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Chapter One

It was sex night, and I was excited.

Money had been really tight lately, ever since I lost my job, and I could only afford four doses of that little blue pill each month. You might think that someone my age--mid-20s--would be too young to need that little blue pill, but if so, I might ask you to take your ill-informed opinion elsewhere. Erectile dysfunction affects 26% of men under the age of 40, so it’s more common than you might think.

Anyway, since I need a little help in the performance department and can only afford that help a few times a month, my wife Briar and I schedule one sex night per week.

And tonight was the night.

I took my pill right around the time Briar usually gets home from her last class, knowing it would take her an hour or so to shower and get ready for our bedroom fun. The little blue pill is most effective when taken about an hour before you need it, you know.

I always swelled with pride when I thought about how hard Briar worked for us. In addition to having a part-time job that helped pay our bills along with my unemployment (which ran out about three weeks ago), she also maintained a full course load at Blackstar Institute of Fine Art, which included the summer classes she was now taking. Despite how tired all of this must have made her, she never seemed to lack enthusiasm for our weekly sex nights.

Or her solo sex nights, where she would let me watch while she spent quality time with a huge vibrating dildo an old boyfriend had gotten her years ago. She’d gotten a lot of use out of that thing in the couple of years since we got married. I kept asking her if she wanted me to get her a new one, but she would just laugh and ask, “With what money?”

I’d also ask if she wanted me to use it on her, and she’d just close her eyes and ignore me while she used it on herself.

She called the thing “Heath,” and I never mustered the courage to ask if that was the name of the boyfriend who’d gotten it for her.

Briar was about fifteen minutes late getting home compared to usual, but that was no big deal. She probably stopped to pick something up from a store along the way home, and we had plenty of time. That miraculous blue pill keeps me ready to go for several hours after taking it.

I was lying in bed, already naked and covered with a sheet, my heart racing with anticipation for the night’s events, when Briar came into the bedroom. Even though she’d worked the first half of the day and gone to school the second, her makeup and long brown hair were still on point. She had a cute, innocent-looking face that belied a devilishly dirty mind and a tight little body that I could hardly believe was mine to do with as I pleased. Once a week, anyway.

But the look on her face told me she had things other than our weekly sex night on her mind.

“So I stopped by the grocery store on the way home to pick up some wine for tonight,” she said. “And our debit card was declined.”

My heart started racing some more, but not because of sex night.

“I checked the balance, and we’re in the red by $25 or so,” she went on. “And there were some Amazon charges I didn’t know about.”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah…”

Briar sighed. “What’d you buy, Ian?” she asked. “Please don’t tell me more model cars.”

“I thought we had enough money,” I said.

“Well, obviously we didn’t,” Briar said. “They cut my hours at work the last couple of weeks, so I’m not getting paid as much. You know that.”

“Didn’t take it into account. Sorry.”

“Regardless, you know how tight things are now,” Briar said. “We’re barely making it paycheck-to-paycheck. I know your model kits aren’t that expensive, but right now, every penny counts.”

“I know,” I said. “Again, I’m sorry. I’ll try to cut back.”

“Cut back?” she said. “You need to stop buying those things completely, at least until we’re in a little better shape. I don’t suppose you’ve had any luck finding a job, huh?”

I shook my head. “Nope. Job market’s tough right now.”

“It’s actually not,” she said. “Everyone’s hiring. I think you’re going to have to take a retail or fast food job until you can find something else in tech.”

“You may be right,” I said, secretly offended that she’d suggest I take a demeaning job like that when I was capable of much more. I was, however, worried this talk about finances might have soured her mood for sex, so I didn’t want to argue about it. “So, are you gonna get ready, or…”

Briar opened the dresser drawer that contained her panties, and I breathed a sigh of relief. She was going to shower and get ready for sex night after all.

“At least you paid the mortgage, right?” she asked, pulling a thong from the drawer. “So we won’t be homeless in a week or two.”

She laughed at that, but I didn’t. She turned slowly around to look at me.

“You did pay the mortgage, right?” she asked again.

I resisted the urge to remind her that when we bought the house, I didn’t think it was a good idea to do so given the economy, combined with our age and our always shaky financial situation. That would not have helped my dwindling hopes for a satisfying resolution to this evening at all.

Not that my guilty admission would, either.

“I… forgot,” I said.

“We have a negative checking account balance, and the mortgage hasn’t been paid?” Briar asked, dropping her thong back into her dresser drawer. “We’ve been late paying it so many times. This time we’ll be evicted.”

“When do you get paid again?” I asked, worried again that I’d wasted this week’s dose of that little blue pill.

