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Paige's Way

"Ok, Pete, I'm off," Paige said, giving him a half-hearted peck on the cheek. 

She stopped in front of the mirror in their foyer and examined herself closely to ensure she had not smudged her perfectly applied lipstick.  Pete watched as she tugged at her tennis skirt, making it just a little shorter, revealing not just more thigh but almost the bottom of her ass cheeks. 

If not for the tennis outfit,  you might think she was on her way to an expensive restaurant for a special occasion. Her hair and makeup looked as if they'd been professionally done, her hands manicured perfectly.  She looked stunning, just as she always did, which made Pete anxious knowing she would be spending the afternoon with her handsome young tennis instructor, Gavin. 

He walked up behind her and began to wrap his arms around her waist but she immediately shrugged him off.

"Pete, stop," she said, sounding more than a little annoyed. "You know Gavin's waiting for me."

Her words cut through him like a knife, turning his momentary lust into stinging jealousy. She caught his gaze and sighed, before carefully running her fingers through her long hair.

"I may be a little later today," Paige continued, reaching out and tracing Pete's jawline with an index finger. "Gavin said I may need some additional coaching."

She gave him a sly, seductive smile before turning around and grabbing her tennis racket from the nearby table.  She strutted to the door, and her ass in that tiny skirt brought Pete's thoughts to something far from tennis.

Just as she was about to leave, she turned around, a wicked glint in her eyes.

"If you're a good boy, maybe I'll let you watch next time I... " Paige paused for effect. "train... with Gavin."

She bit her lip and batted her eyelashes one last time before heading out the door, leaving Pete to his swirling thoughts and the all-too-visible bulge in his pants.

He watched as her car pulled out of the driveway, sitting down heavily on the off-white sofa.  Her insinuations had left him frustrated and confused, not knowing if she was just teasing him or was actually planning on messing around with her instructor and felt no shame in flaunting it in front of him.

He found the mind-games were escalating with every passing week, leaving him feeling tormented and confused.  And yet in spite of his agony, he was as usual, very hard as he sat there imagining her athletic figure in motion, wet from the exertion, maybe even from Gavin's touch.  The images in his brain left him in a miserable mix of jealousy and arousal.

There are moments in life that every man wishes he could take back.  Something said or done that may not seem overly consequential at the time but ends up changing the entire trajectory of one's future.

Pete certainly had a couple of such moments, both of which he wished to god he could go back in time and change.

The first was with his first wife, Stephanie.  They'd been married for just over 10 years when one random evening after several drinks, and a lot of teasing and prodding from his wife, he shared a fantasy that he'd kept secret since they'd been together: how he'd fantasized about her being with another man.  

She was shocked at first but it eventually led to some exciting role playing and dirty talk in the bedroom and a few months later, with increasingly relentless persuasion by Pete himself, finally evolved into her actually going through with it.  With Pete's blessing, she left to meet some guy at a hotel.   And a month after that she filed for divorce and left him for her co-worker that she'd had the fling with.  It was mind boggling how badly he'd fucked up, looking back on it. 

Pete had been devastated.  In the year that followed the divorce, he'd buried himself in his work, rarely socializing with his friends, never dating.  And what was most baffling to him in that year is that he was still constantly aroused when he thought about her fling with the other man.  He imagined it often and in great detail when he masturbated on the many lonely nights that followed.  Each time, the moment his climax ended, he would feel disgusted and heartbroken all over again.

And then he met Paige. 

He had been at a work function, an awards banquet for the law firm he worked for.  As he leaned against the bar and ordered his third martini to help him get through the boring event, she'd bumped against him almost causing him to spill it all over himself.

He was immediately taken by her beauty and raw sex appeal. She was much younger than he was, just 27 years old to his 42 years.  But she flirted with him and he felt flattered.  He was hooked immediately. 

She said she'd just finished her Master's Degree in Psychology and had actually done some work on a case for his firm involving the use of sex through cyberbullying.  Pete only heard half of what she said, as he found himself trying not to stare at the front of her deep V low cut dress that showed off her magnificent breasts.

Unfortunately, 10 minutes into their conversation, she admitted she was actually there on a date with a young intern at Pete's firm, someone Pete couldn't stand to begin with, but from that moment, hated him even more.  

The intern, Darren, interrupted their conversation shortly after, clearly inebriated and drug her away from Pete like a caveman.  She turned and winked at him as she left and as ridiculous as it sounded, Pete thought he may be in love.

Two weeks later, she came by the office to surprise Darren with lunch but he'd left with a female co-worker (whom  Pete was sure he'd been sleeping with) so Paige asked Pete if he wanted to grab lunch with her.  

They ended up at a little bistro down the street and talked for the next two hours.  She shared that she came from a wealthy family, that her father wanted her to become a doctor but she was fascinated with sexology and how it drove human behavior. For now, she was freelancing while she determined her exact path, which meant sometimes being called on by firms like Pete's as expert witnesses or helping with background research.

What Pete found most refreshing, if not a bit shocking, was just how open she was in talking about sex. She shared that she enjoyed being both submissive and dominant, depending on the situation and the guy. That she wasn't 100% sold on traditional marriages. And as casually as explaining her favorite food, confessed that she had, in her words, 'dated a LOT of guys because she just loved having sex'.  Pete almost choked on his drink at her candidness which made her giggle in a way that made his heart swoon.

To his surprise, in spite of their age difference, she agreed to a formal date shortly thereafter and in just two whirlwind months, he was on one knee asking her to marry him.  She was out of his league and he was honestly skeptical if she would say yes, but she did and just 4 months ago they were married on a beach in Barcelona.

Since that time there'd been many nights when Pete had laid in bed staring at her as she slept beside him and questioned how the hell he'd gotten so lucky?  How could someone as young and gorgeous as this woman have ended up with him?  It wasn't that he was ugly, in fact he considered himself handsome, was in decent shape for someone his age, and he made a good living, although he had paid half of his life savings to his ex-wife during the divorce for some ridiculous reason.  Even for a lawyer, the laws often made no sense. 

But Paige was in an entirely different league, there was no question.  When she walked into a room, heads turned, and she could have picked any man she wanted to. Saying she was beautiful didn't do her justice, because it wasn't just a natural beauty kind of thing. It was a raw sexual magnetism, a combination of her stunning looks and her care-free attitude toward all things sex.

And when he thought about all of their dates and times together that led up to him proposing to her, there was one specific evening that stood out for him, when he saw some spark of electricity in her eyes at something he'd said that he felt was the turning point, that he suddenly became much more intriguing to her.

And that became the second event in Pete's life that he wished he could go back and change. The conversation, or confession rather, that would change his future in ways he couldn't have imagined.

They'd been on a dinner date, had a wonderful meal and were sharing an expensive bottle of wine.  Paige had asked him about his first wife and specifically, why they'd gotten divorced.  Pete had tried to skirt around the details but she was having none of it and continued to probe until he finally told her the truth.

What he wished that he'd not been so specific on was WHY she had slept with another man.  That it had been Pete who had encouraged her to do so because he had fantasized about it.

He'd seen Paige's eyes appear to light up when he told her about this fantasy, how she leaned forward, eager to hear every detail.  And he'd thought at the time it was simply curiousity and and being fascinated that someone could be so twisted as to imagine his wife with another man.  He'd been so embarrassed about sharing such a revelation, but she'd taken it in stride, and afterwards he was happy that he'd been up front with her. Frankly, he was thankful that she didn't go running from the restaurant screaming for him to lose her number.

But now he suspected it was something else entirely that he'd seen in her expression that night.  He didn't want to be overly Machiavelian about it but looking back, he wondered if she saw some weakness or vulnerability in him, something she could perhaps fix or worse yet, exploit.  The moment he'd shared all of this with her it was like she became more interested in him. 

Perhaps she just sensed an opportunity for a relationship more unique and exciting than she'd first imagined with Pete.  Or maybe she just thought he was more emotionally complex than other guys and that excited her.  Pete didn't know, and thought he was probably overthinking it all.

And it wasn't long before things began to change, beginning with their wedding day.  It had been a perfect day, just a small ceremony on the beach, a small group of friends from her side and from his, no family.  Just the way they'd both wanted it.  

Late that evening, as they'd laughed, danced and drank the night away, Pete had excused himself to the bathroom and when he returned, there was no sign of his new bride.  He checked their hotel room, but it was empty, so he returned downstairs and searched the grounds. Just as he was about to give up and go check their room again, he caught a glimpse of two silhouettes coming up the pathway from the beach.  He watched as Paige and his friend Chris made their way to where he stood.

