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Chapter 1


Told by Steve 


"Baby, have you ever thought about having an affair?"

I guess that might seem like a very loaded question, and to an outsider, I can see why you'd think that, but I asked it in all innocence, just like all the other questions I've asked over the years.

"Why do you think clouds don't fall?"

"If Jesus were to return today, what would be his thoughts on modern Christianity?"

"Why demolish two perfectly functional office buildings to construct a new one downtown?"

"Have you ever pondered the reason behind the nocturnal croaking of frogs?"

"How would life be if one had multiple husbands?"

To some, these inquiries might seem trivial or uninteresting. However, for my wife and me they have been sources of delightful conversations at various times.

We met at College, Penn State back in our junior year philosophy seminar. I was a philosophy major, and she actually double-majored in philosophy and political science. It was strange, but right from our first date, we just talked and talked and talked. It was like we never ran out of things to say. You could even say our attraction was as much intellectual as it was physical.

Well, okay, almost as much! Becky is definitely a physical attraction for me! She's short, voluptuous blonde, about 5'4", with wonderful big breasts and a curvy figure. In her mid-forties, she's only gained about 15 pounds from her college weight and still looks fantastic. I've stayed in pretty good shape, too, but when we're in public together, I might as well be invisible: it's Becky that people are looking at.

Once we'd spent a couple of evenings together, Becky and I knew we were meant to be together. We graduated, got married, and moved to Belfonte, which, if you didn't know, is the next town over from where the college itself is located, and we both found jobs at PSU. Becky has worked in the Registrar's Office for many years now, and I am now one of the recruitment team managers, although I definitely didn't start in that role. I had to work my way up. We've raised a couple of kids: Steve Jr., who just graduated from Ohio State and now works in Chicago, and Jack, who is a junior at Northwestern.

And all that time, almost twenty-three years now, we've just carried on talking. Our mutual friends often joke that either one of us could talk the bark off a tree, but when we're together we could easily talk the white off a polar bear!

Like many couples in long-term marriages, we experienced changes in our intimacy. Our sexual encounters, though less frequent and intense, remained enjoyable. We reminisced about the initial phase of our relationship, marked by constant physical affection and an insatiable desire for each other. This was followed by the parenting phase, where exhaustion and responsibilities towards our children often took precedence over our sexual life.

Our intimacy witnessed its highs and lows. There were spans lasting a few months where our passion rekindled, leading to more frequent and exhilarating encounters. Conversely, there were phases where professional stress, family issues, or minor health problems relegated our sexual life to a lower priority.

Now, in the empty nest phase of our life, with time and privacy once again at our disposal, our intimate moments increased, though they never reached the frequency of our relationship's early days. Despite the deep love we shared, the undeniable truth was that after a quarter of a century together, our sexual experiences couldn't maintain the same level of excitement. They were still enjoyable, intimate, and meaningful, but the intense, electrifying passion that once characterized our encounters had naturally evolved into something more mellow and familiar.

What had grown deeper and more profound over the years was our bond of love, trust, and mutual comprehension. Our love for conversation, both in speaking and listening, was a cornerstone of our relationship. We could spend endless hours discussing a wide array of topics, ranging from the intricacies of Asian philosophy to the peculiar manner in which our neighbors manicured their hedges. As mentioned before, we had a unique penchant for posing quirky questions that might never occur to anyone else.

This context is vital to understand why the question I asked Becky on that Sunday afternoon wasn't out of the ordinary or particularly significant for us:

"Baby, have you ever thought about having an affair?"

However, Becky's response to my question was unexpectedly peculiar. We were in the kitchen, busy storing groceries, when she abruptly stopped and stared at me, her mouth agape. A deep blush colored her face, and she quickly averted her gaze. Hastily grabbing a couple of soup cans, she moved towards the cupboard, dismissively replying, "Of course not, Steve. Don't be ridiculous."

Her reaction took me by surprise, as the question wasn't outlandish, especially for us.

"I don't think it's such a wild idea, Becky," I countered. "Many people engage in affairs. I've even pondered it myself occasionally."

Becky had regained her composure by then and was facing me again, looking noticeably more at ease.

"Yes, I suppose you have a point," she acknowledged. "I might have been too hasty in my response. In my imagination, I've definitely had my moments with George Clooney, especially late at night." Her smile was there, but it carried a hint of tension.

I decided to clarify, "That's not quite what I was getting at, Becky. I mean a real affair with someone we actually know. Have you ever thought about it? Imagined what it would be like, or how you would keep it a secret?"

Becky took a seat at the table, noticeably avoiding eye contact. "Not really," she started tentatively. "Sure, there are attractive men we know, but I haven't seriously entertained the idea of an affair with any of them." Then, she faced me directly.

Her tone shifted to a more assertive one. "What about you, baby? There must be a reason you asked. Do you have something to confess?"

I chuckled in response. "No, Becky, I'm innocent in that regard. But I won't deny having had daydreams occasionally. Do you remember Steve Jr.'s 5th-grade teacher? Miss Brooks, I think? She was pretty hot! "My laughter came easily, seeing this as just another one of our typical, light-hearted discussions.

Becky now seemed to catch the playful tone of our talk. "So, the truth comes out!" she exclaimed with a smile. "I guess I'll have to call Miss Brooks and get her take on this!"

After our discussion, we refocused on putting away the groceries and soon shifted to another light topic, leaving the conversation about infidelity behind. It seemed to have completely vanished from my thoughts.

But that evening, the dynamic was different. Normally, a Sunday without the kids would involve a relaxed dinner, maybe some TV, and an early night. Intimacy might have been on the agenda if the mood struck either of us, but with constant privacy now a part of our lives, it wasn't a certainty.

However, this Sunday diverged from our routine. Becky went upstairs right after we finished cleaning up from dinner. I spent some time reviewing work documents until around 8:30 when Becky's voice broke the silence.

"Hon, when you have a minute, could you come upstairs?" she called out.

Upon entering the bedroom, I was met with a stunning and unexpected sight. The room's ambiance was set by a few candles on the nightstands, casting a warm, intimate glow. Becky was the centerpiece of this tableau, lying in the middle of the bed. She had applied makeup and brushed her hair, letting it cascade over her shoulders. Her attire was the pinnacle of allure: the nightie I had bought for her during our trip to Cancun. It was an enticing piece, sheer in just the right places, and she was well aware of its effect on me.

"See anything you like, cowboy?" Becky teased in a sultry tone.

Regaining my composure, I managed to reply, "I'm not entirely sure yet. I think a closer inspection might be necessary."

Her laughter rang out as she playfully commanded, "Go jump in the shower and get your ass back here—you've got five minutes."

I made sure to return well within her given time frame. As I hastily showered, my mind was abuzz with curiosity. While it wasn't out of character for Becky to initiate something in the bedroom, the theatricality of her approach this time was entirely novel. This level of effort and seduction was something I'd expect for special occasions like our anniversary or my birthday, but never on a mundane Sunday evening, especially not in the last 15 or 20 years!

When I came back into the bedroom after showering, Becky growled, "Come here, baby," and took me in her arms. We started to kiss, and the sexual energy from her really surprised me. Our sex play never usually included much kissing, but tonight she was ravishing my mouth with her lips and tongue and her hands were all over my body, aggressively touching me. She rubbed them over my chest, then ran them through my chest hair, and without warning, pinched my nipples lightly.

As my own hands slid up and under her night dress, she moaned into my mouth, and I felt her body move as she pushed her heavy breasts against me. She started dragging them back and forth against my chest, and through her thin nightie, I could feel how her nipples were rock hard already. I wasn't complaining, but I knew that was really odd. Becky wasn't easily turned on, and to find her with rock-hard nipples meant she had been turned on for a while, as they just naturally took ages to respond. But the strange thing was that until recently, she hadn't been this quickly turned on in years, but then all of a sudden, she'd been like this several times over the past month or two.

Our foreplay continued, and Becky was a lot more aggressive than I could ever remember her being. She almost ripped off the night dress and started to glide up and down my body, rubbing her stomach against my hard cock, then slapping her big hanging tits around it. She slid her body around mine like a cat, and I could hear her making noises of pleasure in her throat. I started to stroke her back, running my hands over her breasts, down her thighs, touching whatever part of her I could reach while absolutely loving what she was doing to me.

When she started to slide down lower, it suddenly became clear that I was about to get a blowjob. Maybe for a lot of guys, this is just a nice treat, something to look forward to, but for me, it was an incredibly rare thing. Becky just didn't give head; if I was lucky, I might get a blowjob once or perhaps twice a year. But not only was I lucky to be getting such a rare treat, but it pretty soon became apparent that this would be a once-in-a-lifetime blowjob. She wasn't rushing to get it over and done with like usual; she was taking her time, she was teasing me with her tongue before taking my cock deep into her mouth. Then she would back off, lick my balls as she stroked my cock, and even cooed a few affectionate words to the big guy before she slid him back into her mouth again.

I reached out and tried to pull her hips up towards me to get her into a 69, but she pulled away, which she had never done before, and said, "This is all about you tonight, baby."

She slowly but surely worked me up to a fever pitch, and then, much to my surprise, she took me over the edge without taking her mouth away. I gasped and moaned as I started to unload into her mouth, and even more surprisingly, she swallowed every drop.

I lay back on the bed, trying to catch my breath, feeling the pleasure still surging through my body until, gradually, pleasure gave way to relaxation. If that wasn't the absolute best blowjob of my life, it was easily the best blowjob in the past 15 years. As I lay there, I tried to remember the last time Becky had let me cum in her mouth. I honestly couldn't remember when it was. It must have been well over ten years, probably closer to fifteen. And yet I was now laying on the bed, next to my wife, as she had just swallowed my cum.

"Holy fuck, baby!" I said. "What was that about? I'm not complaining, obviously. But even though sex has been great lately tonight was incredible. It was like you were a woman possessed!"

She moved in and nestled up closer, again rubbing her big full tits against my body. "I just thought it might be time I reminded you just how much I love you, Steve."

"Well, baby, let me be honest," I replied. "I'm not sure I've been completely reminded yet. Do you think you could remind me again in, maybe in an hour or so?"

Becky laughed as she replied, "Sure, why not? They do say that memory is the first thing to go..."

We nuzzled up together, dozing in and out of sleep for a little while, until sure enough, after about ten minutes, I felt her hands start to explore again, gliding over my arms and around my shoulders, then over my chest, and finally down to my thighs and before I knew it they were wrapped around my cock. I lay back and enjoyed it for a few minutes, aware that Becky virtually never took the lead like this, although I had noticed that she had been doing it a bit more over the past few weeks.

Then I started to return the favor, playing with those big breasts that still excited me even after twenty-five years together. Soon, we were pressed tightly together, laid on our sides, groaning with pleasure as our hands stroked each other. My fingers reached around to her pussy from behind and started to probe inward, finding her dripping wet already.

Breaking our embrace, I kissed my way down her entire body, starting at her neck all the way down to her vagina, making a lengthy detour via her nipples en route. Becky had always loved it when I went down on her, but she was usually pretty quiet, lying almost still with her eyes closed, making soft pleasurable noises in her throat, then starting to move her hips only in the last few moments before she came.

But this time, something was different; I could barely hold her still enough to lick. Her hips were constantly rolling and bouncing about as she pushed herself vigorously down onto my tongue. She moaned and murmured, moaning things like, "Yes!" and "Oh fuck, Steve, that's it," and "Right there!" and "God baby, that's good!" I used one of my fingers to reach inside her and work her G-spot while my tongue circled around her clit.

Soon she started to cum, and she just didn't stop cumming! In the past,  an orgasm usually made Becky too sensitive to continue, and I would have to move away for a minute or two, but tonight I just kept licking and stroking, and she just kept cumming. Her moans grew louder, and before too long, they were actually screams of pleasure. I know she came at least five times within the first ten minutes and showed no sign of wearing out. But by then, I was on fire and ready to fuck her.

I climbed up and slid my cock into her in the missionary position, groaning at the pleasure of her heat around my rock-hard head. After so many orgasms, I was pretty certain she would just lie back, relax, and let me fuck her. But she surprised me once again. She wasn't lying back at all, she was humping up at me energetically, fiercely. It was as though she were climbing towards her first orgasm of the night, not her sixth.

Her ferocity made my own arousal levels soar. In no time, I was slamming my cock into her as hard as I could, gasping for breath, while I could feel her squeezing me tight with her arms. Her aggression was something new as she scratched me with her nails and even bit my shoulder. I wondered for a second if my wife had somehow had a blood transfusion from a tiger or something. Then I stopped wondering anything at all and just thrust frantically until I felt my balls start to tighten, and my own orgasm exploded. As I shot my cum into her, I could feel Becky cumming again under me, her pussy spasming deliciously around my cock. After almost a minute of mind-numbing pleasure, I collapsed on top of her with a smile.

Although we had enjoyed several great sessions in bed over the last few weeks, this one had definitely been the hottest sex I'd ever had. Well, certainly for many years anyway. As I lay there afterward, I was too tired to think about the why of it. I was just enjoying the what!

Becky and I blew out the candles, snuggled up tightly in bed, and were soon fast asleep. As I felt myself drifting off, I felt her give me one more hug as she whispered, "I love you so much, baby!"

Something woke me up from a deep sleep, and to this day, I still don't know what it was. I looked around, and Becky was gone. I checked my phone, and it was 3:20 am. Sleepily, I pulled on my boxers and started walking toward the bedroom door.

Before I got to the stairs, I could hear her. She was obviously downstairs, probably in the living room, and I could hear her sobbing. I almost ran down to her.

Becky must have heard me coming because as I walked in, she was blowing her nose and making an effort to compose herself.

"Baby, what's up?" I asked, and she just smiled back at me. Her eyes were quite red, and her face looked blotchy. It was clear that she'd been crying for quite a while.

"It's alright," she said. "Something just upset me; maybe it was a dream or something. It just made me think of my dad. I just got sad, you know, thinking about him, and I began crying. I came down here because I didn't want to bother you. I'm sorry, baby!"

Becky's father had died about six years ago, and she took it hard. But although I knew she missed her father deeply, something seemed awfully strange that she'd be sitting downstairs, sobbing her eyes out about him at 3:20 am. But I never said anything. I just hugged her, tried to comfort her, and then led her gently back up to bed.


Chapter 2

The whole next day at work, I felt on edge. I knew I should have been happy, basking in the afterglow of the most exciting sex I'd had in years, reveling in the love of a woman who I loved so much. But something just felt odd. It was like there were just too many unusual things in one day to overlook.

I took a nice long walk at lunchtime and tried to put everything together and make sense of it. I was trying to work out how asking Becky a random question about an affair caused her to react so strangely. What was the blushing and not making eye contact about? Then, the same evening, she took the lead in bed in an unusually aggressive way and gave me the hottest sex since I'd had in years. In fact, it was actually the high point of several weeks of unexpectedly good sex. Then, in the middle of the night, I find her downstairs crying her eyes out.

I knew the most likely conclusion was also the most appalling and unbelievable one: I knew it looked like she was having, or at least she had, an affair. My innocent question obviously upset her for some reason, and I couldn't think of any other reason.

If I was correct, then perhaps the hot sex was a guilt thing, or maybe some sort of spillover of lust, or perhaps it was just a kind of apology. And then perhaps the crying was her guilt, or maybe it was simpler. Maybe it was just fear about what would happen to our marriage. For all I knew, Becky might have been worried that I knew all about her affair and thought that I was just playing a game of my own.

I walked around the campus in a daze, hardly even noticing the warm sunshine or the sounds of people going about their day all around me. I just walked and thought. Becky and I had a good marriage, a strong marriage, or so I thought. I had never strayed, and until that moment, I never thought that she had either.

Right back in the first few years of our marriage, we knew a couple who were pretty open about things and told us that they did some wife-swapping. Naturally, Becky and I had a long talk about it, just like we always did on every subject, from Aphrodite to zebras.

While each of us was honest enough to admit that occasionally, we saw a member of the opposite sex who tempted us physically, neither of us wanted to go anywhere near adultery or even wife-swapping. Only having sex with each other was a price we were more than willing to pay for the love and trust of a secure, monogamous marriage.

As I thought, it dawned on me that given how emotional and strange Becky had been yesterday, it made it unlikely that my innocent question had brought on an attack of guilt about something from the distant past. So, if her crazy reactions were because she had had an affair, however wildly unlikely that seemed to me, I knew it would mean it was something recent.

I also couldn't believe that Becky, my wife, could have had an affair, at least one of any significant duration, without me realizing something. As I've said, Becky and I talked all the time about pretty much everything. We knew each other extremely well. We knew each other's habits, friends, preferred foods, political ideas, favorite drinks, hobbies, and sports. I knew her underwear sizes, and she knew mine. I found it really hard to believe I could have missed all the signs of an affair!

But on the other hand, there was her suddenly elevated levels of sexual excitement over the past month or so. What did that mean?

What to do now was the burning question for me. I really didn't look forward to going home and confronting Becky. I was dreading it for two reasons. Firstly because I had no evidence she had done anything wrong, and secondly because I knew my accusation might be entirely wrong and infuriating to her. In the end, after walking some more, I decided that in the short run, all I could do was keep quiet and be extremely watchful.

As it happened, I didn't have to wait too long at all. That evening, I got home to find Becky putting the final touches to a beautiful dinner. She had cooked roast chicken with mashed potatoes, green beans, homemade bread, and a really nice bottle of white wine. She had put the tablecloth and candles on the dinner table, and it all looked and smelled absolutely incredible. And I told her so with a big hug and a kiss as I walked in.

"What's the occasion, baby? This is absolutely marvelous," I said.