“Friday,” she said. “A week from today. But it’s not enough to pay the mortgage. I told you, my hours have been cut. I was hoping you’d paid it with the last of your unemployment money, but I guess all of that went to model car kits.”

“What about your OnlyFans?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Briar replied. “Haven’t had any subscribers for months.”

“Maybe you should start posting more than feet pics,” I said, trying to be helpful.

“Maybe you should have tried harder to get a job,” she snapped. “I’m working and going to school already. The feet pics were just something I thought I could do to bring in some side money. I’m not comfortable showing my whole body and face on there.”

I shrugged. “Maybe you need to step out of your comfort zone,” I said. “You’re gorgeous and sexy. I bet a lot of guys would pay to see that body in action.”

It was half a joke and half a sincere compliment, but all Briar did was roll her eyes. “Next, you’re going to tell me to go find a sugar daddy. Is that what you want?”

“I could probably buy a lot of model car kits if you did,” I said.

It was a joke, but Briar didn’t laugh, and the only use I got out of my little blue pill that night was with my own hand, later, in the bathroom, while Briar slept.


Chapter Two

The next day, Briar’s mood seemed better. I tried to bring up options to pay for the mortgage, but she said we’d worry about it later. She had the day off of work and wanted to have some fun. It was summertime and the weekend, and there were usually several free events around town. We set off in our car, a ten-year-old, reasonably reliable sedan that was a far cry from the classic cars and hot rods I spent so much time building in 1:25 scale, looking for free stuff to do.

I glanced over at Briar as I drove. She’d spent over an hour getting ready before we left, and it was well worth it. Her hair and makeup were perfect, and she wore this cute red sundress with white polka dots. I felt a little guilty that I was just wearing a t-shirt and shorts and hadn’t even bothered to brush my hair. I wondered if she was sometimes ashamed to even be seen with me.

Driving through the park near our house, I spotted trucks and tents around the central plaza near the big fountain. I nodded toward it and told Briar there must be something going on at the park, which is a fairly common occurrence this time of year.

I saw exactly what it was as we got closer, and my pulse quickened. Briar sighed heavily.

“Great,” she said. “A car show.”

“We don’t have to stop,” I said, although it would’ve killed me if she took me at my word.

“No, it’s okay,” she said. “Just try not to buy anything. Vendors at these things always overcharge.”

“Can’t buy anything anyway,” I said.

“Right,” she said. “Even better. I guess.”

We parked and walked into the event. There were dozens of cars staged on the grass throughout the park, everything from a 1938 Beetle to a brand new Corvette and everything you can imagine in between. We weren’t there very long until the true star of the event--in my mind--caught my eye.

It was a car I had at least half a dozen models and miniatures of: a 1955 Chevy Bel Air, painted Gypsy Red. And yeah, I know it’s maybe the most popular car ever made, but it got that distinction for a reason, okay? I’m not ashamed to admit I like something everyone else likes, even if I can’t ever have it for real.

Briar even seemed impressed by it, or at least made a good show of it. As she walked around it, I noticed the car’s color closely matched the red of her sundress. I imagined shoving her back onto the hood, lifting up the sundress to discover she wasn’t wearing panties. For a moment, I lost myself in the fantasy of fucking her right there, on top of my favorite car, in clear view of all these people.

I forced myself to snap out of it and returned to admiring the car.

Resisting the urge to touch it was tough, but I did, even as I looked at the luscious interior. The car hadn’t been modified at all and was in perfect condition. I didn’t even need to pull out my phone and look at the folder of Bel Air pics I had there to appreciate the work that had gone into preserving this beauty. It looked like it had just rolled off the assembly line in 1955.

“You’re going to get drool all over it,” Briar said. My heart skipped a beat when I looked at her and saw that she was smiling when she said it.

“I wonder who owns this thing,” I said after making my fifth trip around it. No one was standing nearby, and it didn’t have a sign naming its owner in front of it or behind its windshield like a lot of the other cars did.

“Why?” Briar asked. “You gonna offer to buy it from them?”

“Very funny,” I snapped. “Just wanted to compliment them on their work.”

“Let’s look around some more,” Briar said. “Unless you wanna stay here and fuck this thing or whatever.”

“Fine,” I said, taking a last look at the Bel Air as we walked away.

We walked up and down a couple more rows of cars, and Briar was patient enough to let me stop and look at some without sighing or otherwise complaining too much. I talked to some of the owners and felt like I bonded with them somewhat. Sure, my hobby featured fake cars much smaller than the ones they had but was otherwise pretty similar. Right?

“What is that thing?” Briar asked, pointing to a strange custom Porsche.