"Paige, where have you been?" he demanded, his voice laced with concern and irritation. She gave him a mischievous grin, her deep blue eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Just getting to know your friend a bit better," she said coyly, wrapping her arm around Chris's waist.  

Pete looked at Chris, who looked back at him nervously.

"We just went for a walk, man.  Paige said she needed to get some air." Chris explained, his voice strained.

Pete looked at the two of them suspiciously, noting Paige's hair was a tousled mess and Chris couldn't seem to stop fidgeting, glancing back and forth between them nervously.

"Let's go upstairs," Paige said, as she took Pete's hand and led him up to their hotel room.

The atmosphere in the room was tense as they entered, Pete feeling overcome with jealousy, wondering if his friend had done something with his new bride. He watched as she sauntered towards him, her body swaying hypnotically, her eyes never leaving his.

"What's wrong, baby?" she asked him, as she ran her finger slowly down the front of his chest before hooking into his belt.

"Paige, what were you guys..." Pete began, but couldn't bring himself to say the words.

"What were your big strong friend and I doing? All alone on the beach, while you weren't around?" she whispered, her breath hot against his ear.  "What do you think we were doing, sweetie?"

Pete felt her fingers brush against his erection through his pants, and he gasped.

"Ooohh," she purred. "Why are you so hard, baby?  Are you imagining your friend's big strong hands all over your new bride's tight little body?" Paige murmured, as her fingers deftly worked to unfasten his belt. 

Her lips found his ear, and she nipped at the lobe gently. Pete groaned, his mind reeling with visions of his beautiful young wife in the arms of his friend. He was angry and filled with jealousy, but he could also feel himself growing harder by the second.

"I-I don't...," he stammered, his mouth dry.

"Mmmmm," she continued, as his pants dropped to the ground and she reached into the front of his boxers. "Does that make you hard, thinking about your bride fucking your friend on our wedding night?  Stretching me out before you even get to put your little penis in me?"

And that's when Pete came.  Came harder than he'd ever cum before, filling his boxers as Paige pulled her hand away and stepped back, a shocked smile spreading across her face as she watched his body twitch and convulse.  Pete grabbed his erection and almost doubled over as his orgasm overtook him.

"Unggg, fuck," he grunted, his legs shaking as he tried to maintain his balance. "Jesus Christ, Paige!"  

Pete stroked himself a few times, trying to extend the pleasure even as his mind registered how ridiculous and pathetic he must look, spasming uncontrollably in front of his wife.

"Did that feel good, baby?" she giggled, her laughter ringing in his ears as he struggled to catch his breath.

Pete barely managed a nod as he fought to regain his composure. He couldn't believe what had just happened, couldn't fathom the depth of his arousal at the thought of his wife with another man mixed with the humiliation of cumming so quickly and so ungracefully in front of her.

But Paige wasn't done yet. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a gentle kiss.

"Come here," she whispered, taking his hand and leading him towards the bed.

Pete's mind was still reeling, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of his orgasm.  But his wife's eyes were filled with a different kind of hunger, and he knew she wasn't done with him yet.

"Take off your clothes," she commanded, her voice low and serious. "Now."

Pete complied, his fingers fumbling with the buttons on his shirt. He was still struggling to catch his breath, but the desire in Paige's eyes made his cock stir once again.

Once he was naked, he stood before her, feeling vulnerable and exposed. She looked him up and down, her gaze lingering on his semi-hard cock.

"Much better," she murmured, before pushing him back onto the bed.  "Now, stay right there."

She stood before him, fully clothed while he lay there naked, his erect cock throbbing for attention. She ran her fingers over the lace of her panties, teasing him with the promise of what was to come.

"Do you want to see me, Pete?" she asked, her voice soft and sultry. "Do you want to watch me ride you while I close my eyes and think about your friend Chris?"

Pete winced at the thought but couldn't help but nod eagerly, his eyes glued to her hands as she slowly slid her panties down her legs. He watched as she kicked them off to the side, revealing her smooth, bare sex. She crawled onto the bed, straddling his hips.

"Mmmm, feel how wet I am, Pete," she whispered, lowering herself onto his cock.

He gasped as he entered her, feeling her slick heat envelop him. She began to ride him, slowly at first, her eyes closed as she lost herself in the pleasure.

"Tell me you like watching me, Pete," she said breathlessly, her hands braced on his chest.

Pete nodded, unable to take his eyes off her bouncing breasts. He could feel her wetness coating his shaft, slick and hot. She was so fucking tight, so fucking perfect.

"Do you want me to go harder?" she asked.

Pete nodded again, his fingers digging into the sheets as she picked up her pace. She rocked her hips, grinding down on him with each thrust.

"I'm gonna cum, Paige," he groaned, his eyes clenched shut as he felt his climax approaching.

"Ah, ah, ah. Not yet," she said, stopping abruptly.

 She leaned forward, her nipples hard as they grazed his chest. She took his face in her hands and kissed him deeply, their tongues dancing as their bodies moved in perfect harmony.

"Do you like that, Pete?" she whispered against his lips. "Do you like imagining me with Chris on our wedding night?  Watching us and stroking your dick like a pervert, while he fucks your wife so good?"

Pete couldn't believe the words that were coming out of his new bride's mouth, but they were only fueling his desire for her even more. He could feel a second climax building inside of him, his balls tightening as she slowly rocked her hips against his.

"Paige, I'm really gonna cum," he warned frantically, his fingers digging into her hips as he bucked up against her.

"Not yet, baby," she whispered, leaning down to nip his earlobe. "I'm not finished with you yet."

"Please," he pleaded, trying to thrust harder up inside of her.

"I want you to say it," she purred.

Pete looked up at her, puzzled.

"Tell me, Pete.  Tell me what you imagined I was doing with Chris.  Tell me what made you cum so hard," she ordered. "What's making you want so badly to cum again."

Pete's face grew hot as he realized what she was asking of him.

"Nothing," he lied, still trying to push deeper inside of her as she held him down.

He felt her lift off of him, his shaft making a wet smacking sound as it bounced free against his stomach.  He let out a loud groan as Paige looked down at him with a pout.

"That's disappointing, Pete," she said, shaking her head.  "That you would lie to me, and on our wedding night no less.  Are we going to start our life together with lies, Pete?"

"OK, ok.  I thought - I thought about you and Chris," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "About you two kissing on the beach, him touching you, you letting him take your clothes off..."

As he spoke, she slid down onto his cock once again and Pete let out a low moan. She leaned forward, rolled her shoulders slowly from side to side, causing her full breasts to sway above his face.

"Tell me more," she demanded hungrily, her eyes sparkling. "What did you picture him doing to me next?"

Pete hesitated for a moment, unsure of how much more he could admit to, his humility growing commensurate to his arousal.  But there was no stopping the words that came out next, his lusty confessions fueling his desperate need to cum.

"You were sucking his cock," he blurted out, his body shuddering at the thought.

"That's right, baby," she moaned, grinding down on him even harder. "You want to watch your friend stick his big, dirty cock in my mouth on our wedding night. Watch me lick it and suck it until he cums all over my pretty face."

Pete groaned, his hips bucking up to meet hers. He could feel the pressure building inside of him once again, his orgasm about to explode.

"I think you'd like that, wouldn't you?" she asked, her voice husky. "You'd love your wife on her knees for another man."

"OHHH, FUCCCKKKK!" Pete shouted, his climax ripping through him like a tsunami. His young wife's wet pussy clenched tightly around his shaft as he unloaded his hot offering deep inside of her.

"Dirty little pervert," she giggled, leaning down over him to kiss him deeply, their tongues twisting together, his orgasm still pulsing through his body.

And that seemed to have set the stage for things to come in their marriage.  Paige reveling in her power to push Pete's buttons, to manipulate his emotions and desires to achieve any answer or outcome she wished for.



And now, as he sat on their sofa just a few weeks after their wedding night, Pete watched his wife leave for her tennis lesson while slowly stroking his erection through his pants. He wanted desperately to know if his wife was only teasing him, playing on his insecurities and erotic fantasies for her own amusement. Or if she was actually serious about acting upon such ideas, either believing her husband wanted her to act on them or not caring either way. 

