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Istepped in from the garage and heard an odd sound. It sounded like Annie, but it didn't sound like anything I'd ever heard from my wife before.

I decided to close the door quietly. She might've already heard me stepping through from the garage, but then again, maybe not. It sounded like she was pretty absorbed in some conversation, and if she was absorbed in a conversation then I was curious. I wanted to know what she was talking about.

I practically tiptoed my way across the laundry room and into the kitchen, but she wasn't waiting in there. Which meant she had to be in the living room.

I paused and listened. It definitely sounded like she was talking to somebody, but it didn't sound like anything I'd ever heard from her before.

"Look, Rick, I don't care what we did last night. All I care about is we can't ever do it again. Don't you understand?"

I paused as I listened to what she was saying.

So here's a little interesting something about yours truly. Normally if a man heard something like that it would've been the kind of thing that cut him to his core. His wife cheating on him? Yeah, that was the kind of bullshit that would destroy most men.

But that's where I'm a little different from most men, because I heard that and it made my chest flutter and my heart dance. Not to mention it immediately had my cock getting rock hard.

I could scarcely believe she was admitting to doing something with another guy. I could scarcely believe that my wife had actually done something with another guy. It seemed impossible, she’d always been one hundred percent frustratingly faithful, and yet there was the confession right in front of me.

Because I got off on the idea of her getting with another guy. It's something I'd known about myself for a long time. A fantasy I’d always harbored as a secret fantasy in my heart of hearts. Something I never thought would actually happen, because Annie just didn't seem like that kind of woman.

"I know you want more, Rick," she continued. "But I just can't. What would my husband think?"

My cock was rock hard thinking about what was going on in the living room. Was she on the phone talking to someone? That was also odd for her. She was always more of a texting kind of woman.

Only clearly she was having a conversation with this Rick asshole about what she'd done.

I racked my brain trying to think of any Ricks I might know other than the one who ran around the universe with Morty, or the guy who showed up to tell me he was never gonna give me up when somebody sent a questionable link on the internet.

But there wasn't a Rick I knew about in the real world. At least nothing I could think of. Nobody she worked with. Nobody in our friend group.

Was this something totally outside the realm of our marriage? Like had she gone on a dating app or something and gotten with this dude?

I continued to rack my brain trying to figure out what was going on, and I was coming up with a big fat blank even as my cock was throbbing thinking of all the scenarios that might've happened.

I imagined her meeting him in some no tell motel. The kind of place that charged an hourly rate. The kind of place a nice girl from suburbia would never go, because it just wasn't what good girls did.

Only it sounded like Annie had been anything but a good girl.

"Look, Rick, we just can't anymore. Do you understand?"

I heard the rustling of papers. I frowned. Why would I hear the rustling of papers, and what was she even going on about? It's not what good girls did?

What was even going on in there?

I peered around the corner into the living room. I wasn't sure what I expected to see. Maybe her pacing back and forth across the living room with phone in hand, trying to reason with this Rick guy. Maybe he was threatening to go to her husband or something.

Little did he know the joke's on him, I was into that shit.

As I rounded the corner I imagined her meeting him in a hotel wearing a trench coat with nothing underneath. Because if I was fantasizing about this kind of sordid meet up, then why shouldn't I think about her wearing a trench coat with nothing on underneath?

I imagined him ripping her clothes off and throwing her down on the bed. Thrusting his cock into all of her holes. She wasn't a big fan of blowjobs with me, but of course she’d be more than willing to go down on this guy. She was always willing to do things with the guys in my fantasies that she’d never do with me.

That was part of the fantasy.

Then I finished rounding the corner and I saw exactly what was going on. I blinked a couple of times, not sure what to make of it.

Because there was my wife standing in the middle of the living room. She was pacing back and forth, sure, but she was pacing back and forth with what looked like a script in her hands.

And then she started back at the beginning, telling Rick that what they did was wrong or something like that. And as I watched her pacing back and forth, I realized there was something off to her voice. It was sort of a weird cadence that her voice took whenever I tried to get her to act out a fantasy situation in the bedroom. She got kind of an odd tone to her voice. Exactly the kind of odd tone that she had right now.

It's a little weird to say my heart broke in that moment, but my heart did break just a little in that moment as I watched what she was doing, pacing back and forth and talking about my ultimate fantasy. But of course my ultimate fantasy hadn't happened.

It was weird to be upset that my wife wasn't cheating on me, but again, I never asked for that fantasy, yet here it was. Living rent-free in my brain.

Finally, she turned in the middle of her pacing and caught sight of me standing there, leaning against the wall and grinning at her. She jumped and the pages in her hand went flying, letting out a rustling sound as they flew down to the floor below.

Thankfully, it looked like they were stapled together. Clearly, she was just going through a scene or something. Not a full script for whatever play she was rehearsing.

It wasn't any television show or movie I recognized. Maybe it was a play. I seemed to recall her saying something about how there was a local community theater play she was interested in getting involved with. I was a little surprised she'd actually gone through to the point of getting a script for the thing, but all the pieces were starting to come together.

And I guess I was just a little relieved she hadn't actually cheated on me. It was one thing to fantasize about her getting with another guy, but in that fantasy I'd always imagined I’d be right there with her while she was engaging in the ultimate forbidden scenario. The thought of her going out into the world and doing that without me did hurt. For all that it was still a turn-on as well.

"You're home," she said, staring at me, her chest rising and falling. Like I really had startled her.

"I do tend to do that after work," I said, cocking my head to the side and smiling at her.

She looked over to a clock on the wall. One of those ornamental things that wasn't really necessary in an age where everybody had smartwatches and smartphones, but it was a quick way for her to figure out what time it was. She frowned.

"Shit, I lost track of time.”

"Oh yeah?" I said, taking a step forward and pressing against her. "So were you afraid I was going to find you in bed with Rick or something?"

She looked up at me. Her eyes went wide. Her mouth worked, and she seemed stunned for a moment.

"How did you..."

"I heard some of your lines you were working on when I came in," I said with a shrug.

"Oh," she said. "I see."

"So anyway," I said, staring down at her, feeling her body pressed against me.

I always loved feeling her body pressed against me. She was athletic, but she had curves in all the right places, if you catch my meaning. I stared down into her beautiful blue eyes with her dark hair framing her face. I’d do anything for this woman.

"So were you going to tell me you were actually going out for this play or whatever?" I asked.

"I mean, I did tell you I was interested, didn't I?" she said.

"I suppose you did," I said.

"So what did you think of my performance?" she asked, biting her lip.

And I realized I was in a little bit of trouble here. Because while I thought her performance was very interesting back when I thought she'd actually cheated on me, at the same time, it wasn't the greatest performance in the world once I realized she was just running lines from a play.

Shit. Now I was on the spot, and my wife was the kind of woman who could totally tell when I was bullshitting her.
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"What did I think?" I asked, desperately stalling for time while I tried to think of some excuse I could use that would keep me out of getting in hot water with the missus.

"Of my performance, silly," she said, putting her hand up against my chest as she pressed against me.

Which also had my pressing up against her. God, I loved feeling my wife pressing up against me. I shivered as I stared down at her, and then I shook my head and tried to push those thoughts away.

"Come on," she said. "You heard me reading my lines, right? So what did you think?"

"I mean, they sounded like lines from a play," I said, still trying to think of something I could say to distract her. “What play is that from?"

"Why are you doing that?" she asked, frowning as she stared up at me.

"Doing what?" I asked.

Only I could already feel the situation spiraling out of control. I could already feel that I was losing it. She was looking up at me with the kind of look that said she knew I was trying to bullshit her.

"You didn't like it, did you?" she said.

"Who ever said I didn't like it?" I said.

"You're saying it," she said.

"I didn't say anything of the sort," I said.

"Well, you're saying it with your eyes," she said, staring up at me as tears started to gather in there. "I used to do drama in high school, and I thought it might be a fun hobby to get back into it. Community theater seems like it's pretty low stakes, you know?"

"Community theater is definitely low stakes. I think it's great that you want to get back into it."

"Yeah, but I was going to get back into it by going out for the starring role."

I hesitated in responding to that, and I could immediately tell hesitating was the last thing I should've done. Her eyes went wide again, and she looked even more upset than before. If that was even possible.

"I knew it," she said. "You don't think I'm any good."

"I didn't say you weren't any good," I said, trying to stop this from spiraling out of control even as I had no idea how I was going to do that. "I just... I mean… do you really think going for the lead role your first time out when you're just getting back into it is a good idea?"

"I knew you didn't have any confidence in me," she said.

This wasn't good. I was getting deeper and deeper into the shit with every passing moment.

"I have confidence in you," I said. "It's just that I know how these community theater places are. You have a bunch of people who've been going there and doing their thing forever, and some new person stepping in and trying to get a piece of that pie is just going to piss off the divas in that place. Right?"

She stared at me. She looked like she was really about to start crying, or about to start laying into me. I honestly couldn’t tell which one it was.

I looked down at the script on the ground, and then I did the only thing I could think to do in that moment. The only thing that could possibly come close to salvaging this crazy situation.

I reached down and picked it up, and then I read through the lines.

"Okay, so let's try the scene again,” I said. "You want to see me having confidence in you. Well, I have so much confidence that I'm going to read lines with you, and you're going to get this part."

She continued staring up at me. She glanced down for a moment, and then back up, the faintest hint of a smile on her face.

"Are you sure you want to read lines with me because you have every confidence in your wife? Or do you want to read lines with me because you're horny and you want to impress me enough to get some?"

I glanced down to my cock, and I blushed as I realized what was going on here. As I realized that maybe I'd been a little too excited as I hugged her. Or I’d already been excited when I hugged her, and there was no way she’d miss that excitement.

I was just relieved she wasn't making a connection between the way I'd been turned on just now and her going through a scene that centered around her getting with another guy.

That was another thing about me. I'm a coward, through and through. I'd always been terrified at the idea of letting my wife know about my little fantasy, and so I'd always kept quiet about it. I figured it was better to shut up and not risk getting a divorce when she found out that when I was giving myself a little bit of a favor in the bedroom when she wasn't around, it was usually while I was thinking about her getting hot and heavy with someone else.

I took a deep breath and let it out.

"I'm doing this because I want to help you out. You're my wife. I'm supposed to want to help you out, right?"

"Right," she said. “But we only have the one script.”

“Then you're going to have to go down to that community theater and you're going to have to get another script, aren't you? I said.

"Maybe I will," she said, still staring at me

Her eyes darted down again. I had a pretty good idea what thought was running through her mind, but I didn't care. No, all I cared about was that I got her off my back with all of that bullshit about not having any confidence in her, and I really didn't want her to think about why I was so turned on after I'd been listening to her doing a scene about her cheating on some imaginary husband with another guy,

"Fine," she said. "We can read the scene, and we can do it now.”

“But didn’t you say you needed to go to the theater?”

“You said that,” she said with a twinkle in her eye. “This is the modern world. I have a copy of that in my e-mail. If I want to rehearse a scene with you then all I need to do is print off another copy.”

"Well, okay then," I said, wondering what I was getting myself into.

At least it was a Friday night, though I'd been looking forward to a Friday night that was date night rather than a Friday night that was going over lines for some play I didn't think my wife had a prayer of getting a part in. Especially if she was going for the starring role.

I also wasn’t going to breathe a word of my doubts to her considering the way she'd just freaked out on me. No, I was going to take that stuff to the grave.

"Okay," she said, and then she got a grin that seemed to light up the room. She started bouncing in a level of excitement I hadn't seen from her in a good long while. "I can't believe we're doing this. I'm going to get the lead. I know it!”

"Have you ever been the lead in a play before?" I asked, figuring that was a safe enough line of questioning without getting into whether or not I thought she had a chance of getting the lead part in whatever she was going on about now.

"I've told you about that before," she said. "I was Audrey in Little Shop of Horrors my sophomore year. That was a big deal. They don't like giving out those parts to just anyone, and I got it as a sophomore."

"So was that the plant or the girl?" I asked. "It's been a while since I saw the movie."

She turned and glared at me. "Obviously that was the main love interest, not the plant. That's a totally different kind of voice."

"Just making sure," I said, and then I paused for a moment. I figured I was walking dangerously close to territory that could get me in trouble, but I also figured this was territory that might be safe enough. "So did you have the lead role in any of your other drama productions back in high school?"

She rolled her eyes at me, and I knew I'd said the wrong thing. "Come on, Mike. How many times have I told you about this?"

I racked my brain trying to think about what story she told me from her high school days that I was supposed to be remembering, but I was drawing a big fat blank.

There'd been a lot of drama she had to deal with back in high school, and I'd heard about a lot of that drama in a massive info dump when we were on our way to her ten year high school reunion.

The problem with that being a lot of that info dump hadn't stuck with me. I'd learned that one the hard way when I ended up striking up a conversation with some girl named Carol, who it turns out Annie totally had a frenemies thing going with for years back in the day. Including one of them supposedly allegedly stealing the other's boyfriend.

I'd walked into that one when Carol started chatting me up, and she got really interested when she realized Annie was my wife. Then Annie had stepped in with murder in her eyes.

I think it worked out in the end, though. She was so happy at having an excuse to throw down with Carol and get into it that she didn't have a complaint at all by the end of the night, and she'd practically ripped my clothes off when we got back to the hotel later that night.

But I was getting distracted.

"I've told you about this before," she said. "The drama teacher I loved ended up quitting, and a new lady came in who totally didn't understand my talent."

"I see," I said, wondering if this lady had a true understanding of my wife's acting talents, and that was part of the problem. But again, that was a thought I kept to myself.

"Now come on," she said, her eyes lighting up as she stared at me. "We're going to go print off a script for you, and then we're going to go over lines."

"Great," I said, trying to smile and feeling a touch annoyed that I'd managed to get myself dragged into this.
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Okay. So I really wanted to go over this scene, but…

Annie paused. She started to chew on her lip, which was an interesting look. I’d always loved it when she did that. There’d been one time when she chewed on her lip for the first time before reaching down to pull her shirt up, and her tits sprang free because she was just wearing a tank top. It was a date night where I’d come over to her house and…

Okay. I was getting distracted by the sexy. That was a problem I had when dealing with my wife. We’d been married for five years now, and still. Every time I looked at her, I wanted to throw her down on the bed and have my way with her.

Thankfully, she was usually willing to be thrown down on the bed so I could have my way with her. My throat went dry. Right now, hearing her talking about getting with another guy, even if it was in the context of reading lines for a play, had really done a number on me.

Imagine thinking your wildest fantasy had finally come true and then discovering that maybe it wasn’t entirely true, but you at least got a little taste.

That was the situation I was in, and I found myself dealing with one hell of a case of blue balls. Even though I hadn’t done anything with my wife other than hugging her close.

“What’s the scene?” I asked, looking down at the pages she’d printed off.

I was glad she hadn’t printed off the whole script. Though if I was going to help her with lines for her audition then I was probably going to have a full copy of the script at some point. I really wanted to read the whole script and figure out what was in this play, because it already seemed like it was featuring some pretty risqué stuff.

“This is the scene that comes before the one I was rehearsing,” she said. “I was going over that one because it has a couple of monologues, and it was something I could practice on my own.”

“I see,” I said, looking down at the pages and idly flipping through them.

Then what she’d said really hit home. This was the scene that came before the one she’d been practicing when I caught her going over her lines. A scene where she admitted to cheating on her husband with another man. With this Rick guy.

And as I looked down at the pages in front of me? I could see Rick’s name all over those pages.

Goosebumps rose all over my body. A little shiver ran up and down my spine as I stared at those pages. As I wondered what was in store for me here. As I looked up at her and arched an eyebrow.

“So is this like a kissing scene or something?” I asked.

“Or something,” she said, grinning at me. “I don’t think this scene is going to be part of any audition, but I think you’re going to enjoy rehearsing it with me.”

That little tingle ran up and down my spine again. She thought I was going to enjoy rehearsing this scene with her. Which naturally led me to wonder what was going on in this scene that she thought I’d enjoy it. I really wished I could look through the whole thing, but I was going to have to go in blind.

“Okay. So you’re going to be taking the part of Rick, obviously,” she said. “And I’m going to be Claudia.”

“Okay. Rick and Claudia,” I said. “Seems like a silly name combination.”

“Why’s that?” Annie asked.

“Claudia seems like a fancy name. Multiple syllables. That kind of thing. Rick sounds like a guy who runs a garage in the barn behind his house out in the countryside, and he fixes up cars in between going out and hunting deer or something.”

Annie rolled her eyes. Clearly she didn’t like my characterization of Rick and Claudia.

“Come on, honey,” she said. “This is serious stuff. This is one of the greatest plays of the twentieth century.”

“Really?” I said, looking down at the pages.

“Come on,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Everybody has heard of Dog Days of Winter.”

“Isn’t it supposed to be dog days of summer?” I asked.

“Yeah, the playwright was being clever with the name.”

“If that’s the kind of clever writing we can expect from this thing…” I said, trailing off there at the end.

“Look,” Annie said, getting a look that said I was pushing things. “Are you going to help me wit this or not? Because right now, everything you’re doing with this smartass routine isn’t helping. At all.”

I took a deep breath and let it out. I looked to my wife. She was dead serious about this. As she should be if she really wanted this part.

“You’re right, of course. I’m not being very helpful here, and I’m sorry for that.”

“You should be sorry for that,” she said.

“So we’ll go ahead and read these lines, and I promise I’m going to keep my big mouth shut when it comes to any commentary about the playwright’s ability.”

“You’d better,” she said. “Because Dalton Anderson is one of the greatest.”

“Really?” I said, looking down at the pages. “This is a Dalton Anderson thing?”

“It is,” she said with a sniff.

“Never heard of this one,” I said. “Then again, it doesn’t seem like the kind of thing we’d read in seventh-grade literature class when we were going back and forth reading paragraphs in The Outsiders.”

“Your’e doing it again,” she said, shooting me a warning look.

“Sorry,” I said, holding my hands up defensively. “That’s the last time. I promise.”

“It better be, Mister,” she said, positively glaring at me.

Annie took a deep breath, then she let it out. Then she took in another deep breath, and she let it out again.

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

“No,” she said, though maybe she said it just a touch too quickly. “There’s nothing wrong. Nothing wrong at all.”

She let out a nervous laugh. I merely stared at her, because she could say there was nothing wrong all she wanted, but everything about the way she was acting said there was something wrong here.

“Come on, Annie,” I said, reaching out to touch her shoulder. I very pointedly didn’t look down at the pages in my hand. They practically burned as they sat there between my thumb and fingers, but I wasn’t going to look down at them. Even if I was burning with curiosity about what was going on between those pages.

“Okay, fine,” she said, letting out a sigh. “Clearly you’ve never heard of this play.”

“Yeah, clearly I haven’t,” I said. Then an idea struck me. “Is there something in these pages that would make it inappropriate for seventh grade reading? Even if we were forced to read some Dalton Anderson stuff?”

“Maybe,” she said, looking away from me and talking in a quiet voice that said there was definitely something in these pages she thought would upset me.

I thought about the conversation with Rick she’d been practicing. Her monologue about cheating on her husband with him, and how it was wrong. How they could never do it again. All that bullshit that would probably be proved wrong the moment their passions overtook them and they decided to do it anyway.

That had me wondering if there was something that happened with Rick on the stage. Which had my cock twitching.

“Annie. You know I don’t have a problem with you going out and doing things. We said we’d never hold each other back, right?”

I felt like I needed to comfort her, though I wondered that she needed comforting at all.

“Yeah,” she said, looking away from me and still talking in a quiet voice. Her hands moved to her arms, and she rubbed them up and down her arms like she was cold or something. Okay. There really was something weird going on here.

“And if this is something you want to do, I’m not going to stop you. I’m not going to be upset about it.”

I was trying to strike a balance here, because I had the sudden overwhelming feeling there was something going on in the pages of this script that would come very close to getting to watch my wife live out the fantasy I didn’t dare tell her about. At the same time, I also had the overwhelming feeling, the same one I always did, that I shouldn’t say a damn thing that would let her know about the fantasy running through my head.

There was also always a voice that told me I should go ahead and tell her, but I was always terrified that would end our marriage.

“You’re sure you’re not going to be upset about anything that happens when we’re rehearsing this?” she asked, looking up at me with eyes that seemed so hopeful it made my heart break.

“I’m certain there’s nothing we can rehearse that’s going to upset me,” I said.

What I left unsaid was that I desperately wanted to know what this scene was going to involve. My cock was rock hard. Maybe it would involve them actually acting out the forbidden moment when Claudia decided to give herself to Rick.

I’d heard of plays that went that far.

I didn’t think a community theater play was going to go that far, but I imagined community theater had gotten a lot more permissive in recent years. It seemed like people didn’t give a shit about that sort of thing anymore, so why not do it in the East Bumfuck Suburban Community Players, or whatever it was this place was called?

“Okay,” she said, smiling at me. She still seemed uncertain, but she also seemed happy. Meanwhile, I didn’t know what to make of any of this. “Let’s make this happen.”
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“Okay, so how does this work? Where do you want me to stand?” I said.

I’d never been involved in a drama production. I took speech and debate back in high school rather than the drama class, even though I’d heard that the drama people supposedly had a whole hell of a lot more fun getting their public speaking credit than the speech and debate crowd did.

It didn’t help that the speech and debate teacher was a day drunk who was constantly trying to sneak a little bit of something into his coffee. Everybody knew what he was doing. Even the sheltered kids who wouldn’t know the smell of alcohol. Especially the unfortunate kids who had functioning alcoholic parents.

“No, I think we just need to sit down and go over it at first,” she said.

“Well, okay then,” I said. “Where are we going to do it? The living room? Over the kitchen table? Don’t they call it a table reading?”

“They do,” she said. “But this is more practice than a table reading, and it does take place in a bedroom.”

My heart and cock twitched at those words. The scene took place in a bedroom. I imagined my wife going through this scene with some random guy I didn’t even know in a bedroom. I wondered how far she was willing to take things. I wondered how far the scene would ask her to go.

I pushed those thoughts down. Because there was also a part of me that said there wasn’t a chance she was going to get the lead in a community theater play, no matter how much I might want her to get that lead now that I knew the kind of scenes I could look forward to.

“So you’re telling me you think it would be better to do the scene in our bedroom?” I asked, licking my lips.

She looked up at me, and she seemed so unsure of herself. Like she’d love to do that, but she was afraid to even bring it up.

“Are you sure this isn’t going to upset you?” she asked.

“Why would I be upset?” I asked.

“I mean, we’re talking about me doing a scene with another man where things are going to get pretty hot and heavy in a fake bedroom. It’s part of the reason why the play was so scandalous when Anderson wrote it back in the ’60s. It’s part of the reason why you never had to read it in your seventh-grade English class, for that matter.”

“I see,” I said, shivering at the possibilities.

I had to do a delicate balance here. On the one hand, I was right. It really did seem like this was going to be everything I’d ever hoped for if it turned out my wife was good enough to get the part. On the other hand, the last thing I wanted was to look too eager about her throwing herself headfirst into a part like this where she’d be getting hot and heavy with another man.

That wasn’t the kind of thing a normal guy enjoyed. I had to act like I was a totally normal guy. I had to act like this wasn’t a dream come true for me.

“So you really don’t have a problem with it?” she asked.

Anxiety twisted in my gut. It was the anxiety of knowing I was maybe going to be throwing my wife into a situation where she was getting hot and heavy with another man. It was the anxiety of knowing this was a way for me to have everything I’d ever wanted, and yet I couldn’t quite bring myself to say the words because it was crossing a line. It was the anxiety of saying something wrong and letting on exactly how eager I was to see her doing this.

Those feelings were rolling around in my stomach and twisting my guts to the point where I honestly didn’t know if I wanted to lean over and puke or throw my wife down, pull down her pants, and fuck her to deal with all the overwhelming sensations that were threatening me.

But I kept it cool. I didn’t do any of those things. I didn’t give anything up.

“Look, honey, this is obviously something that’s important to you. Like, you went out to a meeting at the community theater, right?”

“I did,” she said.

“You printed off the script, and you’ve been practicing it. I think it’s great to see you actually getting excited about doing something like this.”

“It is?” she said, blinking as she looked at me.

“Haven’t I been telling you for a couple of years now that you needed some hobby other than going to the gym or scrolling on your phone?”

I shivered again. Going to the gym with my wife was another one of those guilty pleasures. I always loved going because I could always count on seeing guys checking her out. Looking her up and down in those yoga pants she favored when she was working out.

She even just wore a sports bra, so her stomach was shown off to the world. And when she leaned over to do an exercise, I knew she was on display for the world to see. I knew there were other guys who were staring at her ass and thinking of all the things they’d love to do to her.

It had been a little secret outlet for my fantasy, but I hadn’t ever thought things would go this far.

“I know you love it when we go to the gym,” she said, taking a step closer to me.

The panic set in again. I worried she somehow knew what was going on. That she knew about the secret perving I’d been doing when we went off to the gym together.

“How do you figure?” I asked.

“I know you enjoy looking at all the hotties.”

“There’s only one hottie I enjoy looking at, and that’s my wife,” I said, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her close. “You’re well worth checking out.”

“Oh, really now?” she said.

“What, are you saying there aren’t guys checking you out at the gym?”

That wasn’t something I’d ever breathed a word to her about. Again, I didn’t want to do anything that might tip her off that I was aware of other dudes checking her out. That I was getting off on it, for that matter.

“I mean, it happens,” she said with a shrug.

“So do I have to worry about some Rick coming along and stealing you from me?” I said.

“What are you talking about?” she said.

“Maybe some big buff dude who’s way more ripped than I could ever hope to be?”

“You’re doing just fine, babe,” she said.

“You just said it yourself,” I said, really working up a head of steam and enjoying turning the tables on her. “I’m doing just fine. That’s not quite the same as looking like a god like some of the guys in there.”

“I’m pretty sure the guys who are ripped at the gym are gay,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Or on so much gear their dick and balls have shriveled up.”

“Not all of them,” I said. “And anyway, we’re talking about the play here.”

“I thought we were talking about my obsession with the gym,” she said.

“I’m trying to get into character here. Worrying about you finding some Rick out there.”

“But you’re supposed to be Rick in this scene.”

I blinked. “Am I?”

“Totally,” she said. “Now let’s focus on this. If you’re really okay with it.”

Again, she looked up at me. Her eyes darted back and forth like she was searching my eyes for some sort of truth. Some permission for her to go ahead and do this. Like she really wanted to do it, but she was afraid I was going to suddenly decide I wasn’t into it.

This was my golden opportunity. A way to act like I was a thoughtful husband who wanted my wife to go out there and enjoy herself while also getting to indulge in my fantasy on some level. Without telling her there was a fantasy I was indulging in.

Was it a little sneaky and underhanded? Maybe, but I didn’t care.

“I think that if you want to do this, then you should go ahead and do it,” I said. “And I think that if this is a play that’s a little risqué, well, it’s just you acting, right?”

“Right,” she said.

“It’s not like you’re actually going to fall for your co-star and hop into bed with him, right?”

“I mean, you hear about people doing that when they’re working together on a movie,” she said, looking off into the distance and biting her lip.

“Wait, what?” I said.

She burst into laughter. “You should see the look on your face right now.”

I wasn’t sure what the look on my face was right about then. Probably not what she thought, because the idea of her hopping into bed with one of her co-stars was an intriguing one, and the idea that she’d actually considered it to the point of joking about it was even more interesting.

“Very funny,” I said instead, playing the role of a lifetime. Acting like the husband who was being magnanimous about the idea of his woman maybe getting with another guy, even if it was just on stage.

“The point I’m trying to make here is this is just acting, right? And if it’s something you want to try, then I totally encourage you. I can get over myself enough to let you go on stage and do it all for the part.”

She stared at me for another long moment. A moment where her eyes were darting back and forth like she was searching my eyes for some sort of truth. And then she pulled me into a huge hug where she jumped up onto me and started peppering my face with kisses.

Which I didn’t mind, because it also had her grinding against me, and my cock was rock hard. Which she seemed to notice, because she pulled away and looked at me for a moment. As though she wasn’t sure what to make of that rock-hard cock in my pants.

Finally, she jumped down, blushing and looking slightly embarrassed.