"Oh, nothing really. I just wanted to show my husband that I still like having him around," she said lightly. But as she spoke, there was a kind of strained look on her face, even as she smiled at me.

"Well, you know what they say, don't you? 'The way to a man's heart is through his stomach.' I've always kind of thought that there was another, slightly more direct way, but I think you found that one last night!"

She laughed and said, "And perhaps I can find it again soon! Now come and sit down; the food is ready."

The dinner was enjoyable, but Becky seemed unusually tense. I tried to lighten the mood with amusing anecdotes from my work, especially about the eccentric characters I manage, but she seemed only partially engaged.

When we finished eating, I offered, "Can I thank you for this lovely dinner by taking you out for ice cream?"

She declined with a gentle, "No, thank you, baby—I've got a blueberry pie waiting for us in the kitchen."

As she headed to the kitchen to retrieve the pie, I found myself pondering over the day's peculiarities. Becky must have left work early, shopped for groceries, baked the pie, and prepared dinner. All this effort seemed extraordinary and left me wondering about the reason behind it.

After dinner, I took her hand, and we stepped into our backyard, savoring the gentle breeze and the waning light of the summer evening.

As we savored the breeze, I couldn't resist it any longer. I had to say something, and so I spoke. "Becky, you've been treating me like a king recently, and I want to make sure you know how much I like it. Whether it's the incredible sex or the amazing cooking, you really are my Number One!"

She smiled at me and hugged my arm tightly. "Steve, you really my Number One in all categories. God, I love you so much."

I led us over to a bench, and we sat down on it together. Then I continued.

"But baby, as much as I've enjoyed last night and today, I keep wondering about the reason for all this. What has caused this sudden outburst of appreciation? Is something bothering you?"

She looked into my eyes, trying her best to smile, but I could see something wasn't right. "No, baby, nothing at all!"

"Really?" I said.

"Really," she replied, still trying to smile.

"Really?" I repeated, looking hard at her.

"Yes, really," she replied, her attempted smile starting to waver a bit.

"Really?" I said a third time, with a slow, heavy emphasis, as I looked straight into her eyes.

"Really," she said again, but then she crumbled and suddenly burst into tears. She grabbed me and clung to me, sobbing her eyes out as though her heart was about to break while I held her and tried to comfort her. My mind was so apprehensive that I didn't know what to say or do next.

Finally, her crying started to subside a little, just enough for me to say, "Come on, Becky. You know you can talk to me, whatever it is. I love you."

She looked at me, her eyes wide. "Steve, I don't think you'll still say that ... once ... once you ...."

She moved her body away from me slightly on the bench and placed her face in her hands for a few minutes. I waited, and finally, she sat upright.

She had to look away as she spoke, her voice flat and quite emotionless, "Steve, I slept with Luke Richards."


Chapter 3

Told by Becky

"Baby, have you ever thought about having an affair?"

When Steve dropped that question on me in the kitchen, I thought I would actually die at that moment. I felt like my heart was about to jump out of my chest, and my lifeless body would just collapse on the floor. It was like being hit in the guts at close range by a shotgun blast.

But my mind didn't freeze. Unlike my body, it raced off in thirty different directions all at once. Why was he asking me that? Did he know? Did he suspect? How did he find out? Is he guilty about something, too? What should I say that would seem natural? Is it already too late to act natural? Should I just confess now? Perhaps I could just drop to the floor and fake a heart attack?

I could feel the blood instantly rushing to my face, and I was certain Steve was staring at me. I had no idea how long it had been since he asked the question. Was it ten seconds or a minute?

I grabbed some of the groceries we were packing and turned away from him towards the cupboard.

"Of course not, Steve," I said. "Don't be silly." My words sounded transparently guilty to me. Steve and I always asked each other questions about anything, really. Practical stuff, philosophical questions, hypothetical issues, and just plain absurd things. It is one of the sweetest things about our marriage. It's like we had a shared interest in thinking and talking. So why would I have an issue with him for asking a question just like all the other ones we ask each other?

I silently thanked God that Steve didn't seem to recognize my response for the desperate, panicked, guilty evasion that it actually was. He pursued the question for a minute longer but without all that much interest, and thankfully, he really didn't press me too hard. I eventually realized that it had just been a normal random question, not the indirect approach of a suspicious husband that I feared.

A few minutes later, once my heart rate dipped back below 200, we were talking about other things. But I couldn't get the subject out of my mind. In fact, it had been there continuously now for over two days, and actually, it had been there a lot for more than a month.

I loved Steve. I loved him a hell of a lot. After a couple of unsatisfying romances in college, I met Steve in a class my junior at Penn State, and I was pretty certain after three dates that he was the man for me.

What initially drew me to Steve beyond his attractive broad shoulders and captivating smile, was his exceptional quality as a listener. Whenever I expressed my thoughts, he gave me his undivided attention, making me feel like the most insightful and engaging person he had ever encountered. He didn't just passively accept my viewpoints; he engaged with them, sometimes challenging and debating with me when our opinions diverged.

This level of respect and intellectual engagement was something I had not experienced before, even with my favorite teachers in school. Our discussions were never about overpowering each other or winning the argument. It was always about the sheer joy of exchanging ideas and the intellectual stimulation that came from a meeting of minds.

We just went for lunch or dinner for our first few dates, and we talked more than we ate. And then, after that, most of our dates had even more sex than talking in them! The first time we made love, it was unlike anything I'd experienced before. He wasn't just trying to get on top of me and hump away like the other guys I'd been with in college. He showed the same care and interest in me normally; we just moved it to the bedroom. Right from that first night, I knew he loved looking at me and touching me. In fact, he just loved pleasing me. I knew that from the fact he was the only guy who had ever gone down on me before I'd done anything back! And he clearly loved my big boobs, and the fact that with the big tits came a little bit of a big ass and a slight hint of a belly never seemed to bother him at all. I knew I was a little on the voluptuous rather than the skinny side, but as he looked up at me from between my legs that first night, I knew it never bothered him at all.

I've never really been all that aggressive in bed; I don't know why, but I just feel more comfortable letting my partner take the lead. It doesn't mean I don't enjoy it, though; I really do enjoy it. I just respond best when I'm reacting to what someone else is doing. And I guess that's why things in bed with Steve were so good. He really was the first man in my life who ever took enough time with foreplay to find out what I really liked and to really get me excited. Once we learned a bit about each other, our lovemaking was absolutely incredible for me. I couldn't get enough of it, and we imitated rabbits for the first couple of years we were together.

Then along came the kids: Steve, Jr., and then Jack. And while we enjoyed the wonderful years of raising them, they were also years when Steve and Becky's time inevitably took a back seat. Not only in our sex life, but in all aspects of our relationship really. We just had less time to give each other attention. We didn't argue more than before, and things didn't go badly. It was just that we had a lot less time and energy for one another, whether that was to make love or even just to sit and talk about the best way to plant some flowers in a backyard!

We still made sure we took a vacation every once in a while, and we were really lucky to have two great and very involved sets of grandparents for the kids, so we could get away, just the two of us, and it always recharged our emotional and sexual batteries. But even then, making love was no longer the hot, almost desperate business that it had been before. But we were still good at it. We knew each other so well. And most importantly, we not only knew how to please each other, but we actually wanted to.

Since Jack went off to college, we had started to have more time for ourselves and a lot more privacy, and our time together now felt especially sweet. At 45, we were both still pretty young, and some of the previous sizzle had started to come back into our sex life. It wasn't like we were 25 again, but then again, nothing is quite like that!

I can still remember the day my life really started to fall apart. It was the day my friend Jessica had her annual deck party. I've known Jessica for years, ever since we started working together in the Registrar's Office. She's a bit like a work mom to me. She is a really friendly widowed lady who is now almost 60 and very close to her large extended family. As always, there were lots of friends and colleagues from work at her party, along with their partners and lots of her family, most of whom I had met more than once before. Steve and I knew nearly everyone there, and we were mingling and having a good time when Jessica strolled over to us with an unfamiliar tall man in tow.

"Steve, Becky, let me introduce you guys to Luke Richards, my nephew. Luke is a grad student in the anthropology department. He started this year, and he's staying in the house with me for a bit."

It really was like a cliché, like something from a bad movie. My knees felt weak, and my heart began thumping so loudly that I was sure everyone on the deck could hear it. I felt my face instantly turning red. My nipples were rock hard in seconds and pressing on the fabric of my bra. After no more than five seconds in the company of this young man, I was overcome by a level of sexual attraction, unlike anything I'd ever felt in my entire life.

Steve gave Luke a big handshake, and I managed to say hello without embarrassing myself any further. Luke is about 35 or so, and he's tall and good-looking, but I guess for most people, he certainly isn't breathtaking. He has that sort of rangy, outdoorsy attractiveness that most women would appreciate, but he wouldn't stop traffic. Well, unless I'm the one driving the car!

To this day, I still can't explain why I reacted, and still do react, that way to Luke. It's like he's giving off hormones that bypass every other woman in the room and just head straight for my brain and my vagina. I felt myself getting wet as I stood there looking at him. I don't know what happened; I'm normally really quite difficult to get wet! Steve is the only man who has managed it easily, and he knows exactly how to push all my buttons. I'm just not the sort of woman that gets wet when they see a handsome man in the street. I'm the sort of girl that needs foreplay and a lot of it. Except when Luke Richards is in the room!

I was almost out of my mind with lust just standing looking at him, and of course, with embarrassment as well. What the fuck was wrong with me, I wondered? I was a happily married 45-year-old woman, standing there right next to her loving husband. Sure, I met a nice-looking guy who was about ten years younger, but why did that mean I was suddenly ready to tear off my clothes and drag him into the bushes?

The rest of the deck party was an absolute blur. The four of us chatted idly for a few minutes. Steve was asking Luke how he liked his program, what he thought of the department, and all that sort of stuff, but I could barely get out a word. All I managed to do was nod, smile, and occasionally say, "oh really?" at appropriate moments. Somehow, I think I just about avoided making an idiot of myself.

After that chat, we all sort of drifted apart at the party, and I headed straight for the bathroom, where I actually had to dry my panties! I splashed some cold water on my face and tried to pull myself together. I felt like I'd been given a shot from a big hypodermic full of aphrodisiac, and it scared the hell out of me.

Out of sheer terror more than anything else, I stayed close to Steve for the rest of the party. But every time I looked around and even caught a glimpse of Luke, I got another jolt of desire. After about an hour of this, I really couldn't take it anymore. I whispered to Steve, "Baby, I think it's time to go."

He looked at me, slightly confused, and I smiled, then looked around to make sure no one could see us, and let my hand slide up his thigh and started to caress his cock for a moment through his pants. "There's something I really need to do at home," I said quietly.

Steve just grinned, and probably thirty seconds later, we were saying our goodbyes and heading for the car. Once we got home, I practically tore my husband apart once we reached the bedroom. I was wild that night, completely out of control. I didn't even want any foreplay! I have never turned down the chance to have Steve's face between my legs, but that night I did. I didn't want it or need it. I was already soaking wet, and I wanted to fuck. I pulled him on top of me, and we humped each other like two maniacs. Steve never knew what hit him that evening, although he sure seemed to enjoy it. He came unusually fast for him, which will probably come as a surprise if you're reading this. You see, it would be an easy excuse if Steve wasn't any good in bed. But he was. He had actually had a decent-sized cock, not long by any means, and I've been with longer, but thick and nice to look at with a smooth circumcised head and nice veiny shaft. And he had some stamina. More than any guy I'd been with before. Before Steve, I'd never been able to cum from penetrative sex, but pretty soon, he was making me cum regularly. Not every time by any means, and I'd always say I was a clit focused girl, but probably half the times we fucked, I'd cum just from sex. And he always made sure I'd cum a couple of times with his tongue or fingers first, so once we got down to it, the ten or fifteen minutes of actual sex was always more than enough.

But tonight was different. I don't think he even lasted a full five minutes, although it really didn't matter as, by then, I was well past two orgasms and on my way to a third.

"Wow!" he said after he caught his breath. "Did you happen to get the license plate of the truck that just hit me? Or perhaps it was an ambulance. That would be better; I think I'm pretty close to needing one!"

I didn't say anything; I just smiled at him and started to kiss him. I was still so hot I didn't know what to do with myself. In fact, I was so hot I found myself eagerly sucking on Steve's cock a few minutes later. Normally, Steve wasn't the sort of guy to get hard again quickly, but again, normally, I'm not the sort of girl to give head. Yes, I know what you're thinking. He goes down on me every time, so why don't I give head? Well, the simple answer is Steve loves going down on me; it gets him really turned on, and I really don't like giving head. I used to do it a lot more, like most girls, I guess, but over time, it just sort of stopped and became a thing for special occasions only.

But here I was, sucking Steve's soft cock and rapidly getting him up and ready for round two.

We fucked another three times that night, all within about two hours. We almost made it to number five, but Steve couldn't quite get it hard enough to fuck me for the fifth time, so I just had him lay back as I finished him with another blow job. When I slid his cock out of my mouth and jerked him to a finish, it was unlike anything I'd ever seen before. He still wasn't even close to being fully hard, but his exhausted cock managed to cum somehow! I was 45, and that was the first time I'd ever watched a cock cum that wasn't fully hard. As I lay on the bed after, I tried to count the number of orgasms I'd had. It must have had ten in all, although as we drifted off to sleep, I thought there might have been a couple more that I'd forgotten.

Steve did ask me several times over that night and the following day what had brought on his sudden good fortune. There was no way I could tell him the truth that I sucked his cock the night before because of my reaction to Luke Richards. Instead, I gave him the old Mona Lisa smile and said, "Sometimes a girl just realizes what she's got and feels grateful for having it."

It wasn't the truth, or actually, it wasn't the whole truth, but it made Steve happy and fended off a question that I really didn't want to have to answer.

Steve got the benefit of my reaction to Luke for the next couple of weeks as well. From having sex once or twice a week, we were suddenly doing it almost every night and sometimes in the day, too. And I was more into it than I had been for years. We tried some positions we'd neglected for a long time, we spent longer on foreplay, and we just excited each other more than ever. I think I even went down on him five times over the next two weeks, which was probably a year's worth of blowjobs in normal circumstances!

But inside my head, each time I was sucking Steve's cock, I was thinking about fucking Luke. Steve might have been wondering what was happening, but we were both so happy with everything that we didn't talk any further about why it was happening. We just enjoyed it.

Throughout this entire time, thoughts of Luke occupied my mind, filling me with wonder and concern. I pondered the reason behind my intense reaction to him—a fervor I had never experienced with any other man. And I fretted about the possibility of it occurring again. Considering he lived with Jessica, my colleague, an accidental encounter seemed likely.

On one occasion, I spotted him approximately 50 yards away on the opposite side of the street, hefting a large box that possibly contained books. He walked in the opposite direction, unaware of my presence. I stood still, once again engulfed in desire, etching every aspect of his appearance into my memory—his legs in shorts, his bronzed arms, and how his hair curled at his nape. After he rounded a corner and vanished from sight, I realized I had been holding my breath.

That night when I dragged Steve into bed for another fuck session, it was as much out of fear as it was out of desire. The way I was reacting to Luke was becoming increasingly alarming, and I was at a loss about how to handle it.

On a Friday around 11:45 AM, I found myself seated in Elgin's Restaurant, enjoying a sandwich. It was my day off, and I had been leisurely browsing the stores downtown without any specific goal. Suddenly, Luke entered the restaurant. I was almost petrified, unable to move. I hadn't even decided whether to greet him or to conceal myself behind my book when he noticed me.

Luke approached me with a warm smile, extending his hand in greeting. "Hi, I'm Luke," he introduced himself. "Jessica's nephew? Remember, we met at that party not long ago. You must be Becky, right?"

Struggling to regain my composure, I warmly welcomed him and suggested he sit with me at my table.

Our lunch would have appeared entirely friendly to anyone observing, filled with engaging conversation, smiles, and laughter. Luke came across as both intelligent and reflective, deeply invested in his anthropology studies and quite knowledgeable about the inner workings and politics of his academic department.

However, my impression of him as "intelligent and reflective" was somewhat superficial, as I found it challenging to focus on his words. Despite seemingly engaging appropriately in the conversation, my attention was primarily captured by two things: first, his striking attractiveness, and second, the intense physical reaction I was experiencing, marked by my heightened arousal. The entire experience was simultaneously agonizing, exhilarating, and embarrassing.

Reflecting on it later, I realized I had been flirting unabashedly. I engaged in all those nuanced behaviors women often use to signal interest: mimicking his gestures and facial expressions, such as placing my elbow on the table in sync with his movements. I displayed my palms frequently, a gesture some believe signifies openness and interest. My smile was constant, and I occasionally licked my lips. I seized every opportunity to subtly touch him – whether it was the back of his hand, his wrist, or playfully tapping his bicep while feigning laughter at a humorous comment.

Any man would have clearly perceived my advances. Looking back, he must have been quite perplexed! Initially, he was just being cordial with this friendly, older woman who happened to be his aunt's colleague. But then, he must have gradually realized that I was actually flirting with him.

He likely spent some time contemplating how far this flirtation might go and whether he was even interested. Eventually, he seemed to decide that he was indeed interested, and he began to reciprocate my advances.

As our lunch stretched on, he, too, started smiling consistently and engaging in small, tactile interactions. I was simultaneously ecstatic and incredibly nervous. I had no clear plan for what to do next and felt I had lost control over my actions.

Spontaneously, without any prior intention, I found myself inviting him over. "Luke, I've got about six flavors of ice cream in my freezer back home. How about we head there for dessert?" The directness of my invitation made me so self-conscious that I almost wished I could disappear under the table.