The games she seemed to enjoy playing, like the provocative way she would talk about other men, initially just pointing out someone she found good looking, but gradually escalating in the past few weeks to more explicit descriptions of how well endowed they might be or whether Pete thought they would want to fuck her. All of it kept Pete guessing.

She seemed to enjoy watching his reactions to such comments, delighting in his mixture of shock, embarrassment, jealousy, and arousal, as she watched his cock stir in his pants.

Like her comments this morning about her tennis instructor, a tall, dark and handsome man in his mid twenties. Pete had only met him once, but had disliked him immediately, angry that he'd essentially ignored Pete's presence altogether when Paige introduced him yet making no attempt to hide his attraction to Paige.

He was in incredible shape, with muscular arms and a muscular chest that stretched the fabric of his shirt. She'd only attended two lessons so far and had already come home gushing about how much she'd learned and how Gavin seemed to be especially attentive with just her, complimenting her frequently on her form or how good she looked on the court.

Pete had tried his best to hide his jealousy, forcing a smile and nodding politely as she recounted the stories of their lessons together. He told himself that she was only teasing him, playing on some of the dark fantasies he'd mistakenly shared with her.  He had no proof that anything had happened between them yet, but he couldn't shake the feeling that it was just a matter of time.

And as he sat there on that sofa, slowly stroking himself through his pants, he imagined the worst.  Paige and Gavin, in the middle of one of her tennis lessons, her perky breasts bouncing as she ran around the court, her tight shorts revealing her toned legs and firm ass. He imagined Gavin watching her, his gaze lingering on her body in a way that made Pete's stomach turn, his cock swelling even more at the thought of it. Would she really do that to him? he wondered.

Pete was terrified at the thought of asking her for the brutal truth.  In part because he didn't want to seem insecure. Their age difference and her sheer attractiveness had done a number on his self-confidence over the past few weeks, and he didn't want to give her any reason to acknowledge the fact that she may be out of his league.  That perhaps she'd made a big mistake marrying him rather than some young fit stud.

Or worse yet, that she might answer that she absolutely was attracted to other men and fully intended to act on those desires.  That Pete couldn't possibly be so naive to think that a young sexually charged woman like herself could be satisfied with just him alone.  That he'd in fact given her the impression early on in their relationship that he was ok with that, even turned on by it.

He felt he might drive himself mad if he thought about this any further, he needed to get moving, shake of these thoughts and focus on something else. He stood up and walked over to the window, gazing out over their manicured estate. He saw their gardener, Adrian, bending down as he tended to one of the many flower beds that lined their walkway.  He looked across their deep green lawn, admiring how lush it looked in spite of the heat they'd experienced over the past week.

That's what he needed, he thought, turning and heading to the garage.  He grabbed his golf clubs and threw them into the trunk of his black BMW X5.  He needed to clear his mind from these thoughts that had been consuming him and while a round of golf may only serve to frustrate him further, smashing a few balls on the driving range would surely burn off some of this anxious energy that plagued him.

------------------------------------

Later that evening, the couple were on their way to a cocktail party for Pete's firm, one of those necessary social obligations that was so common in his line of work that he could confidently say he despised with every fiber of his being.  Pete wasn't a partner at his firm, wasn't even sure he wanted to be, he simply enjoyed his work in the litigation field.  In contrast he hated a lot of the politics and ass-kissing that went along with it.

His afternoon at the range had helped calm his anxiety and by the time he was opening her door to the waiting valet parking attendant, he was no longer preoccupied by the irrational fears that had plagued him earlier that day.

As they rode up the elevator to the penthouse suite where the cocktail party was being held, Paige used the fully mirrored wall to check her perfectly applied make-up.

"Honey, you look incredible," Pete said, looking at the reflection of his stunning wife in the mirror.

Paige looked back at him in the mirror and gave him a sly smile. She was wearing a black, form-fitting dress that clung to every curve of her body and accentuated her long, toned legs. Her straightened blonde hair fell loose around her shoulders, and her blue eyes were lined with dark eyeliner that made them look even more striking.

"Thank you," she said, returning her attention to reapplying a light layer of lipstick on her  plump, pink lips. "You're kind of biased though.  Do you think your coworkers will think so?"

Pete winced at her comment and thought he saw a slight upturn of the corner of her mouth, as if suppressing a smile.  He felt his stomach turn as he was once again left to wonder if she were merely teasing him.

Before he could respond, the elevator doors slid open and Paige grabbed his hand and led him out into the buzzing crowd of people.

The cocktail party was in full swing, the room filled with the sound of clinking glasses and muffled conversations. Pete followed his wife across the room, scanning the crowd for any familiar faces. He spotted a few colleagues, who waved and nodded in his direction, before turning their attention back to their own conversations.

Paige led him directly to the bar where she ordered for both of them.

"I will take a Glenlivet on the rocks.  And an Appletini for my husband, please," 

The bartender tried to hide a smile as he looked at Pete then back to Paige, giving her a wink before finally turning to prepare the drinks.

Paige turned from the bar, absentmindedly scanning the room, as if unaware Pete was standing in front of her with his face a deep shade of red.  

"What the fuck was that?" he whispered, careful not to be overheard.

"What was what?" Paige asked innocently.

"An Appletini?  Why would you order me one of those?  Why would you order for me in the first place?" he asked, glancing at the bartender.

"But honey, I made you one of those at home last weekend and you said you liked it," she replied, her voice dripping with faux sweetness.

"Yeah, last weekend when we were at home. Not at a work party," he retorted, trying to keep his voice low. "Christ, I may as well start polling my coworkers on who's read Oprah's book of the month yet."

Pete's face was flush now though he didn't quite know why he'd become so worked up about it.  Frankly, it was kind of funny, if he thought about it.  At least if she was doing it just to get a rise out of him.

"Here you go, ma'am," the bartender said, sliding her the whiskey, unable to stop himself from glancing at her breasts.

"And the, um, Appletini for you, sir," he said, finally turning to Pete.

"Right, thanks," Pete muttered, taking the drink from his hand.

He watched Paige down her whiskey in one swift gulp, before setting the glass down on the bartop, now back to ignoring Pete and perusing the room.  In seconds, the bartender removed her glass and replaced it with another.

"Why thank you," she said, batting her eyelashes at the bartender as she grabbed the new drink from his hand. "You're so sweet."

So sweet? Pete thought. He's doing his fucking job, for Christ sake.  Pete gave the man a dirty look then took his wife's hand and began to make their rounds.  

They made some small talk with a few of Pete's co-workers that he could actually stand.  He noticed most of them couldn't take their eyes off of Paige, which should have come as no surprise.  He was proud to have her on his arm but wondered how many of them looked at the two of them and questioned how he had ever landed someone like her.   

Paige worked the room, complimenting the various women and wives on their outfits while laughing and flirting with all of Pete's peers, making her husband crazy.

"Can we please go find a table and sit down?" he asked, eager to get away from the overwhelming noise and crowd.

"Fine," Paige huffed, reluctantly following her husband across the room.

They found a table near the large floor to ceiling window, and Pete pulled out a chair for Paige, his manners at odds with his inner turmoil. As they sat down, Paige took another large gulp of her whiskey, glancing casually around the room.

Pete watched her, his anxiety building with every passing second. Was she looking for someone? He knew he was being ridiculous, but he couldn't help it. He was insecure, and he knew it. But the thought of another man looking at his wife, wanting her, made him feel sick to his stomach.

"Oh my god, Paige?" 

The moment Pete heard the voice he felt his stomach sink.

"Darren, HI," Paige replied excitedly, standing up and giving the man a kiss on the cheek and a longer than necessary hug.

"Wow, you look fucking fantastic," he commented, looking Paige up and down in a way that made Pete's blood boil.

While Darren and Paige had only dated for a couple of weeks, Pete still couldn't stand him.  He was no longer an intern but now a lawyer working accident cases on the floor above Pete's.

"Nice work, Petey," Dareen elbowed him in the arm, smirking.

"Right, th -" 

"So, are you here alone?" Paige asked Darren, interrupting Pete before he could even respond to his colleague's needling.

He despised when Darren called him Petey, had in fact corrected him on it numerous times, but of course Pete knew exactly why he did it, the passive aggressive prick.

"Of course not, silly," Darren responded arrogantly, turning and motioning across the room for his date to join them.

"Paige this is Madison, Madison this is Paige," he introduced the two of them.  "Oh, and this is Pete," he added, as an afterthought, barely glancing in Pete's direction.