“I really appreciate you being so understanding,” she finally said in a quiet voice. “So why don’t we get started with the reading?”

“Yeah,” I finally said, clearing my throat and trying not to think about everything that had just happened. “Why don’t we get started?”

Because holy fuck was I looking forward to whatever was about to happen.
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“What are you doing here, Rick?” Annie asked.

“You know what I’m doing here, Claudia,” I said, staring at her and trying to put a little bit of gravel into my voice.

She looked up at me and blinked a couple of times from across the table. It was a good thing I was looking at her from across the table. Otherwise, I was going to have some trouble. At the very least, she was going to notice the rock-hard situation that had developed in between my legs.

We’d decided to go for the table read for starters, but I had high hopes we’d wind up in the bedroom before all was said and done.

“What’s wrong?” I said, because she was looking at me like I’d definitely done something wrong.

“Why are you saying the line like that?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean, you were saying it all weird, like you were doing a voice.”

“Was I doing a voice?” I asked, frowning as I looked down at the pages.

“I just need you to read Rick’s lines,” she said. “You don’t need to do any acting. You’re not the one auditioning for the part, right?”

I looked up at her. She bit her lip, and she looked oh so sexy as she stared at me, chewing on her lip like that.

“I suppose not,” I finally said with a shrug.

“Okay, so let’s go ahead and get started again,” she said.

She looked down at the script in front of her. She rearranged the pages a couple of times. She took a deep breath and then let it out, and then she looked up at me.

“What are you doing here, Rick?”

I could only stare at her, utterly transfixed by the way she was talking. Right, so I’d known on some level that she’d been the lead in a play back in the day. Back before she had some drama with her drama teacher that ended with her deciding to leave the program. But knowing that she’d been the lead in a play and hearing her actually acting, actually putting some thought into her lines, were two very different things.

“Honey, what’s wrong?” she said, staring at me.

I blinked. I’d been staring at her, and then I blushed as I realized I’d been staring at her when I was supposed to be going over lines with her, damn it.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just got a little caught up in your performance.”

She was chewing her lip again. Only this time she looked like she was endlessly pleased that I’d gotten caught up in her performance.

“Really?” she said. “You’re not just saying that?”

There was so much hope in her voice as she said it. It made my heart break for her. Clearly she was putting a lot into the idea of auditioning for a community theater play. It didn’t seem like all that much to me, but clearly it meant something for my wife.

And I was going to do everything possible to make sure everything worked out for her.

“You were doing amazing,” I said. “I was utterly transfixed by your performance.”

“Okay, now you’re being a flatterer,” she said.

“I am not,” I said.

“You’re supposed to be my cheerleader,” she said. “You’re my husband. That’s what you do.”

“I mean, maybe I am supposed to do all that,” I said with a shrug. “Doesn’t change the fact that I think what you’re doing here is amazing.”

“Okay. We keep getting distracted,” she said. “I really need to do this without you interrupting.”

“Okay,” I said. “Then let’s do this. No more interruptions. Promise.”

She stared at me for a moment, and then she looked down at the page.

“What are you doing here, Rick?”

“You know what I’m doing here.”

“But you can’t be here.”

“I don’t care if I can’t be here. I know what you want.”

She looked up at me and held my eyes for a moment. Meanwhile, my cock throbbed under the table. She was doing such a good job of acting this scene out that I wasn’t seeing Claudia having a scene with Rick where she was thinking about cheating on her husband. No, I was thinking about Annie acting out a scene where she was cheating on me. Where I was sitting at home, happily oblivious to the idea that my wife was cheating on me.

Though I wouldn’t really be happily oblivious if I didn’t know my wife was cheating on me. No, I’d be upset that I didn’t know my wife was cheating on me.

“You can’t be here, Rick,” she said, looking down and away. “I’m a married woman.”

“That didn’t matter to you a couple of nights ago, did it?” I asked.

She blushed. I wondered if that blush was for the scene, or if she was actually able to make herself blush on demand. If she was able to make herself blush on demand, then I was going to be seriously impressed at her abilities.

“You need to go,” she said.

“Are you sure about that?” I said.

I looked at the blocking instructions. If this was the actual play, then at this point whoever was playing Rick would be stepping forward and putting his arm to one side of her. The arm that was facing away from the audience, because they needed to be able to see him pressing her up against the wall.

I turned my attention to Annie. I took in everything she was doing. All the choices she was making.

Her chest was heaving, and looking oh so distracting. She stared at me, and again I wondered if this was acting or if she was really getting into it.

Then I moved on to my next line.

“Tell me to go one more time,” I said. “Tell me you don’t want this and I’ll leave. But I think we both know you’re not going to do that, Claudia.”

I stared at Annie. She stared right back at me. Her breathing was definitely in loud gasps now. That flush had nothing to do with her being embarrassed. I was pretty sure it didn’t have anything to do with her acting, for that matter.

“I think we should go ahead and do the scene standing up,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked, looking down at my paper and trying to take in some of the blocking. I wasn’t sure where I was supposed to stand.

“Yes, I’m sure,” she said. “We need to go into the bedroom so everything looks like it’s supposed to.”

I looked up at my wife. I took in everything about her. The flush on her cheeks. The flush that was going down to the top of her chest. The way she was breathing heavily. The way her mouth was falling open as she stared at me.

And I suddenly realized that I was being all kinds of an idiot for not just going along with what she wanted to do here. I licked my lips and then grinned.

“Yeah, I think this should go to the bedroom.”

So we did just that. A minute later she stood on the inside of the bedroom door, and I glanced down to get a basic idea of what I was supposed to be doing here. Then I looked up and I stepped through the door. We ran through everything again, only this time I kept close to her. It seemed like the basic direction for the scene was that I was supposed to keep her constantly on the move. She was supposed to be hunted. Chased through the scene, and if the way she was looking at me was anything to go by, she was enjoying it.

“I’m married,” she said, staring up at me.

It hit me like a bolt straight to my heart that went all the way down to my cock. I went as hard as a diamond as I watched her. As I took in everything about her.

And she wasn’t Claudia in that moment. No, I was looking down at my beautiful Annie. I was thinking about how many times I’d dreamed of some dude getting her in a situation exactly like this. It was an intense moment. It was weird realizing my fantasy, only I was acting out a scene where I was acting out the fantasy.

I took a step forward and I put my arm out. I had her pressed up against the wall, and there was no way she could miss the way my hard cock was pressing against her.

She let out a quiet gasp. Her mouth fell open. Again, I didn’t think there was anything about this that was acting. No, she was staring up at me, and she was really enjoying this. We were blurring the line between the scene we were rehearsing and being husband and wife standing in our bedroom.

“Tell me to go and I will,” I said, winging the line because I couldn’t remember exactly what Rick was supposed to say here, but I had a general idea of what the words were, mostly. “But I don’t think you will.”

Her eyes locked on my own. Her mouth was still parted. I was grinding my cock against her now, and I was thinking how hot it was that I was grinding my cock against her. How hot it would be to see an actor grinding his cock against her, and how hot it would be if this was a real scenario where another man was grinding his cock against my wife as she practically begged him for it.

I knew what came next. I wasn’t sure if she’d move on to the kiss, but then she leaned forward and wrapped her arms around me like a woman possessed. It was like I was being attacked. She jumped up and wrapped her arms around me as she devoured my mouth. As her tongue shoved into my own and her body pressed against me. My cock was nestled in between her legs as I started grinding against her and stumbling back.

Then I hit the bed and we fell back onto it.

Was that part of the blocking for the scene? I had no fucking clue, but I sure as shit was going to go with it!
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Ihit the bed and fell back with Annie on top of me, or was it Claudia who was on top of me?

Honestly, I was losing track of who was who and what was what, but the only thing I really cared about was the feel of my wife on top of me. Or was it another man’s wife who was on top of me?

I’d heard about people really getting into the whole method acting thing, but this seemed to be taking it to extremes. Method acting in the service of a hot fantasy. Yes, please. I would totally take it.

Her hands were all over me.

“Oh, Rick,” she said as she started grinding her pussy into my cock, which had my cock twitching all over again.

Rick. She was talking to Rick. I knew it was a character in a play, but I also couldn’t shake the feeling that it was so hot that she was talking to another man instead of me.

I wondered if she even realized what she was doing, or if that was her lizard brain taking over and calling the shots.

I kept kissing her. I moved a hand down to her ass. She’d been in a tank top and a comfortable pair of shorts. The kind of thing she changed into after work. The kind of thing that was comfortable for wearing around the house.

Or for showing off for me.

I ran my hand along the gentle curve of her ass, and I pulled her against me. I kept grinding against her the entire time as well, moaning as I felt her body pressing into my own.

Then I rolled on top of her, still grinding against her.

“Tell me you don’t want this, Claudia,” I said.

She blinked. For a moment, I could tell she’d been pulled out of the fantasy. For a moment, it seemed like she was going to ruin everything, but then that moment was gone, and she was smiling a naughty little smile as she stared up at me.

“I’m married,” she said.

“I already told you I don’t care if you’re married,” I said.

Was this even in the script? I hadn’t read this far ahead. Maybe we were doing improv at this point.

Whatever, it felt good, and so I was going to go with it as I kept grinding my cock into her over and over. As she kept moaning. As she leaned up to kiss me again.

Only I didn’t give her the satisfaction of letting her kiss me again. No, I used my hold on her ass to press her down. I kept grinding my cock against her body. Against her pussy. I stared at her, but I didn’t kiss her.

“I don’t give a fuck about your husband, and neither do you, Claudia.”

Was I adding a little bit of a twang to my voice? Okay, maybe I was. In my imagination, Rick was a little bit of a redneck. I don’t know if that was my fantasy, or if that’s just the kind of guy I imagined being in a Dalton Anderson story.

“I shouldn’t,” she said.

“‘You shouldn’t’ isn’t ‘you won’t,’” I said.

“Oh, God, Rick,” she said, pulling me down towards her again.

We kept kissing. I kept grinding against her. I moved a hand up under her stomach and she twitched under my touch. Her breath came in deep gasps as I moved my hands up and up, and then I was finally cupping that paradise that was her tits.

She let out a quiet moan. She kept kissing me as I felt her breasts, and it was like I was feeling her in a whole new way as I ran my hand around her nipple and felt her up. Like I was looking at this through the view of another man getting to feel her up for the first time, and it was really doing something for me!

Was she Claudia? Was she Annie? Did it really matter who I thought she was in that moment, as long as the two of us were getting together like this?

I decided it didn’t matter, and I moved to pull her tank top up all the way. I pulled it up and over her head, but I kept it there where the shirt was keeping her arms pinned in place.

“There we go, Annie,” I said. “I’m going to fuck you good, and I don’t give a shit what your husband thinks about it.”

She bit her lip and moaned as I pulled her shorts down. The moan was louder this time, too. Was that because I called her Annie? Was it because she was so turned on?

Whatever. Her panties came right along with. I paused for a moment to look at my wife. To really take in everything about her. The way she was lying there with her legs splayed. With her pussy dripping wet and on display. She was really turned on. There was no denying that.

I guess this fantasy scenario, or method acting, or whatever the fuck it was, was really starting to get to her. Not that I was complaining.

Then I moved up to her tits and the tank top I’d pressed up over her head so her hands were sort of bound in place. She could totally get free if she wanted to, but she was playing along for now. And she was a sight to behold lying there on the bed, totally naked and at my mercy.

I quickly pulled my own pants down, undoing my belt buckle and letting them fall to the floor. I ripped my shirt right down the middle, the buttons flying in every direction, which earned a look of wide-eyed surprise from Annie as she stared up at me and bit her lip.

“What are you doing?” she asked, and I knew that was my wife talking. The woman who bought all my clothes. Who complained when I went through them so quickly that she had to buy more.

“I need you, Claudia,” I said.

I fell down on top of her before she could complain too much about me ripping one of my nice dress shirts. I lined up my cock at her entrance, and I held myself there.

“You’re mine,” I said, leaning down and kissing her.

She returned the kiss, moaning into my mouth. Which made me wonder if she was getting this worked up because this was a fantasy she’d always had, if she was getting worked up because she was learning something about herself, or if she was getting worked up because it was a fun roleplay and she was really starting to get into it.

I pressed my cock forward. In my mind, I imagined another man wanting my wife so much that he pressed his cock into her, and there was nothing she could do to stop him. It made me dizzy with lust as I sank into her. As I felt her pussy parting to either side. As I buried myself in her in a single stroke, which was a surprise.

She got turned on when we were having sex, don’t get me wrong, but it also took a little while to get her revved up and ready to go. I was surprised she was so turned on so quickly now.

I held myself there as I stared down at her. She bit her lip as she stared up at me, a blush coming to her face.

“We shouldn’t, Rick,” she said, turning to look away. Like she wanted to look away from her shame. Like the warring desires of being faithful and feeling another man’s dick buried inside her pussy were almost too much for her, and she had to turn away from that conflict.

Or maybe I was making shit up and filling my head with what I wanted her to think in this fantasy scenario. I held myself for another moment before I started jackhammering into her. Really fucking her like I knew she liked to be fucked.

And it didn’t take long for her to wrap her legs around me. She started moaning and begging for me to fill her. She kissed my face, but every time she kissed my face, she was moaning another man’s name. She was begging Rick to fill her. Begging Rick to take her and make her his.

And so I kept pounding her. I looked at her tits. I looked at Claudia the cheating wife. I stared at Annie, wishing not for the first time that she was cheating on me.

I was really fucking glad I decided to read some of these scenes with my wife because… hot goddamn!

Then she squeezed her eyes shut, and her mouth fell open. It was a quiet thing at first. When she came, it usually was a quiet thing, her body shaking, a gentle tremble running up and down her whole body as goosebumps rose all over her skin. It was something I’d been trained to see because I always liked to keep an eye on my lady and make sure she was having a good time while I was having a good time.

But I was surprised that this was enough to make her come. Usually, I had to do a little bit of oral stimulation to get her over the edge, but that obviously wasn’t the case this time around. No. Her body shuddered and shook, and she let out gasps that went from quiet to loud, and then finally she was tossing her head from side to side, her hair flying this way and that, and through it all she was begging Rick to fuck her over and over.

Begging Rick to fuck her. Not begging me to fuck her. Not begging her husband to fuck her.

I groaned as she squeezed her eyes shut and screamed as I kept pounding into her. Her tits flew up and down. They were moving for another man. I was filling her, and it was incredible, but it was also too much. This whole fantasy thing finally coming true was too much for me, even if we were just roleplaying and not actually doing it, and so with a final groan of my own, I buried myself inside her.

It was intense. Like, I know people talk about coming like it’s an intense feeling all the time, but this was… Well, more intense than anything I think I’d ever felt before. I knew it was because of the damned fantasy, but I didn’t care. I emptied myself inside her. I imagined another man emptying his balls inside her. I imagined her getting filled up with another man’s come and coming home to me, and I was none the wiser.

I stared down at her as she opened her eyes and locked them with me. It was like we were connected telepathically as both of us came in an intense feeling that washed over me and into her, and then back around into me again.

I don’t know how long we held ourselves there, but it was one of those things where time seemed to stand still, until it didn’t and I felt an aching in my arms and in my abs, and I realized that we’d gone harder just now than we had in a good long while.

Hot damn.
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Irolled off of my wife. I reached a hand over and grabbed hers and gave it a squeeze. She squeezed right back.

I stared up at the ceiling for a long while, losing track of time. I was still feeling little aftershocks of emotion, and even little orgasmic aftershocks running through my body. That had never happened before. A profound sense of exhaustion that had come over me. The kind of thing that said that had been a pretty goddamn intense moment I’d shared with my wife.

Finally, I turned to look at her. I took in everything about Annie, or was it Claudia? I couldn’t be sure which one I was looking at, but I did know she was beautiful. Her chest rose and fell. Her tits were still hard points. I loved looking at my wife topless. I loved taking in her curves. I loved every little thing about her.

Then I moved up to her eyes. She was smiling at me.

“What?” I asked.

“I was wondering how long it was going to take you to remember my eyes are up here, is all,” she said.

“Well excuse me for wanting to take in the view of a beautiful woman when I have the chance,” I said.

“Oh, I don’t fault you for that,” she said, showing an utter lack of modesty that she usually didn’t. Not that I minded her showing that utter lack of modesty. Not when she looked as good as she did in that moment.

“That was a pretty good time,” she said.

“You’re telling me,” I said.

“You finally got your wish.”

A cold chill ran through me that was every bit as intense as the orgasmic pleasure that had been running through me a moment ago. Terror seized my heart, and I worried that somehow she knew about the fantasy. Somehow she knew about how turned on I got thinking about her getting with other guys.

It seemed like the kind of fantasy that would be the end of the world for yours truly, but I didn’t dare give voice to it. I wanted to keep playing along and act like I had no idea what she was talking about.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

If I had to tell her about the fantasy then I suppose I could, but it seemed unfair that my marriage would come crashing down around me because of this stupid fantasy right when I’d gotten the closest I figured I ever would to actually getting to enjoy it.

“Aren’t you the one who’s always talking about how it would be fun to do some role playing in the bedroom?” she asked, hitting me with a sweet smile.

I let out a relieved sigh. Which had her frowning just a little. I probably shouldn’t have been letting out relieved sighs. That came too close to hinting there was something I was trying to hide from her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, totally picking up that I was trying to hide something from her. She was good at that sort of thing.

“I guess I was just thinking about how that was a lot of fun,” I said.

“It really was fun,” she said, “like I never thought of it in terms of playing a part, you know?”

“Yeah, I suppose it’s exactly like that. You get to be the star actress in your own little scene.”

“I like hearing it described like that,” she said, grinning at me.

“So if I would’ve buttered you up and talked about what a great actress you were, then you would’ve been willing to do this a long time ago?”

“You never know,” she said with a shrug and a smile. She leaned in and hit me with a kiss.

Meanwhile, all I felt was a profound sense of relief washing over me that went right along with that profound sense of orgasmic bliss that had been washing over me. She had no idea about that stupid fantasy. That was good. I didn’t see how she could’ve known about the fantasy. Nothing short of being able to read my mind would’ve tipped her off.

Then again, she was my wife. There were times when it felt eerily like she was able to reach into my head and pull thoughts straight out of it.

I wondered if that was something that only she was able to do, or if it was an ability all married women had. I’d talked to a couple of guys with wives, and they all seemed to think their wives could read their minds. So maybe it was just one of those things.

Either way, the last thing I needed was for her to be reading my mind right about now.

“Are you okay?” she asked. “Like, if I’d known you were this into the whole role playing thing I would’ve agreed to do it a long time ago.”

I shivered at her words. If she’d known I was so into it, then she would’ve done it a long time ago. That brought to mind some other things she might be willing to do if I was brave enough to tell her I was into it.

“Yeah, it was a lot of fun,” I said. “But mostly? I’m happy to help you out. I don’t expect it to end in the two of us banging every time or anything like that.”

“I mean, I can’t guarantee it’s going to end in us banging every time,” she said, giving my hand a squeeze. “But if you’re willing to do things like help me read my lines, then I’m more than willing to hop into bed with you.”

“Really?” I said, blinking.

“And who knows? If I get the part, you might not be the only Rick I’m hopping into bed with,” she said, hitting me with a wink.

She couldn’t possibly have any idea what it was doing to me. She couldn’t possibly be doing that on purpose, but she also couldn’t say something more geared to driving me wild. I loved hearing her talking like that. A delighted shiver ran up and down my body as I stared at her.

“Are you okay, babe?” she asked, staring at me intently.

I blinked. She’d been saying something. At least I was pretty sure she’d been saying something. She was looking at me like she was expecting me to respond, but I’d been so busy off in la-la land that I hadn’t been listening.

“I’m sorry,” I finally said with a shrug. “I guess I got carried away thinking about how beautiful you are.”

Was it the best line to recover? Not exactly. She gave me a look that said she knew I was bullshitting, or at the very least that I was trying to get away with something, but I didn’t care. Besides, she really was that beautiful. I stared at her and took another moment to take in all of her curves.

Though this time around as I took in those curves I thought about another guy getting an opportunity to take in those curves. Would that be in a play where a guy would get to take a look at her like this, wearing practically nothing? Or would she be wearing something tasteful like a set of skimpy pajamas or something when she hopped into bed with him? Or would it be lingerie or underwear?

And from there, it was easy enough for me to go from thinking about my wife hopping into bed with another man up on stage to thinking about a whole theater full of men getting a look at my wife wearing practically nothing.

I was really going to have to go through this play and figure out exactly what was expected of Claudia, because I really wanted to know what was expected of my wife as my eyes raked up and down her perfect body. I imagined an entire theater full of men with their own eyes moving up and down her perfect body.

“You’re really getting into this, aren’t you?” Annie asked, leaning in and kissing me.

I blinked. “What was that for?”

“Because you’re being such a supportive husband,” she said.

She pulled back and away from me. She bit her lip and chewed on it for a moment. That was always a look that caught my attention, but it really caught my attention now with her lying next to me in bed totally nude.

I thought about my come leaking out of her, and that naturally led to thoughts of some actor’s come leaking out of her. What if they started rehearsing a scene and things got a little too intense, just like they had with us? What if she got so caught up in the moment that she decided…

I pushed the thought away. I shouldn’t be thinking about that. The stupid fantasy was taking over again.

“I just think it’s so amazing that you’re being so nice to me,” she said. “Like I heard some of the other ladies down at the community theater talking about wanting to go for the part, but they worried their husbands wouldn’t like them doing this.”

“Why wouldn’t their husbands like them doing a play?” I asked with a shrug. “People do acting stuff all the time.”

“Well, yeah,” she said. “People do acting stuff all the time, but we’re talking about one of the most infamous Dalton Anderson plays ever put to paper. The kind of play that got picketed back in the day. I’m pretty sure there were a few states that even outlawed doing performances of this one.”

“Was it because he was a communist or something?” I asked.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

“It seems like there were a lot of writers back then who got put on a blacklist because people thought they were communists, and maybe some of them were, but I think it was mostly just assholes jumping at shadows.”

“Whatever,” she said. “I think it’s because of all the hot love scenes in the play.”

My cock twitched. I worried she was going to look down and see it twitching. That she might put one and one together and come up with two. The last thing I needed was for her to realize I was getting turned on thinking about her doing a play that was so infamous that it got banned in a few states back in the day.

“I just want to support you no matter what you do,” I said with a shrug. “Maybe those other guys can’t handle their wives going out and taking on the role of a lifetime, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to keep you from doing something because I’m jealous.”

“So you are jealous?” she asked, suddenly looking worried.

I stared at her, wondering how to even respond to that.
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Ifinally decided that honesty was the best policy, so I shrugged.

“I mean, I’d be lying if I told you I wasn’t a little bit jealous. If this play really is as steamy as you’re making it out to be, then I would be crazy if I wasn’t just a little jealous, right?”

The problem was that I was crazy. I was incapable of feeling jealousy, or at least I was incapable of feeling the kind of jealousy she was thinking about when she thought of guys getting upset about their wives opting into scenes with other men.

But she didn’t know that, and she wasn’t going to know that. Not if I had anything to say about it. Damn it.

“So you’re jealous but you’re not jealous?” she said, her face screwing up in obvious confusion.

“I mean, obviously I’m going to be a little jealous,” I said, trying to think of how a regular guy who actually did have problems getting jealous would react to this situation. Because inside? I was jumping with joy. Inside I was the proverbial kid in a candy store, thinking about how lucky I was that this was happening. “But again, this is something you really want to do, right?”

“It is,” she said, again biting her lip and chewing on it.

Like maybe she was worried I was going to change my mind and then she’d be in the same boat as all those ladies whose husbands didn’t realize how good they had it that their wives were going out for a part in a play where they were going to be getting pretty hot and heavy on stage with some actor.

I thought about the lucky bastard doing the acting. I wondered if there were guys who were going out for this part precisely because they knew they were going to get a chance to make out with some suburban hottie who was taking a walk on the wild side to relive some of the glory days from when they were in drama. Then I looked at my own wife and thought about her reliving those glory days.

“Well, I suppose I couldn’t ask you to not be jealous,” she said with a sigh. “That would probably be too much. Like, I don’t know any guy who’d be totally okay with this.”

She continued chewing on her lip. She also let out a little giggle that told me how ridiculous she thought the idea was of a guy who didn’t get just a little jealous at the idea of his wife getting hot and heavy up on stage. If only she knew how utterly not ridiculous that idea was, but I wasn’t going to say anything like that to her.

“But I suppose it’s even better if you get jealous over this sort of thing, but you’re going to let me do it anyway.”

“Of course,” I said.

I figured if I was going to get points over this, then I’d milk it for everything it was worth.

She stared at me for a long, considering moment. Then her eyes started to run down my body. Finally, they came to rest between my legs, and her eyes went wide.

I was focused more on her eyes than anything else. But then I turned my attention down to where she’d turned hers, and I blinked. Because my cock was hard and sticking straight up, ready to go. When I looked back at her, she was staring at me, chewing on her lip again.

Only this time as she chewed on her lip it was pretty damn clear she was enjoying the view. She glanced down and then back up at me.

“Well, somebody seems to be excited,” she said.

I shrugged. “What can I say? You said it was a hot play, didn’t you?”

“I did,” she said.

Her eyes darted back and forth as she stared at me. It was another moment where I worried she was going to figure out exactly what was running through my brain. Never underestimate a wife’s ability to read her husband’s mind.

Then she slowly moved one leg over me and pressed her body against mine, lying on top of me and staring down at me with her eyes darting back and forth.

“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate that you’re willing to let me do this,” she said in a soft whisper.

“You’re my wife. I’m supposed to be there for you,” I said.

It sounded plausible enough as I said it. Like the kind of thing a guy who definitely wasn’t into the idea of his wife getting with other men would say. But I also knew I was all kinds of an idiot for even continuing this conversation. I felt like I was walking through a minefield, and at any moment she was going to figure out what was going on here and this whole thing would blow up in my face.

But I also couldn’t stop myself from merrily traipsing through that minefield.

“I don’t think I can tell you how much I appreciate it,” she said. “But I think I can begin to try and show you.”

“You’re already doing a pretty good job of it.”

I was cut off as her mouth descended on mine. Her lips pressed into mine, and her mouth opened as her tongue snaked into my mouth.

I felt another familiar sensation down between my legs, or maybe it was a familiar sensation between her legs. It was something I was totally used to, is what I was getting at.

It was the feel of her pussy parting around my cock. One moment she was sliding down, and then I was buried inside her.

I wrapped my arms around her, closing my eyes and enjoying the sensations as I felt her body pressing into my own. It was one of those things that had happened plenty of times over our marriage, but it was also one of those things I never got tired of. No matter how many times it happened over our long marriage.

She started moving up and then down. I moved one hand down to squeeze her ass cheek. My body shivered as I pressed up into her. It was an odd sensation. My cock still had that freshly squeezed feeling that it got after I’d fucked my wife, but it somehow made the whole experience more intense than before.

She kept moving up and down, and her mouth kept opening to mine as her tongue pressed into my body and swirled around and around.

Up and down she bounced.

I imagined what it must look like from a different point of view. I’d taken video of the two of us a couple of times. I’d looked back on it and jerked off imagining she was with another man. For all that it was never quite the same. No matter how many times I watched her fucking me and imagined it was her fucking another man, I couldn’t get over the knowledge that it was just her fucking me. I was right there in the picture, after all.

But she kept moving up and down on my cock. Kept sliding up and down. I let out a quiet groan as I kissed her, and she bounced on my dick.

She finally pulled away from the kiss and stared down at me. Her eyes were darting back and forth as she stared into mine. Again, it was like she was searching for something.

Maybe she was wondering what kind of man could put aside his jealousy so easily. What kind of man could stare up at her and be totally okay with the idea of her being an actress in a play like that. Maybe it was something else entirely. I didn’t know what.

But she kept moving on my cock, and I groaned and threw my head back.

“Oh, fuck, Annie, you’re so good.”

“I know,” she said, grinning down at me.

I looked up at her and blinked. She looked down at me, bit her lip, and then giggled. Clearly she’d done that on purpose, and clearly she was enjoying throwing me for a loop.

“I mean, I’m going to have to start having confidence in myself if I’m going to be getting up on stage, right?” she said.