He gave me a long, knowing look with a slowly widening smile. It cried out, 'I know exactly what you're really asking me, and I'm going to take you up on your offer!'

What he actually said out loud was simply a polite: "Sure, Becky, that sounds good, if you really don't mind?"

I had actually walked downtown, so Luke drove us back to my house. On the way, we chatted quite normally, like old friends, completely staying away from the subject at the forefront of our minds. We really did both have some ice cream and carried on chatting, but with each spoonful I was growing wetter and wetter between my legs and more and more frightened between my ears. It wasn't like I'd forgotten I was married. I remembered Steve, and I remembered our marriage vows. But by that point, I couldn't have stopped myself from fucking Luke for anything much less than the house catching on fire, and I might still have risked it.

Once the bowls were in the dishwasher, I had absolutely no idea what to do next, but it didn't matter. Without saying a word, Luke took my hand, and with a big smile on his face, he led me upstairs until he found the master bedroom. He guided me in, stood me in front of him next to the bed, then started gently kissing me, and with real gentleness, took off all of my clothes.

I was trembling as I stood there, like a virgin about to give it up for the first time. As he took off each item of my clothing, he kissed skin newly exposed skin, working down from my neck and shoulders, then on to my boobs and nipples, and then he knelt down and kissed up my thighs and finally my exposed pussy.

If you wanted any proof this wasn't preplanned on my part I'll tell you something. I hadn't shaved my pussy, or even trimmed it for months. As my panties slid down, it exposed what I can only call an embarrassing bush, the sort of thing I was happy for my husband to see, but I would have been embarrassed even if my doctor saw it! But despite the embarrassment over the state of my pussy honestly can't put into words how excited I was. It was far beyond anything I'd ever experienced before. I could feel my own juices all over my inner thighs.

I would have thought I'd have been embarrassed, standing there as a 45 year old who has had two kids because I know I don't have a model's figure anymore, well not that I ever did. Now, I've got the rounded belly and the thick thighs that all women hate, but by that point, I was just too turned on to care.

Luke stepped back and said, "Let me look at you while I get undressed. You really are beautiful!"

I watched as his body started to emerge from his shirt and shorts. He was a bit leaner and a bit fitter than Steve, which I guess I would expect of a man in his 30s. His penis was already hard and pointing up directly at me. It was noticeably longer than Steve's, although it was a bit thinner, but it was beautiful!

I have never felt anything like what I felt when I saw him naked. I wanted to fall onto my knees and worship his cock then and there. A woman who normally really didn't like giving head suddenly desperate to get on her knees and suck the cock in front of her, that's how turned on I was. But Luke had other ideas as he took me in his arms and laid me down on the bed. He started to kiss and nibble me. First, on my lips and face while his hands stroked and played with my breasts, telling me they were beautiful. I was already moaning, totally out of control.

Then he slid down a little bit and started to kiss and lick all around my boobs. He made a point of avoiding the nipples for several minutes, even as I twisted about on the bed to try to get his mouth on them. Eventually, he sucked hard on my right nipple while pulling the other with his fingers, and a few seconds later, an unbelievable orgasm hit me! I moaned loudly as I lay back, overwhelmed by the feelings running through me.

Lukedidn't stop using his lips on my boobs, but his hands moved down my body, sliding up and down my thighs and then moving up and slowly sliding all around my pussy. He avoided touching my pussy directly for a while, then circled around my lips and eventually moved in on them, stroking up and back down each one over and over again.

I was moaning continuously now like I was completely out of my mind. I don't know how long he was stroking me there before I felt his head move between my thighs and then his tongue sliding into my pussy, but every second was incredible. When the licking began, another orgasm almost instantly took me over. Luke didn't stop as I started to cum, he just kept licking and sucking me, flicking over my clit with his tongue, and I kept screaming and cumming as hard, if not harder, than ever before. As ridiculous as it sounds, I thought I'd die with the pleasure at one point. I was afraid my body was going to explode as my hips jerked all over the bed.

I tried over and over again to pull him up so that I could feel his cock inside me, and eventually, he gave in and slid back up over me, and in one smooth movement, I felt his long hard cock enter me.

"Oh my god Becky, you've got the hottest pussy I've ever felt!" he said with a huge smile. I just pulled his mouth down onto mine and started to hump him as hard as I could, banging my hips up into his.

It wasn't a subtle fuck; there was nothing romantic about it. This was forceful, strong, and rhythmic, and it was pretty desperate on my side. At that moment, I felt like my life depended on him fucking me harder and harder, and it was absolutely incredible. I came again a minute or so later, and then again, and then again, and it never seemed to stop. We were both covered in sweat, both making animal noises and finally, Luke sped up for about twenty strokes and then started to moan as I felt his body tense up as he started to cum in me, roaring as he spasmed and spurted his thick cum inside me.

We then collapsed onto the bed, lying side by side, gently holding one another. Some different and scary feelings gripped me at that moment. First, I had never been so thoroughly and achingly fucked and satisfied in my entire life. You know those terrible movies where the naive woman says, after sex, "I never knew it could be that good?" Well, that was me. I honestly had no idea it could be that good!

Second, I felt so guilty and terrified. I'd cheated on my husband, Steve, in our marital bed without giving him even a second thought for the last few hours. What kind of slut was I? Was that all he deserved from me after all the years of being a loving, kind, and faithful husband? Would he somehow catch me? And if he did, would this be the end of our marriage?

Third, and at the same time as the other feelings, I wanted more. I wanted Luke again straight away. I was totally exhausted, and yet I knew we were far from finished. I knew that if he didn't have a hard-on again in a couple of minutes, I'd be down there, sucking his cock until he was hard again. Yep, a girl who hates giving head was thinking about sucking cock again.

After a few minutes, Luke opened his eyes and smiled as he looked at me. "You really are the hottest woman I've ever met in my entire life."

I smiled back as I said, "That's because you make me so hot. You make me the hottest woman I've ever been in my life. God, I hope there's going to be a lot more of that."

In mock seriousness, he very slowly nodded his head. "Oh, you can count on it," he said in a playful, deep voice.

At about 3 PM, as we were in bed resting after round two, I remembered that Steve had to work late that evening and that he said he wouldn't be home until after 8 PM. With a sense of delicious relief, I realized that I wouldn't have to hurry to get Luke out of the house, then get the bedroom cleaned up and get myself showered. We had another 3 or 4 hours together if we wanted to use them.

In the end, Luke fucked me three times before he left, and that's not including the time he spent licking me or the time I spent sucking his cock. Each fuck was different. After the first, unbelievably intense and physical experience, the second time was slower, more gentle, and almost exploratory. We lay on our sides, with our legs entwined, as he slowly slid in and out of me as we kissed each other on the lips, the face, and down each other's necks. I was so wet now that there was almost no friction, and the pleasure was so intense we both struggled to control ourselves. It felt like we did it that way for about an hour, though it was probably half that time in reality.

The third time I started by kissing and sucking his cock until he was hard again. Well, actually, that's not quite right. I started by stroking his cock and exploring his body all over with my hands. I slid my body over his, I slid my hands up and down his arms, then over his legs. I rubbed my fingers through his scalp as I slid my breasts all over his chest, and then I even licked his nipples. I just adored his body for a while! It was after all that attention that I started to suck him back up to a big, beautiful rock hard erection.

Then I rolled up on my knees and presented him with my well-upholstered ass while I pressed my shoulders down into the bed. I honestly didn't have anal sex in mind, I just wanted it doggy-style in my pussy, and Luke was happy to oblige me. I really love that position because I can be completely passive and just let myself get taken by my man, usually Steve, of course! He can be slow and gentle with me, or if he wants, hard and forceful, and I'm just there for him to use however he wants, wide open and waiting.

Luke seemed to love doggy style just as much as I did. He took his time, running his hands all over my hips and ass to start. Then he started to play with my breasts, pinching and pulling my nipples lightly, then he slid his hands back down to my hips and back and ass, caressing me everywhere as he stroked his fingers in and out of me. As his own excitement rapidly built, he reached under me and started to work on my clit, making me gasp with the double stimulation I was receiving from the front and rear. When he could tell I was on the edge of cumming, he started to use a finger on his other hand to slide just an inch or so into my ass. I shrieked in a combination of surprise and pleasure and instantly started to cum like crazy beneath him, shaking and gasping for breath.

Luke slowed down a little to let me fully enjoy my orgasm. Then, once I relaxed a little, he laid me flat on my stomach, his cock still deep inside me, and started to stroke his cock in and out of me more forcefully. It took him another five magnificent minutes to cum, while I just lay there, in absolute heavenly, as I soaked up the pleasure of his gorgeous cock sliding in and out of me. It was indescribably amazing.

After the third time, we both took a short nap to recover, and when we woke around 5:30, Luke felt like he needed to leave, but when I told him Steve wouldn't be home until after 8 PM, he led me into the shower, and we spent a few minutes washing each other, lingering gently over each other's tired-out genitals.

I really wouldn't have believed it was possible, but after a few minutes of that, I had got Luke nice and hard again, and I could feel my own wetness developing inside me. We soon jumped out of the shower, dried each other with big towels, and jumped into bed again.

This time, Luke sat himself on the edge of the bed and pulled me up onto his lap, with me facing him and my legs spread on either side of his. In no time, he'd lifted me up slightly, then slid me down so I was sat on his erect cock. After three earlier fucks, I still couldn't believe how his cock felt inside me!

This position allowed him to slowly bounce me up and down on his long hard cock, rocking me just an inch or two up or down his cock at a time, and the entire time it kept my breasts right in his face, and he wasted no time teasing them deliciously with his teeth and lips and tongue.

I just wrapped my arms around him and clung to him, with my arms around his neck and my head tilted right back, moaning and groaning with the pleasure of his cock inside me. We'd been in bed together for five hours by then, and I just wanted it to go on and on and never stop!

I was in no need of any more orgasms by this point; I was so far past that point that now I was just enjoying all the feelings. But I could feel Luke getting more and more worked up inside me, so I began cocking my hips a bit with each thrust to give him a little more leverage. He pumped harder and faster, getting more urgent, and then, much to my surprise, I felt one final orgasm racing toward me like a freight train.

When he was close to cumming, Luke grabbed my right nipple in his mouth and sucked really hard, pumping his cock forcefully into me, and I came like a crazy woman one final time. A split-second later, he was moaning and shuddering as his cock exploded into me with frantic energy. Our last fantastic orgasm of the day had been together, perfectly in time with one another.

After we lay there for a while, sprawled side-by-side, we pulled ourselves together and got out of bed. It was almost 7 PM. Luke took another quick shower, then he got dressed, and I walked him downstairs. We didn't say much to each other; we just grinned at one another. I knew I wasn't the only one who had just enjoyed an unforgettable day of fucking, and it really excited me to know that I could somehow give this 36-year-old hunk a run for his money.

With no discussion of any next time or follow-up, just some gentle kisses, we said our goodbyes. I managed to drag my tired ass upstairs, dragged the soaking and stained bedsheets off the mattress and into the wash basket, re-made the bed with new sheets, and jumped into the shower once more. I washed my body and my hair thoroughly brushed my teeth, and looked all around the bathroom and bedroom once more to ensure no traces of our day of lovemaking remained.

Finally, completely exhausted, I pulled on an old night dress and flopped back into bed. I didn't even have the energy to think about what I had just done. I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

When Steve returned home from work, he must have been pretty surprised to find me already asleep, but he didn't disturb me. Like the considerate husband that he is, he managed to scrounge together some dinner from the refrigerator, watched TV for a bit, and then came to bed without waking me up.

The following morning was really when my nightmare started. I woke up early. For a brief moment, my still exhausted but happy body reminded me of the utter bliss I'd experienced the day before with Luke, but that was followed almost instantly by a huge wave of guilt that tied my stomach in knots. How could I have betrayed Steve like that? I cheated on him in our own bed, without a hint of regret?

I slipped downstairs to make some coffee. I was frantically trying to compose myself before Steve woke up, and I had to face him. I was sure that he'd know what I'd done as soon as he saw me.'

Bustling around the kitchen, I tried my best to make up for it by making Steve an extra-nice breakfast of pancakes and bacon to start the day as I grappled with my tangled thoughts. Two ideas kept pushing everything else aside, no matter how hard I tried to keep them in line. The first was that I had done something truly awful. Something disgraceful and shameful, and I knew that I had behaved in a selfish and dishonest way. I'd done something that would hurt Steve beyond measure if he ever learned about it. I was instantly filled with regret and remorse.

The second was even worse. It was that I absolutely, positively, and without a second of hesitation, would do it again. The pleasure and excitement of my afternoon with Luke felt like a drug. My whole body tingled as I thought about it, and my skin felt like it was radiating light; I wanted to Stevece around the kitchen and shout for joy. I had never experienced anything even close to that, and I couldn't possibly imagine never having it again. It was truly unthinkable.

So that's the state I was in when Steve came downstairs and joined me in the kitchen. I was beside myself with guilt and anguish, and at the same time, so full of joy I was like a child on Christmas morning.

He noticed the joy first. He smiled at me and took me in his arms.

"Looks like you woke up on the bright side of the bed this morning, didn't you?" He said as he gave me a kiss. "I don't know the last time I've seen you so happy in the morning."

I sighed inwardly with relief. At least my guilt hadn't given me away.

"I do feel great, Steve. For some reason, yesterday, I was just absolutely exhausted. I went to bed earlier than I've ever done, and I slept right through. I didn't even hear you when you came in! I'm sorry I wasn't up to make you some dinner."

We had a nice breakfast, with Steve chattering away about some sort of issue at work while I pretended to be listening, pushing my own feelings deep down inside as far as I could. And the rest of Saturday was rather uneventful.

We did our usual Saturday chores; Steve did some work in the yard, then we had dinner out and went to watch a movie,  all our usual activities. To my immense relief, Steve didn't seem to notice anything unusual; he somehow didn't notice that I'd been turned completely inside-out or that I was no longer the same woman that he'd kissed goodbye on Friday morning.

Of course, with every free part of my mind, I was obsessed with the problem I faced. I had to stop seeing Luke, I couldn't stop seeing Luke. I knew that fucking Luke was horrible and wrong, but at the same time, fucking Luke was the only thing in my entire life that mattered. The battle inside me was completely draining, and making sure that there was no hint of it showing on the outside was equally hard.

By the end of the day, the only resolution I'd come to was that I couldn't decide anything until Monday anyway since I needed time to think, and Steve and I would be together all weekend. This sort of helped ease my self-torment a tiny bit, and by Sunday morning, I was a little less out of my mind. That was until Steve's innocent question. As soon as he said it, I felt myself falling off the edge of the cliff and crashing down towards the ground.

Ten or fifteen minutes later, once I had safely changed the subject and I seemed to have dodged the imminent disaster, my guilty feelings started to return more strongly than ever. I love my husband so much! He has always been so steady, so loving, so wonderful and thoughtful, so responsible. He has always been a wonderful friend and lover to me. And he has always been so loyal to me. And yet, in return, I'd cheated on him like a slut.

While I was making us dinner, I decided that one way to try to convey my feelings toward him was to surprise him with something different in bed. Things had been pretty active recently for us anyway, as my constant lust for Luke had been getting me pretty hot, and Steve had felt the benefits. But tonight, I decided to top that and go all out and let my body tell Steve how much I loved him.

I went the whole nine yards that night. I'd put on some make-up, had my hair down, put on my sexiest nightie, and lit some candles in the bedroom. And then, when he walked in and gaped at me, I practically chased him into the shower. I was planning to give him head, to show him how much I loved him, and so I wanted him nice and clean.

I was very aggressive with Steve that night, far more so than ever before. I used my lips and boobs all over him, and then I well and truly delivered on the blowjob front. I took a long time, too. I teased him and changed from sucking to licking, then moved my mouth from his cock to his balls and then back, building things up for a long time. When I finally pushed him over the edge, I even managed to fight the urge to pull my mouth away. I really don't know how many years it had been since I let him cum in my mouth, but that night he got to, and weirdly, although I hated it, I didn't hate it quite as much as normal!

But I was determined that there would be more sex that night. So after a couple of minutes, I got us began again, and this time, after a little foreplay, he went down on me, and damn well, too, I might add. I could tell he was really wound up, and he brought me to several massive orgasms in a row. I could tell Steve was pleased with himself and his performance, and I certainly wasn't complaining either.

When we eventually got around to actually fucking it was pretty wild, about as wild as I had ever been with Steve. I was just so excited I kept thrashing about and humping up against him, and he was more than matching me stroke for stroke. We came almost at the same time, and then we just cuddled up and went to sleep.

Only one thing was wrong with all of this, of course. The entire time, I couldn't get Luke out of my mind. I was having all this wild sex with Steve, and I was thinking of Luke! I wasn't judging him or his performance, and it didn't feel like the sex with Steve was any less good. Sex with Steve is always good, and the love, trust, and familiarity that we share are a major part of that.

That Sunday night in bed with Steve had been as exciting and fulfilling as any time we had ever shared together. But my sex with Luke two days before had been truly mind-blowing. It had been out of this world. And I couldn't stop thinking about Luke's hands and tongue and his beautiful cock, even while I was enjoying Steve fucking me.

To say I felt horribly guilty doesn't even come close to describing it. I hugged Steve tight and whispered to him that I loved him; then, he peacefully drifted off to sleep. His face had a sort of "happily-fucked" smile, exactly what I'd been hoping to leave him with.