Pete watched as Darren leaned down to kiss Madison on the cheek and then whispered something in her ear that made her giggle. Watching them together only intensified the anger and jealousy that was already boiling inside of him.

Paige and Madison made polite small talk as Pete sat there, nursing his Appletini and trying to disappear into the background. He couldn't even bring himself to look at Darren as he flirted with his wife right in front of him and Madison.  His date either didn't mind or was too blind to even notice, though it wasn't exactly subtle.

Pete stole a glance at Darren's new girlfriend. She was medium height and thin with  dark hair cut in a soft curved bob that framed her face beautifully. She had incredible brown eyes, with full lips that parted slightly as she laughed at whatever Darren was saying to her. She was wearing a blue cocktail dress that showed off her more than ample cleavage.

Pete looked away quickly, only to see Paige staring at him. His face turned red and he wondered if his wife had just caught him checking out his colleague's most recent fling. He thought he saw a glint of fire in her eyes but before he had a chance to say anything, Paige turned back to Darren and Madison.

They talked for a few more minutes, mostly ignoring Pete, and more than a couple of times Pete watched his wife softly stroke Darren's arm when he said something she found amusing.  Each time she did it, she would sublty look Pete's way and give him a knowing smile.

Pete fought to keep his cool, jealousy building quickly inside of him as he watched them interact.

"Oh shit, here comes the boss," Darren muttered, and Pete turned to see the senior partner of their firm headed their way from across the room.  "Sorry, that's my queue," Darren said, downing his drink and sweeping his date away.

"I'll call you," he mouthed toward Paige as he and Madison made their escape, leaving Pete and his wife behind.

"Well hello, you two," Pete's boss bellowed cheerfully as he approached.

"Hi David," Pete said, smiling in spite of the intense agitation he was still feeling. "You remember my wife, Paige?" Pete asked, gesturing towards his wife standing next to him.

"Of course, I do. How could I forget such a beautiful woman?" David replied, flashing a charming smile at Paige as he put his hand out to her.

Paige blushed at the compliment, her cheeks turning a deep shade of pink.

"Why thank you, David," she said, her voice as smooth as silk. "You clean up quite well yourself."

She gracefully brushed his outstretched hand away as she stepped in and hugged him, giving him a kiss on his cheek. Pete watched her plump breasts press firmly against his boss' chest.

"It's very nice to see you again, Paige," David continued, as she pulled away, his gaze lingering on her curves.

At this point, Pete couldn't tell what was just harmless flirting anymore, and something made him wonder if perhaps Paige and his boss didn't already know each other better than they let on.  They seemed to have an easy rapport.

"It's very nice to see you again as well, David," Paige blinked up at the older gentleman.

David Carson was probably 10 years older than Pete was, making him almost 25 years older than Paige, but he looked as if he was out of the pages of GQ magazine.  If you looked up success in the dictionary, his picture would be staring back at you with a charming smile.  His tall figure loomed over both Pete and Paige as he asked how their evening was going and how they were enjoying the party.

To Pete's relief, David's wife interrupted them almost immediately.

"So sorry to interrupt, David," she said, smiling warmly at both Pete and Paige, "But the Wallaces are asking for you."

David's wife, Cindy, was as beautiful as she was elegant.  She was probably Pete's age, maybe even younger, and carried herself like a debutante.

"Of course," he boomed, looking at Pete and Paige with a shrug.

"Duty calls.  Pete," he said, shaking Pete's hand briefly before turning his attention to Paige.

"Paige, you are a vision, my dear.  I wish you a pleasant night.  Take care of our boy, here," he finished, gesturing toward Pete with a chuckle before finally departing.

Paige let out a giggle as she watched David weave his way through the crowd, stopping to chat with a few other colleagues along the way.  Pete watched carefully as her gaze followed his boss, trying to discern if there was more than just playful flirting between the two of them.

"Let's grab another drank, baby," she purred, turning and grabbing Pete by the hand.

"Don't worry, this time I'll let you pick your own drink.  Like a big boy." she giggled and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

The bartender greeted them warmly, already pouring a glass of whiskey for Paige before she could even open her mouth.

"Yes, thank you," she said, smiling appreciatively at the bartender. "And what would you like, my love?" she asked, turning to Pete and running her hand up and down his chest.

Pete beamed, feeling a rush from her sudden affection and attentiveness.  This was the Paige that he loved, wished that he could get more of.  The Paige that made him feel like a man rather than the mind games that often made him feel insecure and emasculated.  

"Johnny Walker Black, neat," he responded, hearing how unintentionally deep his voice resonated, as if trying to re-establish his manhood.

He heard Paige giggle to his left and he looked toward her and blushed, unable to hold back his own smile.  She frowned deeply, mocking his sterness and leaned closer to him.

"Johnny Walker Black, neat," she grumbled in a ridiculous gruff voice, mocking her husband before bursting out laughing.

"Easy there, Eastwood," Paige continued to laugh, giving Pete's arm an exaggerated rub as if comforting him like a child. "So sexy and manly.  Maybe I need to get you home so you can have your way with me."

Pete couldn't help but chuckle at his wife's antics, slightly embarrassed as the bartender shot him a quick smile before sliding the whiskey across the bar.

"Thank you," Pete replied, turning to take the drink from the bartop.

He took a large sip, feeling the liquid warmth burn his throat. He couldn't help but feel a little better, the whiskey softening his frustration and insecurity as his wife watched him closely.

Paige smiled coquettishly at him as she leaned back, resting her elbows on the bartop, effectively pushing her large breasts outward. She bit her lip and rubbed the top of her foot against his.

"You're so cute when you're jealous," she said, her voice soft and playful.

She reached out and trailed her fingers down his chest, giving him a sly smile as she felt him tense under her touch.

"What do you mean?" Pete replied, feigning ignorance.

"Oh seriously?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "So it didn't bother you, the way your boss was looking at me?"

Pete nervously lifted his drink to his mouth, and slowly shook his head.

"Really?" she continued, happy to continue the game. "Even the way he was undressing me with his eyes, not even caring that you were standing right there? I really think he was trying to picture what I'd look like without this dress on," Paige said, slowly running her index finger down Pete's chest before letting it rest on his belt buckle.

Pete felt his cock stirring in his pants, responding to his wife's teasing words and the way she was touching him. He knew he should be mad at her for flirting so openly in front of him, but he couldn't help himself - he was getting incredibly turned on. He looked toward the bartender, but he was paying them no attention.

"Do you think he was imagining how good I am in bed, Pete?" Paige asked. She leaned in closer, her breath hot on his earlobe now. "How -- hard --- I --- FUCK!" 

Paige emphasized each of her words with an increasingly firm squeeze on his now fully erect cock.  The word 'fuck' came out quite loud and Pete swallowed hard, looking around nervously to see who may have heard.  He saw the bartender glance over but quickly turn away. Paige was chuckling to herself and slowly running her fingers up and down the length of Pete's cock.

"Come on, baby," Paige said, pulling on his hand as she looked over and winked at the bartender, "Time for you to take me home."

Pete looked at the bartender, his cheeks red, but barely able to contain his excitement as they made their way to the elevator. As was so often the case with Paige, the combination of embarrassment, anticipation, and jealousy that she'd put him through over the course of the evening had him vibrating.

Before the elevator doors closed behind them, Paige slid her hand up Pete's thigh, squeezing his already-hard cock through his trousers.  Pete saw one of his co-workers and his wife smile and wave goodbye before they suddenly realized what Paige was doing and quickly looked away.

"Fuck, Paige," Pete said, his breath hitching in his throat.

Paige didn't care who was watching. She expertly undid the button and zipper of Pete's trousers and reached in to grab his hard cock. Pete hissed in a breath as he felt her small hand wrap around him. She stroked him slowly, her fingers expertly working up and down his shaft.



"Oh god," he moaned, closing his eyes and leaning back against the wall of the elevator.

His wife's touch - gentle and insistent - was driving him wild. He could feel the heat of her body pressed against his as she continued to stroke him, her hand slick with precum as the elevator descended floor after floor.

Pete groaned as he watched the numbers count down far too fast, 3 - 2 - 1 and finally the ding of the doors sliding open to reveal a nearly deserted lobby.

"Come on, baby," Paige walked out of the elevators and across the marble floor, leaving him to fumble with his zipper and adjusting his pants.

He caught up with her just as she pushed open the front doors and the cool night air hit him.  The valet looked at him expectantly as Pete handed him a tag and the man turned and crossed the parking lot.