“You’re damn right,” I said, continuing to squeeze her ass as she did most of the work.

“And you’re doing such a great job of filling me with confidence.”

She looked down at me and grinned. It was a mischievous sort of grin. The kind that said she knew exactly what she was doing when she said that exactly like that.

“I’m glad I can be filling you with confidence,” I said, grinning right back at her.

I grunted again, and she arched an eyebrow.

“You’re really that close that quickly?” she said.

“I’m really that close that quickly,” I said.

I was surprised I was so close. Usually I was good to go for a little while when it was the two of us going for round two. Not that we went for round two all that often. We were married, after all. We had a bunch of other shit we had to do on a given day.

But we were doing round two now, and I was definitely feeling something as I grunted and thrust up inside my wife.

“Go ahead,” she said, leaning down and kissing all up and down my face. “Come for me. Come in me, Rick.”

I groaned one final time. It was her using another man’s name that finally pushed me over the edge. I thrust up inside her, and I was coming again. It wasn’t quite as intense this time around as it had been the first time around, but don’t get me wrong. It still felt pretty damn good blowing a load inside my wife. Even if it was dulled a little bit because it was the second time this had happened.

I held onto her as she kept kissing me. As I wondered what was going on here. I wondered if she’d called me Rick on purpose.

I decided I didn’t care. I just thrust up inside my wife, and I enjoyed getting to go two rounds in one day.

If this was the sort of thing I could expect from her auditioning for a play, then I was really looking forward to this new wrinkle in our sex life!
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Aweek later, I was driving home from work and it was pure torture. I tapped my fingers against the steering wheel as I thought about where I was going and what I was doing, or maybe it would be more accurate to say I thought about where I was going and what my wife was doing, because she was doing her audition at the community theater that was a couple of miles away from our house.

There were actually a few little theaters like that in our area. Places that had sprung up over the years because apparently there were a lot of former drama kids living in suburbia who wanted to relive a little bit of the old glory days, but they didn’t exactly have a Hollywood career or anything like that.

Which made sense. It was one of those professions where there were a whole hell of a lot more people who were interested in getting up on the stage and tickling the boards than there were opportunities to do that professionally.

So you had a situation where there were people who were doing it for fun, including my wife. Who was auditioning tonight.

I talked to her about it this morning, and she asked if I’d stop by and provide a little bit of moral support. Which had surprised me. I’d figured it’d be a closed audition, but she’d said there were all kinds of people who would be in the audience hanging out and watching. Mostly friends and family who were coming along to lend a little bit of support to loved ones auditioning.

I guess that made sense. It was a playhouse in the middle of suburbia, so why wouldn’t they allow husbands and wives and families to come in and get a look at the process? There probably wasn’t a way to get people to show up to audition without having a family-friendly environment.

I sighed as I looked at the GPS. Ten more minutes until I got there. Which meant I was going to be a little late, but I figured it wasn’t the end of the world.

I went back to tapping my fingers against the steering wheel. I thought about the audition that day. I thought about how my wife was going to be inhabiting the role of Claudia.

We’d fucked like crazy over the past week, going over the audition again and again. Though I noted that she mostly seemed to come back to that infamous scene where Rick pushed Claudia up against a wall and both of them were overcome with passion and ended up getting into bed with each other.

It was actually a scene where they got into bed with each other and rolled around. Of course the stage direction made it clear that nothing was actually supposed to happen. I’d even done some reading up on the play, and traditionally people were still in their boxers and underwear when they hopped under the sheets with each other for that scene.

Still, that had been more than enough to cause a scandal back when the play was brand new, and it was also enough to tell me exactly why we hadn’t covered this one when we were going over some of the great American plays back in middle school and high school. It was a little too risqué to wind up as part of the curriculum.

There were even some productions over the years that had drummed up some easy ticket sales by having their lead actress actually go topless. The scandal around that had lessened a lot over the decades as people got more comfortable about seeing tits up on stage, but it was still something that caused a little bit of a scandal when it happened.

There was even one production that had been off-Broadway back in the late ’90s where the guy had gone full dong out up on the stage. Apparently the dude was sporting a massive hog, and that had gotten as much press attention as anything else because, other than the controversy, apparently there wasn’t much to write home about with that particular performance.

It was enough to make me wonder exactly why this particular play was being put on out here in suburbia. If a playhouse that was normally known for putting on a family-friendly Christmas revue, and maybe doing some pretty tame summer stock, wanted to get a little bit of notoriety by putting on something that had been infamous when it was written sixty years ago and was more known for how worryingly typical the controversy was these days whenever somebody decided to put it on…

Well, that was their business.

Though it did make me wonder about the family-friendly environment Annie talked about when she mentioned the auditions. Presumably they’d at least kick the kids out if it got to some of the more risqué aspects of the performance.

Not that I cared about any of that shit. No. All I cared about was that I was going to get to see my wife on stage acting out my ultimate fantasy. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I couldn’t get it out of my mind.

I pulled into the parking lot. There was a pretty good amount of cars there. I figured that meant there were a lot of friends and family who were coming out to this particular audition.

I paused for a moment to look the building up and down. There was this weird thing in my life where I occasionally got a feeling when I was looking at a place and I knew it was going to be a part of my life. It was just an odd sense I got sometimes when I looked at a building and I knew something big was going to happen there in my life.

I’d gotten the feeling when I looked at the bar where I ended up meeting Annie a few years later. I didn’t understand why I got that feeling at the time, or why it would be important to me. I’d gotten into the habit of going there with friends after work, and that’s where I ran into my lady love eventually.

I pushed those thoughts down. I even pushed down that strange feeling. I could worry about that later. Right now, I was more worried about going in there and getting to watch her up on the stage doing the audition.

I could also tell I was late. Nobody was walking into the place. All the cars were sitting quiet and cold. I was the only one out here, so I put the car in park and walked across the parking lot. There was a chill in the air, but it wasn’t quite to the point of everything being snowed over or freezing or anything like that.

I stepped inside, and I immediately heard the sound of voices. I was in a little lobby area, and there were posters all around showing the various performances they’d done over the years. It was pretty obvious they had the same person doing a lot of the artwork, or maybe it would be more accurate to say the Photoshop work, for a lot of the posters.

There was one for South Pacific that looked like something from out of the ’40s, only I didn’t recognize any of the faces on there, so I could only assume they’d Photoshopped the actors’ faces onto an existing poster.

I turned away from those posters and made my way over to the main entrance to what I assumed was the theater proper. It wasn’t like there was a lot of space in this building, so it was easy enough to figure out which way to go. I stepped in and found myself in a room that was absolutely quiet except for a woman and a man up on the stage going back and forth.

As I watched what was going on up there on the stage, I realized I was looking at two people who were reenacting the infamous scene between Claudia and Rick.

Well, okay then. I suppose that made sense. I’d gone through the whole play with my wife back and forth several times just to get a feel for everything. There were multiple scenes we’d gone over, and I figured between all those scenes, that was the emotional high point of the play. The moment where they finally gave into their passion and decided they were going to risk throwing their lives away.

It was left ambiguous at the end as to whether or not they’d actually thrown away their lives, but maybe I was pessimistic. I figured there was no coming back from them cheating.

There was a definite difference between somebody cheating and betraying their spouse’s trust and somebody cheating because they were indulging in a fantasy I couldn’t get out of my mind.

I moved up closer to the front. The theater was actually fairly sparsely populated. I didn’t see any kids in there, just a couple of spouses.

I saw one guy who was staring intently up at the stage, and he seemed really pissed off about whatever was going on up there. He was looking straight at the woman.

I glanced around the rest of the theater, wondering if there was something I was missing, but I didn’t see anybody else glaring at her. So it wasn’t like I was staring at the community theater’s resident mean girl or anything like that.

I figured that could only mean this was a husband who was having a natural reaction to the idea of his wife getting up on stage and acting out a love scene with another man. It was a splash of cold water to the face to look at him and see that was how somebody was supposed to react to this sort of thing: with a white-hot jealousy that had him standing there glaring up at the stage.

I sat down, turning my attention away from that stark reminder of how I was supposed to feel in that moment. Instead, I focused on what was going on up on the stage, and I frowned. Because the guy and the woman didn’t seem to have even half the passion I had with my wife when we were acting out that scene in the privacy of our bedroom.

I wondered if that was because neither one of them were very good actors, or if that was simply because I was naturally going to have a lot more passion when I was acting out a scene like that with my wife by sheer virtue of acting it out with my wife who I was madly in love with.

But the more I watched, the more I realized that no, these two were just really bad. And as I watched what was going on up there on stage, I couldn’t help but think that maybe my wife had a much better chance than I’d initially thought.
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“Okay, thank you very much for that,” a voice rang out. “That will be enough from you, Melissa.”

The woman up on the stage looked down into the audience. She frowned.

“Are you sure? Because I feel like this really isn’t giving me the best chance to stretch.”

“That’s fine, Melissa,” the voice said from the darkness.

I looked down into that darkness. I could see a head down there, but I couldn’t see anything other than a shadow coming off the back of their head.

“I really think that…”

“That’s enough, Melissa,” the voice said, cutting her off.

The woman narrowed her eyes. I could see that from my vantage point, I suppose. Being in a small community theater like this meant there wasn’t a bad seat in the house, and so I could get a good look at everything.

“Fine,” she said, and she turned and stormed off.

The guy looked like he was about to get off the stage as well. He didn’t look like Rick at all.

He was skinny and a little gangly. He had the look of somebody who did IT work. Like the kind of person who spent more time on message boards talking about things going on in the real world than actually out in the real world. I was surprised to see someone like that in here, but I suppose there were all kinds of people who were interested in doing the drama thing.

“One moment, Arnie,” the guy said. “You can go ahead and stay up there.”

There was a pause. I could hear papers shuffling up front.

“Okay, so here we go,” the voice said. “I need… Annie up there on the stage. Is Annie here?”

A shiver ran through me. I supposed there could be other Annies here, but I was pretty sure that was my wife he was talking about. And I saw a woman rise from the shadows down near the front.

I watched as she walked across the theater and took stairs up onto the stage. She stood there for a moment, looking out over the theater. Like she was looking for something. And then her eyes came to rest on me, and the ghost of a smile played across her face.

Okay, good. She knew I was here.

“Okay, Annie,” the guy up front said. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

She took a deep breath. I noted that she didn’t have pages in front of her. We’d been doing so much work that she’d gotten to the point she had everything pretty much memorized.

Kind of. Sort of.

Arnie still held the script in his hands. Hell, I still had to use the script. It was just one of those things. I wasn’t going out for a part in the play after all, so why bother to memorize everything?

For all that going over it again and again meant I had most of the good scenes memorized.

She launched into it, and Arnie just stood there up on the stage like a flat piece of wood. Even his acting was wooden and stilted. Like the line delivery didn’t have any of the passion the moment called for.

It was odd. She was going back and forth across the stage. She was really hitting her marks. Stuff she was subconsciously reenacting from when we worked in the bedroom. There was a small air mattress in the middle of the stage that was probably supposed to be the bed. I wondered if they were going to get an actual bed in here, or if they were going for a minimalist interpretation of everything.

I pushed those thoughts away as I stared at the two of them, and then I took a deep breath and let everything wash over me.

I didn’t even pay attention to the words. I just paid attention to the performance and the body language as she moved around the stage. And this Arnie guy just continued standing there giving her absolutely nothing to go on. It was killing me. I imagined the frustration of having a shitty partner for her audition was killing her up there on stage as well, but she was a good actress. It was a credit to just how good she was that she never let a bit of her frustration shine through.

It went on like that for a little while, and then finally the scene came to an end. Arnie was still doing the same thing he’d done with the last woman.

Which is to say he was doing nothing.

I turned and looked through the crowd over to the man I presumed was Melissa’s husband. He was sitting there with his arms crossed looking annoyed by everything that was happening. Melissa was there talking with him quietly, but it looked like he wasn’t having it.

Again, I reminded myself that I was getting a view of how a man was supposed to react to his wife doing a scene like this with another man. But I’d always been well aware that I was well and truly broken when it came to that sort of thing, and so I didn’t get too worked up over it.

“Okay, Arnie, I think that’s going to be enough,” the voice from the front said.

“Are you sure?” Arnie said, looking up from his script for the first time since the audition had started. Which had me blinking in surprise. I hadn’t even realized this asshole knew how to do that.

“Yes, Arnie, I’m sure this is going to be enough,” the voice said.

“I really think I could do some more,” he said.

“I think you’ve shown us everything you’re capable of, Arnie,” the director said. “Now let’s go ahead and let somebody else have a chance at this.”

“Fine,” Arnie said, his lip jutting out in a pout as he looked really upset that he was clearly being shown the door. He walked over to the side and down the same set of stairs my wife had used just a moment ago to get up on the stage.

Meanwhile, she stood on top of that stage with her arms crossed as she turned and stared at Arnie while he made his exit. The expression on her face definitely showed all of her feelings, and made it clear she wasn’t happy about being stuck with that guy.

Not that I could blame her. If I’d been stuck up on stage with a dead fish like that guy, then I’d be upset too.

“Okay, let’s go ahead and get Malcolm up there and see what he can do,” the director said.

I turned back to my wife as somebody else got up and started making their way through the theater. Notably, the person making his way through the theater didn’t seem to have anybody with him. There was no angry wife sitting next to him staring daggers at the stage.

I thought it would be an interesting reversal, having an angry wife in the audience who was upset with my wife because she was potentially making out with her husband.

Then Malcolm got up on the stage, and I noticed my wife’s body language for the first time.

It was a fascinating study in contrasts. She stared up, her mouth falling open. And as he got up on the stage, I had to admit he was probably a good-looking guy. Admittedly, I was so far on the straight side of the Kinsey scale that I was pretty bad at telling whether or not a dude was attractive.

My wife was a whole hell of a lot better at that sort of thing when it came to the ladies. Enough to make me think that maybe she was interested on some level, but that had never gone anywhere. Though it had always been an intriguing idea in the back of my head.

But the way she was staring at this guy now made it pretty obvious she was interested in whatever he was putting out into the world. Her mouth fell open just a little as she stared at him. Her body language had her leaning a little closer to the guy, and she was staring at him intently.

My cock started to twitch as I watched my wife reacting to this guy like that. It was the first time I’d seen her actually checking out a dude like that. It was the sort of look she usually gave me when she was interested in having some fun.

“Hi,” Malcolm said, putting a hand out. “We met once before in the lobby.”

She looked down at his hand for a long moment. It was a moment that stretched out long enough to be awkward. Then she blinked and seemed to realize what she was doing, and with a giggle that was entirely out of character for my wife, she held her hand out toward him.

“Nice to talk to you again, Malcolm,” she said. “I’m looking forward to this.”

“Okay, introductions are out of the way,” the director said. “Show me what you’ve got.”

I stared at the scene that was starting to play out up there on the stage. My cock was starting to twitch in my pants. I couldn’t help myself. Everything about my wife’s body language said she was interested in this guy. Maybe that was wishful thinking, but maybe I was also wondering what would happen when my wife suddenly acted interested in her sparring partner up there on stage.

And as they launched into the scene, I had no doubt he was a worthy partner for her.

Because when he went into action, it was off-book. There was no standing there reading from a script and looking like he was stiff and bored.

Maybe he was stiff because he looked at my wife, something that sent all kinds of jealousy and arousal coursing through my body. But there was something about the way he acted that immediately had me leaning forward and staring at the show unfolding in front of me.

Oh yeah. Things were starting to get really interesting.
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The guy moved in on her. They said their lines, but I wasn’t paying attention to the lines. No, I was only paying attention to the body language. I paid attention to the dance back and forth on the stage.

His eyes raked up and down her body, and it was pure lust. I didn’t think for a moment that he was looking at her like that and only acting. No, he had to be looking at my wife and thinking about all the things he wanted to do to her.

Hell, whenever I looked at my wife I couldn’t stop thinking about all the things I wanted to do to her. But seeing that coming from another man who might get an opportunity to actually follow through on it? Even if it was just part of a play rehearsal? That definitely had me getting really hot and bothered.

He stepped forward. She took a step back. They were talking, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying.

Though I could sense a change in the audience all around me. Again, maybe it was wishful thinking on my part, but it felt like there was something almost electric to the room as they went back and forth up on the stage. Like everybody else could sense there was something special going on here, and they were reacting to it in their own way.

The dude who’d been up with her just a moment ago seemed almost pissed off at how well it was going. Like he could sense his chance to get the part was well and truly gone. There were a few other ladies all around the room who were suddenly leaning in and muttering with each other. I was pretty sure they were pissed off about what my wife was doing up there on the stage as well. Like they could see their chances evaporating the same as the dudes could see their chances evaporating.

Malcolm moved forward. He put an arm around my wife’s back and pulled her against him, and her reaction was immediate and oh so hot.

Her mouth fell open in a gasp. She looked like she was surprised by something.

I tried to imagine what could possibly be running through her mind as he pressed against her. I wondered what could be pressing against her in that moment that had her gasping in surprise.

Was another man’s cock pressing up against my wife? Was he poking it up against her belly? Was he looking down at her and thinking about how much he’d love to have an opportunity to do something?

I shook my head as I stared and imagined his cock pressing against her belly. Another man was practically dry humping my wife up on the stage. Damn it.

They continued. She pulled away from him, but he used that arm around her back to stop her from pulling away too far. She put a hand against his chest, and she looked like she was resisting, but she wasn’t resisting too much.

The back and forth was so realistic that I wanted to step in and save my wife. The only thing that stopped me was that nobody else in the room was making a move to step in and stop what was going on. I figured that meant everything was part of the show. If the other people waiting on their chance to audition weren’t worried, then I wasn’t going to worry about it too much.

But I still worried about my wife. I still worried that she might somehow be…

But then she leaned in and she started nuzzling at his neck as she said the next set of lines. They echoed in my mind, because I’d gone through this scene with her so many times before, but it was like my brain was on autopilot and all I could do was focus on seeing what they were doing.

My fantasy was coming true. Maybe it wasn’t coming true in the way I’d always imagined it coming true, but my fantasy was coming true, damn it. I wanted to drink in every moment of this. The lines were secondary. All I cared about was watching her move her body with him up there.

Then she pulled away. She walked across the stage and glanced down at the air mattress they’d set up on the stage.

Malcolm walked over and sat down on that air mattress. He stared up at her as she started pacing back and forth for the next bit, a little monologue about how they shouldn’t do this. But she would stop and turn to stare down at him every time she paused in the middle of her lines. She would bite her lip as she stared at him, and again, I found myself wondering how much of that was acting and how much of that was that she really wanted this guy.

I’d have to ask her about that after this was all done. In a way that made it clear I wasn’t asking because I was interested in her being interested in this guy, even though I very much was and my cock was throbbing.

Finally, he reached up and grabbed her and pulled her down. This time she did let out a yelp of surprise that seemed like it was genuine and not because she was acting.

He pulled her down on top of him. Her legs spread as she fell down, and then they were together on the mattress. She seemed to struggle for a moment, and again, I almost stepped up to do something about it. The only thing that stopped me was that she didn’t seem to actually be telling him she wanted the scene to stop. I figured if she wanted it to be over, then she’d tell him she wanted it to be over.

And nobody else seemed to be looking to stop them either. I’d looked up bits of the play on YouTube. This was one of the most famous scenes. Usually with a bunch of perverts in the comment section talking about how much they wanted them to just go all the way.

I’d even gone to a couple of more adult-oriented websites, and I’d found versions of this scene where the actress went topless and they rolled around for a little bit, doing the kind of things that could definitely get them in trouble if there was actual penetration. Though it was always hard to see considering they were under the covers for the good stuff.

That sent another shiver running through me. I wondered if she would actually go so far as to fuck someone up on stage in front of everybody. It was a ridiculous notion. The kind of thing that belonged firmly in the realm of stroke stories talking about impossibilities where wives suddenly turned into total sluts for no other reason than there wouldn’t be a good story otherwise, but it was still a hot thought that ran through my head.

Then the struggling was over. She was on top of him. She was in control of where the scene went from here. It was the last little bit, the last moment before the dam broke on the pages and she finally gave in to the passion. She was grinding against him. It wasn’t even a subtle motion.

Was that because she was so far gone that she didn’t care about grinding her ass against him, or was it because she wanted to sell it for the people in the cheap seats? Not that there were any cheap seats in this place. Everybody had a good view of what was going on.

Then finally she did it. She moved down and pressed her lips against him. It seemed almost hesitant at first, but then his arms wrapped around her. One of them went down to her ass and cupped it. He pulled her against him. They were making out furiously, and there wasn’t anything about this that seemed like it was an act.

The entire theater went silent as they made out with each other. As my wife kept grinding her pussy against another man’s cock. There was absolutely no doubt in my mind at this point that she was grinding against his cock. He had to be rock hard. There was no way he wasn’t hard as a diamond.

The theater was filled with the sounds of their kissing, of their gasping, of them rolling around until he was on top staring down at her. Then he blinked. He seemed to finally come to his senses, and that was enough to have my wife blinking and coming to her senses as well.

I couldn’t see exactly how she reacted to that moment. Was she blushing? She started looking around, and her eyes came to rest on me. I could see her biting her lip and chewing on it even from here.

She always did that when she was really turned on.

I would’ve given a pretty penny to know what was running through her brain in that moment. Was she thinking about how wrong everything she’d just done was? Or was she thinking about how hot and bothered she got? Or was she ashamed because she’d allowed herself to get carried away? Was she worried she’d gone too far in the name of the act, and I was going to be pissed off at her or something?

All those thoughts ran through my head as she stared at me, and then he got off of her. He adjusted his pants, though there was no point.

Everyone could see the bulge in this guy’s pants, and it seemed like he was pretty well endowed. That or he’d decided to put a sock in his pants to better deliver on the character moment, but I was pretty sure that was all him getting turned on rolling around with my wife on the stage.

He turned and looked at the director. Meanwhile, my wife sat up. Her hair was in disarray as she looked around, blinking in surprise.

The room was still absolutely silent. There wasn’t so much as a peep from anyone else sitting in the audience. I could see people shifting around, and what I thought were some dirty looks from people who watched their performance and clearly saw their chances of getting the part they really wanted disintegrating under the power of that audition.

But then there was a reaction: applause from up front. From the guy who I presumed was the director because he’d been calling the shots so far.

He was enthusiastic about it. Like he was clapping over and over, finally standing up.

“Now that’s the kind of passion I’m looking for in this audition,” he said.

I felt proud of my wife, but at the same time I also couldn’t help the queasy feeling in my stomach as I realized those applause probably meant she was going to get the part, and what I saw on stage today was only the beginning.
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“Ithink I’ve seen enough from both of you,” the director said, looking down. I couldn’t tell exactly what he was doing, but it seemed like he was making notes or something.

I hoped that meant good tings for my Annie. Both because I wanted her to get this part, and also because I couldn’t stop thinking about that performance I’d just seen. I couldn’t stop thinking about how I wanted to see more of it.

I was going to come to every damn night of the show if I could, damn it. Especially if I got to see more like what they’d just done in that audition.

As I looked around the room, I wondered if friends and family would be invited to go to the rehearsals, the same as they were inviting them to the audition. If it was a community theater thing then it seemed likely, but I couldn’t be sure.

At least there weren’t any kids in the audience. Annie had mentioned something about families coming to these things sometimes, but it looked like someone had realized that wasn’t a good idea with this play.

Would they even let me in even if spouses were allowed to hang out during rehearsals? A potentially jealous husband was the kind of thing they might not want to deal with.

“I think that’s going to be it for auditioning the parts of Claudia and Rick,” the director said, clapping his hands and rubbing them together. “We’ll be going on to the other parts now.”

“Do you want either of us to stay up on stage?” Malcolm asked, grinning down.

It was a confident grin. I wondered if he realized there was no need for him to audition for anything else. They’d just knocked this one out of the park, if the applause from the director were anything to go by.

“No, there’s no need for either of you to audition for any of the other parts,” the director said. “Unless, of course, one of you is interested in something else.”

His tone was very clear. He didn’t want either one of them to be interested in any of the other parts. I’d never been more sure than in that moment that my wife had totally just gotten the part.

“I don’t get to audition for anything else?” she said, a panicked look in her eyes. I guess she wasn’t picking up on the subtext of the moment.

Claudia and Rick was what we’d spent all of our time rehearsing. But at the same time, she’d also been well aware there was a good chance Claudia wasn’t going to go to her since this was her first outing tickling the boards since she did drama back in high school.

She admitted to me that she tried out for a few plays when she was in college, but those parts always went to theater majors who were friends with the director and had to actually do that stuff as a part of their curriculum.

I looked between her and the director. I wondered what he was going to say.

“No, there’s nothing else I need from you,” he said.

She deflated. I wondered if she didn’t realize exactly what that meant. But then she did a stiff upper lip, she raised her chin, and she seemed to walk with a little more confidence for a moment as she went off stage. My heart went out to her in that moment. She clearly didn’t realize she got the part, but she was clearly trying to make the best of it.

And so she walked down the stairs and then down the aisle. She still held her head up, but I could tell she was on the verge of losing it. When she came to sit down next to me, there were tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.

Which was a surprise. I thought she’d taken it hard, but I didn’t realize she was taking it this hard.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, figuring I needed to be gentle about this.

Meanwhile, the director was calling up the next group of people who were going to be auditioning. He was giving them instructions as they stood in a line up on stage. I figured this was for one of the more minor parts. Claudia’s best friend or something like that. It’s not like there were a lot of people in this play to begin with, which probably added to why people were acting so competitive over this thing.

“I just totally blew that,” she said.

I stared at my wife. I blinked a couple of times.

“Are you crazy?” I asked.

“What are you talking about?” she asked, turning to look at me.

“You just did amazing up there. Like, you went through all that, you got applause from the director, and you legitimately think you did bad?”

“Well, yeah?” she said. “The director said he didn’t need to hear anything else from me.”

“Because the director was impressed with everything you did,” I said.

I was trying to talk low enough that people around us wouldn’t overhear. People were obviously jealous as it was, and I didn’t want to make them even more jealous. I didn’t want to turn my wife into a target.

She looked up to the front of the theater, and then she turned and looked at me.

“You’re just saying that because I’m your wife, and you think that’s what I want to hear,” she finally said.

“Not at all,” I said. “Did you see the rest of the crowd?”

“They were acting like they hated what I’d done,” she said.

“Because they could see their chances of getting the part they wanted evaporating because you were so damn good up there.”

She stared at me, utterly incredulous.

“You’re bullshitting me,” she said.

“I promise I’m not bullshitting you at all,” I said, holding a hand up. “You were amazing up there. That guy was amazing up there. It was like I was watching Claudia and Rick doing their thing.”

“He did seem a little better than the kind of acting I could expect from you,” she said, letting out a little laugh.

My acting ability was being insulted, sure, but I didn’t care. No. All I really cared about was that she was laughing just a little. She seemed to be doing better now, and if that came at my expense? I didn’t care.

Whatever it took to make my lady love happy.

“You’re serious?” she asked.

“I’m totally serious,” I said. “You should’ve felt the electric way the room lit up when the two of you got up there and did your thing. Like I could see other people who were clearly hoping they’d get the part seeing their chances drying up, and they were pissed off about it.”

“You really think so?” she said.

“I know so,” I said. “Look around the room. Look at everybody and how pissed off they are.”

She looked around, though she was careful about how she looked around. Like she was trying to look without looking, and I could see her loosen up just a little as she saw everybody glaring at her.

“Wait, so they’re seriously glaring at me because they’re mad at me for doing so well?”

“The two of you were electric up there,” I said, grinning at her. “I’ve still got goosebumps thinking about it.”

She frowned as I talked about getting goosebumps thinking about what she’d just done.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Are you okay?” she asked. “Like, I was the one who was up there on the stage putting myself out there, but you were the one who had to watch me doing all that stuff.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, licking my lips and really not wanting to get into the real reason why I was so excited at watching her do her thing up there.

“Come on,” she said, leaning in close. Like this was the kind of conversation she wanted to have with me and me alone, and she didn’t want anybody else getting into the middle of it. She even stopped and looked around. Like she worried somebody was going to be listening in.

“You just watched me getting pretty hot and heavy with another man. I mean, sure, it was up on stage and it was for a play, but that’s the kind of thing that would make a normal husband get pretty jealous, you know.”