But that night, I couldn't sleep. Miserable, guilty, and completely ashamed of myself, I tossed and turned all night. At about 2:30 AM, I got up and quietly went downstairs, making sure I wouldn't wake Steve. Before I knew it, I was crying my eyes out as I realized that my lust for Luke might be about to cost me my marriage. How could I have done something like that? Was a fuck, even such an amazing fuck, worth risking my whole life over?

To my dismay, Steve came down and found me. I tried my best to get myself together,  but it was pretty obvious that I'd been crying. I made up that I'd been thinking about my father, but if I'm honest, I doubt he really believed it. Nonetheless, he didn't press me on it. Instead, he just held me as I calmed down, and then gently led me back up to bed.

Soon, Steve was asleep while I just lay there, my guilt worse than ever, only made worse by his unfailing kindness.


Chapter 5

Monday was truly awful. Steve and I had a routine breakfast, then each of us headed off to work. I couldn't concentrate at work; I just couldn't think about anything other than Luke. And Steve. The unspeakable joys of fucking Luke and the horrors of having cheated on Steve.

I fought a battle with myself for the entire morning. I won't call Luke. I won't call Luke.

And at 10:25, I crumbled and called him. To my immense disappointment and massive relief, he wasn't home. I didn't leave a message; I definitely didn't want Jessica to hear my voice! Good, I thought, although at the same time, I was crushed. I won't be tempted to repeat my mistake if I can't reach him.

That relief lasted until about 10:45, when, once again, I crumbled. I called again, and he wasn't home again, thank God.

I managed to get through the rest of the day only calling him only three more times. He never answered, and I never left a message. When I wasn't fighting my urge to call Luke, I was agonizing about Steve. My feelings there were an equal mixture of terrible guilt and awful fear.

Finally, just after 3:30 pm, I couldn't stand it. I told my supervisor that I was feeling sick, and she told me to leave early without any protest. I ran to the store, picked up the ingredients for a special dinner, then went home and started to cook it.

I made a blueberry pie, which was Steve's favorite, and then put together a nice dinner that I knew he'd liked. I guess I was now so worked up and so desperate to please that I didn't even realize how suspicious all this extra attention might seem to him. All I knew was that I was truly terrified, that I loved him so much, and that I wanted him to know it.

With hindsight, it was completely foolish of me. We ate our nice dinner, and he definitely appreciated it. But afterward, as we strolled in the backyard and he started to question me about what was really going on, I felt the pressure building on me. He was kind, as he always is, but he was also relentless. He wouldn't let me off the hook easily, and it must have been very obvious to him that something was really bothering me.

Finally, I just couldn't hold it back any longer. All the tension that had built up, combined with all the fear and worry inside me, suddenly burst open. I began to cry while he held me and comforted me, and then I jumped off the cliff. I just couldn't help it.

"Steve, I slept with Luke Richards."

There was a very long silence. Steve just looked at me closely, his face almost completely impassive. His jaw didn't drop open in shock or anything like that. I guess he must have suspected something like this, which probably explained all his questions, although I don't imagine he knew anything about Luke being the individual.

I couldn't hold his gaze; all I could do was look at the floor. My whole body felt like it would explode. I was aware of two thoughts running through my mind above all. First, I was completely petrified that my marriage had just ended or was about to any moment now. Second, I knew that I had just done the one thing that would mean I was certain never to have sex with Luke again, and that realization both relieved and crushed me at the same time.

There was absolutely no way Steve would ever let me see Luke again unless he decided the best option was just to divorce me and move out of my life completely. So my "affair," if you could even call it that, was over just as quickly as it had begun. But at what price?

When Steve finally spoke, I could hear from his voice just how hard he was working to control himself. "So, do you want to tell me what happened?"

"Steve ... yes, okay, I'll tell you. But please don't forget how much I love you!" I said as I began to cry again.

"I know how badly I've fucked things up; I know that, and I'm so sorry! But Steve, please don't think it's because I don't love you!"

This time, he didn't move in to comfort me; he just let me cry, sitting back in the chair without reaching forward to comfort me. And I could hardly blame him. After I managed to calm down a little, he just looked at me and said, "Well?"

I wiped the tears from my face. "It only happened once. It was Friday. We just bumped into each other in town and ended up having lunch together. Then we came back here for ice cream and ... well.....one thing led to another, and we ended up in bed together."

I stopped. Steve didn't speak as he just waited.

"I don't even know how to start explaining this, Steve. Honestly, I' 've never cheated on you before in my life, I swear. I've never even been tempted, not even a little flirtation. When we met Luke at Jessica's party last month, it was so crazy; it was like something about him just got to me. I had some sort of crazy, instant attraction to him the moment I saw him. It's never happened to me before, ever, but as soon as I met him for the first time, I got so turned on. Do you remember how I dragged you home early from the party to have sex?

"Well, I'm really ashamed of myself, but ... but it was ... thinking about Luke that got me that excited."

Still keeping his voice calm and quiet, Steve asked, "So, is that what's caused the  last couple of weeks of amazing sex?"

Looking down again, I said, "Yeah, mostly. I don't know why, but it was like I caught a fever when I first met him. I couldn't help thinking about him all the time.

"I honestly didn't see him again after that party, Steve, except for one time I think I glimpsed him downtown, but that was from the other side of the street. And that was until Friday, we just ran into one another completely by accident."

I eventually raised my head to look at my husband, and I was completely shocked by what I saw. His face and body were really tense, as though it was taking every ounce of his concentration to hold himself together. But in his eyes, I could see an icy rage that went far beyond the infrequent outbursts of anger that I had seen in my husband over the many years we'd been together. I knew that he would never hurt me, but as he sat there, he looked as though he could reach over and kill me with his bare hands.

"Maybe you should tell me what happened on Friday." His voice was barely above a whisper now.

I knew I was treading on very thin ice now. My husband deserved complete honesty from me; that really was the very least he deserved. But on the other hand, I knew that depending on how exactly I told this story, my marriage could be over in the next few minutes.

"It was entirely my fault, Steve. Totally. Luke isn't to blame at all. I came on to him over lunch, and he just took me up on my offer. I was the one who invited him back here for ice cream."

"What exactly does that mean, 'you came on to him'? Would you mind enlightening me a bit?" Steve's voice was harsher now, and his sarcastic tone was biting.

"Just like at Jessica's party, I was ... I was so turned on just from being around him. I didn't plan to do anything. I didn't plan to seduce him, Steve, honestly, I didn't. In fact, I didn't plan anything at all. I just kind of lost my mind. I flirted a bit, smiled a lot, you know, things like touching his hand whenever he made a joke. All the little things that a woman can do to convey that she's... interested.

"I'm so sorry."

"Yes, you keep saying you're sorry. It's just a shame you're only sorry now. Would you like to go on?" His voice was ice cold.

I felt more and more frightened as I felt his gaze on me. "Steve, should I ... how about if we save the details for another time? When we're both a bit calmer?"

"Fuck that!" Suddenly, he was actually shouting at me. "I want to hear the entire fucking story now. The whole nasty business, right fucking now! I want to know everything that happened so I can decide what the rest of my life will be like!"

I waited, absolutely terrified, until he finally said in a quiet voice, "It's all right, Becky. You know I'd never hurt you. But I really need to know everything that happened right now."

I sighed with frustration inwardly; as much as I wanted to, I couldn't see any other way but to carry on telling him the details.

"By the end of lunch, it must have been pretty clear to Luke that I was flirting with him. So, when I invited him back for ice cream, it was obvious to both of us that I meant for sex.

"So he drove me back, and we did actually have the ice cream. And then we went upstairs to bed."

"And then what happened?"

"Oh, Steve, what do you want me to say?"

"I want you to tell me how it was. Come on, darling wife, just ay it. Did he fuck you really good? How many times did you fuck him? Is his cock bigger than mine? Is he good with his tongue? Did you let him cum in your mouth? Did you learn any great new positions from him? When are you next planning to fuck him? Are you going to leave me now?

I gasped. "Holy fuck, Steve! There isn't going to be a next time, never, and no, I'm never going to leave you. The only way I'd leave you is if you throw me out. I love you so much, and I always will. This was ... just some crazy thing that I never planned, and I'm so thoroughly ashamed of myself for doing it. I don't want to be with Luke. You're the only one I want to be with."

What I had just said to my husband was entirely true. Of course, what I hadn't said was that the only reason I wasn't going to be with Luke again was that Steve now knew about us and would never allow it.

I looked at him, and I could see that he had relaxed just a fraction.

"All right then. Now tell me about the sex. The fucking, come on, tell me."

I waited for as long as I could, then started speaking.

"Steve, I'm sorry. The sex was ... well…..it was…..very exciting. I told you, there was just some crazy attraction that I felt for him right from when we first met, and for some reason, it got me so turned on. We did it ... we did it four times. Each time in a different position. We started with missionary the first time, and we did some doggy style, too, and I went on top for a bit as well. I came a lot, and then he went home."

Again, it was all true, but not the entire truth. I'd die before I'd tell Steve the whole truth. How could I tell him that the sex had been utterly mind-bending, incredible, beyond what I thought was even possible? Whatever happened now, I knew he never needed to hear that.

I sat there silently, hoping that he would just let it stop there and wouldn't ask for more details. But as soon as he opened his mouth again, I knew I wasn't getting off that easy.

"So, come on then, tell me. Was it better than the sex we have?"

Oh God, yes, was my instant thought. It was better than anything I'd ever experienced. I bet it's better than the sex they have in Heaven.

"It was different, Steve. It was the first time I'd been with anyone apart from you in twenty-five years. That's just exciting in itself. Having a new partner whose body is unfamiliar to you, a new partner whose responses are completely unpredictable. And like I told you, I just had this crazy attraction to Luke.

"I love how we make love together. I am honestly as satisfied as a woman could be, and the way you make love me is wonderful. Wasn't what we did last night amazing?"

"Yes, it was, actually," Steve replied. "But now that we're suddenly on the subject, what was it last night? Was it just make-up sex? Or make-up sex with a l little hint of guilty Becky trying to atone for her sins? Or were you just seeing what it would feel like to fuck Steve while thinking about Luke?" All of a sudden, his voice turned cold with rage.

"No, baby," I replied slowly, trying to be as clear as I could. "Last night was about me trying to show you how I felt about you, just the same as tonight's dinner. It was my way of saying, 'I adore you, and you are the man for me. It was me trying to say I want to give you all of myself'. And okay, I'll admit, it was also me being scared to death, terrified of what I had done, and absolutely scared to death that I might end up losing you."

"I like that," he said sarcastically. "'You are the man for me,' I guess that means different things to you and me. To you, it also means just not the only man, right, Becky?" With that, he suddenly got up and started pacing around the yard.

I waited, too afraid to speak or do anything in case it would make it worse.

He paced up and down, clenching and unclenching his fists, and everything about his body language shouted his rage, even though he wasn't saying a word.

Finally, he came back over and stood right in front of me.

"I'm going inside now, and I'm going to pack a bag. I'm going to get the hell out of here for a while. I'll find a hotel room or something. Obviously, I need time to think. I'm far  too angry right now to do any thinking."

I had been pretty sure this was coming. I knew we would need time, so I said, "I'll goSteve. I'm the one that ... I'm the stupid bitch that fucked things up."

"No, you can stay here. I don't want to spend another night in that bed, not after what you've done in it!"

Then, suddenly, Steve was walking back into the house quickly, saying over his shoulder, "I'll call you."

I sat by myself in the yard, trying desperately to hold back the tears, until I heard the sound of his car driving away. With that, I let go, and the tears came flooding down.


Chapter 6

Told by Luke


I can't honestly say that I had a thing for Becky. When I first met her at my aunt's deck party, she was just one of a lot of nice people I met that day. I did notice her figure, though, that was quite hard to avoid. Sure, she's carrying a few extra pounds, but she's got a nice curvy figure and one hell of a pair of tits. Not just one hell of a pair for a woman in her 40s, but they'd be one hell of a pair on anyone. 


Our encounter at Elgin's Restaurant weeks later was entirely coincidental. I hesitated at first about joining her for a meal, but her warm invitation and my reluctance to appear rude led me to accept. 

It took me some time to realize that she was flirting with me. Had she been closer to my age, perhaps I would have recognized it sooner. Once I did notice and observed a bit longer to confirm my suspicions, I felt somewhat foolish. How had I missed such obvious signals? She wasn't being subtle about her interest at all. 

As I processed the situation, I had to decide how to respond to Becky's advances. My experience at PSU involved a few dates and intimate encounters with three women, but nothing serious developed from those. Frankly, despite their attractiveness, the graduate students I had been with were somewhat underwhelming in terms of assertiveness and intrigue in intimate settings. They were more intellectually inclined, with less emphasis on physicality. 

When it dawned on me that Becky was essentially inviting me for a sexual encounter, I quickly warmed up to the idea. She not only had an appealing physique but also exuded a lively and engaging aura. I anticipated that we would enjoy each other's company. The fact that she was married gave me pause momentarily; I had never been with a married woman before. However, given her forthright approach, I reasoned that the responsibility for her marital vows wasn't mine to uphold. That was a decision for her to make. 

Once we got to her place, I could tell she was both pretty nervous and seriously turned on, which was certainly flattering! So I took the lead with her, and it wasn't long until I had got her out of her clothes. And yes,—she does have a fabulous body, well, a fabulous pair of tits anyway. And she's actually not that chubby once you strip her down. 

It was easily the hottest sex of my life, without a shadow of doubt. Becky was just absolutely desperate for it, and she was so much more aggressive than any of my recent grad students had been. When I went down on her, she was just so responsive! She was really wild throughout; it was almost like she was being given little electric shocks or something. 

And when we began to fuck, it almost immediately became very physical and powerful. Both of us were slamming into each other hard and fast. She's not exactly the 'I'll lie here, you do it to me' type of girl! After our first time, I immediately knew that it would be quite an afternoon, and it sure was. 

We had sex three more times, and there was a lot of kissing, touching, and a lot of oral mixed in. Sometimes we were quite gentle and slow, other times it was wild and forceful. I thought we'd have to finish up after the third time, but she then told me her husband wasn't due home until late, so we went and took a shower together, and before long, we were going at it again. It was incredible! Not only the fact that we fucked four times but that the intensity and passion was so high throughout. I've never seen a woman cum so many times in my life. 

It was weird because her pussy really wasn't all that tight; after all, she's 45,  and she's had two kids. But she was so desperate to have me, and she was so turned on she practically worshiped every part of my body. I've honestly never had treatment even close to that before! It was just an amazing afternoon. 

I don't know whether we'll get together again. I would certainly be up for it, but I'm going to let Becky take the lead. She's the married one, and despite how much fun it was, I don't really have any interest in breaking up someone's marriage. Maybe her and Steve are estranged or something, or maybe they have an open marriage; I've got no idea. But I'm going to let the next step be Becky's. 


Chapter 7
Told by Steve 


"Steve, I slept with Luke Richards."  In the silence after she said it, almost my first thought was, 'There it is. I'm a cuckold. I was a happy, contented husband, and now I'm a cuckold.' 


This situation felt like a tired, overused trope: the oblivious husband, blissfully unaware that his attractive wife is secretly involved with a younger man. It's a story I had heard countless times, but now, ironically, I found myself in that very role. It was me grappling with the profound emptiness, questioning the status of my marriage, and contemplating if I even desired to continue it. 

Had I been the type of man capable of physical aggression towards my wife, my intense anger might have driven me to such an action? But the thought of hitting her was utterly inconceivable to me, so it never even approached a possibility. Nonetheless, this might give some insight into the depth of my fury. It felt like every muscle in my body was tightly coiled, charged with a tense energy as if I could single-handedly lift a car. 

I managed to somehow keep my cool, just about, and I made Becky tell me everything about it. She obviously wasn't too keen on doing so, and I had the feeling she was trying to spare my feelings about the worst of it, namely just how incredible the sex was with Luke, but I definitely got the gist. 

She had harbored an intense attraction towards him for weeks, yet, thankfully, their physical intimacy was limited to a single encounter. This was a small consolation, assuming it was the truth. Her confession lent credibility to this, as there seemed little reason for her to partially disclose her actions. If there were more to it, why risk the possibility of me uncovering additional details later? 

However, the nature of her confession, particularly the immediate and overpowering sexual attraction she described towards Luke, bordered on the implausible. It sounded like something concocted by a creative writing student for a final project. Yet, this narrative seemed too conveniently crafted, almost as if it were specifically designed to rationalize her infidelity in this situation. 

The explanations she offered were laden with clichés: 'I've never felt anything like this, I kind of lost my mind, he made me weak in the knees, I didn't know where I was or what I was thinking'—phrases that seemed more like contrived justifications than genuine sentiments. It was hard to believe such extreme, almost melodramatic statements. These words, coming from my wife, known for her humor, skepticism, and grounded, rational demeanor, seemed especially outlandish and implausible. How could someone so sensible and level-headed claim such a loss of control? 

No, it seemed ridiculous, except for one thing. I remembered what had happened to me before, with Beth. 

I thought about staying with friends but ultimately chose to book a room at the Marriott near campus. The privacy it offered was appealing, and its proximity meant I could walk to work if I chose to. More importantly, it spared me the discomfort of recounting my situation to friends and witnessing their sympathetic yet subtly self-satisfied reactions ("Poor Steve, such a nice guy to end up in this mess"). 

After checking into my room, I went to the hotel bar and quickly downed three beers, hoping they would lull me to sleep. Unfortunately, they didn't have the desired effect. 

The length of that night was astonishing, particularly the hours between 3 am and 7 am. Those hours stretched endlessly as I lay awake, consumed by thoughts of my wife's infidelity and the potential collapse of our long, seemingly happy marriage. 