Pete stood directly behind his wife, wrapping his arms around her, pressing his erection into her ass.  

"Hmmmm, eager are we?" she moaned, pushing her hips back against him. "Did I get you all worked up in there tonight, baby?"

Pete groaned as he grazed his bottom lip against his wife's earlobe.

"You know you did," he replied.

He could feel the heat rolling off her, the anticipation building between them as they waited for their car to be brought around.

Finally, the valet returned, pulling their car up to the curb and hopping out of the driver's seat. Pete opened the door for his wife, then quickly paid the young man and climbed into the driver's side.

Without a word, he put the car in gear and pulled out onto the empty streets.

He drove with one hand, the other resting on Paige's thigh, lightly stroking her skin. She leaned her head back against the headrest, her eyes closed, a small smile playing on her lips.

"Mmm, that's it," she murmured.

He could feel his wife's body relax under his touch, and he slid his hand up further, slipping it under her dress and teasing the edge of her panties. Paige moaned, opening her legs wider, giving him better access.

Pete slipped his fingers under the edge of her panties, feeling the warmth and wetness of her pussy. He stroked her slowly, teasing her clit as she squirmed in her seat.

"Holy fuck, you're so wet," Pete muttered, pressing his fingers deeper inside her.

Paige moaned louder, her hips bucking as she rode his hand.

"Mmmmm, that's right," Paige whispered, reaching to the side of her seat and leaning her seat back further. "I think your boss got me all wet, Pete." she purred.

Pete's brow furrowed and he shot an angry look at his wife, but saw her eyes were firmly closed.

He wondered, not for the first time, if she was saying this just to push his buttons. 

"Paige," he hesitated, frustrated by her comment but hating the idea of ruining her growing arousal.  "You know I don't like it when you talk about him like that," Pete muttered, sliding his fingers out of her and beginning to withdraw his hand.

But just as his hand slid out of her panties, Paige caught him by the wrist and slid him firmly back underneath them before calmly reaching over and squeezing his erection through the front of his pants.

"Yes you do, baby," Paige said condescendingly, without opening her eyes.

Pete looked at her wide eyed, taken aback by her calm dismissiveness.

"What? No, I mean it Paige, I --" he stammered, before she interrupted him.

"Ssshhhhhhh," she shushed him, her soft voice unwavering as she gave his aching cock an even firmer squeeze over his pants.  "Less talk, baby.  More fingering, please." she whispered.

Pete looked at her incredulously, but her eyes remained closed, her face calm and content.  He looked back at the road feeling flustered, but did not remove his hand.  Exasperated, he decided to let it go and returned to fingering her.

Paige moaned softly as she began grinding against his hand. He continued to stroke her smooth, wet pussy, feeling the warmth of her arousal and the slickness of her folds. As he explored her more deeply, he began to probe her clit more deliberately, making Paige gasp and jerk in pleasure. Watching her reaction, the way she writhed and moaned under his touch, drove him crazy. 

He was getting lost in the moment and could feel himself getting harder, as he tried his best to keep some focus on the road in front of them.

Paige continued to rock her hips back and forth as she rode his fingers.

"Fuck, yes, baby," she gasped, her eyes still closed in pure bliss as she ground herself against his hand.

Pete's wrist began to cramp and he attempted to reposition his hand, to push deeper inside her, his slick fingers coated in her arousal. He could feel her walls clench around him as he stroked her quickly, feeling her pleasure building with every passing moment.

"Mmmmmm, David," she whimpered softly, her voice pitching higher.

Pete almost went off the road as his head spun to look at her, his mouth opened wide in shock.  Before he could say anything, Paige grabbed his wrist with both hands and pulled, forcing his fingers deeper inside of her, as she ground her hips hard against his hand.

"Oh fuck, yes, David," she moaned, her voice loud and raw. "Finger that tight married pussy!"

Suddenly her hips were bucking wildly, riding Pete's hand, and he could feel her inner muscles clenching tightly around him as her climax washed over her.

"MMMMMMMMMM, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK... YESSSSSSSS!"

She was in another world now, consumed by the intensity of her orgasm, unaware or indifferent to Pete's shock and hurt at calling out his boss' name. He struggled to keep his eyes on the road as Paige rode out the rest of her orgasm, her hips still moving as she moaned and gasped. 

Finally, she loosened her grip and carefully pulled his hand from under her panties.  Pete heard the squishy sound as his fingers slid free, soaking wet with her arousal. He looked over at her, his heart heavy and his head spinning from what had just happened.

"What the fuck, Paige?" he blurted out.

He couldn't believe what she had done, or what she had said. It felt like a slap in the face - such a betrayal.

But Paige just smiled and leaned over to place a soft, gentle kiss on his cheek.

"I'm sorry, baby," she said. "I guess I just got carried away."

Pete didn't know how to respond, his mind reeling. He didn't know what to think or feel - he was hurt and confused, but also still incredibly turned on.   He finally spun into their driveway, put the car in park and spun around to angrily confront his wife.

"Here baby," she purred softly, before he could say anything, and guided his hand to his mouth. "Taste me."

Pete looked at her then down at his sticky glistening fingers, the musky scent of his wife's arousal making his head spin and his cock throb.

He slowly opened his mouth as Paige guided his fingers to his lips.  He sucked two fingers inside, swirling his tongue around them and tasting his wife's essence, salty and sweet on his tongue, sending shivers down his spine. Paige's eyes were fixed on him, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she watched him.

Pete closed his eyes, savoring the taste, her taunting words from moments ago temporarily fading from his mind.  He couldn't deny the intense arousal coursing through him.  There was simply nothing on earth that turned him on like the intoxicating scent and taste of his wife and she knew it.

Paige watched him, her eyes darkened with desire as she moved closer to him, pressing her lips to his as he sucked his fingers clean of her essence. He groaned deep in his throat, feeling himself grow harder as she nipped at his lower lip, teasing him with her tongue. He let go of his inhibitions, the weight of what Paige had just said a distant thought in his mind. He reached up, running his hands through her long blonde hair and pulling her closer.

Her breath was hot against his lips, and she moaned into his mouth as he deepened the kiss.

Pete knew he should be angry, furious at his wife for the things she'd said, but there would be time for that later.  Right now he couldn't help the overwhelming desire that was surging through him. He wanted her, needed her, and he didn't care about anything else in that moment.

He pushed the thoughts of her taunting words out of his mind as he slid his hands down to her waist, tugging at the hem of her dress until it was bunched up around her hips, but she pushed his hands away and reached for the door handle.

"Inside," she commanded, her voice firm as she climbed out of the car and walked toward the house.

Pete followed like a puppy dog, his heart racing as he watched her swaying hips in front of him. The sound of their heels clicking against the stone pathway was the only thing audible in the stillness of the night.

As soon as they were inside, she turned to face him, and shoved him hard against the door.  Pete reached out for her but she slapped his hands away, a wicked smile on her face.

"Take off your clothes," she ordered, her eyes locked on his.

Pete wasted no time as he began to tear at his shirt, one button popping off and flying across the room as he hurried to comply. He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants, standing before her in only his boxer briefs.

Paige's gaze raked over his body, lingering on the bulge in his underwear. She reached out and ran a finger over the fabric, feeling him twitch beneath her touch.

"Mmm, you're so hard baby," she purred, giving him a playful pout.

Pete hurriedly reached down and hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slid his underwear to the floor, releasing his painfully erect cock. It sprang free and slapped his stomach, already glistening with pre-cum.

"Mmmm, so cute," Paige said thoughtfully, ttilting her head and tracing her index from his balls to the tip of his cock before swirling the precum with her finger tip and bringing it to his lips.

Pete flinched, uncertain about tasting his own precum, but he was too far gone to care. He slowly opened his mouth and let her slide her finger past his lips, and tasted the bitterness that lingered.

"Good boy," she said, running her slick finger over his bottom lip.

Wait, did she just call my dick cute? Pete thought. He couldn't help but feel a little inadequate at her words, especially after the game she'd played at the party earlier. But Paige seemed to sense his hesitation and leaned in to whisper in his ear.

"Don't worry, baby. I don't mind the size of your penis," she said, her lips brushing against his earlobe.

Was she doing it on purpose, he wondered?  She usually used the word cock, not penis.  And she didn't exactly build his confidence saying she didn't mind his size, as if she was ok putting up with it.  Pete's head was spinning.