We walked closer to the weird, orange vehicle, and I told her it looked like what would happen if a 1970 Porsche 914 and a pickup truck loved each other very much. The sign displayed in its windshield confirmed my hypothesis. It was a one-off custom Porsche 914-6 GT.

Its owner--Paul Morris, according to the sign--walked around from the back of the vehicle as we looked at the front. A fat, balding man wearing a NASCAR t-shirt, he whistled when he saw Briar.

“I’m gonna have to ask you to stand to the side, pretty lady,” he told her. “No one’s going to see my hard work with you standing there.”

Briar blushed. “Why, thank you, sir,” she said.

“I’m serious,” Paul said. “You’re much better to look at than my truck.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” she said, reaching out to touch his wrist.

I looked at her like she was crazy. Why was she humoring this guy’s flirtation?

“I like the sound of that,” Paul said.

After a few more minutes of the old guy flirting with Briar--and her flirting back for some reason--and him telling us how much money he’d spent to customize the Porsche, we moved on.

“All of these people must be pretty well-off, don’t you think?” Briar asked. “Compared to us, anyway.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Most of these guys have multiple cars, too.”

“Can’t be cheap to buy them in the first place,” Briar said. “Much less repair them if needed, restore them, paint them…”

“A lot of them have more money than we’ll ever see,” I said.

“It’d probably be insanely easy to find a sugar daddy at one of these events,” Briar said. “Don’t you think?”

I glanced at her face, expecting to see a smile indicating she was joking. Instead, she seemed to be looking from car to car--owner to owner--as if contemplating the idea.

“I suppose,” I said. “But c’mon. You’d never seriously consider--”

“Consider what?” she asked. “You’re the one who thinks I should be using my body to make money, right?”

I laughed nervously. “Yeah, on OnlyFans. That’s not exactly the same thing.”

She shrugged. “You’re right. Being someone’s sugar baby would bring in a lot more money. I’m glad you see my point.”

“Your point?” I asked. “I’m not sure I like where this is going.”

“We need more money than I’ve been able to bring in through my job,” Briar said slowly, as if explaining something complex to a child. “And way more money than you’ve been willing to try to make by getting a job in the first place.”

“That’s not fair,” I said, my voice cracking.

“If I found a sugar daddy, all our money problems would go away,” she said. “And all it would take is… servicing… some old dude every now and then.”

Before I could lodge a protest at her out-of-control train of thought, she gasped.

“Or some not-so-old dude…” Briar said, changing the direction she’d been walking to head toward a white Mustang.

I caught up to her quickly. “Really?” I said.

“I’ve always had a thing for Mustangs,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “But that’s a 20th Anniversary GT350.”

“So?”

“That’s like, the worst Mustang ever produced,” I explained as if it wasn’t evident by just looking at it.

“Still a Mustang,” Briar countered. “And a convertible! And get a load of its owner…”

I looked at the man Briar was looking at. Younger than most car owners here, the guy couldn’t have been older than mid-30s. Ruggedly handsome with a scruffy beard, he wore a muscle shirt that showed off his tanned, toned biceps.

“Nice stallion,” Briar said, walking up to the Mustang’s owner.

“Thanks,” he said, putting his hand on his car’s roof. “It’s not much, but I’m proud of it.”

“I wasn’t talking about the car,” Briar said, winking.

“For fuck’s sake, Briar,” I said quietly, grabbing her wrist. “This is embarrassing.”

Briar pulled her arm away. “If I’m embarrassing you, maybe you should go home.”

“Good idea,” I said. “Let’s go.”

“I didn’t say I wanted to leave,” she said.

I grabbed her wrist again. “Too bad. We’re going.”

“Hands off, dude,” Mr. Biceps said, taking a step toward us.

“Back off,” I snapped. “I’m her husband.”

“I don’t care who you are,” said the owner of the worst Mustang ever produced. “Doesn’t give you the right to drag a woman around.”

Briar pulled her wrist away again. “He’s right, Ian.” She turned to the other guy, saying, “Thank you so much. But as you can see, I can take care of myself.”

The other guy looked her up and down. “I can see that.”

“I’m going to hang out here and talk to my new friend,” Briar told me. “Why don’t you go home and play with your model cars? I’ll find my own way home in a bit.”

I was furious, but Mustang guy crossed his arms and shot me a hateful look. There was no way a confrontation would end well, and I didn’t really think Briar would cross any lines.

Looking back, yeah, that was dumb of me.

I walked toward our car, glancing toward the Bel Air one last time before leaving.


Chapter Three

I didn’t see Briar again for over three hours. After the first hour, I tried calling and texting her to see when she’d be home but got no response. It wasn’t until I got into the car to return to the park that I realized she’d left her phone in the car. I panicked as I went back to the car show, worried that if she got herself into any kind of trouble, she’d have no way to call for help.