The experience of having your peace of mind shattered so abruptly and by the person you hold, dearest, is indescribably painful. It's akin to a betrayal of the deepest kind, like being stabbed in the heart. Or, more aptly, it felt as though I was being stabbed in the heart from the back—a profound and unexpected wound. 

Anyway, it was a long night. 

I managed to drag myself to work, resolute in my decision to avoid discussing my personal turmoil or letting my distress become apparent. For the most part, I succeeded, though a few colleagues did inquire if something was wrong. I brushed off their concerns, attributing my demeanor to mere tiredness, and they seemed content with that explanation. 

Post-lunch, I reached out to a friend at the college's Counseling Center. I gave him a concise overview of my situation and requested assistance in finding a therapist. He promised to get back to me and, true to his word, called about an hour later with news. He had secured a 5 pm appointment for me that very day with Linton Davies, a psychiatrist who specialized in private practice downtown. My friend mentioned that Davies was experienced in marital counseling, suggesting that he would be an ideal choice should Becky and I consider joint therapy sessions in the future. 

Upon entering Linton Davies's office, I immediately felt a sense of ease and connection. He appeared to be in his mid-50s, exuding a demeanor that was far from rigid or formal. From the outset, we interacted on a first-name basis, and his warmth and kindness significantly lowered my barriers to communication. 

He asked me to provide a brief overview of my background, touching on the early years of Becky's and my marriage, our children, and other relevant aspects of our life. 


In Linton's office, I found myself unexpectedly overwhelmed with emotion. Despite being with someone I had just met, I couldn't hold back my tears for about 20 minutes. I poured out the sequence of events leading up to Becky's confession, her admission itself, and the turmoil that followed. 

I shared the depth of my devastation and the profound void I felt inside. The thought of ever feeling about my wife the way I once did seemed unimaginable. 

"I used to trust her, Linton, to feel secure with her. We had a bond I believed was unbreakable, a mutual understanding that nobody else could intrude upon." 

And now, well, now, all I did was keep thinking of her with him. I keep seeing them together in my mind. Her lying on the bed with Luke, wild with excitement, as she begged him to fuck her. I kept seeing images of her lying back with her legs open and Luke getting in between them, pumping his cock in and out of her. I see her squeezing her legs around him, bucking her hips, humping at him, and crying out as she cums over and over again. 

"My mind just won't stop showing me images. I keep seeing her sucking his cock, and moaning as he cums in her mouth and watching her swallow it all for him. Or I keep thinking about him going down on her while she moans and shouts his name, then him pounding her from behind ...." 

I stopped for a few seconds, overcome with sadness. He just waited for me to continue, sympathy and kindness in his eyes. 


"Becky attempted to minimize the intensity of her encounter with Luke to make it seem less significant. Yet, she didn't conceal the fact that it was thrilling for her. Now, I'm left with this gnawing suspicion that she might be eager to repeat the experience. Whether she acts on it again or not, I'm plagued by the thought that her restraint wouldn't stem from a lack of desire. If she refrains, it's likely because she understands it would irrevocably destroy our marriage." 


"And that's hardly what I want, is it, Linton? I don't want to be married to a woman who is desperate to fuck another guy but who's only restraining herself to keep me from walking out?" 

I sat there, breathing hard, as I tried to compose myself a little. 

"You know what's so great about having sex with your own wife? I don't think that I ever realized this before, but I do now. I know there's nothing to prove. I try to please her just because I want to please her. I try to please her because I love her. And I know she tries to excite and please me, too. 

"But I've never been competing with anyone else before; I've never felt that my abilities were being measured and judged, let alone compared to those of another guy. I never felt like I needed to prove myself worthy of being her husband or her lover. 

"But now . . .  now she's got this irrational, crazy attraction, out of nowhere, for a younger guy, and she's gone and dragged him into bed, then and he fucked her four times in one afternoon. And he's clearly knocked her socks off with what he did to her, so obviously, she wants him again! And where the fuck does all that leave me?" 

I was crying again, and if I'm honest, I really didn't care. I let the tears flow down my face as I went on. 

"I have loved Becky since our third date, twenty-five years ago. She means everything to me; she has my whole heart and her and the kids have been my whole life. But now, it just feels as though it's all turned to dust in a heartbeat." 

Linton waited a few seconds, then calmly asked, "Do you know how Becky feels right now? And do you know what she wants?" 

"She said she loves me," I replied. "And I guess I do believe her; deep down, I think she does. And I think she's feeling really guilty and quite ashamed of what she's done. And afraid. I think she's really afraid I'll throw her out or divorce her. She doesn't seem to want that to happen." 

"Please forgive me for asking this, Steve, but what about Luke? What do you think she is feeling about him right now? And what do you think she now feels about their afternoon together?" 

I thought for a few seconds. "To be honest, I think she's pretty mixed up about all of that, Linton. Firstly, I know she had this crazy lust for him the first time they met, and that was more than a month ago now. And I know they absolutely fucked the hell out of each other last Friday. She was trying to tone it down a bit as she told the story to spare my feelings, but I think he pretty much turned her inside out. 

"If I had to guess, honestly, I'd guess that she is absolutely dying to fuck him again. Like I said before, the only thing that might stop her from actually doing it is the fear of losing me." 

"And is she going to lose you, Steve?" 

I looked up at Linton bleakly. "I really don't know. I love her; I know that much for certain. And the prospect of living alone in some tiny apartment, trying to rebuild my life completely from scratch, really doesn't appeal to me. 

"But I don't think there's any way I can go back home again. What am I supposed to do, just walk in and say, 'Hi baby, I'm home, everything is forgiven'? How could I ever make love to her again? Every time I close my eyes, all I see is an image of her with Luke, gasping as she cums again and again? 

"And how would I ever trust her again? How would I deal with it every time she's ten minutes late getting home from work or if she says she's going out to run a couple of errands? I know exactly what I'd be thinking she was doing." 

We sat there in silence for a couple of minutes, and I could feel Linton's sympathetic eyes resting on me. 

"I think that's a good point to stop for today, as we only have a couple of minutes left. But, Steve. I want to ask you about something. The pain you've talked about is quite understandable, especially for a man in what he thought was a strong and loving marriage who suddenly discovers his wife's adultery. 

"But what I'm not seeing, and I'd expect to, is anger. Why do you think that is?" 

"Well, I really do feel anger, Linton. When I think about what Becky has done to our marriage, the damage she's done to it, damage that I know we can never undo because of her own selfishness, then I do —I get pretty damn angry! 

"But I guess you're probably right. I am probably a lot less angry and a lot calmer than another husband might be in this situation, and I'm pretty sure I know the reason why. I think I should  tell you about a woman I used to know named Beth." 

"All right, Steve. We need to stop it there for now, but. Can we meet again the day after tomorrow, at this same time, if it works for you?" 

I agreed to the time of our next appointment and thanked him, genuinely feeling a little bit better as I walked out of the office. 

 


Chapter 8 


Told by Linton 


I liked Steve as soon as he walked into my office. Now, I probably should add that therapists don't like all their patients, not by any means. Some of the people we try to help are actually really quite unpleasant, though we still do our best to help them nonetheless. 


But Steve is a guy who knows himself and who is actually pretty comfortable with himself, which is quite rare to find as a therapist. He has a quiet kind of dignity to him, but without being the least bit pompous, and he doesn't take himself too seriously. On the contrary, it was his sense of humor that came through first in our session, even in what was clearly a very painful session for him, talking about the feelings of shock and pain when he found out that his wife had cheated on him. 

Two things were very clear to me, even before the end of our first session together. The first thing to say is that he is not a man with any significant psychological problems. Instead, he's a pretty happy and well-adjusted guy; he's just someone who got hit by a bus, figuratively speaking. He was just a guy who needed to work through his pain and decide how to get on with his life, but there really aren't any fundamental problems within his own character that I could identify. In short, he wasn't going to need a therapist for the long term, just to help him resolve the situation with his wife. 

The second thing with him is that he has a strong and deeply loving marriage, or at least thought he had. The vast majority of the cheating spouses I come across are acting out their pain or disappointment in a difficult or troubled marriage. Almost always a relationship where there are some serious underlying issues between the partners and where, in nearly every case, communication and a sense of loving rapport have well and truly broken down. 

In those cases, it's really not that uncommon for me to quickly conclude that the marriage is beyond saving, or perhaps more accurately, to say it's not worth saving. However, in quite a few cases, it happens that the shock of the adultery and its discovery opens a door in a previously built-up wall that can lead to better communication between the partners and sometimes results in saving the relationship. 

But Becky's adultery actually occurred within what otherwise seemed to be a very strong marriage. Although it's far too soon for me to say it to Steve, I am cautiously hopeful that their marriage can be salvaged and rebuilt, possibly even stronger than before. I haven't met Becky, but from what Steve tells me, I think that a divorce would be pretty devastating for her. And it would also be a tremendous blow to Steve himself. He loves Becky, that much is clear, and their relationship has given him a great deal of happiness over the years. 

The difficulty, of course, for both the short-term and the long-term, is finding a way for the two of them to get past the pain of what Becky has done to Steve. And I say done to Steve because even though she didn't go to bed with Luke to punish Steve in any way if what Steve said is accurate, the effect of her actions has still been to cause Steve incredible pain and suffering. 

It also appears that Becky has already recognized this, at least a little, and she accepts what she has done to her husband. But there is a lot more that needs to happen before he will feel like he is able to return to her. In some fashion, even if it is purely symbolic, Becky needs to "make up to Steve" for what she has done. And moving forward the two of them must also work together to build and develop an environment in which Steve can once again trust Becky, and that is going to be a hard task. 

It might even prove to be more difficult in this case because, if Steve is correct, Becky still desires Luke, and a part of her might be tempted to continue her affair with him. If she restrains herself from doing that only out of love for Steve, then her continued desire may turn out to be poisonous to her marriage, even if she doesn't act on it ever again. 

A final thing for them to consider is that Steve has his own story to tell about Beth. The fact of her existence in his past seems to be mitigating his own anger at Becky. But the absence of any signs of guilt when he mentioned Beth suggests to me that she is not a woman he had an affair with. However, any further speculation about her role in Steve's life would be premature until I learn more from him during our next session. 

  


Chapter 9
Told by Becky 


"No, you can stay here. I don't want to spend another night in that bed, not after what you've done in it!" 


That's how Steve ended it. The entire horrible conversation that had started when I confessed to him that I'd had sex with Luke. He calmly went inside, packed up a suitcase, and then walked out. 

I did pretty much what you'd expect. I cried for half the night, drank a full bottle of wine, then passed out on the sofa. I tried to pull myself together the next morning and tried to somehow get myself through the day. Thank goodness work was entirely routine that day because I certainly couldn't concentrate, and if anything complex had come up, I don't know what I would have done. Just like the day before, and it was hard to believe it really was only the day before, I had to fight myself not to keep calling Luke. I had to do everything in my power to restrain myself from calling Steve. 

I knew that he was far too angry and hurt to speak to me, and I knew he wouldn't do anything crazy. And I think I knew deep down that he would, eventually, get in touch, once he was ready, just to let me know where he was and that he was all right. At that moment, I just felt like I needed to give him some space rather than call him first. 

But coming home to an empty house and then making dinner just for myself brought home my new reality each evening, hitting me with the consequences of my stupidity all over again. I started to wonder if this was what my life would be like from now on. Would I end up divorced, living alone, and facing many nights of dinners by myself in the kitchen or on the sofa in front of the TV? Was the man who I loved more than anyone else in the entire world except my children really suddenly just gone from my life for good? 

I couldn't believe it; I couldn't accept that he was. But at the same time, I knew that husbands and wives got divorced due to adultery all the time. No one in their right mind who heard the story would blame Steve. "You mean his wife just brought home this younger guy and then spent the afternoon fucking him in their bed while he was at work, trying to provide for the family? Jesus, poor Steve! She's a total bitch! And she seemed so nice when we met her. 


After dinner, I settled onto the sofa and called my sister Anna. She's five years older than me and has been my confidante and closest ally since childhood. Throughout our younger years, she was both a guide and protector. She defended me from our middle brother Jason when he was being troublesome, enlightened me about boys, fashion, and makeup, and earned my unwavering admiration. 

As adults, with our own careers, families, and responsibilities, our relationship had evolved to more of an equal footing. Yet, I continued to rely on her for advice and support in times of crisis, and this current predicament was undoubtedly one of those times. 


Anna and her husband resided outside Pittsburgh, and although our face-to-face visits were less frequent than we would have liked, we stayed in constant contact through phone calls. So, my call to her was not out of the ordinary, and she was accustomed to hearing from me regularly. 

As soon as Anna was on the line, I began unraveling my story: the initial magnetic pull towards Luke, the day we spent together, the guilt that followed, the intense night with Steve, and then the crushing moment of my confession leading to Steve's furious departure. My emotions surged as I spoke, often overwhelming me to the point where my words were choked by tears. 

Anna, ever patient, took her time to understand the entirety of my story, offering comforting words and empathetic reactions at just the right moments. 

"My dear Becky," she finally said, "this is quite a predicament, isn't it?" 

"Yes," I replied, my voice still trembling with emotion. "And I'm the one who caused it!" 

Through our conversation, Anna helped me discern that I was facing two distinct issues. The first was the state of my marriage with Steve, his deep pain, and the looming threat to our relationship. 

"Beyond a certain point, El, there's not much you can do about that. You can make sure he knows how much you love him, how sorry you are, that you're willing to do just about anything to save the marriage. But ultimately, the decision is in his hands. 

"But your second problem is Luke. It sounds like you're still infatuated with him." She couldn't help but giggle at this point. 

"Sorry—I shouldn't be laughing," Anna apologized, "but it does sound like you and Luke had quite an intense experience!" 

"You're right, Anna. I'm grateful I can be completely honest with you. I've never experienced anything like it before. It was incredible, beyond words—awesome, phenomenal, divine. I was already so drawn to him, and in the bedroom, he just knew exactly what to do. It was like a record-breaking session," I admitted. 

"That's great, Becky, and honestly, I'm a bit envious!" Anna said playfully. "But what about now? What's your plan?" 

"I'm at a loss, Anna. If I go back to Luke, it's clear Steve won't forgive me. I've already assured Steve that there won't be a 'next time' with Luke. I know my husband and our marriage mean more to me than any fling, no matter how intense it was. But that doesn't just erase my feelings. I'm frightened by how much I still want Luke," I confessed, my voice laden with a mix of fear and desire. 

The conversation paused for a moment before Anna spoke up, addressing the crux of the issue. "Well, Becky, it seems we've reached the heart of the problem. As I mentioned, there's little you can do to influence Steve's decision to return to you. But what you absolutely must do is come to terms with your feelings for Luke. As long as he remains a factor, even just in your thoughts, your marriage can't fully recover." 

"I know," I replied, feeling a heavy sigh escape me. "I wish Luke would just disappear to somewhere far like Tanzania, but he's just started his grad program at PSU, so he's not going anywhere soon." 

Suddenly, there was a commotion in the background on Anna's end. "Sorry, I have to go," she said, "My teenagers are arguing, probably over something trivial like the TV remote! I love you—don't make any rash decisions, and please call me again soon, okay?" 

Even though our conversation didn't solve my problems, I felt somewhat relieved after talking to her. That's the irreplaceable role of a big sister, and mine always managed to bring me some comfort. 

The rest of the week passed in a blur. I maintained my routine: going to work, returning to empty, quiet dinners, and spending nights in bed, often crying and wrestling with self-pity and self-anger. I was acutely aware that the pain I was causing Steve, who was entirely blameless in this situation, was far greater than what I was experiencing. 

How would he ever be able to forgive me for what I had done to him? Did I really think I could have let him back into my heart if he had betrayed me the way I just betrayed him? 

And what the hell was I going to do about my feelings towards Luke?  

When Steve called me at home on Wednesday evening after dinner, the conversation was brief and somber. His main purpose was to provide me with his contact number at the Marriott and to assure me that he was managing okay. 

He informed me that he had started seeing a therapist, a referral he got through Ed from the Counseling Center. Although he had only had one session so far, he seemed hopeful about its potential benefits. He mentioned that the therapist specialized in marital counseling and hinted that, if recommended, he might reach out to me to join him in a session. 

"Steve, I would gladly do that," I assured him. "In fact, I'm willing to do almost anything you ask of me. I'm responsible for all of this mess, and I can't express enough how sorry I am. It's crucial for me that you understand how desperately I want you back—but I also recognize that the decision is ultimately yours to make." 

A heavy silence followed my words, stretching out until Steve finally responded, "Thank you, Becky. It feels like it's going to take some time before I can decide what I want to do. I'll probably stop by the house sometime tomorrow to gather more of my clothes." 

Hearing this, I could feel tears welling up. "Do you want to come over after work? I can cook dinner for you and wash your laundry," I offered, hoping for some form of connection. 

There was another pause before he replied, "No, thanks. I'm aware that you're there, but I don't think I'm ready to see you just yet." 

We ended the call a short while later, and I spent the remainder of the evening engulfed in tears, overwhelmed by the magnitude of what had transpired and the uncertain future of our relationship. 

My week continued in a similar vein of monotony and emotional distress, punctuated by a particularly dreadful moment on Friday. While I was engrossed in file merging at my desk, Jessica, my colleague, and Luke's aunt, casually dropped by to greet me. 

"Luke asked me to pass on his regards," she mentioned cheerfully. "He mentioned that the two of you had a lovely lunch at Elgin's last week!" 

I looked up at her, stunned and feeling a flush of heat creeping into my cheeks. Had Luke mentioned our meeting to her? For a moment, panic and fear gripped me. 