"Do you want me to take care of this little guy?" she asked, wrapping her thumb and index easily around his shaft.

Pete groaned, his head falling back against the door as he felt her soft hand wrap around him. He closed his eyes as she ever so slowly began to pump him, her grip firm and sure as she worked him from root to tip. He felt himself swell even further, his balls drawing up tight as she continued to stroke him. 

With her other hand, Paige pulled the top of her dress down over her shoulders. She expertly unfastened the clasp of her bra and let it fall away, letting her perfect breasts spill out, her nipples already tight and hard. Pete couldn't help himself, he reached out to touch her, wanting to feel the weight of them in his hands.

But she smacked his hands away, shaking her head.

"Naughty boy," she scolded. "You don't get to touch those.  Not yet, at least."

Pete whimpered, a small sound of frustration and protest. He was so turned on, his need for release building with each passing moment.

Paige slowly eased down to her knees, her eyes never leaving his.

"Do you think I should take care of this for you, baby," she asked, spreading her legs apart slightly. "Have you been good?"

He could see the wetness glistening on her thighs and he groaned deep in his throat, unable to tear his gaze away from her.

"Yes," he gasped, as she continued to stroke his cock with just her thumb and finger.

"Please," he begged, not caring how desperate he sounded. He needed her so much in that moment, he would have done anything to be inside her.

Paige's lips curled into a wicked smile as she reached down and slowly traced her fingers over her clit.

Pete's breath hitched in his throat as he watched her touch herself, his cock throbbing painfully between her fingers. He couldn't take his eyes off of her, her fingers moving in slow circles over her slick folds.

"Mmmmm, but you haven't, have you?" she said, stopping her strokes and squeezing it painfully.

"Ahhh," Pete groaned, looking down at her. "What do you mean?"

Paige continued to slowly cirlce her clit with her fingers, letting out a sigh.

"Did you think I didn't see you tonight? See you drooling over Darren's girlfriend," she continued. "Staring at her tits like you wanted to bury your face between them. Were you trying to embarass me, Pete?"

Pete inhaled sharply, realizing that his wife had caught him. But it had just been a quick glance, he'd barely looked, he thought.

"No, I didn't mean to," he said weakly. "I just glanced that way and they were just.... there. I mean her dress didn't hide much, it was hard not to look."

Paige stared at him intently for several seconds before slowly beginning to stroke his cock again.

"Oh, I see," she said. "So if they're just sticking out then it's ok to ogle them in front of all of your co-workers?  Is that what you're saying?"

Paiges voice was still calm as could be, but Pete could hear the severity of her tone.  He stared down at her, watching how she was still working his shaft, squeezing more precum from his head.  He was so close!

"So with that logic, you would be ok if I stared at Darren's cock in front of all of your friends and co-workers? Because it sticks out too, Pete.  Mmmmmmm, believe me," she moaned softly, closing her eyes as if remembering her ex's cock. "It's really big, Pete.  And I'm sure he was bulging out of his pants when he was talking to me.  But I didn't ogle it, did I Pete?" she continued, her grip tightening on his cock. "I kept my gaze focused on his face like civilized people do. But you didn't, did you?"

Paige's words stung Pete like a slap in the face. Hearing her talk about how big Darren's cock was, that she could remember it so clearly, so fondly was devastating.

"Paige, I'm so sorry," he stammered, looking down at his wife. "I didn't mean to embarrass you. I swear."

Paige looked up at him with a look of disappointment.

"But you did embarrass me, Pete," she said, her fingers still working her clit.

Pete could see she was getting closer to her own orgasm as she talked, her body trembling slightly.

"I'm going to forgive you this time," she said, and Pete breathed a sigh of relief. 

God, he was so fucking close, he just needed her to speed up a little bit and he would finally be able to finish.

"But here's what I'm going to do," she said. "I didn't stare at Darren's substantial cock, while it was right there just inches from me.  I wouldn't disrespect you like that in front of all those people. But I'm going to think about it now, Petey."

Hearing his wife call him Petey, as Darren had, was like a dagger to his heart.  She knew how much he hated it, how much he despised Darren for the way he constantly chided Pete. Yet here she was, taunting him with the memory of her ex-lover, using his name as a way to rub salt into his already wounded pride.

"Mmmmmmm," Paige moaned, her eyese closed tightly now. "I'm going to think about how big that cock of his was, Petey.  How it felt in my small hands, just like...."

Paige opened her eyes and looked at her hand wrapped easily around her husband's cock, then let out a low, throaty chuckle.

"Well, not quite like this, I guess," she said, giving him a wicked grin.

Then she leaned closer, her lips barely an inch from the head of his penis, and whispered,

"I'm going to think about how it felt in my hand when I stroked it. How he would roughly grab me by the head with both hands as I waited for him to explode."

Paige was almost panting now, the pitch of her voice getting higher as she spoke, and her fingers moving faster over her clit.  Pete knew she was ready to climax.

"Oh, fuck," Pete whimpered, looking down at her, his humiliation drowned by his desperate need to cum.

"How I would --- UNGHH, beg for it!" she grunted, letting go of Pete's cock and pressing her hand hard against his stomach, bracing herself as her orgasm washed over her.

Pete let out a loud groan at the sudden lack of contact with his cock, looked down at his wife as she rode out the wave of pleasure. He saw her panting heavily as her trembling hands moved faster and faster against her clit.

"Oh, GOD!" she gasped, her body convulsing.

Pete couldn't help himself, he instinctively reached for his cock, desperate for just one more stroke to reach his own imminent climax.  But just as he did, Paige suddenly grasped each of his wrists and held them firmly against the wooden door behind him, leaving him unable to reach his pulsing rod.  His cock twitched, trying to reach her mouth, desperate for any friction at all.  He shoved his hips forward, pressing his swollen purple head against her lips and Paige opened her mouth, careful not to let him inside, but allowing his cock to bounce and twitch on her bottom lip as Pete finally exploded.

"Ohhh, fuck, fuck -- AAHHH!!" he cried out, as ropes of semen erupted from the tip, landing on Paige's lips and into her open mouth.

Pete heard his wife's moan and looked down to see his pulsating head dance and twitch on her bottom lip, his cum coating her tongue and lips, her mouth serving as a repository for his thick white seed. She swirled her tongue, tasting him, before closing her mouth and swallowing every last drop. She swiped the remnants of his semen from her lips with her finger and slowly sucked it clean, never breaking eye contact.

Pete's heart raced, his body still trembling from the intense orgasm. Her taunting words began to replay in his head as he tried to catch his breath. She'd brought herself to orgasm while fantasizing about jerking off Pete's nemesis' oversized cock. And then depriving his cock of any contact and almost ruining his climax, she teased him to orgasm as hard as he could ever remember cumming.

Paige reached down and gently took his softening shaft in her hand. She began to stroke him lightly, her eyes never leaving his.

"Did you like that, baby?" she asked in a sultry voice, her fingers still gently massaging him.

He nodded dumbly, his mind still a fog from the intensity of his orgasm. She finally stood up and pressed a gentle kiss to his lips, the taste of his own semen still lingering on her lips.

"I know you did, Pete" she whispered in his ear, the warmth of her breath sending shivers down his spine. "I know exactly what you like, what turns you on, baby." 

She stood back and looked him over, making Pete feel very self-conscious and exposed under her gaze. Her eyes hovered on his shrivelled penis and he almost reached to cover it, as he remembered how favorably she'd boasted about Darren's while downplaying his.

Finally, she let out a deep sigh and gave him a quick peck on the cheek.

"I'm really tired, I'm going to bed," she said, turning and strolling down the hallway.

Pete stood there, naked and dumbfounded, as he watched her go. He couldn't help but feel a sense of unease wash over him. Paige's games were always intense, but this one seemed particularly cruel, leaving him questioning what was or wasn't real anymore. 

She'd flirted with other men this evening, driving Pete crazy with jealousy, and then somehow turned it around to have him be the one apologizing to her.  He wasn't sure how much more of this he could take. 



And yet, as much as he wanted to deny it, her tormenting words had driven him to possibly the most intense orgasm of his life. It made no sense to him.

As he made his way to the bedroom, he couldn't shake the feelings of jealousy that continued to plague his mind. He loved her so much, but wondered if perhaps she regretted marrying him, was becoming bored and thought that she was missing out on enjoying other partners, men much younger and much bigger than Pete was.

That thought never left him, even as he climbed into the big cold bed next to her. 