When I got to the park, the car show was winding down. Most of the attendees had already left. The guy with the awful Mustang was gone, and I couldn’t find Briar anywhere. Had she actually left with that asshole? My stomach churned at the thought.

The Bel Air was also gone, so my return trip to the car show was filled with disappointment. I went home and paced the floor for the next two hours.

I had to go to the bathroom and was just coming back into the living room when Briar got home. I can’t describe the look on her face in any way other than “guilty.” My heart sank.

“What happened?” I asked, not sure I wanted to know.

Her face went red. I usually love it when she blushes, so much so that I sometimes go out of my way to tease her until she does. Now, though, it only intensified my fears.

“Nothing much,” she said, avoiding eye contact while walking over to sit on the couch.

My heart pounded, and I felt dizzy. “Are you okay?”

She smiled. “I’m fine.”

“You didn’t fuck him, did you?” I asked. It felt like a crazy thing to ask, but I had to. “The Mustang dude.”

Briar laughed. “Oh, no. Turns out Mustang dude--Elliot--is gay. Nothing to worry about there.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, but something still wasn’t right.

“What’s going on, then?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Briar said. “Good news is, I can pay the mortgage now.”

I sat down--no, collapsed--next to her on the couch as the weight of what she said seemed to crash down on top of me. Relief over not being evicted, which would have been at least mostly my fault, did battle with worry over what she must have done to get that much money so quickly. I felt like crying but couldn’t, and for some reason, my cock was stiffer than it usually is after an hour on the little blue pill.

“I’d tell you about it, but I don’t think you really want to know,” Briar said, turning toward me and putting a hand on my thigh. When she did this, her finger accidentally brushed my erect penis, straining toward her through my pants. “Or… maybe you do?”

I looked down at my lap.

“I’m… I’m not sure,” I said.

“It was just… this,” she said, unzipping my pants. She started stroking me. “And only this.”

Looking back, I don’t even know what all was going through my mind. As Briar worked, I was overcome with an odd mix of arousal, sadness, pleasure, and pain. She alternated between rapidly stroking me and slowly teasing me with her expert fingers. I went from thinking that earning the mortgage payment for a simple handjob wasn’t so bad to wondering what else she might have promised to do in the future for even more money.

I also went from caring a whole lot to not caring much at all. Either way, I didn’t want her to stop doing what she was doing, so I kept my damn mouth shut about it until it was over.

It didn’t take long. As Briar brought me closer and closer to my climax, I lifted my hips off the couch and closed my eyes. I imagined her jacking off the Mustang guy even though he was gay, and then moving from car to car, pleasuring each owner in turn, searching for a sugar daddy, before finally getting to Paul Morris. Paul leaned back against his odd car-truck as she worked his cock with both hands and told her he’d take care of whatever she needed.

Fantasy-Briar smiled when she looked up at Paul and said, “Thank you, Daddy.”

I came all over myself and Briar’s hands at the same time that the Paul in my imagination painted my wife’s face with his cum.

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, my spunk cooling on my pubic hair, my jeans, and her fingers. We both started to say something simultaneously, but Briar stopped and nodded for me to continue.

“And that was it?” I asked.

Briar looked away and said, “More or less.”

Her words may as well have been knives stabbing me in the stomach. It was a sensation I would grow accustomed to in the near future.

I couldn’t bring myself to ask who it had been. I knew Elliot of the Mustang was eliminated, despite what she’d done for him in my daydream. I wondered if it might have been Paul Morris, who hadn’t exactly hidden his desire for my wife from either of us. The idea disgusted me, despite what happened when I imagined it while Briar was getting me off. The man was a pig, and the thought of Briar lowering herself to perform sex acts for him turned my stomach.

The truth, as it turned out, was so much worse.


Chapter Four

The next several days were weird. For the most part, we went about our lives as normal. Briar went to work and school, and I half-heartedly searched the local newspaper and online for a job. We watched a little TV, went for a walk in the park (where there were no cars or their lecherous owners anymore), and even had an early sex night.

But in addition to these normal and happy activities, Briar also got a couple of phone calls that made her leave the room. I only tried to listen in on one, but it was more than enough. The giggling I overheard would have told me everything I needed to know about who was on the other end of the line (her sugar daddy, even though I still didn’t know his name), but that wasn’t the worst part.

Her calling him “Daddy” was.

The name Fantasy-Briar had used for Fantasy-Paul.

I suppose I knew it didn’t have to mean anything in terms of my prophetic powers, but I became convinced that it was Paul Morris she’d given the handjob to in exchange for our mortgage payment. I became confident that it was Paul Morris who made her giggle on the phone. And I was convinced it was Paul Morris who had ordered the packages from Amazon that showed up on our doorstep addressed to Briar.