However, I soon managed to regain some composure. Observing Jessica's expression, which showed nothing but friendly innocence and lacked any hint of a hidden agenda, I breathed a sigh of relief. It seemed that Luke had only mentioned our lunch to his aunt without hinting at anything more significant or personal. 

"Oh, sorry, Jessica," I replied with a feigned lightness. "I was just lost in thought for a second there! Yes, I happened to bump into Luke, and we ended up having a nice chat. He shared quite a bit about the anthropology department and its internal politics. I must say, Luke is quite perceptive. For someone in his first year, he has a surprisingly keen understanding of all the departmental dynamics." 

We continued to converse for a bit longer, and I gradually felt myself regaining a sense of calm. As she was about to leave, Jessica added, "Oh, and Luke made sure to tell me to say he's looking forward to seeing you again soon." 

I felt a wave of heat rush to my face once more, managing only a vague response like, "Definitely, that would be nice!" as I tried to maintain a semblance of normalcy. 

Once Jessica had turned the corner and disappeared from view, I just put my head down on the desk. That had been an extremely nasty shock! I also realized that once my terror about what Jessica might know had passed, the simple act of having an innocent conversation about Luke had already gotten me a little damp. 

My brain knew with 100% certainty that anything between Luke and me was done; it was over, and our mind-blowing afternoon was a one-time mistake, never to be repeated. 

The only trouble was that my body clearly hadn't received the same news yet. 


Chapter 10
Told by Steve 


At 5 pm on Thursday, I found myself once again in Linton's office. We both recalled that discussing my experience with Beth Zuzich was our first topic of discussion. I detailed my months-long infatuation with Beth, who had moved to Columbus around six years earlier as the spouse of a promising young Assistant Professor of Economics from Slovakia. Despite her last name's origins, Beth was Irish, and her appearance distinctly reflected her heritage.

She was tall and slender, with a fair complexion and striking green eyes that seemed to hold a fiery depth. Beth epitomized the classic Irish look, complete with a sprinkling of freckles across her skin. However, her hair deviated from the stereotypical Irish redhead; it was a deep, jet-black instead of fiery red. Her hair, lustrous and shiny, fell just past her shoulders, adding to her distinctive and captivating appearance.

I first met Beth during an early autumn gathering hosted by the Economics Department. The event was held in the grand modern house of one of the senior faculty members, where nearly a hundred guests socialized and enjoyed hors d'oeuvres. After a brief and courteous introduction to her husband, Ethan, I found myself almost at a loss for words when I shook hands with Beth.

She was, in every sense, stunning. Her fair skin radiated a unique beauty, complemented by her striking jet-black hair and mesmerizing green eyes. She wore a black dress that was both entirely appropriate for the occasion and subtly alluring. But it wasn't just her physical appearance that caught my attention; Beth also had a flirtatious air about her, a teasing quality that became apparent almost immediately. This was evident in the way she held my hand just a moment longer than necessary, and in her low, melodious voice that seemed to emphasize and draw out the words "so pleased to meet you." In these first few seconds, I sensed her playful and teasing nature.

At that time, I was nearing 40, while Beth seemed to be no more than 28. I was far from being a movie star in looks, and our positions were quite different: she was the wife of a new faculty member, and I was merely part of the technical support staff in the department

Yet despite all of that, her greeting had affected me just as strongly as if she'd said, "I want you. Why don't you meet me in the backyard in ten minutes, and I'll fuck your brains out."

Throughout the party, I found myself in a near trance-like state. I dutifully mingled and engaged in superficial conversations with the other guests, most of whom I knew quite well. However, my attention was repeatedly drawn to Beth. I was utterly smitten by her, to a degree that both astonished and alarmed me. Our brief interaction had left me physically aroused, and this sensation recurred with just the sight of her or even the mere thought of her.

After spending a couple of hours in this bewildered state, questioning what was happening to me, I decided it was time for Becky and me to leave. I had barely interacted with Becky during the party, but I noticed she seemed to be enjoying herself, chatting with some of our friends. Intending to depart, I made my way to the bedroom where guests' coats were stored, planning to fetch ours first before locating Becky.

Upon opening the bedroom door, the scene inside brought me to an abrupt halt. There, caught in the same moment of surprise, were two familiar figures. Timothy McArthur, the Chair of the Economics Department, stood out with his tall and handsome stature and the fact he was around 55. Alongside him, entwined in a close embrace, was Beth Zuzich. They had been kissing, their intimate moment interrupted by my sudden entrance. The realization of what I was witnessing struck me with a mix of shock and disbelief.

As they swung around to face me, I could see his hand clutching her right breast tightly through her dress, and my jaw almost hit the floor as I saw his hand was stuck partway into his fly, and she was holding his hard cock, which protruded out proudly towards her.

Caught in a moment of stunned immobility, I eventually managed to stammer out a "sorry," hastily retreating and shutting the door behind me. My mind was in turmoil, grappling with the implications of the scene I had just stumbled upon. The department chair's involvement in an intimate moment with the wife of one of his junior colleagues was a scandalous revelation. Considering Beth had only recently moved to town, it was clear that either she or McAllister had acted with remarkable speed in initiating this affair.

I stepped back out through the French doors of the living room and onto the back deck and took a deep breath, recognizing that I needed to cool off and compose myself. In addition to being utterly shocked, I realized that I was actually very aroused by what I had just witnessed. Just meeting Beth had already filled me with a kind of desire I hadn't felt in many years. But now I had seen her holding McArthur's cock in her hand it had given me my own hard-on that was pulsing in my pants.

I probably stood out on the deck alone for about ten minutes. Finally, once I thought that the two of them must surely have finished,  I was about to return to the bedroom. But as I straightened up and started to turn round, I was surprised to find Beth standing right beside me, with what I can only describe as a Mona Lisa smile on her face.

We both tried to speak at once. I said, "I'm sorry that I just  barged in on you two like that," just as she said, "I'm sorry that we embarrassed you like that."

We both smiled at the simultaneous attempts to speak and then she started to speak again.

"I do apologize, Steve." What shocked me was that Beth's face did not show  embarrassment at all; she just looked amused

"I'm sorry, I guess that wasn't really an appropriate place to be doing ... what we were doing."

"I guess I should have knocked first," I said, feeling a blush spread over my face, "but it ... it just didn't occur to me that anyone would be doing that in there."

She smiled as she took my arm,  squeezed it gently, and then turned us both to face away from the house and towards the yard. "No, no, it's definitely our fault." She laughed lightly, a delightfully sweet sound. Once again, I was very aware that I was completely beside myself with desire for her.

Then she looked at me with a much more serious look. "Steve, are you ... can I ..."

I knew exactly what she wanted to ask. "Beth, I've always said that people's private business is exactly that. It'sprivate. I won't say a word to anyone about what I saw."

She visibly relaxed as I said that and gave me a big smile. "Thank you, Steve. I knew you were a gentleman as soon as I  met you, and you have just confirmed it for me. Thank you."

I thought she was going to offer a few more meaningless pleasantries and then move away, but what she didn't next completely surprised me.

"I wonder, Steve if there was a moment when you imagined what it might have been like if it had been you in the room with me and not him? Did you think about that, even just for a second?"

And, as she said it, she turned her body towards mine and planted a soft kiss on my ear, and then I felt it. I felt her hand reach down and start to stroke my rock-hard cock through my pants.

"Oh, I think it's pretty obvious that you HAVE been thinking about them, haven't you, Steve?" She laughed again, in her beautifully melodious way, and then smiled as she turned and left me there as she returned to the party in the living room.

I stayed for another few minutes out on the deck, shocked and also aroused beyond my wildest belief. What was the last minute about? Was it an actual offer? Or was it just a continuation of her teasing? Or was it perhaps just a way for her to sweeten the thank-you for my promise to keep her secret?

Whatever it was, it left me absolutely reeling. As I stood there on the deck, I would have given every penny in my bank account, and probably my kids' college funds, for a chance to make love to Beth Zuzich. My mind was devoid of any thoughts except for my desire for her, and the intensity of that desire well and truly swept away any thoughts of propriety, of loyalty to Becky, or even any hint of good old common sense.

After another five minutes alone to calm down on the deck, my erection had just about wilted enough so that it wasn't visible as I walked back in and back to the bedroom for the coats, found Becky, thanked the hosts, and then got in our car and drove us quickly home. Becky and I chatted about the party, but I was barely able to hear what either of us was saying. I paid the sitter, then pulled Becky unceremoniously towards our bedroom.

She looked at me in a combination of amusement and surprise, but I couldn't find an explanation for my behavior or at least one I was willing to say. So I just said, "I can't explain it, baby. But you are so gorgeous, and I just have to have you tonight!"

That seemed to do the trick, and in a few moments, I had practically thrown off my clothes, and she was standing in front of me, letting me remove hers, just gently cautioning me to "slow down! Don't rip my nice new dress!"

As soon as I got her naked, I fucked her like a man who was possessed. I couldn't slow down enough to go in for any delicate foreplay. As soon as she opened them enough,  I was between Becky's legs, licking her frantically, not tenderly at all. At first, she tried to get me to slow down and take my time, but soon, she was aroused enough to start enjoying my desperate haste. I licked and fingered her to two quick orgasms, l the entire time imagining it was Beth's pink pussy surrounded by coal-black hair that I was licking before I jumped on top of Becky and slid into her.

My cock was harder than I had been since we were 22-year-old newlyweds, and I was even more worked up. I buried myself deep inside Becky, slamming into her over and over. I was half-crazy, but fortunately, she loved what Beth was bringing out in me. We weren't rough in bed very often, but she'd had quite a lot of champagne, and, to my surprise, she was more than willing to play along. As I pumped her, I kissed all down her neck, kissed her ears, pulled her body tightly into me, and moaned again and again. But it was Beth I was pumping, Beth's body I was clasping so forcefully against mine.

After only a few minutes, I was almost ready to cum. I slid my hands under Becky's ass cheeks to pull her harder up to me with every thrust, and I was soon reveling in her cries and moans as I started to cum like a stallion. This really was fucking, not making love, and it was far more intense than anything we'd done in bed in more than a decade.

As we lay there catching our breath, Becky just said, "holy fuck! Who is that sex-starved escaped prisoner that just ravished me, and what have you done with my husband?"

"Oh, yeah, that guy? He said I could borrow you for a few rounds tonight. I think he's still back at the party."

"A few rounds, eh? Maybe he forgot to tell you that I'm an old, tired married woman with two kids asleep just down the hall."

"Yeah, he did mention something like that. But then he also said that once you get warmed up, you always have lots and lots of energy to keep going." I grinned at her. By that point, I was gently stroking her breasts, just running my fingers over her skin and not yet touching her nipples, and she was starting to respond.

I kept going, quickly replacing my fingers with my lips and tongue, and Becky lay back, and her face gave away how much she was enjoying my passionate attention. We were both clearly excited, but only one of us knew that it was Beth's small perky tits breasts that I was thinking of as I licked and sucked Becky's big boobs.

Suddenly, I decided I wanted the room to be in darkness, so I reached for the lamp and turned it off. I also wanted to take Becky from behind this time, so I turned her over, face down on her stomach, and then got into position kneeling behind her. I rubbed her clit for a few minutes in that position before I pulled her up by the hips, let her settle on her knees, and then started to slide slowly back inside her as both of us groaned from the wonderful feeling.

This second time I lasted a lot longer, but like the first time, in my head I was once again fucking Beth. But this time, the darkness made it easier to believe my fantasy. I caressed all over Becky's hips and over her ass, then reached up and held her big hanging tits, then resumed stroking her clit as I pumped my cock in and out of her. This was usually my favorite way to fuck, and as I pounded away at my wife, I could almost believe it was Beth moaning on the bed, getting louder and louder as we built towards our climax together.

Only at the very end did the gentleness start to disappear, and I got so excited that I was pulling Becky's body back onto me hard, using her hips for extra leverage and grunting like crazy. When I finally came, my first conscious thought after the pleasure had subsided was a fear that I had been so rough at the end that I might have hurt her.

Fortunately, Becky had been just as into the hard sex as I had been, and we lay on the bed and snuggled together. A few minutes later, she whispered, "Thanks, prisoner. When you see my husband, Steve, please let him know that you're welcome to come back and fuck me again, anytime you want!"

I really didn't know how to feel. Should I have felt happy or guilty? I still don't know. I had pleased Becky and myself probably more than ever before, but she certainly didn't know that my sudden wave of passion had been provoked by another woman. But I knew.

Over the next couple of months, we had a lot more sex, and our sex was a lot hotter, too. It hadn't been like that since before the kids were born. I must have fucked Beth forty of fifty times, in every position I could think of, as well as eating her pussy on the sofa, in the kitchen, and on the deck. And she actually started to suck my cock again for a while. But the problem was it was only Beth in my mind. The woman in bed with me doing all those exciting things was my wife Becky, who had absolutely no reason ever to suspect that she was acting as a stand-in for a young black-haired Irishwoman who was married to someone else and clearly fucking someone else as well!

Becky had asked me on several occasions what was going on, and I never really gave her a good answer. The best I could come up with was, "I don't know, baby. One day, it occurred to me that I was about to turn 40. I don't feel like I need to go and buy a red Porsche; it's not that sort of mid-life crisis, not that we could afford it anyway! But I do want to experience all the physical pleasure that I can in this life.

"And recently, you have really been looking so hot; I just want to fuck you any chance I can. I don't want to get old, then wake up one day and be eighty and look back and wish we'd had a lot more sex back when I was still able to get it up!"

Becky seemed perfectly happy with that as an explanation. And even though it omitted the central fact that this was all fueled by my lust for Beth, it was otherwise a pretty true explanation that I could live with myself.

I only saw Beth in person a few more times, and there was never anything like the flirtation that we had that one time at the party. We'd see each other at the occasional Economics Department gatherings, but we'd just wave and smile across the room, and I never heard any gossip about her either, so either she'd cooled it with McArthur or they were just being very discreet. As it turned out, at the end of that year, her hot-shot husband was offered a job at NYU, and they moved to New York just after the new year.

Over the nextBeth started to gradually subside, relaxing its hold on me. I still fantasized about her, but not as much or as intensely. And, it's sad to say, the intensity of Becky's and my sex life gradually started to decline, too. It was probably about a year after Beth had first turned me into that sex-crazed drooling maniac that we were back to where we had been before she appeared in our lives. And to this day, Becky has never learned anything about my hidden, crazy lust.

I basically laid out this entire story for Linton, who sat and listened intently and sympathetically, and once I was completely done, he nodded at me.

"So am I right in assuming, Steve, that you see a sort of parallel between your desire for Beth and Becky's recent desire for Luke?"

"Yes, of course," I replied honestly. "Obviously, there's a major difference, and it's a pretty important one, that I never acted on my obsession with Beth. I never had sex with Beth or even tried to, for that matter. So, I never betrayed Becky with her or anyone else.

"But the thing is, Linton, I've been thinking about this a lot recently. Maybe I never cheated on Becky with Beth just because I never got the chance. What if I had bumped into Beth at a restaurant or a bar? Perhaps I would have come on to her, and then what if she had responded? It's impossible to imagine that I would have turned her down, not with how I felt towards her at the time!"

He looked at me with a deep, probing look. "So, did you ever do anything to pursue her? Did you ever call her or suggest that the two of you get together?"

"No, no, I didn't. But it wasn't because I didn't want to. The reason I didn't was that I never thought for a second that Beth would have any interest in me. I thought she was just a big tease. And between her husband and the Chair of the Department, I kind of figured that she had enough on her plate already.

"So ultimately I wasn't guilty of anything except a very vivid and extremely intense fantasy that really did contribute to some great sex for me and Becky.

"But Linton, can I honestly say that I'm any better than Becky? We've each had some weird attack of uncontrollable desire for someone else. The only difference is she ran into her guy by chance and acted on hers. I never had that chance, I never bumped into Beth in a café, so I never did. Does that mean I'm completely innocent, and she's completely guilty? Or does it just mean that she was faced with an irresistible temptation, and luckily I wasn't?"

Linton thought for a few moments, then spoke. "Your last phrase, Steve, 'irresistible temptation,' seems to be the basis of your view of this whole situation.

"Was your desire for Beth really 'irresistible'? What would have happened had you met her at a restaurant, for example? Would you have been able to resist it if she'd made a pass at you?"

I slowly shook my head. "I honestly don't know, Linton. I thought a lot about it at the time, and God knows I've thought about it a hell of a lot this week, and I still don't know. I'd love to say, Sure, I'm stronger than that; I'm so devoted to Becky that I would have just said 'no thank you.'

"But at the time, my desire for Beth was driving me crazy. I thought about her all the time. I kept wondering every time I went into the department office if I might bump into her in there, and then I'd start fantasizing about her in bed with me, or walking in on her on her knees in front of McArthur, or with her husband. I was just pretty nuts for a while about Beth."

"I think that's a good place to stop for today, Steve," said Linton after a minute to reflect. "But I think we should pick this discussion up again when we next meet. Would Tuesday be okay with you? I think that exploring your feelings about your obsession, and Becky's, are going to be crucial in this process as we start thinking about the future of your marriage."

"Thank you, Linton. I'm pretty sure you're right about that ."




The days continued to unfold, each with its own rhythm. The weekdays were more bearable as work provided a necessary distraction, keeping my mind occupied. However, the weekends proved to be particularly challenging, marked by a profound sense of emptiness and loneliness. I spent these days in solitude without the readiness to share my troubles with friends.

