The works, as she’d put it. And to top it all off, a red dress that draped over her curves in a way that seemed more enticing than being nude.

      It was our twentieth anniversary, and nothing that night had been able to distract me from Clarissa. Until my boss’s voice boomed out and he clapped me on the shoulder.

      “Mr. Mitchells,” my wife said, her eyes on me but her voice dripping sensuously as she addressed my boss. Not since the last night my wife had fucked my boss and she addressed him so formally.

      “Brad, what are you doing here?” I was already scooting my chair out to stand and greet him. It had been several months since he’d stayed with us. He was settled in his house, and since one last lingering kiss the morning he’d moved out, there hadn’t been so much as a mention of the fact that he’d fucked my wife sideways right in front of me. “And Beth! Are you two celebrating?”

      Next to him, the fit redhead that my wife had also had sex with smiled. They’d started dating soon after that fateful night of my wife’s first and only threesome. While Brad might be able to put what had happened between my wife and him into the past, I never felt that way with Beth. Like always, she grinned knowingly at me.

      “An anniversary,” Beth said. That was... strange. Brad and Beth were younger than me, but still far past the age where “milestones” like a one- or two-month anniversary was something to celebrate.

      Beth winked at me, and I felt myself twitch at the memory of watching her and Clarissa kiss then go down on one another. I’m sure she was thinking of something else, and I had to admit I was too.

      Clarissa and I were like a newlywed couple again. We screwed constantly. All it took was one of us raising an eyebrow, and it hadn’t escaped my notice that she always initiated sex if I brought up Brad after work.

      I shook Brad’s hand as the women hugged in greeting.

      “Damn, I knew red was the color for you,” Beth said. She held my wife at arm’s length.

      And then I saw it. The two women were wearing the same dress, just in different colors. Clarissa in red. Beth in gold. But the same deep V-neck. The same hip-baring slit. The same back that left no question about if they wore bras.

      Even their jewelry appeared to match, with the exception of my wife’s engagement and wedding rings. Everything was new. My wife had made a huge deal about our anniversary dinner, making sure to tell me about the shopping trips and arrangements to make herself beautiful.

      Now I knew it hadn’t been just her. Or just for my benefit.

      My pants felt suddenly tight, and the way my wife was smiling at me wasn’t helping.

      “Mind if we join you?” Brad asked, already gesturing for the waitstaff to set them up with us.

      I was on edge, mind filled with questions and fantasies about where the night would lead. It only got worse when I realized that Clarissa and Brad had been subtly shifting closer to one another, and reached a near climax when I felt a delicate hand on my thigh.

      “She wasn’t lying,” Beth whispered. “It does excite you.”

      I wasn’t sure what to say. Beth was younger than me, and although she’d played some small part in my wife’s adventure, it was somehow more intimidating to admit things to her than my wife or Brad.

      “Don’t worry. I think it’s hot, too,” she said, grazing her fingers across my erection as she withdrew her hand.

      My wife beamed at me over the table, lips parted as she watched the small flirtation. I swallowed, wondering where the night would go.

      It certainly seemed as if Clarissa had plans for more than just the two of us. After dinner and drinks, the four of us were more than friendly. Beth had her arm around me, and while I returned the example, I kept it to her waist. Brad did not limit himself when it came to Clarissa. His hand rested possessively on my wife’s ass as we headed outside to the waiting car.

      There was no way we would all fit in the back seat. Brad went around to get in from the other side. My wife climbed in, not caring that her dress slit opened to flash the fact that she wasn’t wearing panties.

      I gasped. It wasn’t just that she was going commando. Between her cheeks the jewel of a buttplug flashed.

      Beth giggled and pushed me toward the passenger seat in the front.

      I was too stunned to resist. Plus, I didn’t hate the fact that my wife would be sandwiched between my boss and his hot girlfriend.

      I buckled in, turning to see if I could catch a glimpse up Beth’s dress. She wasn’t in the car. My wife snuggled against Brad. He already had a hand between her legs.

      Beth leaned in from the open door, whispering into Clarissa’s ear. My wife watched me reaction, smiling as she took in my surprise and tortured arousal.

      “Yeah, I’ll make sure he films for you,” my wife said, staring me in the eye.

      “Thanks!” Beth leaned further in until she could kiss Brad. They made out for as long as it took Beth to get his cock out. “Love you, babe! Hope her ass feels as good as it looks!”

      Beth winked at me as she shut the door. We pulled away. I had a dozen questions. When and how had my wife planned all this? Her ass? We had never done anal, but it looked like Brad was about to brave that frontier.

      My wife was in no position to answer. From the backseat, the sloppy sound of a blow job was audible above the radio. When I snuck a glance, she was watching me. Her rings glinted in the streetlights.

      Tentatively, she raised an inviting eyebrow. I got out my phone and started to film.
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