I should’ve opened the packages, but I didn’t. I brought each one inside as it arrived and set it on the kitchen table for Briar to open when she got home each day. When I asked her what was in them, she said, “Some things from you-know-who.”

“Your sugar daddy?” I asked, and she just giggled some more.

That Friday, she surprised me when she got home from class by insisting on another sex night for the week. I hadn’t taken my little blue pill, but she said she’d make sure I didn’t need it.

And she did.

---

The next day, Briar told me she was going out that evening. She started getting ready in the afternoon, showering and doing her hair and makeup, and trying on a couple of different outfits I’d never seen before. I assumed the new clothes were from Sugar Daddy’s Amazon deliveries.

She settled on a new sundress. It made sense since sundresses were a favorite of hers, and she’d been wearing one when she first met the dude. This one was light blue with little white flowers all over. She looked very pretty, and sweet, and innocent.

“So, what’s on the agenda for the evening?” I asked, trying to appear nonchalant even though the mere act of asking came with great struggle.

Briar stopped applying her mascara long enough to shoot me a side-eyed glare. “Do you really want to know?”

“Are you going to fuck him?” I asked. Despite my best efforts, it came out as a whine.

Briar sighed. “It doesn’t have to mean anything,” she said. “If you don’t let it.”

“If I don’t let it?”

“If the thought of what I’m doing to stabilize our finances disturbs you, just don’t think about it,” she said. “Simple as that.”

I laughed a humorless laugh. “Just don’t… just don’t think about it?”

She nodded. “You got it. It’s not any different from me choosing to not think about you spending the last of our money on model car kits instead of this month’s mortgage.”

There it was again. That knife-to-the-gut feeling.

“Don’t act like this doesn’t benefit you,” Briar said. “Besides the fact that we’re not homeless right now, you’ve come three times within the last week, twice without needing your little blue pill. When’s the last time that happened?”

I couldn’t argue with her there, and my cock twitched as I thought about it. I didn’t know if our improved sex life was due to Briar feeling more sexual and empowered as a result of becoming a sugar baby or to the conflicted arousal I felt by constantly thinking about it--or both--and I certainly didn’t know if it would continue. Regardless of what exactly was going on, there was one truth I knew, and I told her.

“I’m just scared,” I said. “Scared of being replaced.”

Briar gently patted my cheek. “Oh, Ian. Sebastian won’t replace you. He can’t. You’re my husband, and nothing will change that.”

“Sebastian?”

She blinked, perhaps realizing the impact of telling me the name of her sugar daddy for the first time. A crazy idea ran through my mind at the sound of that name, as it’s not extremely common, and I had known a Sebastian once upon a time. I brushed that thought aside, thinking there was no way the universe could be that cruel.

“If it helps, I don’t intend on actually fucking him tonight,” Briar said. “And maybe not ever. We’ll see.”

“So, what? Another handjob?”

She shrugged. “I said we’ll see.”

A horn honked from outside. It was a sound I recognized, but, just like when I heard that her sugar daddy’s name was Sebastian, I told myself it couldn’t be what I thought it was.

But damn if it didn’t sound just like the horn of a 1955 Chevy Bel Air.

---

Briar tried to get me to stay in the bedroom until she left. She didn’t think it was a good idea for me to actually see her leaving with her sugar daddy just yet, and in hindsight, she was probably right. And I did try to do as she asked.

But I couldn’t help myself. I was in the living room just as she closed the front door behind her, and I was out the front door before she’d made it all the way to her sugar daddy’s car.

Before she’d made it all the way to the Gypsy Red 1955 Chevy Bel Air we’d seen a week ago at the car show.

I picked up my pace so I was right behind her as she opened the passenger-side door of the Bel Air. And as she sat down on the passenger side of the car’s bench seat, I locked eyes with Sebastian.

Her sugar daddy, and my former boss.


Chapter Five

“Sebastian?” I said.

“Oh, God,” Briar said. “You two know each other?”

“I have no idea who he is,” Sebastian said.

I’d only met Sebastian a couple of times, but it’s not like I’d ever forget him. He was just how I remembered him: an okay-(average)looking guy with good skin, perfect teeth, and a full head of velvety, albeit white, hair despite being in his 60s. I suppose you (or Briar) might call him attractive, but he was really nothing special. He was what I imagined I might look like 40 years from now if I started taking better care of myself and ended up having the money to do so.

I pointed an accusatory finger at her sugar daddy. “He’s the reason I don’t have a job!”