“Yeah, that is the kind of thing that would make a normal husband get pretty jealous,” I said, figuring agreeing with her was the best thing I could do in that moment.

“So what’s wrong with you?” she asked. “Why aren’t you enraged at what I just did up there? Why aren’t you pissed off?”

I looked around the room, trying to find something that could save me from this awkward moment I really wanted to avoid, and then I came to a solution as I saw all the other husbands all around the room who no doubt were stuck there watching their wives getting hot and heavy with other guys on stage.

Though I did wonder about that. How many of them had watched their wives getting hot and heavy, and how many of them had watched their wives standing next to a guy who was reading off the script without any passion?

Still, it was a way for me to get out of this, and so I was going to use it as a way to get out of this, damn it.

“Look at all the other guys around here,” I said, gesturing broadly to the dark theater.

“What about all the other guys around here?” she asked, frowning at me. She had the look that said she could sense a trap in the making.

“Each and every one of these guys in here saw their wife or their girlfriend or whatever going up on that stage and doing that same scene.”

“I don’t think the other people doing that scene were doing it quite as intensely as I was,” she said, and I could totally see the blush coming to her cheeks even in the dark theater.

“Maybe not,” I said. “But they still had to watch their wives doing that scene, and you don’t see any of them flying into a jealous rage.”

“I guess not,” she said, though she said it slowly. Like she wasn’t sure about what I was saying. Like maybe she didn’t believe a damn word that was coming out of my mouth.

“So there you have it,” I said. “The kind of guy who brings his wife to this sort of audition is the kind of guy who has to be really fucking secure in his masculinity and his marriage, right?”

“Maybe,” she said.

She didn’t seem like she bought it, but she also wasn’t making a big deal out of it. I’d take that as a win for now.
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We sat in the dark theater watching the auditions going on up on the stage. At this point, it was mostly people who were auditioning for side roles. They didn’t have anybody else go up to audition for either Rick or Claudia.

I figured that could only be a good thing for my wife. She was sitting there in silence next to me. She’d been pretty quiet since that whole thing where I told her I thought she was a sure thing for getting the role of Claudia.

Right now they were going through some of the roles for Claudia’s best friend. I’d read through the play, and she was a gossip who ended up being the thing that brought everything crashing down for Claudia and Rick by the end of the play. She couldn’t resist gossiping about what was going on between Claudia and Rick, and that’s what caused Claudia’s marriage to fall apart. And then, ultimately, Rick made it clear that she was just a piece on the side for him and he wasn’t interested in anything long term.

So basically, she ended up throwing away her entire life so she could have a fling with him. It was the sort of thing that seemed very middle of the last century in its moralizing. People could have sex on stage, sure, but they had to suffer the consequences by the end.

Then again, I knew most people would end their marriage if they discovered their wife was stepping out. I’d just spent so long jerking off to the thought of my wife getting with another guy that I didn’t think it was odd, and I needed to keep in mind that it was odd that I didn’t think it was odd.

I felt Annie’s hand on my leg. I jumped and looked down, and then I looked over to her. She gave my leg a squeeze as she smiled at me in the darkness.

I instinctively looked all around us. It felt like we were a couple of kids who were in the back of a dark theater getting ready to make out, and I wanted to make sure there wasn’t anybody else in the theater who’d realize what we were doing.

Not that I figured kids had to go off to a theater to get that kind of privacy these days. Kids probably didn’t even go to theaters for dates these days in the first place.

I was just old enough that I could remember going on a few movie dates, and it was something that me and Annie still did from time to time. Though it was getting so fucking expensive to go to a movie theater that it had to be something both of us really wanted to see if we were going to make the effort.

I looked over to her in the darkness. She was staring straight ahead as her hand squeezed my thigh. I felt like I should say something. I didn’t know why I had the feeling I should say something, just that the moment seemed to call for saying something. Damn it.

So I leaned in.

“You aren’t going to go up there and audition for the best friend?” I asked.

Her eyes flicked over to me and then back up to the stage.

“I don’t think so,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

I was testing her. From the glance she hit me with, she knew I was testing her. I wanted to make sure she was totally confidence in the audition she gave earlier.

“It’s like you said. I did a really damn good job, so why should I bother going for something less than the lead role I deserve?”

I swallowed. I worried that I’d created a monster by trying to pump her up. She sounded like she thought not only did she deserve to get that part, but she thought it was a sure thing.

Which worried me. It would make the disappointment all the more crushing if it turned out I was reading the director wrong.

“That’s my girl,” I said instead, not wanting to give voice to my sudden doubts.

I turned back to the stage. They were reading the big moment for the best friend. The moment where she confronts Claudia and tells her that she told her husband about everything that was going on with Rick. It was an intense and emotional scene, but it was only the one scene where she got a chance to take some of that scenery and really chew it. As opposed to the Claudia role where the focus was on her for most of the play.

I could see why my wife would want to go for the big one rather than settling for second best, even if there was a worry in the back of my mind now that maybe I’d given her a little too much. confidence.

Then Annie surprised me by continuing to move her hand up my leg. Just like she had a few times when we’d gone to the theater to see a movie and the theater had been mostly empty. Now we were in a pretty packed theater. There were people all around us who had their eyes on the audition happening up in front of us, but they were so focused on the audition that nobody gave a damn about us.

Hell, even the people who’d been looking over at my wife and glaring at her because she did such a good damn job with that audition weren’t looking at us now. They had their attention up on the stage, but not Annie. She just sat there moving her hand until it was over my cock, which was still rock hard from getting to see her flirting with another man and then basically making out with him on stage.

The memory was going through my head now, and my cock twitched as her hand made contact. I took in a deep breath.

I didn’t turn to look at her. It was dark in the theater, sure, but it was also light enough that people might notice if I made any sudden movements.

Or maybe not. Either way, I didn’t want to do anything that would draw attention to what was going on over here. Even if my wife’s hand was down below where anybody would be able to see what she was doing.

“What are you doing?” I hissed, talking in a low voice that I hoped would get across just how dangerous this was, even if it felt pretty damn amazing.

“You seem to be pretty happy about something,” she said, and there was a faint hint of accusation to her voice.

“What do you mean?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what the hell she meant.

It was a natural conclusion for her to come to. My cock was rock hard and throbbing in my pants. I was looking up at the stage where there was a line of women who were pretty good lookers. Especially by the standards of the nice suburb we lived in where a lot of people took care of themselves. Naturally my wife would assume I was hard because I was staring at one of those suburban beauties, right?

Annie’s hand moved up and slipped inside my pants. She wrapped it around my cock and started to run her hand up and down the length of my shaft. I schooled my face to an impassive mask. The last thing I wanted was for everybody else in this theater to realize what was going on between me and my wife right about now. It felt incredible, but I didn’t want anyone else to realize that I was basically getting a hand job.

“Why are you so hard?” she hissed.

“I just got to watch you do that incredible audition. You,” I hissed back at her. “Why are you grabbing my cock like this?”

“Because that audition got me so hot,” she said. “I could feel it right against me.”

My cock twitched at her words. She could feel it right against her. Another man’s dick. That’s what she was talking about. She’d felt another man’s cock rubbing against her, and she enjoyed it.

“It was rubbing against you,” I said.

“It was,” she said, still barely talking above a whisper.

I didn’t dare turn to look at her. I worried that would break the spell she was under. That would bring us both back to a reality where we had to confront what she’d just done.

But she’d admitted he was grinding his cock against her. That she’d felt it, and she’d been turned on by it. It was hardly a surprise considering what they’d been doing. I supposed it was always a possibility the guy was gay, but something about the way he’d been acting up there on stage told me he wasn’t gay at all.

Not to mention his cock had been hard doing that audition. I’d say that was a pretty good sign he was straight.

“What did it feel like?” I asked.

She paused in moving her hand up and down my cock. I looked down. There was no tell that would let anybody know what she was doing. No indication she had her hand wrapped around my cock.

“It felt big,” she finally said. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I let out a low sigh, and she kept moving her hand.

“God, I need to fuck,” she hissed. “Can we get out of here or something?”

“I don’t know anything about this place,” I said back to her. “And don’t you think it’s going to be a little awkward if you leave in the middle of all of these auditions? You don’t think somebody will realize what’s going on?”

“God, if I get this part then I don’t know how I’m going to handle that. All that heat. Like I know we were supposed to be acting, but…”

She trailed off again. This time I did risk turning to glance at her. What she’d been saying was pretty damn close to admitting she hadn’t been acting at all. That she’d been so turned on by what she was doing that it worried her.

“So you get to have a little fun,” I said with a shrug.

“I think it’ll be more than a little fun,” she said. “Like I worry that…”

She trailed off again. She looked at me, and I couldn’t help it. I started to come in my pants. She paused her stroking for a moment, no doubt getting a surprise as she felt my warm come erupting up all over her hand. But then she started moving her hand up and down as it got slick with my come. As I sat staring forward and tried not to think about what my wife had been doing. What she was admitting to.

Because holy fuck was that hot, and holy fuck was it dangerous.
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“Okay, everybody,” the director said as the lights came up all around us.

I looked down at my pants. There wasn’t a hint of a stain there, but I could still feel the stain of what we’d been doing here. I felt like we were a couple of kids who were necking in the back of a theater and somebody was going to catch us at any moment now.

But nobody had caught us. I glanced around to see if there was any sign from anybody who’d been sitting around us that they’d picked up on what we were doing. But nobody so much as glanced in our direction.

I let out a small sigh of relief at that. Damn, I’d been convinced everybody had been staring at us. I felt like the sound of Annie’s hand moving in my pants had been as loud as a thunderstorm going off in our row. But it turned out nobody really gave a shit what was going on with the two of us. Everybody was too preoccupied with their own personal drama.

Their own literal personal drama, because all of them were no doubt wondering if they were about to get a part in the play.

The director stood and made his way over to the same stairs so many hopeful suburban actors had gone up and down as they went through their paces. He was a slightly older-looking gentleman. He had the look of the kind of guy who might’ve been a drama teacher once upon a time. Maybe he was retired and decided he was going to keep up with the old profession.

The dude wore glasses. He was bald up top and he had a beard down below. He looked pretty well put together. Not nearly as well put together as the guy playing Rick, mind you. But still, there wasn’t a person going up for this audition who wasn’t a looker in some capacity.

I supposed that made sense. We were in the suburbs where there were a lot of people with money rolling around. And there were probably a lot of trophy wives interested in reliving a little bit of the glory days.

I turned and looked at Annie. She sat there with her mouth open, staring in anticipation. I wondered what was going through her mind. Was she thinking about the audition? Was she thinking about her chances, or was she thinking about how she’d had to wipe her come-stained hands off on my boxer shorts inside my pants before pulling them out?

I had that mildly uncomfortable feeling you got when you had wet pants. I started down, worried there was some sort of stain there, but I didn’t see anything.

“Out, out, damn come spot,” I muttered.

“What did you say?” Annie hissed.

“You heard me,” I said, turning to look at her.

She stared right back at me, and right on cue, she rolled her eyes.

“Oh, come on,” I said. “That was a classic reworking of a classic line from the bard.”

“You think you’re being funny.”

“I bet if I explained to anyone else in here what was going on and why I was saying that, they’d think it was pretty damn funny too.”

“You aren’t going to breathe a fucking word of anything that has been going on here,” she hissed, turning to glare at me.

“Oh, of course not,” I said. “Wouldn’t want to get you in trouble, right?”

“That’s damn right,” she said, glaring at me.

“You’re awfully annoyed for somebody who couldn’t get enough of me just a moment ago,” I said.

“Well, maybe I got over it,” she said.

“Bullshit,” I said, looking her up and down.

She was still breathing heavily. She still had a slightly flushed look. It was the kind of look that said she was turned on by something we’d just done. Not the kind of look that said she was all that upset with me, but I’d let her have her moment.

The whole thing was very interesting. I never thought I’d come this close to having this whole fantasy thing fulfilled. I sure as shit never thought it would come as a result of Annie deciding to resurrect her old acting career, and I certainly didn’t think I’d ever get to see something as incredible as my wife with another man grinding her ass against him in a pair of tight pants up on a stage in front of a bunch of people.

Normally when I had this fantasy I was thinking about a one-person audience, but I’d take this version.

“Okay, so everybody has done an incredible job here today,” the director said.

“You tell them, James,” somebody shouted from up front.

The guy smiled as there was a smattering of applause, and he looked around.

“I have to tell you I’m pleased to see so many of my former students coming out here to help an old man enjoy directing again,” he said.

“Oh, come on. You’re always here,” another voice shouted.

He held his hands up as though he was trying to get everybody to calm down. There was the faintest hint of a smile on his face, though. He was clearly enjoying every moment of this, and I guess my guess had been more right than I thought. He really did seem like an old drama teacher who was enjoying getting back into the game with some of his old students.

I wondered if he’d set up this community theater on his own, or if maybe he’d found some rich benefactor who put him in charge of this place. Either way, it was interesting. Especially because Annie didn’t have any sort of connection to this dude.

“Do you think that’s going to be a problem?” I asked.

“Is what going to be a problem?” she asked.

“The fact that you don’t have a connection to this guy or to his time as a drama teacher.”

“I don’t know,” she said, frowning.

“I mean, I still think you did an amazing job, but it’s also kind of weird that he has a bunch of his former students who are getting up on stage and basically making out and fucking each other.”

“Well, that’s what you do when you’re up there doing real art,” she said with a shrug. “It’s not like it’s a big deal for somebody to do something like that.”

“You were acting like it was a big deal for you earlier,” I said. “You were acting pretty hot and bothered, too.”

I thought about returning the favor right here in the theater. Putting my hands down her pants and giving her a little bit of what she’d given me. The only thing stopping me was that Annie could be loud when she really got going, and she seemed like she was really going now.

The last thing I wanted was to accidentally draw attention to what we were doing because she couldn’t keep quiet. Plus, it would be a little more obvious if she was the one getting turned on compared to her giving me a handjob in the dark.

“So if we were doing this back at the old school, all of you know there’d be a wait of at least a couple of days before it was announced what everybody was doing,” James said with a faint hint of a smile passing across his face. “But of course, that’s not how we do it at this community theater.”

“Tell us what we’re getting,” somebody shouted. There was more laughter and a few more cheers.

As I looked around the room, though, everything seemed a little forced. Like everybody was worried about whether or not they were going to get a part.

“Calm down, everybody,” he said. “So I would like to first announce our Rick.”

“Yeah, who’s going to be Rick?” someone shouted.

“Let’s go, Morty,” someone else shouted, which earned a snort from me. But nobody else in the theater seemed to get it, or if they did get it, they were pretending they didn’t get it.

“What was that guy talking about?” Annie asked, frowning.

“It was that cartoon you think is a bunch of sci-fi potty humor,” I said.

“Oh, the one with the guy and the kid,” she said.

“None other than,” I said. “Clearly somebody’s a fan.”

“Not a very professional thing to do,” she said.

“They’re a bunch of volunteers here, babe,” I said. “Of course it’s not very professional.”

“So our Rick is going to be none other than Malcolm,” he said.

There were applause as he gestured for Malcolm to come up on stage. None other than the guy who’d been grinding up against my wife jogged up and gave everybody a wave. There were some cheers from people, and there were also some jeers. Though the people who were jeering seemed to be doing it in a good-natured sort of way. At least Malcolm seemed to take it that way from the way he gave them the finger and then threw his head back and laughed.

I hated how effortlessly cool he seemed up there on stage. Like it didn’t matter to him that he got the part, but it was pretty cool that he was standing up there now that he had it.

“And our Claudia is a dark horse. Somebody I wasn’t expecting. I don’t know where she came from, but I’m certainly glad she was up there for that crackerjack synergy with Malcolm,” the director went on.

His eyes scanned the theater, and I felt a shiver run up and down my spine. I knew who his eyes were going to settle on before they even reached her. He finally looked straight at Annie.

“Annie, would you get up here please?”

She blinked in obvious surprise. She turned to look at me, her mouth working as her face turned several different shades of red that were completely different from the several different shades of red they’d turned just a moment ago when I mentioned how turned on she’d been.

Then she stood, and she was making her way up to the stage in a daze. There were a few half-assed applause as she made her way up, but mostly I felt all the eyes on her. More than a few of the guys were obviously raking their eyes up and down her body, no doubt wondering how much of her they were going to get to see. How far this director was going to take things.

I took it all in, and my cock was starting to get hard again. For all that I’d just gotten a handjob from my wife.
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We stepped through the door from the garage into the kitchen, and Annie was on me in an instant. She was still in her Claudia outfit from before.

We hadn't been able to get out of the theater right away. No. It turns out everybody has a little celebration with champagne after everything was done. It had become pretty clear pretty damn quick that there were a lot of people in that group who knew each other because they went to school around here, and they got their drama teacher to come out and work at the community theater even though he'd been retired for a good decade at this point.

I suppose it was a good retirement if you could get it, having a bunch of people with more money than sense paying you for what should’ve been a volunteer gig to run a community theater so they could relive some of the glory days. I guess it wasn't all that different from people who lived vicariously through their children playing football or whatever sport it was they never got that good at when they were in high school.

All of those thoughts flashed through my head in an instant. Annie had a few glasses of champagne. Not enough to get completely drunk, but it was enough that it clearly had her feeling good.

She’d been running her hand up and down my leg the entire drive home. That had driven me wild. She’d even reached up and grabbed my cock a few times, and one time she put her hand up inside my pants and gave it a squeeze.

That had been really interesting. There’d been a little bit of crust left over from what she’d done earlier, and she’d frowned and pulled her hand out even though I pointed out to her that it was totally her fault.

Now she was pressing her lips against mine. Her tongue shot out, and it was dueling with my own. I moved my hands around her, and I ran them up and down her back and then down to her ass.

It was like I was in two places at the same time. On the one hand, I was standing here with my wife in our kitchen pressed up against the door that led out to the garage, and she was making out with me furiously.

On the other hand, I was thinking about another place and another time not too long ago when she'd been grinding up against another man when he'd had his hands all over her just like this.

My cock throbbed as I thought about it. As I continued feeling up my wife and goddamn did her body feel fucking amazing.

She leapt up just a little and tried to wrap her legs around me. I tried to catch her, mostly holding on by her ass. The problem being there was a door behind me, and so she ended up banging her knees against the thing and letting out a few choice curses as a result.

She pulled back and started rubbing at her knees.

"Damn," she muttered.

"You have to be careful about that shit," I said, grinning down at her. "Don't want to bang up your knees too much.”

"Oh, yeah," she said, rolling her eyes. "'Because you've always hated it in the past when I banged up my knees too much.”

"I mean, I don't want you to hurt yourself," I said, though I also couldn't help but think of some of the other ways she'd banged up her knees in the past. Usually by getting down on her knees and doing something I loved.

"Come on," I said, grabbing her and pulling her back towards the bedroom where we'd rehearsed this scene so many times. The scene that ended up getting her the part. The scene that had also been one hell of a boost to our love life as I enjoyed the hell out of imagining her with another man.

It was the kind of thing that had been a fantasy, but it was a fantasy that had turned into reality right in front of me today. I could scarcely believe it.

I was still high on everything that had happened in that theater today. I still couldn't believe it, and I was still ridiculously turned on as I imagined getting to see her ass grinding against his cock. As I thought about her talking about how turned on she got feeling his cock grinding against her pussy while she was up there on stage in front of all those total strangers who weren't really strangers to each other.

I pulled Annie back towards the bedroom. She allowed me to pull her along. I could see her occasionally turning and casting glances in my direction. She would bite her lip as she stared at me, and she looked oh so fucking hot.

Then we were in the bedroom. There wasn't an air mattress on the floor here. No. It was just our regular old bedroom. I was about to throw her down on the bed, but then she grabbed me by my shirt, and she twirled me around and pushed down until she was on top of me. I was surprised at the strength she was showing off here. She hopped on top of me and then she was kissing me again as I felt her pussy grinding against my cock.

I realized there was a method to her madness. She was doing the exact same thing she'd been doing with Malcolm up on that stage earlier. I allowed her to grind against me, and I loved her quiet gasps and moans every time I pressed against her.

And in my mind I imagined that I was that Malcolm asshole. That I got to feel my wife grinding against me, only it wasn't my wife. She was just some strange woman who was there with her husband auditioning for the Claudia part.

I wondered what had been running through his head while that was going on. Was he turned on because she was married? Was it really hot for him? Did he enjoy it because she was a beautiful woman? Did he get more of a thrill out of it because she was a forbidden fruit and the whole tryout thing allowed him to get more out of her than any other man would be able to get out of her?

All those thoughts tumbled through my head as I thought about also being the husband who was sitting out in the dark theater watching everything. As I thought about how fucking hot it had been to watch the two of them going at it. And through all those thoughts she kept grinding against me.

I reached down and squeezed her ass, and then I gave it a smack. I tried to remember exactly how the scene had gone when she was Claudia and she was doing her thing with him.

"Fuck, Annie," I hissed, "You're so hot."

"Do you think he thought I was hot?" she asked.

She was hovering over me. Her ass kept grinding up and down, her pussy pressed against me, and she let out quiet little gasps every time she pressed down against my cock. Like she was really getting something out of this. More than she usually did when we were dry humping, that is.

"I think he loved it," I said.

"And what did you think?" she asked, biting her lip and staring down at me like she was suddenly unsure of herself.

"I think if you were doing it for the audition then it's fine with me," I said, the lie coming to my lips pretty fucking easily at this point. I'd said it so many times that I didn't need to even think about it as I said it.

But then she stopped the grinding as she stared down at me. I looked up at her and I wondered if I'd said something wrong.

"What?" I asked.

"No," she said, a surprising amount of firmness to her voice. "I don't believe you."

"You what?"

"I don't believe a goddamn word you're saying right now," she said.

"What the hell are you talking about?" I asked.

"Your cock was hard while you were looking up at that stage earlier, and I don't think it was because you were getting turned on looking at women playing the best friend," she said.

"Excuse me?” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. My mind raced trying to think of something to say, and it raced to a big fat nothing at the finish line.

"No, there's no ‘excuse me’ to this," she said, still grinding against me. "I want you to tell me what the hell is going on."

"What the hell is going on is I wanted to watch my beautiful wife doing her thing up on stage," I said.

"But that's not what's going on here at all, is it?" she asked. "I felt the way your cock twitched when I talked about how hot it was making out with him up on stage. That's not a normal reaction a man has to his wife talking about getting with another man, babe."

Panic was starting to set in. My own cock had betrayed me earlier thinking about how hot it was watching her on stage, but I couldn't help it. She'd been talking about it like she was getting off on the idea and I couldn't stop myself. It was an involuntary reaction. My body was telling on me.

Sort of like the opposite of my cheating heart in that old Hank Williams song, because it wasn't my cheating heart. It was my cock that was turned on by the idea of my wife cheating.

Fuck.

"Tell me what's going on," she said. Her eyes darted this way and that. Like she was searching my own eyes for some truth I was terrified to tell her.

But I also felt like I was caught up in it because she felt that hard on in the theater. Not to mention she got the part. There was no getting around it. There was no way I was going to be able to get out of this.

She’d be rehearsing with that guy. It would involve making out with him. It would involve getting hot and heavy up on stage. It would involve her practically throwing herself at another man, and I didn't know what to think about any of that.

Other than to be really turned on. Okay. Maybe I did know how to feel about it when you got down to it.

I sighed. "You wouldn't believe me even if I told you.”

"Bullshit," she said, "You need to tell me, damn it."

"Fine. It fucking turns me on, okay?" I said, anger tumbling out of me as I got really pissed off at her pressing me on this. "Is that what you wanted to hear? I got fucking turned on watching you grinding up against another man up there on that stage today, and I want to see more of it."

I got so upset that it just came out of me without really thinking about what I was doing. But I could immediately tell that I'd surprised her.

Oh shit. Oh fuck. What the fuck had I just done?
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Annie stared down at me from her spot at the edge of the bed, her mouth open, and it looked for a moment like she was trying to get something out. But she was having trouble actually getting anything out.

Then she closed her eyes, and a shiver that was pretty fucking obvious ran up and down her body.

Meanwhile, all I could do was stare at her and wonder at what I’d just done. What kind of a fucking idiot admitted that kind of thing to his wife?

That was the kind of thing that could be the end of our marriage. I could only stare at her as a terror gripped my chest, and I realized I’d just done something monumentally stupid.

“Listen, Annie,” I started, but she held a hand up to stop me before I could say anything.

“Just one damn minute,” she said.

“But…”

“I said just one damn minute,” she said.

Finally she opened her eyes. She continued staring at me. She took in a deep breath and let it out, breathing in through her mouth and then breathing out through her nostrils.

“This has been turning you on this whole damn time,” she said, finally finding her words and staring at me with an accusatory glare.

I didn’t know what to say to that. I mean, I knew what I should say. It was time to deny everything. To act like it wasn’t a big deal that I’d just gotten upset and said something stupid.

Boy, had I gotten upset and said something stupid.

But I also knew there was going to be no taking this back. I’d said what I said, and it wasn’t like she was going to believe me if I tried to act like it was all a joke at this point.

Damn it. Why did I let my anger get the best of me?

“I mean, maybe,” I finally said with a shrug and a sheepish grin.

“And were you ever going to tell me about this little turn-on that you have?” she asked, fixing me with a look that was somewhere in between amused and accusatory and pissed off.

“I didn’t have any intention of telling you, no,” I said.

She moved and sat down next to me on the bed. She let out a sigh as she turned to stare at me.

“And why wouldn’t you tell me about this?” she asked, her voice suddenly quiet.

“I mean, it’s kind of a crazy thing when you get down to it,” I said. “Asking you to fuck another guy because I’m turned on by it. That sounds like the kind of thing that would piss a woman off to the point of ending her marriage.”

“Depends on the woman,” she said with a shrug.

I turned to look at her. A silence stretched between the two of us. I wasn’t quite sure what to make of that.

“Are you saying you’re not the kind of woman who would end her marriage over something like that?” I asked.

“I think it’s a pretty silly thing to end a marriage over somebody talking about a fantasy they have,” she said. “People have fantasies about a lot of stuff. I have fantasies. Apparently you have fantasies.”

I held my tongue. I really wanted to ask her what her fantasies were. I also didn’t want to say anything that might derail the conversation we were having in the here and now.

But I really wanted to know what some of those fantasies were. Damn it. Something to put a pin in and ask her about later.

“So how long have you felt this way?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “A while, if I’m being honest. Like there was a girl I dated in college who cheated on me, and I ended up getting really hard. I took her back even though I didn’t know why I was doing it.”

“That sounds like a fucked-up situation,” she said.

“Yeah. Maybe I was taking a shitty situation and trying to turn it into something hot. Maybe this is something that’s just always been with me. Either way, she ended up cheating on me a few more times, and eventually it got to be too much for me. Even if I was also really fucking turned on the whole time.”

“Because she was cheating on you, or because she was doing it without letting you know what she was doing?”

“I don’t know,” I finally said, shaking my head and thinking about how ridiculous it was. “But I do know I was eventually able to figure it out and articulate what it was that made that situation so fucked up.”

“That’s interesting,” she said. “So you get off on the idea of me fucking other guys?”

“Yeah, I do,” I said.

“Like, have you thought about it while we’re together?” she asked.

“I have,” I said, figuring that radical honesty was going to be the only thing that saved this situation. And even then, I wasn’t sure if radical honesty was going to be enough to save this situation.

“Like, are you doing it every time we’re together, or is it something that only happens every once in a while?”

“It really depends,” I said with a shrug. “Sometimes I was in the moment with you, and sometimes I was imagining I was some other guy getting with you. Usually after I’d seen someone checking you out or something. I imagined what it would be like if you realized what was going on and you ended up getting with some dude.”

“I see,” she said, and she said it in a tone that said she couldn’t quite believe I was actually getting off on this. She also said it in a tone that said she was intrigued at the idea that I was getting off on this.

At least she wasn’t blowing up at me.

She smiled. It was a knowing sort of smile.

“And so now here you are, and you’ve got this weird situation where I’m rehearsing for a play where the chief theme of the whole damn thing is a wife cheating on her husband.”

“Exactly,” I said.

“I bet that got you really hard, didn’t it?”