To cope, I took long walks, which served a dual purpose: they were an attempt to maintain physical fitness and also offered extended periods for reflection. These walks became a time for me to process my thoughts in isolation. I made an effort to stay connected with my children through lengthy phone calls, though I carefully avoided mentioning anything about the situation with Becky.

In an unusual turn, I even spent a few hours at the mall, an activity I normally disliked, simply to fill the time. This was a testament to the extent of my search for distractions from the turmoil within.

As the new week began, life seemed to ease slightly. Yet, the most difficult moments consistently occurred at night. Lying in the dark, I found myself confronted with unsettling questions about my future. The uncertainty was haunting: Would I end up alone? Was I destined to re-enter the daunting world of dating in hopes of finding someone else who could bring me the joy and happiness I once shared with Becky? These thoughts loomed heavily, casting a shadow over the stillness of the nights.

The mornings might have been even harder than the nights. I woke up each day, groggily searching for Becky, only to be hit with the harsh realization that I was not at home, in our bed, but alone in a hotel room. This stark awakening served as a daily reminder of the reason I was there: I had left my wife because she had been unfaithful.

My sessions with Linton continued on a bi-weekly basis, and our discussions were heavily centered on my hypothetical scenario with Beth. I was fixated on whether I would have resisted her if given the opportunity. This question seemed pivotal in my struggle to process Becky's actions.

If I believed that I would have rejected Beth's advances, maintaining my loyalty to Becky despite such a strong temptation, then forgiving Becky for her actual transgression seemed almost impossible. On the other hand, if I admitted that I might have succumbed to Beth's allure, then I was no different from Becky in susceptibility to temptation. In that case, my moral high ground would be nothing more than a fortunate twist of fate, not a testament to stronger character.

Linton worked to help me understand that this question was ultimately unanswerable and, more importantly, irrelevant. He emphasized that I had experienced the same kind of intense, unexpected attraction to another person that Becky had with Luke. The hypothetical outcome of my situation with Beth wasn't the critical issue. Instead, the focus should be on understanding and accepting these complex emotions and determining what they meant for the future of my marriage.

The essence of what Linton was trying to convey was that my experience offered me a unique perspective from which to understand Becky's emotions and motivations. It wasn't just about evaluating the right or wrong of her actions but rather acknowledging that I, too, had experienced a similar turmoil of desire. This realization was a call to let empathy take precedence over my feelings of betrayal and hurt. I knew firsthand the struggle against powerful, almost overwhelming feelings of attraction. The real question then became whether I could find it within myself to forgive Becky for succumbing to a moment of weakness.

As the third week of my absence came to a close, I felt a shift within me. Our communication had been sparse and purely functional during this time, with calls every few days to assure Becky of my well-being. However, I picked up the phone that Saturday with a different intention. I wasn't entirely sure of what I wanted or what I would find, but I was ready to take the first step towards possibly mending what had been broken.

"Becky, it's Steve."

"Hi, baby!" Her voice conveyed genuine happiness to hear from me.

"I've decided to come back home today. I'm not sure what the future holds for us, but staying isolated in this hotel room isn't helping me anymore. We have a lot to discuss, and it seems best to do that in our own house."

Her response was a mix of enthusiasm and caution. "That's wonderful, Steve! I'm so glad you're coming back... I've really missed you."

"I'll be there in about an hour, okay?"

When I arrived home and lugged my suitcase to the doorstep, Becky was there to greet me. She offered a smile, but there was a visible strain on her face, and she appeared exhausted. I couldn't help but wonder if her sleep had been as restless as mine. The thought crossed my mind whether she had spent any nights with Luke since my departure. Trust had become a fragile thing, and I couldn't be certain of anything regarding her actions anymore.

Carrying my suitcase upstairs, I headed straight to the guest room, placing it on the queen-size bed. Becky, following close behind, seemed shocked by my choice.

I didn't mince words. "I'm not sleeping in our bedroom, Becky. Not after what happened there with you and Luke."

The tension and unresolved emotions were palpable as we stood in the guest room, the next chapter of our conversation and perhaps our relationship poised to begin.

Becky's reaction was immediate and emotional. Her face flushed, and tears filled her eyes. She looked down, seemingly at a loss for words. Leaving her momentarily, I went into the kitchen to make myself a coffee and poured one for Becky, too. When we sat down at the kitchen table, there was a noticeable distance between us—we hadn't touched since I had walked in.

Breaking the silence, I began, "Here's where things are with me. I've calmed down a lot since I left. The time away has given me a chance to process... what you told me. I'm still deeply hurt, but I'm not as angry anymore. Now, it's more a feeling of sadness. My love for you hasn't just stopped—I can't switch it off that easily. But my trust in you has been shattered, and I can't envision how it could be rebuilt."

Becky listened, nodding in what seemed like agreement, her expression one of profound misery.

"But there's a story I need to share with you, something I don't think you're aware of. It's actually the main reason I decided to come back home. It happened about six years ago. Do you remember Beth Zuzich?"

Becky absorbed the story of my encounter with Beth Zuzich, mirroring the account I had shared with Linton Davies. She was a picture of focused attention, expressing surprise at certain points but remaining silent until I concluded.

After a brief pause, she responded, "Wow, Steve. It's striking how much my experience with Luke parallels your story. Except, of course, you and Beth never actually..."

I nodded in acknowledgment. "That's true. And that's a point my therapist and I have dwelled on repeatedly. Could I have resisted temptation any better than you did? If not, then I don't have the right to judge you for what happened."

Becky's response was unexpectedly resolute. "No, Steve," she insisted, "Whatever you might have thought or felt, you didn't act on it. You remained faithful. You didn't break our vows or jeopardize our marriage. But I did."

"Yes, you did come clean to me, Becky. You didn't let it turn into a prolonged affair, and you didn't keep me in the dark," I acknowledged, recognizing the significance of her honesty.

Then, despite my internal promises to avoid certain topics, I found myself asking the question I had vowed not to. "Have you seen him again?"

She promptly shook her head. "No, Steve. Like I said, that's not going to happen."

Her expression was earnest and seemingly sincere, but the ache in my heart stemmed from the fact that I struggled to believe her fully. Trust, once shattered, seemed an almost impossible thing to reconstruct.

We shared a quiet dinner that evening, followed by watching TV together. It felt like both of us were attempting to emulate a sense of normalcy, intentionally steering clear of any further painful discussions.

However, the moment we ascended the stairs to bed, the reality of our situation became unavoidably evident – we were going to separate rooms. Becky hesitantly voiced a request, "Baby, I understand why you... don't want to be in our bedroom. Could I... could I join you in the guest room tonight?"

I gazed at her, having already anticipated this question, and prepared a refusal. Yet, when I spoke, the words that emerged were different from what I had planned.

"I'm... not ready to be intimate, Becky. But if you'd wear a regular nightgown, nothing provocative, I would appreciate having you close as we fall asleep."

Her response was a quiet nod accompanied by a timid smile. She then retreated to the bedroom to change. I spent a few moments freshening up before settling into the guest bed. When Becky returned, she approached with a cautious demeanor. As she nestled into my embrace, her head resting on my shoulder, I wrapped my arm around her, offering a silent comfort.

The emotional weight of the day lingered heavily in the air, leaving me with no desire for conversation. Words seemed inadequate and unnecessary at that moment. I reached out to turn off the light, plunging the room into darkness. In the quiet of the night, the only sounds were our synchronized breathing. It was a small but significant moment of connection, and thankfully, sleep soon enveloped me, offering a brief respite from the turmoil of our situation.


Chapter 11

Returning to our home marked a transition, but it wasn't the harmonious reconciliation one might hope for. Instead, Becky and I found ourselves in a state of tentative semi-intimacy.

There were moments when we could comfortably slip back into our old patterns, engaging in long, eclectic conversations that had always been a hallmark of our relationship. Our cooperation in household tasks, such as cooking and cleaning, remained smooth and familiar, reflecting the teamwork that had characterized our marriage.

However, there was a noticeable absence of physical affection beyond holding each other at night. The intimacy of making love, or even the simple acts of hugging and kissing, was absent from our interactions.

The most challenging aspect was the unspoken tension that lingered between us. The incident involving Becky and Luke was like a persistent cloud, casting a shadow over us. We both avoided directly addressing it, yet the emotions it evoked were constantly present, creating an undercurrent of discomfort and unresolved pain. This situation highlighted the complexity of healing and moving forward after a breach of trust in a relationship.

Continuing my sessions with Linton Davies, I found myself fixated on a particular strategy to gauge Becky's trustworthiness, despite Linton's strong objections.

"Steve," he cautioned, "this plan of yours won't yield any constructive outcome. If Becky doesn't 'pass' your test, you'll feel justified in seeking a divorce. Yet, even if she does pass, it won't truly alleviate your doubts. There's simply no benefit to this course of action."

Somewhere inside, I recognized the wisdom in his words, but my resolve remained unshaken.

Choosing a morning when I knew Becky would be at work, I decided to check her emails. Her home computer was synced with the PSU email system she used at her job, allowing access to all her sent and received emails.

My first task was to see if she had contacted Luke since that day. Scouring through her emails revealed nothing. Despite this, I proceeded with my plan and crafted an email to Luke, carefully composing it as if Becky had written it.

The email read:

*****




Dear Luke,




Ever since that day we shared, you've been constantly on my mind. I find myself continuously thinking about our time together. This Thursday, at 7 pm, I was wondering if you could come over to the house. Steve will be out until 10 pm, so we'll have the place to ourselves.

I know this might seem a bit odd, but please don't respond to this email – just come over if you're able to. And when you do, could you act as if this message never existed? It would mean a lot to me if you could make it seem like you're dropping by spontaneously.

Looking forward to potentially seeing you on Thursday.

Warm regards,

Becky

*****

On Thursday, I acted on my plan. I called Becky around 2 pm from work, concocting a story about a major server re-installation that would keep me at the office until late into the night. I suggested she have dinner without me, assuring her I'd find something to eat when I eventually got home.

Of course, there was no server re-installation. By 6:45 pm, I was discreetly parked in my car, positioned six houses down from our own. From here, I could easily observe when Luke would arrive and when he'd leave.

The "test" I had devised for Becky was straightforward in my mind: she would either turn Luke away or succumb once more to temptation. If they were just going to talk, I reasoned he wouldn't stay beyond 30 or 40 minutes. Anything beyond an hour, and the implications would be clear.

Despite Linton's disapproval of this plan, I felt compelled to see it through.

So there I was, sitting in my car, half listening to the radio while lost in thoughts about the future. Luke arrived at 7:05 pm, confidently walking up to my front door. I couldn't see the door open from my vantage point, but after a short wait, he entered, and the door closed behind him.

I waited, each minute stretching out interminably. The initial half-hour passed without much distress, but as time went on, the weight of the situation grew heavier. I found myself closing my eyes for long stretches, hoping to pass the time, only to realize mere seconds had ticked by upon reopening them.

As the clock neared the one-hour mark, my anxiety heightened. The door remained firmly shut, with no sign of Luke leaving. The music from the car radio became a distant noise, drowned out by the loud drumming of my own heartbeat and the swirl of thoughts in my head. The certainty I had sought in devising this test was now the very thing that filled me with dread.

At 8:15, it hit me. My wife was fucking Luke again, and this time I had set it up! I'd wanted an answer, and holy fuck had I just gotten one!

At 8:30, I realized I was crying almost uncontrollably.

By 8:45, my patience had frayed to its breaking point. What was I doing, just sitting here, passively observing? I could storm inside, catch them together, and confront the situation head-on. Just as I started the car, preparing to face what I believed to be the end of my marriage, I saw Luke emerge from my house, get into his car, and drive away.

In a rush, I drove to my house, expecting to find Becky in the midst of covering up her indiscretion. However, upon entering, I found her at the kitchen table, still in her work attire. Her expression of surprise turned to concern upon seeing my distraught appearance. "Steve, did you get off early?" she asked, then noticing my tear-stained face, her worry deepened. "Baby, are you alright?"

Ignoring her questions, I frantically scanned the room. Two empty coffee cups sat on the table. I dashed upstairs to our bedroom, where the bed was neatly made, its sheets clean and uncrumpled. A quick inspection of the other bedrooms yielded the same result – nothing amiss.

Becky followed me upstairs, her voice tinged with confusion, "Steve, what's going on?" I continued my search, now in the bathroom, looking for any evidence of a recent shower, but the stall was dry. The hamper, the closet, and under the bed – I searched everywhere for any sign of discarded clothing, but there was none.

Overwhelmed with frustration and confusion, I collapsed onto our bed. Becky's eyes, filled with concern, met mine. "Steve, what on earth is the matter?" she asked her voice a blend of worry and bewilderment.

Suddenly, I was crying again. "I know Luke was here tonight! And I know you fucked him again!"

She looked directly into my eyes and said, "Yes, Luke was here. But no, I didn't fuck him. And I'm never going to fuck him again, Steve."

Overcome with emotion, my tears wouldn't stop. It was as if weeks of pent-up anguish were erupting uncontrollably. "Then what were you doing with him here for nearly two hours?" I demanded through my sobs.

Becky sat beside me on the bed, her arms gently encircling me. "We were just talking, Steve," she spoke softly. "He might have come with other intentions, but nothing happened. We didn't touch each other. We just sat in the kitchen, drinking coffee and talking."

Her voice grew more insistent. "And now you need to tell me what's going on. How did you even know he was here?"

Admitting my scheme was humiliating. "I set it up!" I confessed through tears. "I sent him an email pretending to be you, asking him to visit tonight while I was supposedly out late. I've been sitting in the car down the street, watching him arrive and leave."

I was inconsolable. "I thought if nothing was going to happen, he'd leave within half an hour. But he stayed for an hour and forty-five minutes!"

I couldn't regain my composure, the realization of my actions hitting me hard. "Jesus, Becky, look what I've become. I'm hiding, playing ridiculous spy games with my own wife. The stereotypical, humiliated husband trying to catch his wife cheating!"

Becky remained silent, merely holding me as I wept. When my tears finally subsided, I sat up and saw that she had been crying, too; her face was marked with tear trails.

Suddenly, I couldn't bear her proximity—the feeling of her arms, her look of love mixed with pity. In a swift motion, I broke away from her embrace and retreated to the guest room, leaving behind a heavy silence filled with sorrow and confusion.

In the guest room, I went through the motions of getting ready for bed – undressing, brushing my teeth, and slipping into my boxers. Closing the door firmly behind me was a deliberate choice, a non-verbal communication to Becky. Since my return home, I had always left it open, but not tonight.

Sleep, however, eluded me. I lay awake in the darkness, restless and engulfed in a maelstrom of emotions. Over an hour passed, and I remained awake, tossing and turning in the bed, trapped in my own miserable thoughts.

Then, I heard the soft sound of the door opening and felt Becky's presence as she quietly entered the room. I instinctively rolled over, turning my back to her, a silent statement of my current feelings. Undeterred by this unspoken rejection, Becky gently slid into bed behind me. She nestled close, her body conforming to mine, her arm wrapping around my chest beneath my arm. Her presence was warm and familiar yet laden with the complexity of our current situation.

Thankfully, she remained silent. Right then, I couldn't bear to hear any explanations or consolations. Her proximity was a silent testament to her persistence, her unwillingness to let go despite the barriers I had erected. But in that moment, her touch and closeness felt like too much to bear. The room was quiet, save for the sound of our breathing, as we lay there in the dark, caught between the need for closeness and the barriers of hurt and mistrust.

After a couple of minutes of just lying still together, with her just holding me, Becky started touching me. I felt her lips brush down the back and side of my neck again and again and her hand drifting around my chest. Before I knew it, she was stroking my nipples, and then her hand dipped down lower, sliding under my boxers into my pubic hair.

I really had no idea what to do. I wanted to reject her, but I also didn't want to speak to her. And I can't lie, her touch felt good! We hadn't had sex in over a month, in fact, we hadn't even kissed properly in all that time.

Somehow, I hoped that I could somehow silently reject her. I hoped that by simply not responding to what she was doing and by not getting aroused in response to her caresses, it would convey the message.

And for a while, that approach worked. She started moving her body against me, and I could soon feel her rock-hard nipples pressing against my back. Her hand slowly wrapped around my cock and started to stroke it lovingly, gently. Under normal circumstances, I would have been fully hard in a minute or two, but as I lay there, her hand continued to stork up and down my totally limp cock. Five minutes later, she was still playing with my entire soft cock, unable to get it hard. Good! I thought. Fuck you! I don't want your pity fuck!

But after a while, I felt her grip start to tighten, and eventually, the pleasure of her hand as she squeezed tight, sliding up and down over the base of my head, started to have its effect. My cock started to thicken and then rose in her hand. I could hear her cooing happily into my ear as she slid her hand down further to pleasure my balls. As she moved in close, I felt her pubic hair rub against my ass through my boxers, and I suddenly realized that she had come to bed naked.

I was still completely torn. Her body and her hand obviously felt amazing, especially after a month without any form of sex, and I definitely wanted more. But at the same time, I was still so angry and hurt, and I was full of a deep and irrational desire to reject her just to hurt her. If I had honestly thought that she was playing with my cock  out of her own sexual desire, I might have gone along with it. But I couldn't help feeling like this was just Becky trying to win me back. She was trying to use sex to make up with me. 'Give the poor guy a really good fuck and make him think that you really want him, and then he'll come around and forgive you.' I felt so manipulated, and that made me far a lot more angry than horny, although my cock was still rock hard.

Without saying a word, I suddenly pulled myself free of Becky's embrace, rolled out of the bed, got to my feet, and walked out of the room. Without looking back, I walked straight down the stairs and into the living room., where I grabbed an extra blanket from the closet and settled myself down for the night on the sofa.