Briar looked at Sebastian and then at me. “Your company’s new owner shut it down because it wasn’t profitable…”

“He’s the new owner!” I snapped. “And it was profitable. Just not profitable enough, right, Sebastian?”

“I assume you’re referring to OhioTech,” Sebastian said. “I’m sorry about your job, but it was just a business decision.”

“A business decision that cost me my livelihood,” I said. “And is making my wife do who knows what with you. Pretty convenient, wouldn’t you say?”

“Ian, he didn’t know,” Briar said.

“But you knew!” I said. “I’ve mentioned his name dozens of times!”

Briar shrugged. “You lost your job a year ago. I seriously didn’t remember the new owner’s name. And even if I did, why would I assume it was him?”

“I can’t believe this,” I said, on the verge of tears. “At least this can’t go any further, right?”

“What do you mean?” Briar asked.

I blinked. “You can’t be serious. You’re not going to continue this, knowing what he took from us?”

“We still need the money,” Briar said. “What does it matter who he is?”

“We need the money because he took my job!” I yelled.

“We need the money because you haven’t found another job,” Briar pointed out.

Sebastian laughed at that, and I felt my face flush red.

“You should let him drive the car,” Briar suggested. “He loves this thing.”

Sebastian looked at me. “Is that true, Ian?”

I shouldn’t have humored him. I should have insisted my wife get out of his car and come back into our house with me. Part of me was scared she wouldn’t do it, no matter how insistent I was. No matter how much I begged.

And part of me wanted to drive the damn car.

Sebastian got out of the driver’s seat and slid into the backseat. “Go ahead, Ian, take ‘er for a spin.”

Still seeing red, I walked around and took a long, hard look at the steering wheel before getting behind it. As soon as I sat down, Briar got out of her seat and moved to the backseat next to Sebastian.

“What are you doing?” I asked, turning to look at her.

“Just drive the car, Ian,” she said. “You might not get another chance.”

“Fine,” I said and started driving.

I drove for a couple of blocks while my wife and her sugar daddy had a whispered conversation behind me. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but Briar seemed to find Sebastian pretty entertaining if her giggling was any indication. After a bit, they stopped talking, and I could hear the telltale smacking sounds of lips kissing.

I glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Sebastian pull away from Briar before saying, “Hey! Eyes on the road! I don’t need you wrecking this thing!”

“Yes, sir,” I said, feeling a wave of nausea hit me as Briar laughed at what I’d said.

Sebastian whispered something else I couldn’t hear, to which Briar replied loudly, mockingly, “Yes, sir!”

“I’m glad you agree,” Sebastian said. To me, he said, “Ian, do you know how to get to Ferrell Court?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Why?”

“Good. Take us there. 4220 Ferrell Court.”

I almost said “Yes, sir” again, God help me. I didn’t, but I drove us to that address nonetheless.

4220 Ferrell Court was a huge, stone monstrosity of a house with a wrought-iron fence around it. A bronze plate affixed to the fence next to its gate had Sebastian’s last name on it.

“Tell you what,” Sebastian said. “I’m going to let you continue your joyride while I give Briar the grand tour of my home. You be careful with my girl, and I’ll be careful with yours.”

Briar slapped Sebastian’s shoulder and giggled. She sure was doing a lot of giggling these days.

The two of them got out of the car on the passenger side. Briar walked around to the driver’s side and leaned into the window.

“Have fun,” she said, kissing me on the cheek.

“Please don’t fuck him,” I pleaded. “Anything but that.”

Briar looked past me to where Sebastian stood next to the passenger-side door. The window framed his crotch almost perfectly.

“Anything?” she asked, raising her eyebrow and licking her lips.

I groaned.

“I won’t fuck him,” she said. “Tonight, anyway. Probably.”

My heart sank as she walked back around, took Sebastian’s hand, and went through the gate with him.

---

I don’t know how long I drove around, but I didn’t do a very good job of “just not thinking about it,” as Briar had suggested. It was all I could think about.

I imagined my wife on her knees in Sebastian’s bedroom, sucking on his cock, which probably didn’t need help from a little blue pill to be long and hard for her. I imagined Sebastian helping Briar to her feet and then kneeling himself, reaching up under her sundress and pulling down her panties. I imagined him turning her around to face his bed, shoving her face-first into it, and then entering her from behind.

My chest felt hollow, as if someone had taken a spoon, or an ice cream scoop, and dug out everything that should have been there. My cock stiffened, and I felt shame and lust and a giddy excitement and loss, all at the same time.

It wasn’t all bad, no, but I think if I could choose not to feel any of it—to just not think about it—I would.

All I could see was the two of them fucking, which meant I didn’t even see the four parked cars I sideswiped. I snapped back to reality and slammed the brakes, which was almost enough to stop me from hitting a telephone pole.