“I mean, I was a little shocked when I came home and heard you rehearsing. I thought maybe you’d actually done it, and it was a situation like back in college all over again. And then I was a little annoyed when it turned out that’s not what was going on at all.”

“That does sound a little weird,” she said, still smiling at me.

“I’m well aware this whole thing is weird,” I said. “That’s a big part of the reason why I was terrified to ever say anything to you in the first place.”

“I guess I can understand that,” she said, leaning a little closer. Her hand moved out and she touched my cock, which was already rock hard. It turned out confessing a fantasy was almost as hot as getting to see her working through that fantasy up on stage.

“You’re hard,” she said.

“I am,” I said.

“And you’re definitely not hard because you were looking at all the other pretty suburban ladies who were up on stage auditioning for those parts,” she said.

“I was hard because I was thinking about everything with you,” I said with a shrug.

“Damn it,” she said, and she leaned back on her other hand, but I noted she didn’t remove her hand from my cock. No, she kept that right there as she stared off into the middle distance.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked.

She turned and stared at me, and the ghost of a smile turned up at the corner of her mouth.

“You keep acting like I’m going to be pissed off at you or something for this fantasy,” she said. “You need to get over that. I’m not going to divorce you over this. If anything, I’m intrigued.”

I worked my mouth. I suddenly was having trouble coming up with words.

“Intrigued?” I finally asked.

“Yes, intrigued,” she said. “I wonder what starts this kind of fantasy with a guy like you. You’re a hot dude. You could have pretty much any woman you want. If anything, I should be the one worried about you going off and finding another woman.”

“You know you’re the only woman for me,” I said.

“Oh, I know I’m the only woman for you,” she said. “But I still wonder what went through your head that you were even worried about me stepping out to the point you turned it into this fantasy.”

“I don’t know if it was that I was worried about you stepping out to the point I turned it into a fantasy,” I said. “I just knew that I got turned on thinking about this. It was something that’s been around since before our marriage. It didn’t start with you.”

“I see,” she said. Though again, there was something about her tone. I could tell she couldn’t see it at all.

“So what are we going to do about this?” she finally asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “It’s not like there’s anything we can do.”

“I mean, at the very least this seems like an opportunity, right?”

“How is it an opportunity?” I asked.

My cock was still as hard as a diamond, which surprised me considering how hard I’d already been earlier. And that I’d already gotten off once. For all that we were still in our early thirties. For all of that I still felt like I was in my twenties, though maybe I had a little more wisdom now. I wasn’t sure about that considering the conversation I was having with my wife right now.

“Well, I’m going to be the lead in this play, right?” she said. “And I’m going to have a lot of opportunity to get up on stage with a really hot guy and push things.”

“What were you thinking about pushing?” I asked.

“Well, you’ve seen the different versions of the play, right?”

“I have,” I said, thinking of some of the stuff I’d looked up online.

Some of the stuff was pretty tame. You could find that on YouTube and places like that. Then there were other versions of the play that could only be found on the kind of places where you had to swear on your Scout’s honor that you were over the age of eighteen before you saw some titties up on the screen.

“Well, I know, talking to the director, he was already fishing around and asking me how far I’d be willing to go for the part. I honestly wasn’t sure about it before, but now that I knew about this fantasy of yours…”
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Again, I opened my mouth to say something, and again, I couldn’t get anything to come out. Not before Annie put a finger against my lips to stop me.

“We shouldn’t do this, Rick,” she said.

I grinned at her, and then I leaned in and kissed her. It was an intense kiss. Both our mouths opened to one another, and it was clear both of us had a hunger that burned inside us.

It was enough to make me wonder if maybe one of her fantasies was the idea of getting with another guy. Which would be the kind of thing that would seem impossible to her right up to the moment that I told her about this fantasy.

She moaned as she moved to swing her legs over me, and then she was pushing me back. She let out quiet gasps as she started grinding her pussy against me again, and I gasped as I reached down and grabbed at her ass and gave it a squeeze.

Her whole body seemed to be shivering and shaking. I pulled away from the kiss and stared up at her. She bit her lip as she looked down at me, her brown hair falling down all around her, some of it tickling me.

She kept grinding against me. She was doing it harder and faster now. Then her mouth opened in a gasp.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m thinking about grinding against him earlier today on stage,” she said. “His cock was so hard.”

“Was it?” I asked.

“Do you like thinking about another man’s hard cock grinding against your wife’s pussy?” she asked.

“I did like that,” I said. “I liked it very much.”

“I bet you did,” she said.

She kept grinding against me, and then finally she opened her mouth and let out a moan. Her whole body started to shiver and shake, and all I could do was stare up at her in wonder.

She squeezed her eyes shut, her breath coming in quick gasps as she pressed herself down against my hard cock.

“God, I wanted to come so bad earlier,” she said, still breathing rapidly. “But I figured that would be so wrong. He was so hot.”

I kept pressing against her pussy. I could hardly believe what she was saying.

She looked down at me as she continued shaking and twitching. She wasn’t gasping or moaning now, but that shaking and twitching told me everything I needed to know. She was coming, and it was a pretty intense orgasm based on what I knew about my wife.

Finally, she seemed to come to a stop. She stared down at me for another moment, taking in a couple of deep breaths.

Then she got a surprised look, like she couldn’t believe she’d just said that.

“Oh, shit,” she said. “I can’t believe I did that. Like, was that even okay to say? That’s not the kind of thing I should say, right?”

I reached up and touched a hand to her cheek. I moved a thumb around until it was in front of her lips, and she sucked on it for a moment. Which brought to mind other things she could be sucking on.

“That was perfectly fine,” I said, staring up at her with a grin. “In fact, that was pretty damn hot. I can’t believe you actually wanted to do that.”

Only now it was my turn to stop and really think about what she’d just said, and how I felt about it. I suddenly worried that maybe she didn’t mean it.

“You did mean that, right?” I asked. “Like you really were getting turned on talking to him and grinding against him, right?”

Again, she hit me with the faintest hint of a smile. It was a reassuring sort of smile. For all that it was also very fucked up that I was getting reassured by her smiling down at me to let me know she got turned on grinding against another guy’s cock during the audition.

“I was,” she said. “I had to stop, and I think he could tell something was going on from the way I was twitching. It’s pretty obvious when I get really turned on, you know.”

“Yeah, I’m aware,” I said, licking my lips and staring up at her.

My mind reeled. Here she was telling me the honest-to-God truth about getting turned on grinding against another man. I could scarcely believe it, but I’d seen it happening with my own two eyes, and now my wife was admitting it.

“So how far were you willing to take this?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, blinking as she stared down at me.

“You said the director was hinting that he wanted you to take things a little further than you’d think for a suburban rendition of this play at a community theater,” I said. “So how far are you willing to take it in the name of letting him get his headlines?”

She looked down at me, and then she reached down and pulled her shirt up. Her tits bounced once as she pulled her bra off in the same motion, and then she frowned and had to unsnap it, which created an awkward pause.

“Okay, so this is ruining the moment just a little,” she said. “I wanted to just pull my shirt off and bounce my tits at you and tell you I’d be willing to show them off to the world.”

“Fuck, Annie,” I hissed, reaching up and grabbing at those tits. I gave them a squeeze as I moved my hands around and felt at them. I started grinding against her again.

“You like that?” she asked as she finally unsnapped her bra and shrugged out of it. “The idea of an entire theater getting a look at your wife’s tits?”

“Fuck yeah, I do,” I said, still squeezing and kneading at them.

She bit her lip and blushed.

“Do you really think people would want to see that?”

“I know they would,” I said. “There’d be so many guys who’d go home and jerk off thinking about seeing your tits.”

“Really?” she asked. “Even when they could see plenty of tits on the internet…”

“There’s something to be said for tits you get to see up close and in person versus tits you get to see on a computer monitor,” I said. “You’re right there in front of them. They can look at you and imagine they have a chance with you.”

“Of course they don’t have a chance with me,” she said, grinning down at me. “I’m a married woman, right? Men don’t have a chance with a married woman because I’d never dream of doing that to my husband.”

My breath caught as I looked at her.

“Yeah, something like that,” I said.

I kept feeling her up, and then she reached down and unzipped her pants. She had to step up, which necessitated pulling away from my hands for a moment. Which was all kinds of frustrating, but I also didn’t mind because of the fun little game we were playing.

“And what if they got to see me like this?” she asked, pulling out of her pants but keeping her panties on.

“I think they’d enjoy that just as much,” I said. “Do you think you’d go all the way?”

She blushed and looked away for a moment.

“I didn’t think I’d do that, no,” she said. “It’s one thing to show off my tits to the world, or to a community theater. It’s another thing entirely to show off everything.”

“Yeah, I supposed that makes sense,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment.

Then she climbed on the bed and was hovering over me again. She leaned down and kissed me, and her tits pressed against my body. I pulled my own shirt up so I’d be able to feel her naked flesh pressing against my own.

God, that felt incredible. We’d been married for a good five years at this point, and I never got tired of feeling her tits pressing against me. I didn’t think I’d ever get tired of feeling her tits pressing against me.

“There is something I could do if I wanted to be naughty, though,” she said, grinding against me.

“What’s that?” I asked, wondering where she was going with this.

She reached down and quickly undid my pants, and then my cock sprang free.

“Well, we’ll be on a bed in that theater, right?” she asked.

“Right,” I said.

She moved forward and pressed herself against my cock, grinding up and down the shaft before pausing as she was pressing right against the head.

“And there could just be my panties separating me from Rick, right?” she asked.

“Right,” I said.

She reached down, and I felt something moving around my cockhead. A moment later I felt the wet warmth of her pussy lips and her pubic hair pressing against my cockhead. Again, one of those things I’d felt plenty of times since we got married, but it was something that felt incredible every time it happened.

“Well, what if I had a wardrobe malfunction while the two of us were grinding against each other under the sheets where nobody could tell what was going on?” she asked, staring down at me and cocking her head to the side.

And then, just to illustrate her point, she moved her pussy down the length of my cock. Meanwhile, in my head, all I could think about was her doing that, but with that lucky bastard who was playing Rick getting to fuck my wife in front of an entire theater.

I let out a quiet whimper, and then I started to come. I came harder than I thought I’d ever come before in my life. It was like I was pumping everything into my wife as I pressed up. She merely smiled down at me. She’d already gotten hers, after all. She just kept grinning at me as she held herself, her pussy grasping at me.

“Oh my,” she said, her eyes going wide as she stared down and then leaned her body down against me, moving her hips ever so slightly to give me a little bit of friction as she leaned in close to my ear. “I think somebody likes the idea of me being a little naughty up there in front of everyone.”


18




Ipulled into a parking spot near the back of the theater. A lot of the other spots were already taken.

I got out of the car and then reached into the back. I had a secret weapon back here that had very quickly made me a favorite of everybody who was part of the little community theater troupe. It had very quickly endeared my wife to them as well. Which was helpful since most of them had gone to school together. I’d been worried she’d be an outsider.

I’d also worried that maybe more than a few of the people who’d all been in the same drama department back in high school would be upset with her because she came along out of nowhere and ended up getting the big part.

I looked down at the bags full of food. It was pretty simple stuff. I got cheap pizzas or cheap subs. The kind of stuff that was pretty basic. Not even all that great as far as fast food went.

But they ate it up, both literally and figuratively. They couldn’t get enough of it because it was free food, and a lot of them were coming here straight from work, the same as I was, and they didn’t have time to stop and get food before the rehearsal started.

I stepped through the door and into the lobby. It was starting to look familiar to me by now. There were all the same posters, only this time around I recognized some of the faces because it was people I’d gotten to know as a result of Annie getting the part.

We’d only been at this for about a week, but it still felt like we were settling in.

The lobby was empty right now, which was pretty typical for a rehearsal night. They’d eventually come out and lock the front door to make sure nobody else would be able to get into the place while everybody was doing their rehearsal, but they kept it open for at least an hour to give everybody a chance to get in from work. And I was thankful for that, since I always took the time to stop and get food.

I went over to the door and tried to open it, but I had a little difficulty since my hands were full of subs from the sandwich shop. I tried to kick the door open, but it was clear that wasn’t going to work either.

“Damn it,” I muttered, looking around. I really didn’t want to set everything down and then have to pick it up again. I’d barely managed to get everything looped around my hand as it was, but it didn’t look like I had much choice in the matter either.

But then the door swung open as I was stepping away to put one of the bags down on a small table in the lobby. I turned around and saw none other than Connie there, looking around in confusion for a moment. Her face split into a wide grin when she saw me standing there with food in hand.

“Food dude,” she said, throwing her hands up and saying it loud enough that it carried into the theater, which immediately had everybody else yelling out “food dude!” right along with her. Everybody knew what it meant when somebody said “food dude.” I wasn’t sure it was a great nickname to have, but at least they all saw me in a positive light. Sort of. Maybe.

“Would you mind holding the door open for me, Connie?” I asked.

She was one of the women who’d been up doing an audition with that dude who’d been stiff as a board. I couldn’t remember his name. He hadn’t actually gotten a part in the play.

I’d asked around about that. Apparently he was a guy who used to do a bunch of technical stuff and behind-the-scenes things when they were all in drama club together at the local high school, and he’d always tried to graduate to acting. Only he always got pushed into those technical roles.

Supposedly he didn’t even take on the technical roles anymore. He just tried out for various parts, and then when they inevitably asked him to do lighting or set design or something like that, he threw his arms up in frustration.

The dude seemed to think he was destined to act, and that the only reason why he never got a part was because they insisted on making him do technical, behind-the-scenes work. But I’d seen his acting abilities, and I knew he shouldn’t be anywhere near a stage.

All that flashed through my head as I stepped through and glanced at Connie. She was a pretty woman. She was in her mid-thirties. Her husband did some sort of work at some law office downtown, and that meant she had a lot of free time to herself since they also had a nanny to take care of the kids in the evening.

It wasn’t the kind of life I could imagine for myself. I’d always figured if I had children then I’d want to take care of them myself, not pay somebody else to do it. Then again, I’d never actually had children. I knew there were a lot of things people said about what they were going to do when they became parents, but those intentions never survived first contact with their kids. Maybe we’d be the same, assuming Annie and I got around to that.

I figured it would happen eventually. It just hadn’t happened yet.

“Okay, so taking this to the usual place?” I asked, holding the sacks and looking over to the back of the theater.

Somebody had set up some folding tables back there. It mostly had people’s bags and stuff like that on the first few nights, and then when they realized I had every intention of bringing food over every night? They’d started clearing off a spot for me.

“You know it,” she said.

I looked up to the stage. It was Annie and Malcolm doing their thing up there, going back and forth across the stage. Though it didn’t look like they were rehearsing one of the spicier scenes at the moment.

That was fine with me. There was a whole damn play that had a few acts to it they had to rehearse before they got to the sparks really flying at the end of the second act.

It was really a genius thing, putting the controversial scene so close to the end so everybody had to sit around on their asses and wait for them to get around to the steam.

“So how has the rehearsal been going?” I asked Connie, who helped me get everything out.

“Oh, you know,” she said. “It’s just been the two of them up there chewing up the scenery and getting into their roles.”

“Well, at least they seem to be off book a little bit already,” I said.

That was something Annie had complained about. Apparently, the turnaround on this play was a whole hell of a lot faster than the turnaround on plays back when she was in school. They had a couple of months to get everything ready to go back then, but that was because they didn’t have as much time to rehearse after school.

Though that seemed odd, they were only rehearsing for maybe an hour or two hours, though Connie told me that would extend out even longer as they got closer to the debut. From there they’d run matinee and evening shows on Friday and Saturday for the better part of a month, and after that it would all be done.

It seemed like a lot of work for very little return, but then again, this theater was being supported by a bunch of rich suburban types who were looking for a way to distract themselves and relive some of the glory days. In a way, it was even better for the drama nerds. They didn’t have to worry about things like injuring themselves or being too old and too slow to do their favorite thing from high school like people who played sports.

I knew a few football guys who wouldn’t shut the fuck up about the fact that they couldn’t play their sport anymore.

Getting up there and doing a little bit of bad acting was something somebody could do at any age, though so far the people here had been doing a pretty good job of it. I wondered if that was because they all came from a bigger school system where the people involved in theater were the kind of people who actually had some talent. If so, that really said something about the good job my wife was doing up there on stage.

“Getting to a hot part,” Connie said.

I looked up to the stage. Connie had a habit of calling it out when things were about to get heated. I wasn’t sure why she did that. Did she think it was going to make me jealous or something? I glanced over to her and saw that she was looking at me as I was looking up on the stage.

Maybe that was her way of trying to get some payback against Annie. She hadn’t got the part, and so she was going to make Annie’s husband so jealous that I flew into a rage and forbid her from actually doing the play or something.

“I don’t think that’s nearly as hot as it’s going to get at the end of the second act,” I said, shaking my head and turning my attention back to the sandwiches.

I did that very deliberately. The last thing I wanted was to give her any sort of power or let her know that it was getting to me at all, one way or another.

“I can’t believe you’re so cool with this,” she said.

“Your husband wasn’t cool with it?” I asked, looking up at her and arching an eyebrow. “You were going out for the same part Annie got, after all.”

Was that digging the knife in and twisting it just a little? Maybe. Or maybe it was just friendly conversation, the same as she was friendly every time she told me my wife was about to start kissing another man up on stage.

“Yeah, well, he wasn’t going to know about it,” she said with a shrug. “He’s always busy at the office, and he probably wouldn’t even come to any of the shows, but you’re here every day.”

Again, she hit me with an intense look that made me wonder what her game was, and again, I decided to ignore her and turn my attention back to getting the subs ready to go and not to whatever mind games she was trying to play.
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“Okay, everybody,” the director said, slapping his hands together. “It’s time for us to get down to business in this scene.”

I turned my attention away from Connie and looked up to the front of the room where Annie and Malcolm were both up there doing their thing. Annie looked out over the theater, and her eyes came to rest on me.

Then she did a very interesting thing. She stared at me with an odd intensity, and she seemed to bite her lip as she looked out over the theater with that odd intensity.

I was immediately on guard. I immediately wondered what the hell was going on here. I immediately wondered if there was something I was missing here, or if there was something in the rehearsal process I hadn’t seen because I’d been so busy having this conversation back here.

I also got a weird look from Connie. She smiled ever so slightly. Like she was enjoying the hell out of whatever was about to happen here.

It was the perfect storm of everybody turning to look at me nervously all of a sudden. Even the director turned in my direction. It was enough to have me wondering what the hell was going on here.

The director stood, and he turned and looked around the theater again. His eyes came to rest on me, and then he turned away. Almost like he was ashamed of whatever was about to happen here. Almost like he was worried about my reaction.

Or maybe I was just imagining things. Maybe this was just me being a touch ridiculous or something, but I wasn’t so sure about that.

“So as all of you know,” he continued on. “We’ve decided we’re going to do a performance of this play that is going to really get tongues wagging. We want to make sure we have people coming to our theater. We want to make sure we have people talking about it on social media, or whatever it is you kids are using these days.”

I snorted at that. Whatever it was the kids were using these days? The guy sounded like a dinosaur.

Meanwhile, my cock was starting to get hard. It was starting to twitch, because I got the feeling there was something going on here that he thought I wasn’t going to like. Which naturally meant there was something going on here that I was probably going to love.

“And in the interest of trying to get some of those tongues wagging and getting interest from the wider community, we’ve decided we’re going to push the envelope when it comes to this play.”

I arched an eyebrow. My cock was twitching in my pants. It strained against my work pants with so much intensity that I thought I might actually get enough friction that I was going to come.

I didn’t, of course, but the thought was definitely there.

“So with that in mind, we’ve decided we’re going to have our two lead actors get a little more intense than usual. I’m sure all of you have seen the videos of other people performing this play, and I’m sure all of you are well aware of how far this play can go.”

More people were turning to look at me now. I wondered what he meant by being well aware of how far this play could go.

There was a production that Playboy did back in the ‘70s that had full nudity. Like we’re talking full frontal and all that, but that had been scandalous at the time. It didn’t seem like it was going to be terribly scandalous now. Even if they were doing the performance in person and not making a movie that was supposed to be porn disguised as legitimate theater.

Though we were in a suburb on the edges of the Bible Belt, so maybe it would be just scandalous enough to catch everybody’s attention.

I thought about the more interesting Hustler version of the play that got put on in the ‘90s by old Larry, who really gotten people’s attention with that one. There were rumors that the actors who’d played Rick and Claudia had actually gone for full penetration, but it’d never been substantiated.

Even when the government decided to stick their asshole censorious noses into the middle of Larry’s business, which had never worked out well for Uncle Sam.

They hadn’t gone for a close-up or anything like that when they were depicting the full penetration, but even the thought that it might’ve had full penetration had been enough to get a lot of people to talk about it. Like it was the most scandalous thing ever.

And that probably had been back in the ’90s when things were starting to loosen up a little bit, and it was still expected that if you had a movie with an R-rating that got butts in seats, then people would see some tits.

“So we’re going to have our two actors getting hot and heavy up on the stage,” he said. “I know we’re all adults in the room, and I do hope that all of us will be able to comport ourselves with the kind of gravitas that I expect from all of the actors who have worked under me. Or from all of the actors who are working for me now, even if you didn’t learn the craft from yours truly.”

He let out a little smile and a laugh at that. He also turned to glance at Annie. Like he took it as a matter of pride that so many of the people from around here had learned from him.

Not that I could blame him for taking it as a matter of pride. He seemed to enjoy all this. Especially the constant praise of all the students who’d learned under him.

Someone moved to stand next to me. I glanced over to see Connie, the trophy wife, hitting me with an almost unreadable expression.

I say almost unreadable because I was pretty sure I could read exactly what she was doing. She was looking at me like she was expecting to get some sort of a reaction out of me. Like she was looking forward to seeing how I’d react to what was going on up on the stage even more than she was looking forward to seeing what was going on up on the stage.

“I bet you’re starting to wish your wife got one of the minor parts, aren’t you?” she said.

I rolled my eyes. I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction. I knew her for exactly what she was: a pot stirrer. The kind of person who got more pleasure out of having everybody all around her getting upset by the off stage drama than she did in actually watching the play taking place in front of her.

I turned my attention back to the front. I also tried to ignore how Connie was standing so close to me, and that I could see a pair of incredible tits in a low cut sweater. I idly wondered if those tits had been paid for by her lawyer husband, or if she grew them naturally.

I could probably figure that out with a quick feel. Though there were some boob jobs that made it difficult to figure out exactly what was going on.

I shook my head and focused on the stage, and then I decided I was going to move up closer to the front. Away from Connie.

Annie looked up and toward the back. They were getting ready to start the scene. Both of them still had their scripts in hand, but I knew it wasn’t going to be long before they were expected to go off book entirely.

That was how they talked about it in theater. Going off book when they had everything memorized. She’d complained about how the process was a hell of a lot faster with this play than it had ever been with any of the plays she’d done back in high school.

I’d pointed out to her that she didn’t have the luxury of a few months to rehearse the thing. That if she was going to get involved in theater, even if it was volunteering for a community theater thing, then she was going to have to get used to an accelerated schedule.

The director turned and looked at me making my way down the aisle. I heard Connie make a noise in the back of her throat, like she was annoyed that I was moving away from her, but that was fine. She could be annoyed with me all she wanted. I didn’t want anything to do with her or the drama she was trying to take part in around here.

A few other people looked at me, and then they looked around like they were worried that maybe I was going down to the stage so I could start something. Only I wasn’t. All I wanted was to be a little closer to whatever was happening.

If they were going to be getting hot and heavy just like the Playboy production — or maybe even like the Hustler production, though I didn’t think I was lucky enough for something like that to happen — then you bet your ass I wanted to be down there so I could get a good look at everything.

I sat down. I could feel all the eyes in the theater on me. The director stared at me for another moment. I smiled and gave him a wave.

He smiled back at me, but it was a sickly sort of smile. The kind of smile that said he was worried and relieved in equal measure that I hadn’t decided to shoot up the place or something. Clearly everybody here had known he was going to announce that things were going to get hot and heavy, and clearly everybody knew the food dude was going to be here tonight because I was here every night to support my wife.

I could see more than a few relieved sighs happening, and I nodded at a few other people. Nothing to see here. I wasn’t upset by anything happening here tonight.

So get on with the damn play so I could see my wife doing her thing with another man, damn it.

“Well then,” the director said. “I suppose if there are no objections to us trying to stir the pot a little bit in the local thespian scene, then we can go ahead and do this.”

He turned to the stage. He looked at Annie and then over to Malcolm. He nodded at both of them.

“I expect both of you to come up with some interesting blocking for this, but for the moment I want both of you to just do what comes natural to you. That will allow this scene to seem a whole lot more natural for the audience as well.”
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Again, the words seemed to fall away as I watched the scene playing out in front of me. I’d rehearsed this with Annie often enough that I didn’t even need to know the words. No, I was far more interested in watching the ebb and flow of the scene as it played out in front of me up on stage.

Rick moved in close to her. Claudia looked up at him, and she seemed reluctant as she said something. She put a hand on his chest, and then she was turning away.

Only he reached out and grabbed her arm before she could get away from him. Something twitched inside me. Something primitive. Something that said that was my wife up there he was grabbing, damn it, and I needed to get up there and protect her.

But there was also another delicious feeling to go along with everything I felt. My throbbing cock threatened to practically burst out of my pants as I watched another man grab my wife and pull her against him. He had both hands on her arms now. He stared down at her as she stared up at him. Her chest rose and fell. She was just on the point of pressing into him.

More words. Probably Rick telling Claudia she needed to do it. She looked away from him. It was a touch melodramatic, but whatever. I was here for the melodrama.

She turned and started walking away from him again. He said something, and she stopped. She seemed to squeeze her eyes shut, and then she squeezed her fists down next to her body.

She whirled around. More words were exchanged. My eyes bounced back and forth between the two of them. I took in the poetry of their movements. They stared at one another, both of their chests heaving.

She said something again. Some line about how they shouldn’t do this. About how she was married.

Only her actions were definitely saying something very different from her words, because she was marching right towards him. Marching at him with a deliberate purpose that surprised me. That had my cock throbbing.

Then she threw herself at him. I could see that Malcolm was surprised. He broke character for a moment, his eyes going wide, but he caught her deftly.

She was in an interesting piece of wardrobe tonight. I wondered if it was something she brought because she thought Claudia would wear something like that, or if it was just a bit of casual clothing.

But I didn’t think it was a bit of casual clothing. No. She was in a button-up shirt that had been tied just below her breasts so her athletic, flat stomach was on display. She wore a pair of impossibly tight shorts. We’re talking they would’ve had Daisy Duke herself blushing. And she had the thing unbuttoned up top, so I could see the swell of her breasts.

Not exactly winter wear, so it was out of place for a play that took place in winter. Not that I was complaining.

They were going for the sex appeal, and my wife was the one who was putting out that sex appeal for everybody in our small suburb to see. I did make a note to talk to her about getting something that was both sexy and appropriate for the setting.

She wrapped her legs around him and pressed her mouth against his. They started making out furiously. I very nearly came in my pants as I watched.

Holy shit. Holy fucking shit. I couldn’t believe what my wife was up to.

She started grinding against him. His hands moved down to cup her ass. He squeezed it, kneading at her ass cheeks. Pulling her against him.

I couldn’t see his cock, but I had no doubt that if I was to glance down between his legs, I’d see that he had a raging hard-on.

How could you not have a raging hard-on while a woman as beautiful as my wife was doing her thing? I mean, sure, maybe there was a chance he was gay and he wasn’t enjoying this on the level I was hoping he was enjoying it on, but I seriously doubted that.

She was moving her ass this way and that as they stumbled around the stage making out. Every once in a while one of them would pull away and deliver a line, and then they’d get right back to sucking face.

I wondered how much of that was part of the act, and how much of that was her enjoying herself. She kept letting out quiet little gasps as they exchanged those lines.

He reached around and started undoing the buttons on her front. A moment later, her shirt fell open and he pulled first with one hand and then the other.

And I got my next surprise of the night. It’d been hard to make out details from my seat, but I could see now that she wasn’t even wearing a bra. No, that cleavage had all been my wife’s amazing breasts staying up and defying gravity all on their own.