Paige's Way Pt. 02

"Hmm, looks like we may be seeing a bit more of each other, hon," Paige said, still looking down at her laptop.

Pete glanced over from the television, turning down the volume of the college football game he'd been watching. The Fighting Irish didn't seem to have much fight in them today anyhow.

"What do you mean?" he asked.

"Well, I just got an email from your office manager.  They have a case they are working on and asked me to consult.  Something about a divorce case, not sure exactly what expertise they're looking for from me," she mused, typing away on her laptop.

Pete frowned, feeling a twinge of anxiety.

"Why would they need you to consult on a divorce case? I think I know that case.  I don't see how you could possibly be of any help," he said, a hint of irritation creeping into his voice.

"Not sure, but I guess you're firm is defending the husband who's wife is suing him," she replied, still typing away. "Not a lot of detail so far."

Pete watched her continue to type, apparently not planning on asking him how he felt about it.  Truth be told, he didn't want her anywhere near his office, didn't want other guys from the firm hitting on her, including her ex-boyfriend Darren. Or even Pete's boss, David Carson who was a partner at the firm and seemed to have taken a liking to Pete's beautiful wife at a recent work function.

Paige and Pete had been married for just a little over 4 months.  She was 27 while he was 42, a significant age difference but one that Paige claimed she didn't care about at all.  Said she felt a special connection to him that she hadn't had with other men, though Pete wasn't clear what that was.

That said, he had felt a growing anxiety and feelings of jealousy since their marriage, not only from her flirting with other men but some of the things she often talked about with Pete.  She did very little to hide her flirting, often seeming to taunt her husband with it.  Not necessarily in a malicious way, but often as if just to get a reaction out of her husband.

"I guess they want me there tomorrow morning at 9am," she said, looking up. "Can I get a drive with you? I'll chip in for gas," she laughed, closing her laptop.

"Yea, sure," Pete answered, still feeling a bit uneasy about the situation.

Paige had received her Master's Degree not long ago and was a registered Sexologist, apparently a branch of science that studies human behavior with respect to sexuality, sexual interests, and some other things that Pete actually wasn't even clear on. Prior to meeting Paige, he'd never even heard of a Sexologist.

His law firm had hired her for a case several months ago and during that time, she'd actually dated one of Pete's coworkers, Darren.  After their breakup, she and Pete had gotten together and married after a very brief courtship.  It was a whirlwind romance, but Pete had been head over heels for Paige from the start.

And now it looked like they'd decided to retain her services once again, which had Pete feeling more than a little nervous. He didn't say anything more about it though, tried his best to put on a "I'm happy for you face", but went to bed that night feeling very unsettled. It was the worst night of sleep he'd had in weeks.

The next morning, they drove to work together, making small talk along the way as Pete tried to hide his uneasiness. Paige was dressed in a tight-fitting pencil skirt and a blouse that showed off her ample cleavage. She knew she looked good, and as they took the elevator and walked the hallways to the main cluster of offices, she clearly reveled in the attention she received from the men she passed along the way. Pete gritted his teeth as he watched his co-workers stealing glances at his wife.

"Hi, I'm here to see David," Paige announced to the receptionist. "Oh, sorry.  I mean Mr. Carson," she said with a warm smile.

Pete felt his stomach clench hearing her refer to his boss by his first name, and he saw the surprise on the receptionists face at Paige's apparent familiarity with their boss.  A few seconds later, Pete saw David Carson appear from his office door.  

The middle-aged man had a warm smile on his face as he walked over to greet Paige. David was broad-shouldered and well-built, his graying hair only adding to his distinguished appearance. Pete couldn't help but feel a wave of jealousy wash over him as he watched the two of them greet one another.

"Paige, it's so good to see you again," David said, pulling her in close and hugging

her tightly. Pete's fists clenched at his sides, his stomach twisting in knots as he watched her large breasts squeezed between them.

"You too, David," Paige said, giving him a kiss on the cheek as they separated. "You look as dashing as I remember." 

David smiled down at her, his eyes greedily taking in every inch of her body.

"There now, you've gained some bonus points from me already," he laughed, touching her arm. "Well, let's get started, shall we?"

Pete watched them walk into David's office, his wife turning and giving him a wink just before closing the door behind them.  Pete stood there awkwardly, glancing nervously at the receptionist, who quickly lowered her head as if trying to lessen Pete's embarrassment after being ignored by their boss.

Pete quickly composed himself and shuffled down the hallway toward his own office.

"So how was your first day," Pete asked his wife as she came through their front door.

He'd left work just before 6 pm but Paige had messaged him to say she was quite busy and would just take an Uber home when she finished.  It was now just after 8:30 pm.  Pete had  made dinner and eventually ate without her, giving up on even trying to keep it warm for her.  

"It was good," she responded, kicking off her heels with a sigh as she sat down on the couch next to him. "A lot to do in a short amount of time. Looks like I will only be there for a week, maybe two at most."

He frowned, still feeling a bit wounded from the way she'd left him stranded that morning.

"You look exhausted," Pete said, concern creasing his brow. "You should have just let me pick you up. Or at least called and told me you were going to be so late."

"Sorry sweetie, time just got away from me," she said, leaning over to kiss him on the cheek. "I'm here now. And I missed you." she finished, giving him a loving smile.

Pete couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt for his earlier irritation as he looked into her warm blue eyes. She's been excited about her first day, so whining at being ignored by her as she met with her new boss was selfish on Pete's part. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close, feeling her soft curves press against him.

"I missed you too," he murmured into her hair, inhaling her familiar scent. "I just worry about you being out so late by yourself."

"I'm a big girl, Pete," she said, pulling away from him with a playful smile. "And besides, I wasn't alone.  David was there late as well.  He actually gave me a drive home."

Paige didn't make eye contact with him, focusing instead on taking her earrings off but Pete thought he saw a gleam in her eye. He didn't like the sound of her staying at the office late with his boss, who Pete had rarely seen stay at the office past 6pm, and certainly not getting a drive home from him.

"I see," he said, trying to sound casual. 

"Ughh, my feet are killing me," she sighed, swinging her legs onto the couch and resting her feet on Pete's lap.  "Will you rub them for me, baby?" Paige purred as she leaned back against the arm of the couch, closing her eyes.

"Yea, sure." 

Pete reached for one of her feet and began to gently knead it with his thumbs, moving in slow circular motions. He was rewarded with a sigh of pleasure from his young wife.

"That feels nice, Pete," she murmured, her eyes still closed.

He continued to massage her feet, his hands eventually moving to her calf and gently caressing it.  He could feel her muscles relaxing under his touch, and the smooth soft skin of her legs was starting to get him worked up.  

Something felt off though and Pete racked his brain to figure out what was troubling him. He continued to massage her legs, working from her calf up to her bare thigh, feeling his cock stiffening as he went, in spite of something he couldn't quite --- and then it hit him.

"Wait, where are your nylons?" he asked, looking down at her bare legs.

Paige opened her eyes and looked down at her legs.

"What do you mean?" she asked, feigning ignorance.

"Paige, you wore nylons to work this morning, I saw them," he said, his voice tight with suspicion. "So where are they?" Pete repeated, his eyes narrowing.

Paige locked eyes with him for several seconds before giving a little shrug.

"Oh, I took them off," she said, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "I got a snag in them, so I threw them away. I figured no one would notice since I was wearing a skirt anyway."

Pete nodded slowly, trying to suppress his irritation. He didn't want to overreact. He was beginning to feel like he was always jealous and feared at some point, she may get tired of his constant suspicions.  God knows, he didn't want to lose her.

"Ok," he said, trying to keep his voice steady as he continued to caress her thighs.

Paige stared at him with a sly smile and began to rub her foot against his crotch.  Pete could feel his cock beginning to harden as she massaged it through his pants.

"Did that get you upset, Pete? That I took off my nylons at work?" she continued teasingly, her foot pressing harder against his bulging cock. 

"No, of course not, I just -" Pete mumbled. 

"Just what, Pete?"

"It just caught me off guard, that's all," he said, returning to massaging her legs.

"Ah, I see," she said. "So you weren't feeling jealous then?"

"What? No, of course not," he lied, focusing on her toned thighs. God, they were soft and inviting.

"Mhm," she hummed, not convinced.

Pete felt her toes hitch under his belt buckle and begin to tug.

"Off," she ordered.