Almost.


Chapter Six

“He is really angry,” Briar whispered to me as we watched Sebastian pace around the remnants of his Bel Air. “On the way here, he said he wished he’d never met me.”

“Kinda wishing that, too,” I said.

“All he got out of this was a handjob,” Briar said, shaking her head as if pitying Sebastian. “I mean, I was just getting ready to blow him when you called about this, but--”

There it was again, that hollow feeling in my chest, accompanied by the stiffening of my cock.

“Don’t tell me you feel sorry for him,” I said. “He’s the one taking advantage of a situation he put me in. Fuck him.”

“Hmmm,” Briar muttered.

“Not like that,” I said.

Sebastian watched as his beloved car was towed away and then walked over to us. Refusing to make eye contact with me, he looked at Briar.

“I should make you two get an Uber home,” he said.

Briar nodded. It almost looked like she was ready to cry.

Sebastian sighed. “Get in the car,” he said.

Sebastian got into the car he’d used to drive here--a perfectly sensible, boring sedan--and I got into the backseat. When Briar tried to open the front passenger side door, she found it was locked, and Sebastian didn’t unlock it for her. After a moment, she got into the backseat with me.

We were all silent on the way to our house.

At the house, Briar and I got out of the car, and I started walking away. I stopped when I noticed Briar wasn’t following. I turned to see her stepping around to the driver’s side of Sebastian’s car.

She tapped on the window.

He hesitated for a moment before lowering it so she could talk to him.

She leaned toward him. I couldn’t hear what was said.

Briar stood up and addressed me over the roof of the car. “Go inside, Ian. I’ll be in in a minute.”

I nodded and went inside.

I sat on the couch and waited patiently for Briar to come in and hoped she wasn’t too upset with me. Despite the roller coaster of an evening I’d had, I was hornier than I could ever remember being. I still felt that hollowness in my chest--and now I couldn’t get Briar talking about starting to blow Sebastian out of my head--but if anything, that only increased the intensity of my lust.

And also, I felt a sort of triumphant feeling. Of course, I didn’t mean to wreck Sebastian’s car, but doing so cockblocked the bastard so I couldn’t feel too horrible about it. And if Briar was open to yet another sex night with me this week, it would mean I got to enjoy her on a night he was supposed to.

I don’t feel great about thinking about my wife as some sort of trophy to be won, but there it is. And even if I didn’t “win” her tonight, even if she wasn’t up for sex with me, at least Sebastian wouldn’t have the trophy either.

The door opened, and I held my breath as Briar walked in…

… followed by Sebastian.

“What’s going on?” I demanded. As if I didn’t know.

“We’re going to pay Sebastian for the damages you’ve caused to his car,” Briar said. She sounded so businesslike I thought she was talking about money.

I swallowed hard and looked at Sebastian. “You know we can’t afford that. And don’t you have insurance?”

“It’s not about money,” Briar said, raising both eyebrows.

I suddenly understood. “He’s making you--”

“I’m not making her do anything,” Sebastian said.

“He’s right,” Briar said. “He was perfectly content with driving away and forgetting about me. This was my idea, and it’s the least we can do.”

“‘We?’” I asked.

Briar walked to me, putting her hands on my knees and leaning in. My still-hard cock pushed helplessly against the inside of my pants, yearning for her.

“I want you to watch,” she said softly. “You wanted me to use my body to get us out of dire financial straits, so I want you to see what that’s like in its purest form. I want you to see another man inside me and know you put him there.”

“I didn’t, though,” I whispered.

“Didn’t you?” she asked.

I looked away from her, glanced at Sebastian, and felt like throwing up.

“It’s your choice, though,” she said. “I’m not going to force you to watch. You can stay out here, or leave the house.”

“You’re going to do it here?” I asked, having trouble breathing.

Briar nodded. “What’s it going to be? Are you going to be there with me, or will you forever wonder? Forever imagine it? Forever see it only with your mind’s eye and not your real ones?”

It was like she knew I’d been obsessively thinking about it this whole time.

I made the choice I’m not sure most men would make, but it was the only one for me.

---

I got a chair from our kitchen table and brought it into the bedroom so I’d have a place to sit. Sebastian and Briar didn’t waste any time, kissing and fondling each other through their clothes as I sat down.

They fell to the bed sideways. As I was sitting to the side, I was treated to a view of my wife’s bare legs and Sebastian’s hand snaking up one of them. When he got to the hem of her sundress, he lifted it up, and I was surprised to see she wasn’t wearing any panties. Had she gone bare like that to his house in the first place or found time to lose her panties after they got here? I never knew.