And they continued to do their best impression of the Wicked Witch of the West defying gravity as he let them free. He stared down for a moment, blinking a couple of times as he took in her tits for the first time. And then he leaned down, his hands still on her ass, and buried himself in her cleavage, moving from one nipple to the other and licking them in front of the entire goddamn audience.

I shivered as I watched the whole thing playing out. I didn’t dare glance around, though I was sure there were more than a few eyes on me. People who were no doubt wondering how I was going to react to this. Wondering if I was going to lose my shit or something.

But all I could do was stare, utterly fascinated. It was so much more than I ever thought I’d get to see. It was so much more incredible than anything I’d ever imagined while I was jerking off thinking about how hot it would be to get to see my wife making out with another man. And it was precisely because getting to see it in person was so much better than getting to watch it in my imagination.

Malcolm pulled up and started kissing her again, and they moved back. She said something about how this wasn’t right. She almost sounded like she believed it wasn’t right. Like she actually thought telling him they shouldn’t do this was going to stop him now that they were in the middle of passionately making out with each other.

At this point, I wondered if she was saying that because that was what her character was supposed to say, or if she was saying that because she was so turned on and she was trying to remind herself she was a married woman.

For all that she knew I was into this shit.

They kept kissing, and then they fell back on the bed. Clothes started flying after that. She was still grinding against him, and finally she wound up on top of him. She was down to her panties, and he was down to his boxer shorts.

I held my breath, wondering if they were going to take things any farther than that. But getting down to just their boxers and panties seemed to be as far as they were willing to take it tonight.

She stared down at him, and she was grinding against him. Really going at it. He had his hands up on her side, and he was grunting as he pressed up into her. There were a few more lines the two of them were saying, but clearly most of their concentration was on not losing control as both of them moved closer and closer to the point of no return.

At least I knew Annie was getting to that point of no return. I was an expert in watching my wife coming, and I had no doubt she was getting close. I was surprised she was getting that just by grinding her pussy against another man’s cock. Then again, I suppose I shouldn’t have been all that surprised she was getting that feeling. She had been getting really turned on by all of this with me, after all.

So why shouldn’t she get really turned on doing it with some other hot guy?

She kept grinding, and finally she put her hands down on his chest. She seemed to be feeling it as he moved up and felt at her tits with one hand, and moved the other hand down to grab her ass and give it a smack. I could hear the sound echoing all through the auditorium. The sound of another man’s hand smacking down on my wife’s ass. Holy shit, was that intense. I could even see a slight red spot on that perfect ass of hers where he’d smacked her.

The director cleared his throat, but neither of them seemed to notice. No, both of them were breathing heavily. Both of them were staring into one another’s eyes. Both of them were grunting.

And then it happened. My wife paused and stopped her grinding even as he let out a cry. She let out a couple of quiet whimpers as she held herself over him. Her whole body started to shiver and shake. She bit her lip as she let out those quiet cries that told me she was coming as she pressed down against him again and again. As she held herself on top of him. Everybody in the auditorium stared at them in utter fascination.

Not that I could blame them. This was pretty damn hot after all.

They stared at each other for another long moment, and then finally the director cleared his throat again.

Annie looked up. If anything, her blush deepened as she looked around and realized what she’d just done. She looked out to me, and if anything, that blush deepened.

“Well. That was an interesting take on that scene,” the director finally said. “And I’m pretty sure that’s something nobody who witnessed it here today is going to forget any time soon. Thank you for that.”

Annie continued blushing as she stood. Her legs seemed a little wobbly. I was also close enough that I could see the moisture in between her legs. She was obviously turned on, and obviously ready to go. It made me wonder what would’ve happened if his cock had slid out of his boxers and inside her up on stage for everybody to see.

Would they have stopped, or was she so turned on that she would’ve kept right on going?

And why did I love the idea of my wife getting so carried away that she just kept right on going?
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We were both strangely quiet as we made our way into the kitchen. I turned to look at Annie. She’d buttoned up her shirt. Now that I was looking at her really up close I could tell she obviously wasn’t wearing a bra.

Her nipples were pressing out. She looked like she was really turned on. I didn’t think it was because things were cold around here.

It was pretty damn hot in here. Staring at my wife had my cock twitching all over again. My one regret about being in the middle of a dark theater was I didn’t dare give myself the Pee-wee Herman treatment and have a little bit of fun with myself.

It was one thing to do that with Annie in the theater when she was feeling a little adventurous. It was another thing entirely to do that same sort of thing when I was on my own. One of those was a hot couple thing to do. The other was something dangerous that could get me on a list if we got caught.

Hell, having my wife jerk me off in the middle of a theater when they were doing auditions was also the kind of thing that could get me on a watch list, but somehow it seemed like it was less likely to do that.

We walked into the living room. I thought about walking in on her rehearsing part of the play to herself. How I’d been excited for a brief moment because I thought she was talking about an actual encounter she’d had with another man.

I’d been disappointed when I’d realized she was just preparing for a play of all things. The last thing in the world I would’ve figured she was getting ready for. But that disappointment had turned into so much more as I got to see what she was doing up on that stage.

I shivered as I walked back toward the bedroom. Still neither one of us said a damn thing. What was there to say? She knew what she’d done.

We reached the bedroom, and she sat down on the bed. Her hands were folded primly in her lap right in between her legs. Right where another man had been grinding his cock against her pussy earlier, and I was pretty fucking sure she’d come as she was grinding against him.

I moved and sat down next to her. I took in everything. In particular I took in the swell of her breasts under that button-up shirt that was tied off just under her tits showing off plenty of her stomach.

“So you decided to take the play to a little more intense place tonight, I see,” I said.

She jumped. She turned to look at me, and if anything, it seemed like she was actually feeling guilty about what happened. She blushed, and she turned like she was trying to look away from me. Maybe like she was trying to look away from the shame of what she’d done.

But I had no interest in letting her look away from what she’d done. No, I moved a finger up to her chin and held it there until she turned to look at me. She blinked a couple of times as she stared at me, and then tears started to well up in her eyes as she threw her arms around me and started to cry into my shoulder.

Okay. There were a lot of reactions I’d been expecting from her based on what she’d done up there on that stage today, but her throwing her arms around me and starting to cry definitely wasn’t one of them.

But my wife was crying. Clearly something was wrong, and my first instinct was always to comfort my wife when something was wrong. So that’s exactly what I did now, putting an arm around her and holding her against me as I felt her wet tears against my shoulder.

“It’s okay,” I whispered over and over, patting her and running a hand along her body. “It’s going to be okay.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what was wrong that she needed reassurance, but I was going to reassure her. Damn it.

But she kept right on crying into my shoulder. I kept right on wondering what I’d missed, what was wrong here.

Finally, she pulled away and looked up at me.

“Um, so I understand there’s something wrong that has you crying,” I said. “But I can’t for the life of me understand what it is.”

“You really don’t know?” she said, staring at me.

“Babe, I think we’ve had enough arguments over the years that you of all people should totally appreciate I don’t always know what I’ve done wrong.”

“But it’s not anything you’ve done wrong,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s something I did wrong at that rehearsal tonight.”

“What. Like did you miss a bit of blocking you worked at or something?”

She stared at me like I was the biggest idiot in the world. I stared right back at her, because I felt like the biggest idiot in the world.

I wasn’t sure if that was because I truly was the biggest idiot in the world, or if it was because that was just the kind of feeling I got being a husband who got that kind of look from my wife on the regular.

“You saw what happened up there on stage.”

“I did,” I said, grinning at her. “And it was pretty damn hot.”

She blinked as she stared at me.

“What?” I said, figuring I’d just said something wrong all over again.

“It was pretty hot,” she said, shaking her head. Her mouth had fallen open, and she looked like she was in utter disbelief.

“I mean, yeah?” I said. “The way the two of you were going back and forth? He even felt you up. You probably still have a mark on your ass.”

“Another man was feeling me up? I came on another man’s cock, babe,” she said.

She stared straight into my eyes as she said it. There it was, point blank. She came on another man’s cock.

The kind of thing that should piss off any man, but it just had my cock twitching again.

I was still running a hand up and down her body, but I moved one of those hands down until it was trailing along her side where I could feel her bare skin. It was hot to the touch. I thought about how that guy had been pressing against her earlier, feeling her stomach and skin. I shivered thinking about it.

“Tell me more,” I said.

She stared at me in disbelief. My voice was low, raspy, throaty. I figured that more than anything told her I loved everything about what she was telling me.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Why wouldn’t I be serious?” I asked. “I told you how I feel about this stuff.”

“I mean, I know you told me how you felt about this stuff,” she said, throwing her hands up in obvious exasperation. “But I didn’t believe you actually meant it.”

“Why wouldn’t you believe I actually meant it?” I asked.

“Because that’s not the kind of thing a guy actually gets turned on by. I thought there was something wrong with me. Like maybe I misheard you or something.”

“Nope. Nothing wrong with you,” I said. “I really was getting off on this.”

She stared at me for another long moment, and then she pressed herself against me and started kissing me.

My mouth opened to her immediately. Her tongue swirled around my own. I moved a hand up and then down inside her shirt. The swell of her breasts gave way to a nipple that was so hard and so ready.

I pinched it. That was one of those things she could take or leave out of the bedroom, but she seemed to really get into it when she was really turned on. One of those things where it went from painful to pleasurable as long as she was really ready to go.

She let out a long and low whine as I pinched her nipple this time. Oh yeah. She was ready to go.

I quickly undid the buttons on the front of her shirt and pulled her tits out. I stared down at them and thought about how another man had been devouring those tits earlier. How he’d been licking my wife’s nipples.

And then I did the same damn thing.

“That’s right, baby,” she said, moving her hands around to the back of my head and pulling me against her like she was encouraging me to get more and more of her amazing tits in my mouth. “He was licking and sucking on my tits just like this. You liked watching another man licking and sucking on my tits, didn’t you?”

I let out a groan. I couldn’t do anything else. It was so hot hearing her talking like that. I didn’t think I’d ever hear my Annie talking like that, and here she was. Here we were.

I moved a hand down and undid the buttons. I did the zipper next, and then I plunged my hand down into her pants.

They were so goddamn tight that it was difficult for me to get my fingers in there, but I managed it. And she was so slick and so wet. Like she was waiting for me to do this.

I plunged one finger, and then a second, into her pussy. She started to gasp as I did that. As I started to move my fingers in and out of her again and again, feeling her tight wetness.

We both fell back onto the bed and started making out again. Her tits were out, and I kept my hand in her pants. She moved her own hands down and started pulling up my shirt just enough that I could feel her breasts pressing against my chest. A feeling that I never got tired of no matter how many times it happened.

And through it all, she was moaning as she fucked my hand. Moaning louder and louder. Getting almost to the point of going over the edge.

I pulled back and stared into her eyes.

“Did he really make you come, baby?” I asked.

“He did,” she said, gasping as she continued fucking my fingers.

“Did you want him inside you?”

She paused, and she looked away for a moment, blushing deeply. And as I stared at her, I could only think about how much I wanted to know the answer to that question, even as there was a part of me that was terrified I was going to get exactly the answer I was looking for.
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Annie bit her lip as she stared at me. Meanwhile, I stayed there with my hands buried inside her pussy. I felt those warm, wet walls, and I thought about someone else pressing inside her. I thought about him slamming his cock into her again and again, finally burying himself inside her and blowing a load. His balls twitching as he came deep inside her tight pussy.

All of it was almost enough to have me coming right there, but I managed to hold it in. Barely.

“Are you okay?” she asked, staring up at me and looking worried.

“I’m not okay,” I said.

She blinked. “You’re not?”

“No, I’m not,” I said, and I started to roll on top of her. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy, and I moved my hands to either side of her as I started down into my wife’s eyes. Meanwhile, she kicked her bottoms off and her legs wrapped around me, more on instinct than anything else. She stared up at me, her eyes wide.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“What’s wrong is you’re keeping secrets from me,” I said.

“But I’m not.”

I pressed into her. She let out a quiet gasp. I held myself there in that wet warmth for a moment, and then I did it again.

“You’re not telling me everything,” I said.

“What am I not telling you?” she asked, still staring up at me and gasping as I pressed into her body.

“Did you want him to fuck you?” I asked. “I need to know.”

“Are you sure you’re ready for that answer?” she asked.

I pressed into her again. She let out another gasp.

“I need to hear you say it,” I said. “I need you to tell me, damn it.”

Her eyes darted back and forth as she searched my own. Her mouth fell open, and her chest was rising and falling. One of her tits was out and the other one was still covered, but she looked so fucking beautiful as she stared up at me.

Then she squeezed her eyes shut. She seemed almost like she was upset about something. I couldn’t for the life of me understand what she’d be upset about. Other than maybe she didn’t want to actually tell me what was going on here. I thought about how I’d kept this fantasy from her for so long.

Yeah, I could totally understand somebody not wanting to let something like this out, but I needed to know. Plus I was pretty sure I knew the answer.

“I’m ready to hear it,” I said.

Her mouth was wide open, and she was still taking deep gasps. She seemed like she was almost hesitant, and meanwhile, I reached down. I pulled my cock out and barely pressed against her pussy, which had her opening her mouth and gasping once more.

“I’m so ready to hear this.”

She started pressing up with her hips, churning them and trying to meet me. Trying to get my dick inside her, but I pulled back and prevented her from getting what she so desperately wanted.

“Oh no,” I said, grinning down at her. “That’s for good girls who tell me what I want to hear.”

“Are you sure that’s what you want to hear?” she asked.

“I’m sure.”

It occurred to me that maybe I wasn’t going to get the answer I wanted to hear. Maybe she’d tell me she hadn’t been tempted by that guy at all. It would be a disappointing end to all of this fantasizing, to coming so close to getting everything I’d ever wanted.

She was up there on stage, gasping and moaning and getting hot and heavy with another dude. She said she came, but what if she was just saying that because that’s what she thought I wanted to hear?

Still. I got to watch my wife acting like she was coming on another guy’s cock, and that wasn’t nothing. Even if it turned out my wife was just a really good actress. Yeah, that would’ve been one hell of a disappointment. That was for damn sure.

“Fine,” she said, biting her lip as she continued to try and press up. As she continued to try and get my cock inside her body. Only I kept pulling away, and she could only ever get the head to split her just a little.

“Fine. I liked the idea, okay?” she said. “Is that what you wanted to hear? That I was so hot up there that I was ready to let him fuck me right there in front of everybody in the damn theater?”

I could only stare down at her. I could only concentrate on breathing. I took in a deep breath, and I let it out. I did it a second time. I had to concentrate on the feeling down in between my legs, because I was about to blow that load that had been threatening for so long just from her words.

Holy shit. She really had been about to fuck him up there. I didn’t think it would actually be possible for her to fuck him up there, but she’d been thinking about it as they were grinding against each other. How could two beautiful people like that start grinding together and not think about actually fucking each other?

I let the breath out. I almost rolled off of her. That’s how worried I was that I was going to blow a load.

“Are you okay, baby?” she asked, staring up at me.

“I don’t know that I’d say I’m okay,” I said. “But that’s definitely what I’ve been hoping to hear from you.”

“Seriously?” she said, and she sounded genuinely surprised.

“I don’t know how many times I can tell you I’m into this before you believe me,” I said.

“I mean, it’s just kind of weird to think of,” she said.

“Yeah, just a little weird to think of,” I said. And with that, I rolled on top of her again and sank down inside her with a sigh. I finally trusted myself to not blow a load as I pressed into her, but then my cock started twitching again, and I knew that I was in trouble.

“Is something wrong?” Annie asked.

“No, nothing’s wrong,” I said, the words coming out more as a strangled gasp than anything.

“Come on, baby,” she said. “What’s going on here? Why are you acting like this?”

I felt myself buried in her. I concentrated on anything but the delicious feeling of her pussy walls clamping around my cock. I tried to think of anything but the impossible heat that threatened to overwhelm me, or how easy it would be to just let go and empty my balls inside her.

I tried not to think of how hot it would’ve been if that guy had done the same thing I was doing now. The two of them rolling around and getting hot and heavy, and then he pulled her shorts to the side and sank his cock inside her. She was so turned on that it would’ve been really damn easy for him to do it. He could’ve come inside her up on the stage and nobody would know.

“Seriously, what’s wrong?” she asked.

I let out another gasp. I was holding on for dear life, and she didn’t seem to appreciate that I was holding on for dear life.

“I just need a minute,” I said.

She looked down between our legs where I was buried inside her, and then she looked up at me. The smallest hint of a smile curved up at the corner of her mouth.

“Oh, really?” she asked. “So are we thinking of something?”

“No,” I grunted.

“Are you thinking about how hot it would’ve been if he did this? If I would’ve let him stick his cock inside me under those sheets like this?”

“No,” I grunted, wondering if she was somehow reading my mind.

She pressed up again, and it was almost too much. I was trying to avoid providing the motion I needed to come, but she was doing that naughty thing where she was providing the motion because she wanted to push me over the edge.

“It would’ve been so easy,” she said. “All he’d have to do is push my shorts to the side. Do you think I should wear some cloth shorts the next time I go up there? Something that would be really easy for him to move over so he can get his dick inside me? Do you want to stare up at the rehearsal and wonder if that’s happening?”

“I…”

Again, it came out as a strangled gasp. I couldn’t believe she was talking like this. I couldn’t believe she was actually considering it. This was something straight out of one of my fantasies.

“I think that sounds like an amazing idea,” she said, wrapping her legs around me. “I bet he’d be surprised. I’ve felt how turned on he is. I wonder if he’d let me fish his cock out. I wonder if he’d actually fuck me.”

“I’m sure he would,” I said.

“Then fuck me like you want him to fuck me.”

“I don’t think you want that,” I said.

“Why not?” she asked.

I stared down at her and groaned, because it was all too much. The dirty talk was finally pushing me over the edge, and I felt a familiar tingling and then a twitching down in my cock. Then I was exploding inside her.

“Oh, I see,” she said, smiling up at me as she used her legs to pull me into her. “Because he’d be coming inside me the instant I let him get inside my pretty little married pussy. Is that what you’re saying? That would be really interesting. It’s kind of hot thinking of having that power over a guy.”

All I could do was whimper as I stared down at my wife and she held me buried inside her while she was thinking of her co-star doing the very same thing to her.

What kind of monster had I created here? And how far was she going to take this? How far were we going to take this?
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The next week was nothing short of pure torture for me because we got slammed at work and there were a bunch of reports we needed to get out. So I’d had to stay a few hours late. It wasn’t out of the ordinary, and it’s not like we were working super late hours, but they were late enough hours that I couldn’t get over to the community theater to see the rehearsals.

No, there’d just been one instance where I’d seen the two of them getting together under the sheets on Monday. I’d watched that intently, hoping that might be the night they did something. I didn’t think she’d go through with it quite so quickly, but I hoped and prayed she’d go through with it.

I knew it was fucked up that I was sitting there in the dark theater surrounded by a bunch of other people, watching my wife doing that rehearsal and hoping she was grinding against another man and maybe letting him slip his cock inside her. I thought about how wet her pussy must be as she made out with him. The guy was well muscled and really seemed to get the attention of all the ladies.

But it hadn’t happened that night. No, the sheet had been pulled off of them, and then a moment later it became abundantly clear they were just grinding against each other. There was no chance they were actually fucking.

Talk about a disappointment. Talk about fucked up that I was disappointed she wasn’t fucking someone else, for that Malcolmer.

Tonight had been different, though. My boss told me I could leave a little early, and so I’d driven as fast as I possibly could, probably risking a ticket here and there to get over to the theater.

I burst through the door and everything was already dark. They were already doing a rehearsal. I could see Connie up on stage going through some scene with another woman.

Probably the scene where Connie, who was playing Rick’s wife, figured out from another friend that Rick had been cheating on her with Claudia. They were going back and forth, and honestly, the performances were kind of wooden. I could totally see why Connie hadn’t gotten the big role, but I pushed those thoughts away. I was more concerned with my wife.

I looked around the theater, and then finally I saw them. They were both about halfway between the stage and the back, and both of them were sitting there leaning in and having a little chit-chat with each other.

Annie and Malcolm, Claudia and Rick, and they were talking with each other like it was the most natural thing in the world.Like they were old friends rather than a couple of people who came together for this play and were rolling around up on stage with one another.

Then again, I supposed that kind of role was the sort of thing that would bond people together pretty damn quick. I’d read about other actors and actresses who really bonded with each other. That was supposedly part of the reason why you saw so many actors getting with whoever they were acting against in a particular movie. There was something about the intensity of a play or a movie set that was hard to understand.

My cock twitched. I worried there was something about the intensity of this community theater rendition of Dog Days of Winter that was getting my wife a little too close to this man. What if this went beyond my fantasy of her fucking another guy and me jerking off thinking about it, and it went to her deciding she was going to get with him for good. Leave me behind?

I was well aware that was always a potential risk when it came to this kind of fantasizing. I didn’t think Annie would do that. Then again, isn’t that something anybody would say to themselves to try and make the fantasy more palatable?

Everybody seemed to be paying attention to what was going on up on the stage. Even Annie and Malcolm were paying more attention to what was going on up on stage than to what was going on all around them. The theater was dark and quiet other than the lines going back and forth, and I realized I had an opportunity here.

I really wanted to hear what they were talking about, and it wouldn’t be that difficult for me to get up there and listen in. At least I told myself it wouldn’t be that difficult. Maybe they’d turn around and see me, but I figured it was worth the try.

If they did see me then I could just pretend I was coming up to say hi to my wife. It’s not like that was weird, right?

So I slowly started making my way along the aisle. Thankfully, I was done a solid. James the former drama teacher turned director suddenly erupted as I started sliding down the aisle that would put me a couple of rows behind Annie and Malcolm.

I hoped that would be close enough that I could listen in on what they were saying but far enough away that they wouldn’t notice me slipping into a seat behind them. I was aware it might not be nearly enough, but I could hope.

“Connie,” James’ voice rang out through the theater, and he didn’t sound happy.

“Yes, Mr. Conrad?” she said, turning her attention to him.

“Do you want to tell me what the hell it is you think you’re doing up there?” he asked, his voice raising. He sounded really pissed off now.

She blinked, staring at him. “Excuse me?”

Now she was starting to look angry, and everybody in the theater had their attention turned on her and James. Mr. Conrad. Whoever the fuck he was.

Nobody was looking at me making my way through the aisle, and so I moved quickly and quietly and then sat down, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible.

I almost thought I saw Annie turning in my direction. She was over on the side I was coming from. Malcolm also started to turn in my direction, but she reached up and touched his shoulder and suddenly his attention was down on that spot where she was touching him and not on anybody moving through the seats behind them.

I paused as I stared at that. I wondered if she’d done that on purpose. Had she seen me coming and she wanted to give me the opportunity to sneak up on them? Or was that just a bit of fortuitous timing, the same as Mr. Conrad getting pissed off and yelling at Connie?

I didn’t know, but I was going to take advantage of this opportunity. So I hunched down in my seat so I could listen in on whatever they were saying without being noticed.

“Come on, Annie. We’re going to be up there soon, and we’re going to get yelled at the same as Connie.”

That was Malcolm. He was leaning in close to Annie. He reached up and put a hand on the hand she’d placed on his shoulder. He held it there for a moment as he looked at her.

She looked up at him. “I can’t. You know I can’t.”

“But it was so hot when you did that last night ago,” he said.

I felt my cock twitch. I stared at my wife and at this asshole. I wondered exactly what she’d done that he’d felt a couple of nights before. Had she actually gone through with it? Had another man’s dick been inside my wife?

She’d been coming home really hot and ready to go every time I got in from work. Like she always came home maybe a half hour after I did, and she was always ready to throw me down on the bed and fuck the ever-loving shit out of me.

Was it because they were getting close to fucking here in the theater, and she was taking out all of her frustration on me? Or was it because she felt guilty that she was fucking another man?

It would’ve been really hot if she could’ve just told me what she’d been doing, but she’d refused. Almost like it was part of the game. Almost like she wanted me to come to the theater to be able to see what was going on firsthand rather than hearing about it.

But she would’ve told me if she fucked him, wouldn’t she?

I shivered again.

“Come on, Annie,” Malcolm said, leaning in close. “I know you want this. I feel how hot you get.”

She let out a hiss and stopped him before he could continue with that thought, but I was pretty sure I knew where that thought was going.

“I’m a married woman,” she said.

“I know you are,” he said. “But I don’t care. You’re so beautiful, and it would really give James the performance he’s been looking for. You know he’s frustrated about that.”

“I know,” she said. “But it’s wrong.”

I would’ve laughed if it wouldn’t tip them off I was sitting back here. It was so funny, the two of them talking like they were the characters in the play. If I hadn’t spent so much time rehearsing all of this with Annie then I would’ve almost thought they were acting out a scene from the play.

“You know you want it, Annie.”

She bit her lip. She turned ever so slightly in my direction. I held my breath. Then she turned back to him.

“I’ll think about it,” she finally said.

He seemed surprised. “Wait, you will?”

“I said I’ll think about it,” she said. “So why don’t you just consider yourself lucky you’re getting that much?”

“Okay, that’s enough,” James said from up front. “I think it time for us to go over Claudia and Rick and see if the two of you have any more chemistry than what Connie’s giving us.”

“That’s us,” Malcolm said, and I could hear the grin in his voice even if I couldn’t see it.

The two of them stood. Meanwhile, I was frozen back here. I knew all it would take was one look from either of them and they’d realize that I was back here. They’d realize what was going on.

And then it happened. Annie turned and looked right at me, and she smiled.

Then they were gone, making their way up to the stage.
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Ilicked my lips as I watched Annie and Malcolm making their way up to the stage. I had a feeling both of them were about to give the performance of a lifetime, and I also knew that absolutely nobody who was out here knew they were about to give the performance of a lifetime.

No, it would just be a little secret for me, my wife, and Malcolm. Of course he was going to have to know, wasn’t he? He was the one getting his dick in my wife before this was all said and done.

They ascended up to the stage. Connie moved past them. I noticed that she got awful close to Annie, but she didn’t hit her in the shoulder or anything. I wondered if she was thinking about it, though.

Then they were up on stage. A light came on and illuminated a bed over to one side. The bed where the magic was going to happen. At least it was the magic that was going to happen for me, and for Annie and him.

I thought about everything they’d been saying. Talking about how he really wanted her to go through with it. Clearly she’d had a discussion with him about what they were going to do to spice the scene up.

I thought about all the things I’d done with my wife to try and spice that very same scene up. It’d been fun rehearsing all that with her, but I was looking forward to seeing the actual performance.

They stood there, staring down at James. He looked up at them in the darkness. I heard papers shuffling this way and that. Clearly, he still wasn’t happy about the performance he’d been getting out of Connie and her friend.

“So,” James said, drawing the word out. “Do we think we’re ready to actually act? Or are you going to give me another piss-poor performance like what I was getting from Connie and Melissa just now?”

I winced. I wasn’t a drama person, but I got the feeling the little monologue he’d just delivered was the drama equivalent of a football or basketball coach telling somebody they’d done a piss-poor job.

Annie’s chin jutted up. Malcolm looked like he was also willing to take the challenge.

“What are you talking about?” Annie said.

“What do you think I’m talking about?” James asked.

“Well, you need to give us direction. You’re the director,” she said.

That got her a gasp from everybody assembled in the tiny auditorium. No doubt they were all surprised to hear somebody challenging their great and powerful director. They’d all gone to high school and been taught by the man, after all. But Annie had the advantage of not knowing any of them before all this started. And I could tell she was a little pissed off.

“I also don’t appreciate you talking to Connie like that,” Annie said. “You’re the one who taught her, so maybe you should teach her how to do what you want.”

I grinned. That was a dig both at Connie and at Mr. Conrad who clearly thought his farts didn’t stink. And from the way I heard papers shuffling, he wasn’t happy about it.

“Very well,” he said. “Let’s have the two of you do your scene, and I expect there to be some passion up there. I want this to be the kind of thing that gets tongues wagging. I want people to be scandalized by what they see. I want this to be a performance of Dog Days of Winter for the ages.”

His voice rose more and more as he said that last bit, sounding almost like a villain doing a monologue. Then it was quiet again, the only sound the shuffling of papers.