Pete's mood shifted immediately and he quickly unfastened his pants and slid them down to his ankles.  Paige ran her toes softly down the length of his shaft before tucking them in under his balls and nudging.

"Take it out," she commanded in a sultry voice, and Pete immediately fished his cock through the slit in the front of his boxers.

"Mmmm, that's better," she purred. "Now, where were we?  Oh right. You were just telling me that you weren't jealous.  Right?"

"No, of course not," Pete could feel his breathing getting more ragged.

"No? You weren't suspicious of me doing something behind your back?"

Pete shook his head, struggling to focus on massaging her legs as her she now pressed her feet on either side of his shaft and began to slowly stroke it up and down.

"Even after I stayed late after work? And then let your boss drive me home? Without my nylons?  That's ok with you, Pete?" Paige repeated with a raised eyebrow, still slowly stroking his cock with her bare feet.

"No, I wasn't. I just -- I'm fine, I trust you, Paige," he said, hearing his own voice and doubting the sincerity he conveyed.

She gave him a knowing smirk.

"I see," she said slowly. "Rub higher, baby,"

She nodded at his hands which were still just above her knees but had all but stopped moving.

"Sorry," he said as he re-started massaging, slowly inching further up her soft, creamy thighs

He watched her close her eyes and lay back further, before letting out a soft moan.

"Higher, baby," she whispered.

Pete couldn't take his eyes off the lust-filled look on his wife's face. The way she furrowed her brow and bit softly on her bottom lip as she arched her back, pushing her thighs further apart and giving him unrestricted access to her glistening sex.

He couldn't take it, he had to have her. Now.

Without a word, Pete scrambled onto his knees between her legs and leaned forward, placing a soft kiss on her inner thigh, close to where his hands had been kneading and caressing her. Paige let out a small moan of approval, urging him closer and reaching down to muss his hair.

He slid his hands up her outer thighs until he had a firm grip on her waist, her skirt now bunched up and exposing her bare pussy to him. He could see it glisten with wetness and Pete froze, his face just a couple of inches from her sex.  

Her pussy was bare.

"Paige," he croaked, his heart racing. "Where are your underwear?"

"What's that baby?" she cooed, arching her back to press her bare sex closer to his face.

Pete looked up at his wife and saw her staring back at him, her eyes wide and innocent, seductively biting the tip of her index finger. The slightest hint of a smile played at the corner of her lips.

"Your panties, Paige, where are your panties?" Pete demanded, his voice becoming more urgent.

In the midst of the panic that was quickly washing over him, he inhaled deeply and the musky scent of her arousal filled his nostrils causing his cock to twitch repeatedly against her inner thigh.

Paige gave his hair a gentle tug, encouraging him closer to her now quivering sex.

"I didn't wear any panties today, baby," she purred, her voice trembling slightly in anticipation.

Her fingers trailed down her body, tracing the curve of her breast and the flare of her hips before finally settling on her bare mound.

"I thought it would be sexy if I didn't wear any.  You know, in case I wanted to tease you at the office."

Pete couldn't help but stare as she slowly began to touch herself. Her fingers danced over her clit, teasing it into a hard knot as she moaned softly. He watched in fascination as she spread her pussy wide, revealing the deep pink flesh inside. He could see her wetness glisten in the dim light of the living room, and despite his inner turmoil he ached to taste her.

She was so wet, so swollen, and smelled so unbelievably fucking good.  That smell always made his head spin, making it difficult to focus on anything else. Paige must have sensed his hesitation, because she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him even closer to her inviting entrance.

"You're -- you're really fucking wet," he groaned, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. It was true; she was dripping with desire. He could see it glistening on her labia, begging to be tasted.

Pete hesitated for only a moment longer before pushing his reservations aside and diving in, his tongue snaking out to taste her delicate folds. Paige's body bucked against him as he lapped at her juices, the taste of her deliciously sweet and tangy on his tongue.

"Oh fuck, Pete. That feels so fucking good," Paige moaned, her fingers gripping his hair as she ground herself against his face.

He worked her clit with his tongue, alternating between flicking and sucking on it, while his fingers delved deep inside of her. 

"Oh god, baby," she moaned, her breathing coming heavier now. "I need -- UNGHH -- I need to tell you something."

Pete wasn't sure if he heard her right, but nodded as he continued to feast on her pussy.

"When I was with David today," she panted, and Pete winced at hearing her speak his boss' name. "I thought about this.  Imagined him between my legs, just like you are right now, licking my pussy," she confessed, panting as she arched her back, pushing her hips up and against Pete's mouth.

He tried desperately to tune out her wicked admission, focusing his attention on bringing her to climax. He could feel his cock, still partially encased in his boxers, straining against the sofa cushion underneath him.

"Pete, I want you to fuck me like he would," she pleaded, her voice breathy and begging.

Pete's mind reeled as he processed her words. Was she really asking him to pretend to be his boss? To fuck her like she apparently fantasized his boss would fuck her? The thought made his cock throb and twitch, and before he could even process what was happening, he found himself tearing his boxers down and positioning himself between her legs.

He looked down at her, her blue eyes wide and filled with lust as she stared back at him. He could feel the weight of her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer to her.

"Do it, Pete," she urged, her voice sounding almost feral. "Show me how you imagine him fucking me." 

Pete hesitated for a moment, but the wild look in her eyes and the way her hips rocked against him made it impossible for him to deny her. With a growl, he thrust into her tight wetness, causing her to cry out in ecstasy.

Pete set a punishing rhythm, pounding into Paige with everything he had. She began to frantically unbutton her blouse before finally tearing it away, buttons bouncing every which way. She yanked her bra down, making her tits spill out over top of them.

Pete looked down at his wife, saw her tousled hair and expression of raw hunger, and marvelled at how slutty she looked right then.  He doubled down on his powerful thrusts, violently bottoming out inside of her as he watched her tits bounce wildly. 

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, yessss!" she cried out, her eyes squeezing shut. "That's it baby, just imagine it.  Imagine David seeing -- AAHHH -- seeing my tits bounce for him while he fucks my tight pussy!"

"UUNHHHH," Pete grunted loudly through gritted teeth, feeling himself close to the edge.

"Yea, you like that? You want him to fuck me don't you, baby?" she panted, now staring up at Pete eagerly. "It's ok, baby, I want it too. Want to feel his thick cock stretch me out.  Do you want to watch us, Pete? Would you like that?"

Pete's mind reeled at her filthy words as he continued to slam into her like a madman.

"Show me," she wailed, "Show me how much you want that. Cum inside me baby, just like you want your boss to,"

Pete couldn't help the image that flashed though his mind, his boss David Carson towering over Paige on their sofa, holding her ankles high in the air, while he dumped his load deep inside of her pussy.

"UUHHNNNNNNGG!!" Paige screamed, her pussy clamping down on Pete's cock as she came hard, her juices pouring out and coating his cock.

The incredibly sexy sight of her face while she climaxed, paired with the image of his boss ravaging his wife, sent Pete flying over the edge.

He roared as he came deep inside of her, his cock twitching and spurting jet after jet of hot, sticky cum into her willing pussy. Paige moaned loudly and Pete watched in awe as her face contorted in pleasure, her orgasm continuing to send shockwaves through her entire body. Her nails dug into his shoulders as she shuddered beneath him, her climax milking every last drop of cum from his cock.

Finally, she relaxed, her head lolling back onto the couch cushion as she panted heavily.

Pete remained inside of her for a moment, feeling her still clenching tightly around him as he tried to catch his breath.  He looked down at her, his eyes taking in every inch of her flushed skin and disheveled hair. God, she looked so fucking sexy.

Her heaving breasts glistened with sweat, her skin flushed from her orgasm, as her hair splayed around her with just a few loose strands sticking to her glowing cheeks. Pete slowly slid his cock out of her, her juices coating his shaft as he pulled back and collapsed on the couch next to her.

Paige opened her eyes and turned her head slightly to look at him. Her eyes looked glazed over and a satisfied smile parted her lips as she reached for him, lightly brushing his still-hard cock with her hand.

"Did you enjoy that, baby?" she asked.

Pete could only nod, still too out of breath to speak. His mind was racing, unsure of just how he felt, but too numb to think as he basked in his afterglow.

"I thought so," she said, before nuzzling her head against his neck and letting out a satisfied sigh.

They lay there for several minutes, just listening to the sound of their own heavy breathing before Pete eventually let himself drift off to sleep, his arms wrapped loosely around his wife.