Briar spread her legs, allowing him easy access to her glistening pussy. I could see--and smell--how aroused she was already. I watched as the other man’s fingers breached her cunt, first gently rubbing the outside lips before roughly going inside.

One finger, first.

Then another.

Then a third.

Sebastian wasn’t gentle as he finger-fucked my wife, and she wasn’t shy about how it made her feel, moaning and gasping and squealing.

After a couple minutes of this, Briar reached for Sebastian’s belt. He kept doing what he was doing while she undid his belt and unzipped his pants. When she freed his cock and started stroking it, I gasped.

It was stiff and leaking precum, ready for my wife’s attention, but…

It wasn’t huge.

It wasn’t like a porn star’s.

It wasn’t even bigger than mine.

I think it may have been better if it had been. If Sebastian had been hung like a horse, like in porn or erotica, it might have made seeing my wife be so excited about him a little bit easier to take. If she could get something from him I couldn’t give her, even if it was as simple as a giant cock she couldn’t wrap her little hand around, I could almost be okay with this.

But then, I guess he could give her something I couldn’t. Money. Financial freedom. Less worry about being evicted and the future in general. I simply wasn’t enough to satisfy her needs and never would be.

I wondered if Sebastian, so much older than me, ever needed help getting an erection like I did. I somehow knew he didn.

The hollowness in my chest grew and grew and grew.

And so did my cock.

By the time they were naked, I had my dick in my hand. By the time he was mauling her little breasts and pinching her nipples, I was moving my hand. By the time she was sucking his perfectly average cock, I was stroking my own. And by the time he was perched between her legs, aiming his perfectly average cock toward her soaked and waiting slit, I was on the edge of orgasm. I briefly registered that the hollowness in my chest seemed to be gone, and I smiled.

I came when he entered her, and the hollowness came back in waves.

Holding my deflating cock, I choked back a sob as my wife screamed, “Yes!” when he thrust all the way inside her.

I don’t know how much time passed as I sat there, watching Sebastian’s ass as he pounded my wife. Briar screamed “Yes!” a few more times, moaned more than I’ve ever heard her in all our time together, and wrapped her legs around Sebastian’s waist.

“Don’t stop, I’m so close,” she said. “Don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop…”

I’ve never given her an orgasm purely from vaginal intercourse, so it seemed like this was another need Sebastian could satisfy that I couldn’t. I was vaguely aware of a tear going down my cheek even as I felt my cock stirring again.

Looking down at myself in disbelief, I started stroking again as Sebastian sent my wife over the edge. Her legs fell from Sebastian’s waist, twitching as he continued thrusting away.

“I’m close, too,” Sebastian said calmly. “Should I--”

Briar wrapped her legs around him again so he couldn’t pull out. Unbelievably, I was close to another orgasm myself, but this time I was still aware of the hollowness. I wondered if I’d ever not feel it again.

With a savage grunt, Sebastian shoved into my wife one final time and remained still for a moment.

Briar giggled her trademark giggle as the other man filled her up.

Sebastian pulled out of Briar and collapsed next to her. I stared at her swollen red lower lips, my heart pounding as I stroked faster and faster. Sebastian’s cum began seeping out of her, sliding slowly down her lips and her perineum before pooling on the bed sheets.

Our bedsheets.

And I came again, watching the evidence that my wife had pleasured another man--a better man--stain my sheets.


Epilogue

We don’t have to worry about the mortgage anymore, or most other things.

I also don’t need that little blue pill anymore. I flushed what I had down the toilet shortly after watching Sebastian fuck my wife for the first time.

I’ve learned to live with the hollowness in my chest. I can’t say I like it exactly. Some days I hate it and question my sanity. Most days, I recognize it--accept it--as the price I have to pay for Briar being happy.

For being able to pursue her education without having to work. For not having to worry about me screwing up and getting us evicted. For not having to constantly ask me how my job search is going.

I brush my teeth and take one last look at myself in the mirror. I’m no Sebastian, but I think I look okay. I text Briar that I’m leaving the house.

See ya soon, she texts back, adding a kissy-face emoji at the end.

I walk out of the house and get into the recently repaired 1955 Chevy Bel Air that started this whole sometimes maddening, sometimes enjoyable adventure. Sebastian hasn’t given me the car, but he lets me drive it as much as I want. I try not to think about obvious parallels or meanings or whatever with that, but it’s hard.

I pull away from the curb and start heading toward 4220 Ferrell Court, where Briar has been staying almost full-time for weeks now. I haven’t seen her for a few days, and I’m looking forward to doing so.

I’m picking her up for sex night. I’m pretty excited about it. She said this time, I might get to fuck her when Sebastian’s finished.

---
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