Annie and Malcolm looked at each other. Malcolm grinned. I think he knew exactly what was going on here and what they were going to do to bring the passion.

And then he was on my wife. He didn’t even bother to go through the scene. No, one moment they were standing there, the next they were making out on stage.

They kissed. His mouth devoured hers. His hands ran up and down her body. She was in a sweater and a pair of jeans. It was Dog Days of Winter, after all, and so they had to be in winter clothing. For all that I thought it would be a lot hotter if they were in tank tops and shorts or something like that, but I couldn’t exactly go back and tell Dalton Anderson his business.

They kissed for a little while. His hands moved down to her ass, and she jumped up, wrapping her legs around him.

They pulled away from the kiss. She stared up at him, breathing heavily, and I could see the cleavage on display in her sweater rising and falling with every breath. It was breathtaking, if you’ll pardon the pun. I loved watching her getting so hot staring up at him.

“I’m married,” she said.

I almost thought she was saying it as Annie. Not as Claudia. But maybe she was saying it as both Annie and Claudia, and that was where the real magic was happening up on stage.

“I don’t care,” Malcolm said, and then he was kissing her again, pressing his lips against hers and practically devouring her mouth with his. Both his hands moved down to squeeze her ass, and he moved her over to the bed. Then he plopped her down.

She stared up at him, her arms on the bed and her legs around the edge.

“I don’t give a damn about your husband,” he said, getting down on his knees in front of her and quickly and deftly unzipping her pants and undoing the button on the front. She had to lift her ass up to give him an assist as he pulled on her pants, but soon enough she was exposed for all the theater to see.

And she was wearing a thong. It was bright pink. There was no missing it, and there was no missing the way her ass was on display.

I didn’t know a lot about the clothes she’d been wearing while she was rehearsing, but I was pretty sure she’d just been wearing regular panties. I could hear a gasp from everybody in the audience.

It gave me one hell of a sexual charge thinking about everybody in that audience staring at my wife’s ass in her panties and thinking about how hot she was. Thinking about everything they’d love to do to her.

And I’m sure there were some women who were jealous that my wife was up there with Malcolm in between her legs. I’d seen the looks he got from the other ladies trying out for this thing.

They started kissing again. They seemed to be enjoying themselves if the quiet gasps and little moans were anything to go by.

His hands worked under her sweater and pulled it up. They pulled away from the kissing just long enough for him to pull her sweater up and over her tits, revealing that she was in a sheer pink bra as well. One that matched her thong. I could only stare, my mouth working as I practically salivated thinking about my wife showing off for everybody in here.

Then he was kissing her again, one of his hands moving down and unsnapping her bra. He pulled it up and her tits were on display for the whole theater to see.

I glanced around the theater. I’d seen my wife’s tits plenty of times before, after all. This was one of the rare occasions when I got an opportunity to see an entire room reacting to my wife’s tits, though, and oh boy were they reacting to her tits.

Most of the men were staring. They weren’t even trying to hide that they were looking her up and down, probably thinking about how much they’d love to get with her. How much they’d love to shove their cocks inside her and feel the warm, welcoming embrace of her pussy. How much they’d love to see her tits bouncing as they pounded her on that bed.

I’m sure there were a few dudes in there who really wished they were the ones who got the part so they’d have the opportunity to have a little bit of fun with my wife, the same as what Malcolm was getting to do.

He stared down at her. For a moment, he seemed to lose track of what he was doing. He was transfixed as his eyes ran up and down my wife’s body. He took in her breasts, her flat stomach, the way she was breathing heavily, and then he looked down between her legs and smiled.

I couldn’t see what was going on down between her legs from where I was, but I didn’t need to be a betting man to know he was probably staring down and seeing a small patch of wetness on her thong that showed him just how hot she was.

He looked back up at her and he growled.

“I never gave a damn about your husband. He’s a wimp. You need a real man, Claudia.”

He said “Claudia,” but there was a hesitation as he said it. Like he’d been about to say Annie, or maybe it was just my imagination.

Either way, I got the feeling they were playing this scene like it was the two of them, but they were also playing the scene like they were the characters on the page.

That way they could do this right under my nose. Maybe he thought he was getting away with something. It was pretty damn clear Annie hadn’t told him about my fantasy.

She knew I was here. She had looked right at me. I got the feeling she wouldn’t be letting this happen if she hadn’t looked over and seen me there staring at the two of them. I shivered as I thought of her doing this precisely because she knew I was in the theater with them.

“Are you ready, Annie?” he asked, staring down at her.

“Claudia,” she hissed.

He blinked, and I knew he was losing it. That the line between the characters they were playing and who they actually were was blurring.

“Wait. Sorry, Annie. I mean Claudia,” he said, letting out a slight chuckle.

That drained some of the tension in the theater, but only for a moment. Because it was still an intense moment that was full of all the tension of two of them doing what they were doing. He stared down at her, taking in her body, and she looked at him as she reached down and started undoing his belt and unsnapping his pants and unzipping them, never losing eye contact with him as she did.

And I could only sit and stare and wonder if this was really it. Had she really been waiting for me? Was she finally going to take it to the limit?

A guy could hope.
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Malcolm stared down at my wife. My wife stared up at Malcolm. The two of them seemed frozen in a moment of eternity where neither one of them was quite sure what to do.

“Okay then,” the director said, clapping his hands and getting everybody’s attention.

Annie and Malcolm both jumped. Like neither one of them had been expecting him to interrupt the moment like that. They looked at each other, and maybe it was my imagination, but they almost seemed like they were frustrated.

I wondered what was going on up there. They hadn’t pulled the sheet over themselves yet. It had been an intense moment, but they hadn’t gotten to the point where they could actually get it on.

The idea of him lying on top of my wife up there on the stage, supremely frustrated that he’d been interrupted just on the point of fucking her, was an interesting thought. It was the kind of thing that was going to go into the spank bank, and I’d probably be jerking it thinking about that one for a good chunk of the rest of my life.

“That was good,” James said. “But it looks like the two of you lost the plot there at the end. I want you to take the scene from where you did the first time around, and this time I want to make sure both of you are really getting into it. I want you to show the same kind of passion you were just showing now, but I want that same passion to be there through the whole scene. No getting a case of the giggles or anything like that. Am I clear?”

I blinked as I stared to the drama teacher at the front. The guy was being a real asshole about this. Then again, they were quickly coming up on their premiere. Maybe he was worried if they didn’t get everything blocked and ready to go now, then they weren’t going to be ready by the time the curtain went up on opening night.

Malcolm turned and stared down at Annie. He looked like he didn’t want to move. I wondered if that was because of an awkward situation that had developed between his legs, or if it was simply the reaction of a man who had his cock in between the legs of a beautiful woman and he didn’t want to do a damn thing to interrupt having his cock in between the legs of a beautiful woman.

But then he got up. He stood tall, and there was another gasp from everyone in the room.

Because it became pretty obvious pretty damn quick that he was rock hard, and I could see he was sporting was a pretty good size even from all the way back in the cheap seats.

I suppose the fact that I could see it all the way back in the cheap seats told me everything that I needed to know about how big he was. Even though I was only about halfway back. It’s not like it was really the cheap seats, but whatever.

They both moved to their original position. Annie glanced down at his cock and she bit her lip. She started chewing on it, a sure sign she was turned on. I’d lost count of how many times I got a look just like that from her over the years we’d been married.

And then, just like that, they launched into the scene again.

“I can’t,” she said. “I’m married.”

Only this time, she delivered the line differently than before. The last time she did it, she’d seemed almost indignant. She was married. She wasn’t upset with him for trying to do this with her, but now she was staring up at him and it was a quiet delivery. Like she’d given up on trying to defy him, truly trying to defy him, and now all she had left to offer was a token resistance to what he was trying to do to her.

“I don’t care,” he said.

Again, they were making out. She didn’t even have her top on this time around. I blinked. I’d been so preoccupied with the drama teacher and his bullshit that I hadn’t bothered to look at Annie and Malcolm.

Neither one of them had put their clothes back on, so he was just up there in a pair of boxer shorts. She only had that thong. She was on display for the whole world to see.

I wondered if there was something more to this. If maybe the perky drama teacher had interrupted the scene because he wanted an excuse to leer at my wife a little more than he already was. That pissed me off, but it also sent a thrill through me thinking about the dirty old man trying to get a peek at my wife.

And he was getting away with it, too. Not that I was complaining. Though it did leave me wondering if maybe part of the reason why Annie got the part in the first place was because she looked so good, and the director was interested in seeing her wearing less than nothing.

Malcolm’s hands moved up to her tits and felt them, and then he pushed her back toward the bed. There were no lines this time. No, the two of them were just making out furiously. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around him, and he fell down with her on the bed. He landed with his arms to either side of her so he wouldn’t cause any damage when he landed.

I wondered if he genuinely cared about not hurting my wife, or if he was more worried about interrupting the scene.

He pulled away from her. “I’m gonna make you mine, Claudia.”

There was a momentary hesitation with the line. I was sure he’d been on the verge of saying Annie. He was going to make her his. He knew she was married. He might even know I was hanging out somewhere in the theater, and he didn’t care. He was going to make her his.

And I was so here for it.

Annie moved up a little bit, and then she did something funny that I’d never seen her do before. She’d moved the sheets over them as she stared up at him. Their top halves were still on display for the world to see. I could still see her tits rising and falling as she took in deep breaths, but they were also covered from the waist down.

“I’m a married woman,” she said.

Again, it was in that quiet voice. Like she was offering up that token resistance because she was a good girl and that’s what she thought she was supposed to say.

“I don’t care,” he said.

Was that even a line from the play? I’d gone over it with Annie so many times and I didn’t remember, but it felt like they were going off book here. I wondered if Mr. Conrad would be upset they were going off book and call a halt to everything, but he never did.

Probably enjoying his time perving on my wife too much to call a stop to things.

Annie looked up at him, and then the sheets shifted subtly. She looked off to the side, her mouth open and her face flushed, and I was sure that wasn’t acting. No, I was looking at the real thing.

Did everybody else in the theater realize they were looking at the real thing? Or were they looking up there and thinking my wife was giving an Oscar-worthy performance?

I thought I saw motion under the sheets. Maybe. It was hard to tell, but I was laser focused on them.

“Say you’re mine,” he said.

She looked up at him as he thrust forward. She let out a gasp as her tits bounced. There was a gasp from everybody in the room as well, but I was focused on Malcolm. I was focused on the look in his eyes.

He went wide-eyed for a moment. His mouth worked as Annie looked up at him and the faintest hint of a smile spread across her face.

And I was sure in that moment that she was doing it. It was happening. She’d just been moving under the sheets so she could position his cock at her entrance. That’s probably why she wore that thong. There was less for her to move out of the way.

And now he’d buried his cock inside my wife in front of an entire theater of people, and they were none the wiser. As far as they were concerned, it looked like everything else that had happened in every other rehearsal they’d ever done.

I stared as he looked down at her. She looked up at him.

“I’m yours,” she said, and they started kissing.

The movements under the sheets were frantic after that. He slammed into her again and again. He pulled away from the kiss and stared down at her, his mouth wide open. Everybody else in the theater was staring with rapt attention.

I wondered if there were people who were touching themselves like we were in some old-fashioned porn theater from the ’60s or ’70s where people had to go and watch dirty movies back before the internet and home video were a thing.

Again and again he pounded into her. The sheets moved up and down. I couldn’t see the violation of my wife, but I knew it was happening, and that’s all that mattered.

She threw her head back and she moaned. Quiet gasps that turned into loud cries that quickly filled the entire theater. The acoustics in here were pretty damn good, and my wife’s loud moans bounced off the walls as Malcolm grunted every time he thrust into her.

I knew she wasn’t going to last long. Finally, her body started to shudder and shake, and Malcolm buried himself inside her one final time. One last thrust as he emptied his balls inside my wife under the cover of a sheet.

They held each other like that for the space of a couple of breaths. It was probably a good thing that they finished up so quickly. Otherwise it might’ve raised suspicions. This was part of a play, after all. They were supposed to be acting, and it was supposed to be over in a matter of moments.

They stayed there for a moment, and then he leaned down and he bit her shoulder. She let out another cry that was halfway in between pleasure and pain, and he pulled away and stared down at her.

“You’re mine, Claudia.”

Again with that hesitation. Like he’d been about to say her real name. Like he thought he was taking my wife from me. I shivered. That was so fucking hot.
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James stood and clapped. Not that I was paying much attention to what he was doing.

Malcolm finally rolled off of my wife. The two of them stayed there on the bed for a long moment staring up at the ceiling and breathing heavily. Meanwhile, all I could do was stare at both of them in astonishment, wondering what the hell had just happened.

I know what my fantasy life was telling me. That had been totally real. That had been him thrusting his cock deep inside my wife.

But I also knew there was always the possibility I’d missed something. That it just looked like it was the two of them up there on stage fucking each other. That it was my desire for my wife to do something like that filling my brain with bullshit that wasn't actually happening.

I took a deep breath. I let it out. I tried to control the shaking going on all up and down my body. I tried to control the goosebumps that threatened to overwhelm me. I felt lightheaded, like I was about to pass out simply from the sheer force of watching them up on stage.

Then they started to get up. Everyone else in the theater was absolutely silent after the applause, but the James seemed to still be utterly transfixed by what he'd seen.

Was he transfixed by what he'd seen because he loved their performance? Or was it because this whole thing was part of a scheme for him to see my wife naked? Or see my wife up on stage fucking in his own little personal porn performance?

They stood. Her tits bounced. I heard a couple of guys making a comment as they bounced, and again, I thought about how there was going to be a whole theater full of men who’d be able to get a look at my wife's tits soon enough. I shivered at the thought.

Then they were making their way off the stage after gathering up their clothes. They didn't bother to put them on up on stage. Nobody else said anything about them coming down before their rehearsal time was over. No, everybody in the place seemed to be shocked into silence by what they'd seen.

Again, I wasn't sure if that was because they were surprised by the sheer power of their performance, or if everybody was trying to figure out if they'd actually fucked up there on stage.

I also noted that Malcolm’s boxers were on. Though maybe they'd never come off if she'd just pulled them down enough for his cock to get inside her. Or was that a disappointing sign that nothing had actually happened?

Then she was getting dressed down at the bottom of the steps as James cleared his throat.

"Okay, I think that was exactly the kind of performance we're going for with that scene. I don't know how we're going to top it, so let's go ahead and get Connie back up here, and let's see if you can bring a little bit of passion like that."

Connie stood and glared at him, but I pulled my attention away from her and everything that was going on with her little drama. I was more concerned with Annie making her way through the theater.

Malcolm also started making his way back, and then I saw him stop when he realized I was sitting here and Annie was moving to sit next to me. He stared for a long moment, but it was difficult to see his expression because of the darkness in the theater. He was definitely staring with some intensity.

I wondered what was going through his head. Did he think I hadn't been here? Did he not realize I was watching everything? That I was staring at him up on stage as he pounded his cock into my wife's pussy?

Or was he simply upset he wasn't going to get to sit by Annie and decompress after everything they'd just done?

I took in another deep breath and then I let it out. I forced myself to calm the fuck down, and then I smiled and gave him a wave as Annie sat down next to me.

He continued staring for a long moment. I was totally playing a part here: the cuckolded husband who was utterly oblivious to everything going on between his wife and the guy who'd just banged her.

It was so hot. My cock throbbed. I wanted nothing more than to fuck my wife right here, but it would be pretty fucking obvious we were fucking in the middle of the theater if we did something like that, so I kept myself from ripping her clothes off and taking her right here in one of the theater seats. For all that I desperately wanted to.

She sat there in silence next to me for a long moment. Meanwhile, Connie was really going through her stuff up on the stage. She'd gone from under acting the scene to chewing the scenery like she was the unholy love child of William Shatner and Tim Curry come to life and put up on stage for us to enjoy her over the top performance.

But I didn't care about her performance or what was going on up there. No, all I cared about was my wife sitting next to me in the darkness. My wife being utterly silent as she sat there.

I reached a hand out and put it on the arm rest between us. She looked down at that motion, and then she moved her own hand up and she wrapped it in mine.

"Are you okay?" I asked.

"I am," she said.

"Are you sure?"

"Why wouldn't I be okay?" she asked, and she said it with a little more force and annoyance than I thought the situation called for.

"I just wanted to check on you, is all," I said. "I wanted to make sure nothing was wrong."

She took a deep breath and held it. She kept right on holding it. Finally, she let it out in a slow sigh.

"Everything’s fine," she said.

She could say everything was fine all she wanted, but I wondered why she sounded like she was trying to convince herself everything was fine.

"Did you have fun up there?"

"I'm just glad you were able to make it here tonight," she said in a low voice so nobody would be able to overhear her. Not that I thought there was much danger of anyone overhearing her considering the ridiculous performance going on up on stage.

Connie was really playing for the rafters, is what I was getting at.

"So what happened up there?" I asked.

"Wouldn't you like to know?" she asked, turning and hitting me with a smile.

"Actually, yes," I said, allowing some irritation and annoyance to finally come to my voice. "I really would like to know."

Annie turned to me in the darkness. I looked at her out of the corner of my eye, but I didn't actually turn to look at her. I didn't want to give her the satisfaction.

"Excuse me?” she said.

"I think I've been pretty understanding this whole time," I said. "You got this part in a play that most husbands would be pissed off if their wife was doing it, and you've been up there making out with another man and getting hot and heavy while you're practically naked. I'm pretty sure you just fucked him tonight."

"But you were going along with it the whole time. This was your fantasy."

"Exactly," I said. "This is my fantasy. I want to hear all about it. I want you to be a naughty girl. I want this to be a memory we make together, but that means when you go off and do these things then you need to tell me all about it. Okay?"

She continued staring at me for another moment, and then finally she let out a sigh.

“You're right," she said. "But I don't want to tell you about it here."

"Excuse me?” I said, turning and looking at her.

"I don't want to tell you about it here, okay?" she said. "Maybe some stuff happened up there, but I want to tell you all about it when we get home. I don't think it's the kind of thing we should go into here. Not in the middle of the theater."

"Why not?" I asked.

"Because I don't want you to fly into a jealous rage and try to get in a fight with Malcolm," she said.

That hit me like a lighting bolt straight out of the heavens. She didn't want me to get into a fight with Malcolm. Which heavily implied there was something that had happened that would make me want to get in a fight with Malcolm.

I turned to look at him in the darkness. He was staring at us from a distance, and I wondered what was running through his head in that moment.

Maybe he wasn't thinking about how he'd gotten something over on me. No, maybe he was worried I was going to be so pissed off that I’d try to start a fight.

And so it killed me, but I figured I was going to keep my peace for the moment. I could sit here quietly in the dark and watch the rest of the rehearsal, and I could wait until we got home to hear everything from my wife.

Even if it was going to be pure fucking torture waiting on getting home to hear everything from my wife.

I'd just have to deal with it. That's what I signed up for when I decided to go ahead with this fantasy, after all. Now I was going to have to live with the consequences. Even if it was only for a short little while longer.
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That torture extended to the drive home. I kept my hands in a white-knuckled grip on the steering wheel the whole way. I had to concentrate on my breathing. I worried I was going to black out and go off side of the road and hit something, and that would be all she wrote. I'd never get to hear about exactly what happened between Annie and Malcolm tonight, and that would kill me.

Like that would kill me figuratively even as blacking out and getting into a car accident would kill me literally.

I pulled into the driveway. Annie's car was already there. I took another deep breath as I pulled in next to her, then I turned to look at her. She sat there drumming her hands on the steering wheel, something she did whenever she was really nervous about something.

I would’ve given a pretty penny to know what was running through her head in that moment.

She turned and looked at me. She blinked, and then she jumped. Almost like she didn't even realize I'd been there right next to her for the past minute or so staring at her. We just stared back and forth.

Finally I turned my car off and I closed the garage door. I got out and I felt like a zombie as she did the same thing.

She'd probably fucked another man tonight. My fantasy had probably come true right in front of me. Sure, I couldn't see that fantasy coming true right in front of me, but I was pretty sure it had come true right in front of me.

She walked into the kitchen behind me. I stopped and stared at the place. I thought about how this was where it had all started. I'd walked in here and heard her talking about getting with another man. It seemed like so long ago, even though it was only a few weeks back and now here we were and I'd just seen what I'd seen.

I turned to her. I stared at her for another long moment where it was just the two of us looking at each other, trying to figure out everything that had just happened.

Then I walked into the living room and I sat down on the couch. I took a deep breath.

I thought I heard something rustling from inside the kitchen. A moment later Annie stepped out, and she was only wearing her panties. Nothing else. She'd taken off the sweater and her jeans and she was just in her underwear. Just like she'd been earlier up on stage. She even lost the bra.

I licked my lips as I looked her up and down. Her chest rose and fell. Her tits bounced ever so slightly as she walked across the room towards me. There was a sway to her step. She was definitely playing the role of the seductress as she looked down at me with a mischievous smile on her face.

"So I imagine you want to know about what happened up there on stage tonight," she said.

"I do," I said.

"You’re being pretty demanding for a guy whose wife just gave him everything he's ever wanted."

My cock twitched. My heart very nearly seized up. A man whose wife just gave him everything he'd ever wanted. What I wanted was for her to fuck another man. Something I never would've admitted to her before all this started, but now here we were and it had happened.

"So you did it?" I asked, staring up at her. "You actually went through with it?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?" she asked, arching an eyebrow as she stared down at me.

"I think we've already covered that. I think I deserve to know," I said.

"Oh, so that's how we're playing it," she said. "You've gone from you want to know to you think you deserve to know."

I sighed. I leaned back onto the couch. I tried to keep my anger under control. It was difficult, but I managed it. Barely.

"Annie, we've already been over all of this. You know I want to know everything that happened. That's part of the deal here."

"What's part of the deal?" she asked, and she moved to straddle me. She started grinding against me. She closed her eyes and took in a deep breath, letting out a quiet gasp as she pressed her pussy against my cock.

"Oh fuck, baby," she hissed, biting her lip as she stared down at me. "It feels so good grinding against you. You know his cock felt just as good when he was pressing it against me earlier."

"So that did happen?" I asked.

"Oh, honey,” she said, staring down at me and shaking her head. "You have to know he's been grinding up against me every time we do this. It's been driving me wild. Like, I tried to push him away because you weren’t there to watch the last few nights, and I think that affected my performance. I think that’s why James was so pissy. I think I'm starting to understand when people talk about how they get carried away with a performance and they start to fall for their costar.”

I looked up at her. It was a sharp look. A searching look.

"You think you're falling for your costar?" I asked, terrified of the answer.

I was well aware that a woman falling for the guy she was banging on the side was always a possibility. When you talked about sharing your partner you were going into some pretty fucking dangerous territory. I just never thought that would happen to me.

I guess I told myself everything would be okay. That we’d be different. That there wasn't any danger of anything like that happening with my wife.

But here she was talking about falling for another guy. Then she shook her head and laughed.

"You should see the look on your face," she said.

She moved up a little bit and started unbuttoning my pants. A moment later, she was tugging down on them, and I lifted my ass up almost on autopilot.

I was in a daze. I couldn't think straight. All I could think about was what she'd just said. All I could think about was how dangerous this was, and how I'd been so obsessed with the idea of making this happen that I'd never stopped to think about whether it was something we should make happen.

"It's been so hard these past few nights," she said, moving back down when I was just in my boxer shorts and grinding her pussy against me again.

I could feel how wet she was. I wondered if that was because of how turned on she was, or if that was because there was another man's come inside her that was leaking out of her.

"It's been hard for you," I said, and it came out as a strangled gasp. I couldn't believe she was talking about how this was hard for her.

"Well, yeah," she said, grinning down at me. "You told me something could happen, but then I had to actually wait for you to be there. I almost wanted to call your boss and yell at him for keeping you late the past few nights.”

"Yeah, I'm sure that would’ve gone over great," I said, rolling my eyes. "Calling my boss and telling him he needs to let me off work so you can fuck some other guy on stage."

"Well, yeah. That does sound a little ridiculous when you say it like that," she said, biting her lip and giggling. "But still."

"So did it happen?" I asked, looking up at her. "No more bullshit, Annie. No more beating around the bush."

"We were up on stage," she said “He got on top of me. We were under the sheets, and I knew nobody could see what was going on. I knew you were out there in the audience watching everything."

"I was," I said.

"That was pretty sneaky of you, moving in behind us like that," she said.

"I wasn't trying to be sneaky," I lied.

"Sure you weren't," she said.

"I heard him talking to you," I said.

"Yeah. So you know he loved it when I played with his cock. I’d do it while we were under the sheets. Just running my finger along it at first, but then I started grabbing it over his boxers. Then under his boxers."

I shivered. She hadn't mentioned anything like that.

"It's a little game I've been playing with him for the past few days while I waited for you to actually show up. And tonight, it was different."

"How was it different?" I asked, licking my lips.

"Well, the first time, before we got interrupted, I pulled his cock out and I pressed it against my pussy. My panties were still there between us, but you see these panties? It's not like there's much there."

"No, it's not like there's much there at all," I said.

"And then the second time, after the interruption, it was easy enough. I just positioned his cock like this."

She demonstrated it by doing the same thing to me, pulling my cock out and positioning me at the entrance to her pussy.

"He seemed surprised at first, but he was willing to go along with it."

"I bet he was," I said.

"And then he got the message and he thrust forward, and it felt something like this."

She deftly positioned my cock at her entrance and then she was sliding down on it. Her panties were pulled to the side as my cock disappeared into her body. The same as they’d been pulled aside earlier under those sheets. She let out a delighted sigh.

"Oh, fuck yes," she said. "It was like this. And then he started pounding me. His cock felt so good, baby."

She started to bounce. I stared up at her. I thought about another man fucking her. I thought about all the teasing and everything that had happened, and it was all too much for me.

I didn't think I was going to last very long at all to begin with, but I sure as shit wasn't going to last very long now that I was staring up at my wife and I knew I was fucking her and there was another man's come in her pussy.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and I pulled her down. She bit her lip and let out some quiet gasps as I blew load after load inside her as I came so fucking hard. She stared down at me, continuing to move her hips as I held her in place. I held her like that for what felt like forever, but it couldn't have been that long.

Then she leaned down and kissed me.

"So you approve?" she asked.

"Hell yes, I approve!” I said.
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Iwish I could say that everything was a nonstop fantasy after that. That I got to go to all of the rehearsals and Annie and Malcolm were fucking like bunnies every time they got up on stage and under the sheets.

I wish I could say that because it would be fucking hot even if I had to work late a few more times while they were doing rehearsals.

Unfortunately, life doesn’t always work out like a stroke story you read on the internet while you’re wishing that could be your wife doing all those horrible, depraved things. And as much as I would love it if it was my wife doing all of those horrible and depraved things, it just wasn’t to be.

Sure, I got to see her making out with him and getting hot and heavy, but I think Mr. Conrad suspected that something had been up the last time around. At least after that he was pretty adamant that they needed to keep the sheets off while they were going at it so everybody could be sure they were still wearing their underwear.

Hell, even when it came time for the performance Annie decided she wasn’t going to risk it. I kept telling her how hot it would be if she fucked the guy in front of everybody, and she just shook her head and said she wasn’t ready to cross that line. Which I totally understood, and I was totally willing to let her do whatever she was comfortable doing.

Still. Like I said. It was a disappointment.

I sat in the theater on the final night of the play. The place was packed to the rafters. It’d been so popular and so controversial on social media that they’d added a few more weeks to the performance, and Annie was even starting to get some attention from the civic theater down in the city. Not just the small community theater in our little corner of suburbia.

I was totally excited for her.

People were staring with rapt attention. I couldn’t even hear the couple of protesters who were always gathered outside the theater picketing and yelling about decency and how it was immoral for people to act like they were having sex in a play in front of a bunch of adults.

“Won’t somebody think of the children?” was their rallying cry even though no children were allowed in the theater to see this one. It’s not like they were doing South Pacific.

I suppose old Dalton Anderson would be proud if he knew we’d managed to come up with a version of his play that not only got everybody’s knickers in a twist all over again, but that we were doing it in suburbia where everything was supposed to be so well put together and everybody was supposed to have such happy lives. As long as you didn’t look under the surface too much.

Yeah, I’d learned a thing or two reading a bunch of Dalton Anderson plays when I was in high school, and I’d been able to apply some of that analysis to what was going on up on the stage right now.

I looked at Annie as she was pressed back across the stage. She fell down onto the bed. That was a bit of blocking they’d come up with all on their own, and it worked. There was a gasp from the audience. There was always a gasp from the audience at that point. I’m sure everybody who was there at this point knew exactly what to expect from the breathless social media posts that told everybody what a horrible, immoral thing was going on at the community theater.

Funny how so many people were drawn to the idea of seeing the horrible and immoral thing that was going on at the community theater. It was enough to make me chuckle and shake my head at how ridiculous it was.

Malcolm climbed on top of her and he started pressing into her. They had the sheet partially over them. Like if you looked closely, you could see they still had their underwear on. Annie was wearing actual underwear. The director had nixed her getting up on stage in any sort of thong. Apparently seeing my wife’s tits was okay, but the chance somebody might get a view of anything downstairs was too much for him.

Who ever died from seeing a little bit of pussy in person?

Maybe he was ruining my fantasy, but oh well. So it goes, to quote another author I read all the way back in high school English.

They were pressing together and really making a performance of it. She was moaning and throwing her head from side to side, and they made it look pretty realistic. We’re talking it looked realistic enough that I wondered if she was actually getting off on this and not just acting.

My cock was rock hard as I watched what was happening up on the stage, but I kept it in my pants. I was surrounded on both sides by people. It was a departure from when I had the theater almost all to myself except for the smattering of people who were actually in the play. And the other smattering of people who were there to watch their loved ones who were in the play.

Not that I’d whipped my cock out even when there weren’t a lot of people around.

I took a sharp breath as Annie wrapped her legs around him and pulled him close. The love scene didn’t ever last more than maybe two minutes, tops, which I knew because there were people in some of those aforementioned social media groups who were out in the audience timing it. The director had tried to get them to put away their phones the first couple of times when he realized what they were doing, but I guess he’d decided to roll with it since the publicity was putting butts in seats.

I looked around, wondering if there was anyone timing it right now, but most everybody was simply staring up on the stage. Particularly, they were staring at my wife’s tits.

And maybe she wasn’t fucking Malcolm, but there was something about getting to see a theater full of people staring at my wife’s tits that did something for me.

She stood, and then they went through the rest of the play. Rick asking her to do it again. Her confiding to her best friend about what had happened. That best friend going to Rick’s wife, and the eventual big blow-up and confrontation that happened at the end.

The whole thing really was a commentary on the kind of shit that went on behind closed doors where people didn’t think they had to worry about somebody seeing them or what they were doing. It seemed like a perfect commentary considering the kind of people who were complaining about the play. I imagined a lot of them probably had skeletons in their closets they wouldn’t want to see the light of day.

Then the show was over and everybody came out and did the curtain call. Malcolm and Annie both walked out at the same time. They grasped hands and they held them up, then they did a quick bow. The entire theater rose to give both of them a standing ovation.

I wasn’t sure if that was the kind of thing that happened for all the plays here, but it certainly seemed to be happening every night when they put Dalton Anderson up on the stage. I was right there clapping and whistling right along with everybody else. Whistling for my wife. Whistling for the performance she gave.

And down in my secret heart of hearts? I was also perving on my wife just a little. She was beautiful in her tight jeans and that low-cut sweater I’d been washing a couple of times a week so it was ready to go every night. I even went out and bought a second one for her that matched the first, just so we could make sure it didn’t get too ratty-looking by the end of the play.

Then the curtain came down a final time and the lights went up. I sat there staring at the curtains. The play was over. My secret fantasy where I got to enjoy perving on my wife was also over, and all I could do was sit and stare ahead and wonder at the twists and turns of life and fate that had brought me to this moment.

I wondered if we’d ever get to do anything like this again. I wondered if she’d be willing to fuck another guy under different circumstances where I wasn’t sitting in the middle of a theater trying to get a view of everything from a distance.

A guy could hope.

And the fact that she’d already done it would seem to indicate she was more than willing to do it again. Maybe.

I sat there as everybody else filed out of the theater. I sat there breathing heavily and lamenting that I wasn’t going to get to experience this ever again.

She might go on to do other plays, sure. There might be plays where she got a little hot and heavy with one of her costars. I think she’d gotten the acting bug, and to be perfectly honest, I’d caught the bug where I enjoyed supporting her in her acting.

But we were never going to have another one like this where there was a love scene where she got to actually fuck a guy up on stage in the middle of a rehearsal. That was the kind of ridiculous scenario that belonged in a porn, or maybe in one of those aforementioned over the top stroke stories that had been one of my only outlets for this fantasy before this whole thing landed in my lap.

I was still sitting there staring at the curtain, lost in my own little world, when I felt a tap at my shoulder.

I didn’t exactly jump, but I did turn and look up. I saw Annie standing there smiling down at me. Then I frowned, because Annie was standing there, sure, but there was somebody else with her.

“Malcolm,” I said, frowning. I’d never actually talked to the guy before.

Annie looked at me and smiled, then she looked over to Malcolm.

“So I’ve been talking to my costar, baby,” she said, looking at me with a twinkle in her eye. “What would you say to us taking the after-party back to our house?”

I stared between the two of them, scarcely believing what I was hearing. Malcolm looked a little awkward standing there. Like maybe he didn’t quite believe this was happening.

“Wait, are you serious?” I said.
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Istepped into the kitchen where it had all started. The place where I’d walked in after work and I’d heard my wife having a conversation that sounded like she was talking to a dude she’d been having an affair with.

I looked around. Everything looked the same as always. Then I turned around and saw Malcolm and Annie walking in behind me. I stared at the two of them, looking my wife up and down. Then looking to Malcolm and wondering at all of this.

“Okay, so we’re not at the theater anymore. Do you want to tell me what’s going on?” I asked.

“Well, some people were going out to a bar to have a drink,” she said. “But I thought it might be fun if we stopped by here first. I told everybody I needed to change into some regular clothes.”

“And what about you?” I asked, turning to Malcolm.

“Um.”

The guy hesitated. It was actually kind of funny to see how he was hesitating. He seemed like the kind of guy who was so cool and confident when he was up on stage seducing my wife. But now all that confidence was gone.

I was reminded that some actors could be painfully shy. That the way they dealt with that shyness was by going up on stage and becoming somebody else. And as I looked at him now, I could only shake my head and wonder at how shy he was acting considering how he’d been on the stage just a little while ago.

“Go ahead, Malcolm,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You can talk to him. It’s not like he’s going to try and fight you or anything.”

“Oh, no,” I said, holding my hands up. “Far from it. I wouldn’t dream.”

Malcolm looked at me again. He still seemed unsure of himself, but then he shook his head.

“Okay. So your wife told me some pretty crazy shit,” he said. “Like, I already could hardly believe it when we did… that… while we were rehearsing.”

I shivered. “Did that while we were rehearsing.” I was pretty sure he was talking about the time that he got to fuck her in front of everybody. The time that had the director getting so suspicious.

“You mean when you fucked my wife?” I asked.

It just kind of rolled out of my mouth. But I had a method to my madness. I really wanted to know if that had actually happened, and I figured if anyone would be able to corroborate my wife’s story, it would be him.

I didn’t have any reason to think she’d been lying about that, but given how they hadn’t been able to do it any other time… Well, it made me wonder if I’d actually seen what I thought I saw.

“Well, yeah,” he said, and then he started talking fast. Like he thought I’d be pissed off and he was trying to talk his way out of an ass beating. “I mean, we got kind of caught up in everything and…”

I held a hand up.

“You don’t have to bullshit me, Malcolm. I heard you talking to my wife and trying to seduce her before you went up on stage that day.”

“Wait, you did?” he asked.

“I was sitting a couple of rows behind you listening in on everything you were saying, dude,” I said. “You weren’t exactly being sneaky.”

“Oh,” he said, frowning. “Oh, shit.”

“Yeah, ‘oh, shit’ is right,” I said, shaking my head. “But again, I’m not mad.”

“That’s crazy, though,” he said. “Like, who’s okay with somebody fucking their wife?”

“Somebody who’s into the idea of their wife going out and having some fun,” I said with a shrug. “Why. Are you complaining?”

“Oh, no, man, I’m not complaining at all.”

“Good,” I said.

“Okay, this is all really boring,” Annie said, stepping in between the two of us. “I brought Malcolm back here for a reason. We talked about it. Didn’t we, Malcolm?”

“Um, yeah, we did talk about it,” he said, looking at her and then at me like he was still a little unsure of himself.

“And what is that reason, Annie?” I asked, licking my lips and looking at her.

I knew exactly what that reason was, but I also wanted to hear it from her. I needed to hear it from her. I guess she’d decided getting laid once up on stage wasn’t enough, for all that it was pretty fucking brazen.

“I know you wanted to see stuff more up close and personal,” she said, smiling at me and walking over with her hands behind her back.

She looked so sweet and innocent in that sweater that showed off plenty of her cleavage. It was sexy while at the same time seeming a little understated, so it didn’t look like she was a total slut.

She stopped in front of me, looking up at me and batting her eyelashes a couple of times. Again doing the sweet and innocent look.

“And you’ve been so good to me. You’ve been supporting me every step of the way. I think you deserve something for being so good to me. Don’t you think you deserve something?”

“I’m not going to argue with you, no,” I said, staring down at her as she moved up onto her toes so she could kiss me on the lips.

I put a hand up to my lips as she pulled away and turned back to Malcolm.

“See? I told you he’s okay with this.”

“I’m okay with this?”

“I know you’re more than okay with this, so would you stop pussyfooting around and get into the bedroom with me?”

I blinked. I was a little surprised at this new confident and assertive version of Annie. She’d seemed so hesitant back when all of this first started. Like she could hardly believe I was into this, but now she was acting like she was the one in charge. She was definitely the one taking control. She was being confident and collected, and I loved everything about it.

“Hell yeah,” Malcolm said, starting across the kitchen. He stopped as he reached the door into the living room and he turned and looked at both of us with a sheepish grin.

“Um, where exactly is the bedroom?”

“Keep walking that way,” Annie said. “And get ready.”

“Get ready?” he said.

“We’ve got to be at the bar in, like, thirty minutes or people are going to start getting suspicious,” she said. “So get in there and get ready, big boy. I know you’re already hot because of everything that happened earlier on stage.”

“Hell yeah,” he said, and he was practically pulling himself out of his clothes as he made his way back into the house. Leaving the two of us alone in the kitchen.

I turned to stare at my wife. I could hardly believe the woman standing in front of me was the woman I’d married.

“So what are you thinking?” she asked, looking up at me with that devilish smile. With a devilish twinkle in her eyes, for that matter.

“I’m thinking you’re incredible,” I said, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her in for a kiss.

It was a long kiss. I opened my mouth to hers, and our tongues swirled around as we dueled back and forth. I held her, my hard cock pressing against my wife. Malcolm got to have his fun earlier. He was about to get to have his fun again. But I was going to have my fun right now, damn it.

I pulled away from the kiss, and I looked down at her. She stared up at me, breathing heavily as her chest heaved.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “That was pretty intense.”

“Right?” I said.

“It makes me wish I could try out for a play where I’m making out with a hot guy up on stage more regularly.”

“I mean you can do stuff like this without being in a play,” I said.

“Can I?” she asked, hitting me with another one of those innocent looks that said she was playing with me.

I licked my lips. She had her fun on the stage, but I wanted her to know she could have her fun outside the theater as well.

“You can,” I said. “And you don’t have to pretend to be Rick and Claudia anymore.”

“I don’t?” Annie said, hitting me with a mischievous smile.

“I mean, if you want to pretend to be Rick and Claudia, then be my guest,” I said with a shrug. “Like if that makes it easier for you or something, but I’m perfectly fine with the two of you just being Malcolm and Annie tonight.”

She kept that smile up as she stared at me, and then she wheeled around and headed back to our bedroom. I followed and found my wife looking at Malcolm sitting on our bed.

He’d taken off everything but his boxers, and he looked a little nervous. But at the same time, he had a sort of energy about him. Like he was about to bounce off the walls. Like he was really looking forward to everything that was about to happen.

“My husband was just telling me we don’t have to be Claudia and Rick anymore,” Annie said.

Malcolm looked up. “We don’t?”

“We can be just Annie and Malcolm here tonight. What do you think about that, Malcolm?” Annie asked, moving forward. There was a seductive sway to her ass as she moved. It was a seductive sway that looked like it was all for me as it moved back and forth. Back and forth.

I could only watch and be mesmerized by the sight of my wife’s ass moving in those jeans. She could rock just about any pair of pants she wore, but there was something about getting to see her wearing a tight pair of jeans that always did it for me.

“I think I’m going to go along with whatever you want to do,” Malcolm said, licking his lips and looking back and forth between the two of us.

“Did you hear that, honey?” she said, her hand going to the button and zipper on her jeans. I heard the sound of the zipper moving down as she continued to sway.

“I heard it,” I said, licking my lips as I watched her moving towards our bed.

The jeans started to move down. There was a moment where she had to interrupt that sway in her step because she had to concentrate on getting out of them without tripping over herself. But then she was out, and she was moving slowly across the room with her panties from the performance still on.

“We can do whatever we want,” she said, turning and hitting me with a wink.

“Whatever we want,” I repeated, unable to say anything else.

She reached down and pulled up on her sweater. A moment later, it was gone, leaving her standing there in the middle of our bedroom in nothing but her underwear as she looked down at another man who was sitting on my bed staring up at her. He took her in. His cock was rock hard and tenting out in his boxers, and that thing looked pretty damn big.

She’d told me it was, but I guess there was something about seeing it up close that made it a whole lot more real than seeing it tenting out in his boxers up on stage.

“Well, then I’m going to do everything I want,” she said as she moved to straddle him.
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There was something magical about getting to witness this up close and personal. I looked around the room trying to find something that I could sit in.

The sad truth was, there wasn’t a cuck chair in our bedroom. Which was something I’d thought about from time to time. I’d imagined sitting somewhere in the room and getting to watch her doing her thing with another man, and I’d always thought about how we didn’t actually have a chair for me to sit down in so I could watch.

She straddled him and started grinding against him. I imagined it from his point of view as I leaned against the wall for lack of any place to sit. I sure wasn’t going to leave the room and risk missing any of this!

She let out a quiet gasp as she started grinding against his cock. Her ass moved back and forth in a hypnotic sway that was far more intense than the sway I’d seen in her jeans just a moment ago.

I looked down at her sweater and jeans on the floor. They’d piled on top of his clothes.

I glanced at my watch for a moment. They had a half hour. We’d already wasted about 10 minutes of that. Everybody who was involved with the play would expect to see them back at the bar they were gathering at, and that meant we didn’t have much time at all.

I looked back up from my watch. She’d leaned forward and pressed her lips against his, and now they were sucking face with an intensity that surprised me. There was passion there.

And there wasn’t any of the frantic need that had been there when they were up on stage together. No, if anything it seemed like they were being slow. Sensual. Like they wanted to take the time to enjoy each other.

Twenty minutes to get it on wasn’t all that long in the grand scheme of things. I was sure there were married couples out there with kids who’d think twenty minutes was the height of luxury, but for us it wasn’t all that long. Still. It was a whole hell of a lot longer than only getting a couple of minutes to explore each other up on stage.

I’m sure that had been a special brand of torture for him. Always getting to feel her up and grind against her for a couple of minutes at a time, but also always having to keep his mind in the game and remember it was an act, for all that it felt so good and so real.

Malcolm leaned back on the bed and then he scooted up a little. It was easy enough for him to move Annie right along with him, and so I was treated to the view of my wife’s lithe body pressing against him. I saw her ass grinding against his cock. It had moved up in between her legs and he was grinding against her as well.

Shit. His cock head was pressing against her pussy, and the only thing that kept them from committing the ultimate transgression for a married woman was a thin slip of fabric.

I was dizzy as I stared between the two of them. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I couldn’t believe I’d gone from admitting this fantasy to my wife to having it happen not once, but twice as a result of this stupid play.

They kept kissing. His hands were running up and down her body. She lifted up just a bit to give him better access, and he started pawing at her tits.

Okay, some of that urgency was finally starting to come through. He kept moving his hands up and down and around her tits as she gave him better access, and then finally, with a groan, she sat up.

She stared down at him as she reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra. The thing came loose immediately, and then she leaned forward, hunching her shoulders together in a practiced move that sent the bra straps moving down as her tits sprang free.

He stared at her, licking his lips, and then her eyes went wide as he grabbed her and rolled her around.

He quickly got out of his own boxers and pulled her panties off. He stared down at her lying there on our bed staring up at him. One of her legs was up and open, giving him access to her pussy. It was glistening and it was wet and it was ready and waiting for him.

He looked back up to her and she bit her lip and started chewing on it. She was getting really fucking turned on now.

“God, Annie, you’re beautiful,” he said.

Then he turned to look at me leaning against the wall on the other side of the room.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this, man?” he asked.

“I’m more than okay with it,” I said.

He shook his head and chuckled. “That’s all kinds of fucked up, but whatever.”

Then he was falling down on the bed and lining his cock up. There was nothing slow and sensual about what they were doing now. No, he slid his cock in and then it was disappearing inside my wife, inch after inch.

She started to breathe heavily as he slid inside her. She smacked his side a couple of times, like maybe she wanted him to slow down. But he never did. He just kept moving until he was finally buried inside her to the hilt.

They paused. Annie took a few deep breaths, squeezing her eyes shut. She was breathing heavily, and her tits rose and fell.

Not that Malcolm was going to wait for that. No, he had his arms to either side of her and he stared down at her as he pulled out and slammed his cock inside her.

She let out a grunt. Was that a grunt of surprise? Of pleasure? Was it something else?

I could only stare as he pulled out and slammed into her again. Another grunt, like she was almost having the wind knocked out of her.

Their lovemaking was far more intense than anything they’d done while they were up on stage. But I supposed that made sense from a certain perverted point of view.

They had to be careful about what they were doing up on stage. They had to make sure it didn’t look like they were actually doing what they were doing. They didn’t have to worry about any of that here, though, and it wasn’t long before he was slamming into her. Pounding her. Filling her and causing her tits to bounce every time he bottomed out inside her.

She still had her eyes squeezed shut. She gripped the sheets and held onto them for dear life. Her head tossed back and forth, and then she opened her mouth and she started to moan and gasp.

And it was nothing like what I’d heard when she was up on stage doing this with him. No, it seemed far more intense. She was really getting into it now, and I was sure that had everything to do with the intense feelings running through her coupled with the sure knowledge she didn’t have to worry about anybody thinking she was overacting.

This was all her, and oddly enough, the real version of her getting fucked by her co-star was far more intense and over the top than anything she’d shown up on stage.

I guess it just went to show that a performance could be both realistic and unrealistic at the same time.

I watched as he pounded her. Sweat rolled down his back as he used my wife. She kept screaming and coming over and over, her body shuddering and shivering as she finally got the full deal after getting teased and only getting a little taste of what it would be like to be with him.

And still he pounded into her. He was like a relentless fucking machine. She eventually went limp. Like she was a ragdoll there on our bed and he was using her for his pleasure, only she was still letting out little whimpers and cries. She was still clearly having an incredible time having this man fuck her in our marital bed.

She looked over at me and made eye contact. A faint smile spread across her face as she looked at me while she was getting pounded by another man’s cock. She lifted her hand and hit me with a little wave, wiggling all of her fingers at once. I raised my own hand and waved back at her, thinking how ridiculous it was that we were waving at each other in the middle of… this.

And still, through it all, Malcolm kept it up. He kept pounding into her over and over again, and she kept letting out little grunts and gasps that told me she was having a good time even if he’d fucked her senseless.

He turned and looked at me, slowing a bit as he did.

“I’m close, man,” he said. “How do you want this to happen?”

I stared at him. I looked to Annie. I looked down to where their bodies were coming together. To where his cock was splitting her pussy around him.

“Come inside her, man,” I said.

“You sure?” he asked.

“I’m positive,” I said.

He grunted and started moving in long, slow, deliberate strokes. He finally buried himself inside her. She was on birth control, so I wasn’t too worried about getting a little present from our encounter tonight.

He held himself inside her, but she stared at me the entire time. She still had that little smile on her face. She knew exactly what was going on. Another man was coming inside her without protection, and she seemed to be enjoying the moment.

He held himself there for another moment, and then finally the tension drained from his shoulders, from his arms, from his entire body.

He pulled out of her and rolled off to the side, staring up at the ceiling. Meanwhile, I could only stare at my wife. I saw a little bit of his come leak out of her body and down onto our sheets. That was something we usually tried to avoid, but in this case it was fucking hot so I wasn’t going to complain.

And there was Annie, looking beautiful as she stared at me. Then her eyes went wide and she got a frantic look as she glanced at her watch.

“Shit,” she said. “We need to get going if we’re going to get to the bar in time!”
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Twenty minutes later, we were out at the bar where everybody was celebrating the end of the play. Booze was flowing, and everybody seemed to be having a damn good time.

I looked at Malcolm playing pool with Connie over at the other end of the bar. He was chatting her up and she had an odd smile on her face, like she was looking forward to having some fun with him by the end of the night.

That sent an odd stab of jealousy running through me. I wasn’t sure if it was an odd stab of jealousy because he’d be going home with Connie tonight rather than coming back with Annie and getting a repeat performance of what they’d done earlier, or if it was a stab of jealousy for Connie’s husband. He didn’t even know that he was going to get to enjoy the ultimate experience of having his wife step out on him.

Though something told me he wouldn’t appreciate it quite on the same level I appreciated that sort of thing. Which was too bad for him.

I looked around the place. There were a lot of suburbanites hanging out here. They all seemed to be having a good time. It wasn’t just the people for the play, for all that it seemed like the director was a regular here.

“I’m telling you, your wife really did an amazing job with the play,” some random guy I’d seen from time to time in the crowd was saying. “Like I wish we had her at our school back when we were doing the whole drama thing.”

I turned to look at him. He held a beer in his hand and he was staring at Annie who was up at the bar. She leaned against it, sitting on a stool and staring all around.

She’d gone all out with the outfit for tonight. It took a little longer for us to get out of there, but it was totally worth it. She was in a halter top that plunged low up above and went up high down below, and she had on a pair of shorts that looked like they were painted on. And she was getting plenty of attention from everybody, for all that they’d all seen her wearing a lot less than that.

There was always something to be said for leaving a little bit to the imagination, and I saw more than a few guys in the bar tonight looking at her and no doubt imagining all the things they’d love to do to her given half a chance.

“Yeah, well, she isn’t from around here,” I said with a shrug.

I glanced at the guy. He was staring at her, not at me. Like he was more interested in whatever was going on with my wife than he was in having an actual chat with me, but that was fine.

It was pretty hot watching him checking out my wife, after all.

“I’m sure she’ll be welcome any time she wants to do something with our little theater again,” the guy said.

“Yeah, I’m sure she will,” I said.

Though I wasn’t so sure about that. The play had gotten all sorts of attention, after all, and there was something to be said for the idea that there’s no such thing as bad publicity. So while there’d been plenty of outrage generated because of how spicy the play was, at the same time she’d gotten a lot of attention and had a few people from some of the bigger theaters in the area telling her they’d love for her to audition for them.

Then again, maybe that would all dry up. It was possible they were just saying that because they were looking for an excuse to approach my wife and have a chat with her after seeing her naked on stage doing her thing.

But even if that’s all that was going on there, that was perfectly fine. We could always come back here. Though I didn’t think there was going to be another role quite as spicy as what Dalton Anderson gave us.

Which meant I was going to have to have a conversation with Annie at some point. Was she really interested in stepping out on me outside the context of auditioning for a play and then getting the big role? What if she got cold feet and it turned out that was just a one-time thing?

The fact that she brought Malcolm home tonight had me thinking it wasn’t just a one-time thing, but you never knew.

A guy came up and started chatting with her, and I sat at my chair at one of the tables near the back of the bar and watched all of it happening.

This was something I’d thought about doing too. Just sitting back and getting to watch my wife doing her thing. And as I stared at her now, it was like a fantasy come true.

The guy was obviously interested as he leaned in and chatted her up, and she was acting like a totally different woman. I’d never seen her acting like this before, because we’d always gone out to bars together and I’d never had the balls to bring up the idea of having her go in and act like she was single.

She seemed to be enjoying herself now, though. She kept leaning in and touching his arm. Leaning in close to talk to him, even though the music wasn’t all that loud here.

At one point she turned and looked at me sitting on the other side of the bar. She knew I was here. She knew I was watching, and she knew I was loving every minute of watching her.

Then she turned her attention back to the guy.

That went on for another five minutes, and then finally she seemed to make her excuses and made her way across the bar to me. She kept her eyes on me as she put that sway in her step.

She reached me and I put an arm around her, feeling her smooth skin as I ran my fingers up and down her body. She closed her eyes and let out a soft sigh as I felt her up. I didn’t quite go so far as to actually touch her tits, but I did run my hands up and down her body and enjoy getting to sort of cop a feel.

Then she hopped up and sat on my lap, which wasn’t any trouble. She was still super light. It was no wonder Malcolm didn’t have any trouble throwing her around up on stage.

“You look like you’re bored off your gourd over here,” she said, leaning in close so she could talk in my ear. Which had me wondering if she’d been doing the same with that other guy because she was into him, or if she’d only been doing it because she was trying to be heard over the music.

But again, it’s not like it was that loud. She had to be doing that on purpose.

“I’m not bored at all,” I said, turning and grinning at her. “I’m just enjoying watching you giving the performance of a lifetime.”

She blinked. One of her eyebrows shot up.

“I’m giving the performance of a lifetime?” she asked.

“You are,” I said.

“How do you figure?” she asked.

“Well, you’re out there acting like you’re interested in all these guys,” I said. “I assume you’re doing that because you know I’m into it.”

She paused and turned to look all around the bar. I thought I saw a hint of annoyance there, and I realized maybe I shouldn’t be saying things like that out loud. Certainly I shouldn’t be saying them loud enough that other people in the bar might overhear and understand what was going on.

Though I was also sure there were a few guys out there who’d really be into the idea of getting with my wife if they realized we had an arrangement.

“Okay, so if we’re going to do this then you need to be a little better about keeping it to yourself unless we’re sure we’re going to do something,” she said.

My cock twitched. I was pretty hot and bothered right now. Having my wife sitting in my lap was usually enough to get me going, but all the stuff we’d been talking about was also enough to really get me rock hard.

“If we’re going to do this,” I said.

It didn’t help that I’d had the pure torture of watching her and Malcolm up on stage, and then I’d had the added delicious torture of watching her and Malcolm in our bedroom. It all came together and created a situation that had me dealing with the worst case of blue balls I’d ever had in my life.

“Well, you like this, right?” she said.

I licked my lips. Okay, this definitely seemed to be going to some very interesting places.

“I do,” I said.

“I liked it too,” she said. “So maybe we can start having a little bit of fun every once in a while.”

I looked at her. She stared at me. Her eyes darted back and forth like she was searching my face for some truth. Like she was worried I wasn’t going to be into it for whatever reason, but oh fuck was I into it.

“Yeah, I think that might be fun.”

“And we’re here at a bar tonight with a bunch of people who have the hots for me because they saw me up on stage,” she said, grinning and leaning in to kiss me on the cheek. “So maybe I’m not going home with Malcolm tonight, but what would you think of me going home with someone tonight?”

I very nearly came in my pants at her words. I could only stare at my wife and wonder at the monster I’d created, but it was a monster I absolutely loved.

“Only if I get to watch,” I said, leaning in and hitting her with another kiss.

It was supposed to be a quick peck on the cheek, only she quickly turned so her lips were pressing against my own.

She opened her mouth to mine and moved around so she was straddling me rather than just grinding her ass against me. She was so hot. I could feel the heat even through her shorts. I finally pulled away from the kiss, and I looked up at her and grinned.

“Okay. Why don’t you go out there and enjoy your adoring public, my little starlet,” I said.

Her grin could light up the room.

“I’ll catch up with you by the end of the night, but don’t think the fun’s going to end here, baby.”

So I sat back as she hopped off of me and watched my wife going to work on her next performance, and damn was it going to be a good one!
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