I listened to see if there were any sounds from upstairs, but I heard nothing. No words from Becky, no crying, absolute silence. I lay awake for a little while longer, completely miserable, wondering whether I had just done the right thing or not. I even wondered if I should have just taken the opportunity, tried to have her give me head, and enjoyed a blowjob when it was on offer. But as I lay there, no answer ever came.


Chapter 12

Told by Becky 


As each day passed, I clung to a sliver of hope every time the phone rang, and it was Steve. My heart would leap, thinking perhaps this was the moment he was ready to return home. But our conversations followed the same pattern – brief, impersonal, ending in a perfunctory goodbye. My patience and attempts to give him space didn't seem to be bridging the distance between us. 

Then, after three agonizing weeks, Steve called to say he was coming home. Joy surged through me, quickly followed by a wave of fear. What if his return wasn't about reconciliation? What if he was contemplating divorce or expecting me to say or do something specific to convince him to stay? I was at a loss, unsure of how to navigate this uncertainty. 

When Steve walked through the door, my heart sank. He looked like a shadow of his former self, deeply aged and worn. Dark circles under his eyes and his stooped shoulders painted a picture of a man burdened by profound pain and exhaustion. I thought I had understood his suffering, but seeing him in such a state was a stark revelation of the depth of his anguish. 

In the first few days of his return, I harbored hopes that we might slowly find our way back to each other. Though we weren't kissing or intimate, Steve allowed me to sleep in his arms in the guest bed, which I initially took as a reassuring sign. 

However, as time wore on, the situation seemed to deteriorate. The tension escalated, and our communication dwindled. We managed routine tasks together, but the effortless joy and connection that once defined our relationship were conspicuously absent. 

I was at a loss. Steve avoided serious conversations, and I knew he was seeing a therapist. Maybe the best course of action was to continue being patient and loving, giving him the space to work through his emotions with professional help. But deep down, I couldn't shake the feeling of helplessness and the growing fear that we might never recover the love and trust we once shared so effortlessly. 

Luke's unexpected appearance at the door that evening sent a jolt of fear through me. It wasn't desire that I felt but a deep, instinctual terror. Stammering, I managed to ask, "What are you doing here?" My tone was far from inviting. 

Luke, however, responded with a gentle smile. "Hi, Becky. Okay, if I come in for a few minutes?" His demeanor was calm, almost disarming. 

Feeling somewhat dazed and unsure, I ushered him into the kitchen. We sat across from each other, and I mechanically poured two cups of coffee. Our eyes met an awkward silence hanging in the air. 

In an attempt to deflect the tension and perhaps keep Luke at a distance, I recounted the episode with Jessica. I turned it into a lighthearted story, describing my initial panic and Jessica's obliviousness to the situation. The humor in the story seemed to work; as soon as Luke and I were laughing together, the atmosphere became less strained. 

Then, Luke's tone shifted. "I've missed you, Becky. The time we spent together was incredible, something I've never felt before. It's entirely up to you, but I would love to... be with you again." His expression was earnest and serious, devoid of any flirtatious undertones. 

I just sat there silently for a second, trying hard to examine my own feelings. I could feel my heart was beating fast, but I also noticed that I wasn't getting anywhere near as wet as before, which was a welcome change! And while I was still attracted to Luke, the attraction felt quite different now, a lot more under control. 

Previously, just being in his presence would have rendered me incapable of rational thought. A few seconds and I'd be all wet pussy and rock-hard nipples, his for the taking. But at that moment, while I still felt the temptation, it was now a lot more balanced; I could still have a rational understanding of the consequences. 

Sitting there, facing Luke and his proposition, I felt as though I was metaphorically standing in a grocery store, fixated on perfectly ripe peaches. They looked so tempting, promising a burst of sweetness and pleasure. The thought of taking one, sinking my teeth into its juicy flesh, and feeling the taste explode on my tongue was almost irresistible. But, just like with those peaches, indulging in that momentary pleasure with Luke would be akin to stealing – wrong on a fundamental level and possibly leading to dire consequences. 

In that moment of clarity, a wave of immense relief washed over me. I realized I had the strength to say no to Luke, and what's more, I could do it without being overwhelmed by disappointment. Marriage, like any commitment, is a series of choices – sometimes foregoing what you want for the sake of the commitment. It can range from something as simple as forgoing a restaurant dinner because your spouse prefers a quiet night to something as significant as resisting the allure of an affair. 

I had already broken that commitment once, and the regret weighed heavily on me. But now, looking into Luke's hopeful eyes, I felt a surge of determination. At that moment, I was almost jubilant in my certainty that I would not falter again. The realization that I could honor the commitment I had made in my marriage, despite the temptations and challenges, was empowering. It was a moment of reaffirmation of my values and a conscious choice to uphold the promises I had made. 

So I smiled, looking at Luke, and shook my head. 

"I'm sorry, Luke. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't tempted—you know that too well! That afternoon was incredible. I never truly understood the phrase 'rocked my world' until that day with you!" We both laughed, easing the tension momentarily as I continued. 

"But as unforgettable as it was, it nearly destroyed my marriage to Steve. Facing the possibility of losing him has made me realize just how much he means to me. He's more important than any fleeting moment of pleasure, even if it was as mind-blowing as ours. 

"So, while I'll always cherish the memory of our time together, it has to remain just that – a memory, our only time. 

"And perhaps that's for the best. I doubt a second time could ever match up to the first!" I joked. 

Luke chuckled, "I'm not sure about that! But I do understand, Becky. I felt guilty about being with a married woman, though I was going along with what you wanted. The truth is, I was incredibly attracted to you. But it's a relief not to continue something that could harm your marriage. 

"And if things with you and Steve don't work out, I'll always regret my part in it." 

I shook my head, reaching out to squeeze Luke's hand. "Luke, what happened wasn't your fault. I was the one who pursued you that day. You have nothing to feel guilty about." 

With the major issue addressed, Luke and I continued chatting for a while. He talked about his studies, and we exchanged stories about our experiences with the university's administration. 

Throughout our conversation, I was surprised at how in control I felt. The attraction to Luke was still there, but it remained in the background, not dictating my actions. He was undoubtedly attractive, and under different circumstances, I might have pursued something more. But I wasn't unattached, and accepting the reality of our situation was easier than I expected. 

Eventually, Luke mentioned needing to get back to his studies, and we parted ways without even a hug, just to be on the safe side. No sooner had he left and I settled back into my chair than Steve burst through the door, looking utterly distraught. His face was a mix of red and tears, his breathing heavy and ragged. 

Realizing that Steve had orchestrated an entire scenario to catch me and Luke together was initially infuriating. The sheer audacity and deception of it all struck a nerve. But as the initial anger faded, it was replaced by a profound sense of sadness. Steve's actions, as misguided as they were, underscored the depth of his pain and the turmoil he was grappling with. The man I knew – strong, loving, my rock – was now acting out of desperation and hurt, all because of my actions. 

After Steve withdrew to the guest room, I was left alone with my thoughts. The silence of the house seemed to amplify the gravity of the situation. I pondered over how to bridge the chasm that had formed between us. What could I possibly do or say to convey the depth of my love and remorse? How could I begin to make amends for the pain I had caused? 

The challenge seemed daunting. Steve's trust in me was shattered, and his heart was clearly wounded. Yet, I knew I couldn't give up. I had to find a way to show him that he was still the most important person in my life, to help him see the sincerity of my regret and my commitment to healing our marriage. But the path to achieving that was unclear, each potential step fraught with uncertainty and the fear of causing more harm. Despite the overwhelming sense of helplessness, I knew I had to try – for the sake of our love, our history, and the future, I still hoped we could salvage together. 

So far, we'd got to the point of snuggling in bed every night, but without any kissing or caressing, and absolutely no sex at all. I had been waiting for him to take the lead, but tonight, something made me decide to be more aggressive and take the lead. I took off all my clothes and slid into bed behind him, spooning him nice and tightly from behind. After a couple of minutes, I began to stroke his body, enjoying the feeling of his chest with my hands and his back against my breasts, and a few seconds later I had his cock in my hand. 

As I started to stroke his cock it surprised me that he didn't get hard right away. In all the years I'd known Steve, he always got very hard and very quick, but I took my time, and soon, it was everything I might have hoped for! I started to slide my body up against his, enjoying the feeling as I looked forward to our first love-making session in more than a month, which was easily the longest time we had ever gone without having sex. 

As I gripped his cock tighter, he slowly started to get hard, and eventually, I could feel his thick cock fully hardened and ready to go. I was just about to slide under the covers and start sucking him when he suddenly, violently pulled himself away from me and, without a word, got out of bed and headed downstairs. I was totally shocked and more than a little hurt. I almost began crying, but I restrained myself somehow and just lay quietly in the darkness and listened for him. I hoped he'd come back, but pretty soon, it was obvious that he was planning to stay downstairs, away from me, all night. 

I was hurt, very frustrated, and now at a complete loss as to what to do. I had welcomed Steve home with affection and patience. I had gently given him all the time he needed time to return to me physically, and I had waited patiently over the last month while he showed no signs of doing so. Then, tonight, I had tried to be a little more assertive to help guide him along by using my body to communicate my love to him, and I was even about to suck his cock just to show him that. But now, both approaches had failed, and I had no idea what to do next. 

When I went quietly downstairs in the morning, Steve was fast asleep under a blanket on the sofa. I figured he needed the rest, so I didn't disturb him. I dressed, had my breakfast, left him a short note, and went to work. The note said: 

*************** 

Dear Steve, 

My heart is full of love for you, and I am deeply sorry. I'm at a loss for how to move forward. When you returned home, I held onto the hope that we could slowly rebuild our bond. Yet, it seems we're drifting further apart instead of coming together. 

I've been trying my best to demonstrate my love for you and make amends for my mistake. However, our connection feels like it's weakening, not strengthening. 

I wonder if it might be beneficial if I joined you in your sessions with Linton Davies. Do you think his guidance could help us? I don't want to overstep or intrude; I respect your space and decisions. I'm just seeking any possible way to address and resolve the issues we're facing—issues that I acknowledge are my fault. 

Please share your thoughts on this when you can. 

With all my love, 

Becky 

*************** 

The weekend passed in a quiet, almost subdued manner. When I got home from work on Friday, it was evident that Steve was still grappling with unhappiness, though he seemed composed. Our interactions were minimal, but he mentioned that he had spoken to Linton Davies, and they had both agreed that I should attend the next therapy session scheduled for Tuesday. 

Throughout the weekend, our interactions remained polite but lacked warmth. I found myself uncertain about how to bridge the gap with Steve, and he appeared resigned to carrying out our errands and household chores in near silence. My thoughts were constantly drawn to the upcoming Tuesday, filled with a desperate hope that joining Steve's therapy session might set us on a path to recovery. 

Upon meeting Linton Davies, my anxiety eased significantly. Despite my initial fears of being judged, given he had been helping Steve navigate the immense pain caused by my actions, Linton was nothing but straightforward and kind. 

Instead of delving into the details of my affair with Luke, which I had feared he would insist upon, Linton asked both Steve and me to recount the events of the previous Thursday. It became clear that he was already aware of Steve's plan to 'test' me with Luke's visit. 

Linton listened intently as we each shared our perspectives, carefully observing our reactions to each other's narratives. For Steve, this was the first time hearing about my conversation with Luke. I could feel his gaze on me throughout, and I emphasized the change in my feelings towards Luke, hoping Steve would understand that the overwhelming attraction I once felt was no longer there. 

After we finished sharing our accounts of that night, Linton proposed an exercise. He asked us to reverse roles in our minds. For me to envision being the one betrayed, imagining Steve having an affair with Beth, and for Steve to picture himself in the situation of having betrayed me and then approaching me in bed that night. 

The emotions that surfaced during this exercise were surprising. When we were ready, Linton gestured to Steve to speak first. 

Steve expressed his thoughts, focusing on his desire to reassure me of his love and desire, acknowledging how deeply his actions would have hurt me, damaging my trust and pride. He saw his approach for intimacy as a way to communicate his love and as a step towards rebuilding my trust. 

Then it was my turn. Linton asked, "Okay, Becky—can you tell us what you imagined feeling if the situation were reversed and Steve approached you?" 

I looked straight at Linton. "I felt like screaming. That fucking bastard!" The rage I had been experiencing suddenly flared up inside me as I went on. 

"That bastard has a hot night of sex with Beth, and he knows exactly how devastated I am, and then he climbs in bed with me and starts rubbing my pussy. What does he expect? That I'm supposed to get all hot and bothered and just let him fuck me until I somehow feel better? I know whose pussy he would be thinking about and wanting while we're fucking! 

"How can I see what he did as anything other than the most cynical kind of 'oh gee, babe, I'm so sorry' for what I did? It's supposed to make me believe it's me he's actually thinking about? What a load of bullshit!" 

As I finished speaking, my voice had risen to almost a shout. The intensity of the anger surprised me, a reaction fueled by imagining the situation from Steve's perspective. Following my outburst, the room fell into silence, and I found myself overwhelmed with tears. 

"Oh, Steve," I said amidst my crying, "is that what it felt like to you?" 

Steve's response was a quiet, "Pretty much." The room was again enveloped in silence, punctuated only by my continued crying. 

After a while, Linton Davies cleared his throat, gently bringing the session back into focus. He addressed us both thoughtfully. "I think we can all see the problem you two are facing right now. Steve, by putting himself in Becky's shoes, recognized her actions as a loving attempt to renew intimacy. But Becky, from Steve's viewpoint, felt intensely angry, perceiving it as a hypocritical offer for superficial 'make-up sex.'" 

He continued, "However, there's some good news here too. In my sessions with Steve and in today's session with both of you, I see two people who deeply love and value each other. This is a strong marriage facing a significant challenge, not a fundamentally flawed one. 

"Also, it's important to acknowledge how empathetically you both responded today. Steve, though you were initially angry about Becky's actions that night, today, you recognized them as a gesture of love. And Becky, you managed to understand why those actions angered Steve." 

Feeling somewhat reassured but still uncertain, I spoke up, "Yes, Linton, but I'm not sure what this means for us moving forward. I want to show Steve how much I love and desire him. I yearn to be intimate with him again, exclusively with him. But I'm struggling to find a way to express these feelings in a manner that he will believe." 

Steve's agreement took me by surprise. "She's right, I'm afraid. I can't seem to trust anything Becky says or does right now. I view all her actions through the lens of her self-interest and guilt." 

Linton Davies was quick to address Steve's concerns. "But Steve, the fact that Becky wants to save your marriage—that's significant, isn't it? Surely, you don't think her efforts are just for some superficial reasons?" 

Steve gave a slow nod, a sign of acknowledgment. "I understand that she loves me and wants me in her life. I do believe that. But believing she desires me, that I'm the one she wants instead of Luke Richards, that's much harder." 

I spoke up, my voice low, "I turned him down, Steve. Despite your test, I chose not to be with Luke. That has to count for something." 

"Yes, Becky, it shows that our marriage means more to you than being with Luke again. That is something. But it doesn't necessarily mean you desire me more than him. It might just mean that you're choosing the stability of our marriage over him. That doesn't exactly make me feel desired or confident in my appeal to you." 

Steve continued, his voice tinged with bitterness. "You know, for months, I imagined Beth while being with you. But you never had to know or compete with that fantasy. You remained secure in my love and desire for you. My fantasies never intruded on our reality." 

Steve's words left a profound impact, resonating with the pain and complexity of the situation. "But you slept with Luke—and I know how incredible it was for you. Now, I'm left to compete with that memory. How will I ever be sure that it's me you want and not just an echo of your time with him?" 

The room fell into a heavy silence, with each of us lost in our thoughts, weighed down by the gravity of Steve's words. I fought back tears, feeling the sting of his doubts and fears. 

After a long pause, Linton finally spoke, breaking the tense silence. "Clearly, we still have much to work through. However, I urge you both not to surrender to your darkest thoughts or deepest fears. There is a lot of love and understanding in your relationship that you can build upon. 

"Steve, Becky has a point. She's at a loss about how to express her love, remorse, and desire for you. It's going to be crucial for you to find a way to let her communicate these feelings without exacerbating your anger. 

"And Becky, patience will be key for you. Right now, Steve may not know how to open up to you or accept your attempts at reconciliation. 

"I recommend that I continue meeting with Steve twice a week, and Becky, you should join us every other week. A lot of the work will be more effective in individual sessions, but it's also important to have joint sessions to monitor the progress from both perspectives." 

As we left Linton's office and walked towards the parking lot, I felt the need to voice my appreciation. "Linton is really kind, Steve." 

"Yes, he is. We're fortunate to have him," Steve replied. Then, in a moment that felt like a small step towards healing, he reached out and gently took my hand, holding it all the way to the car. This simple gesture of connection amidst the turmoil offered a glimmer of hope and understanding. 






Chapter 13
Told by Steve 


Understanding Linton's point, I realized it was up to me to rekindle intimacy with Becky. My distrust of her motives was evident; I couldn't shake off the notion that her approach in bed was more about guilt than genuine desire. 

For the next month or so, we navigated our days with a sense of uneasy normalcy. The upcoming Christmas, with our children visiting, added a layer of tension, as we both wanted to shield them from our struggles. At Becky's suggestion, we started sleeping in the master bedroom again before the kids arrived. 

The children's visit was a welcome distraction. Their joy and excitement allowed us to momentarily set aside our problems and embrace our roles as loving parents. After the initial days, they spent most of their time out with friends, easing the tension at home. 

In early January, Becky proposed a serious conversation after dinner. "I'm thinking of visiting Anna for a few days. It's a quiet period at work, and they won't mind me being away," she said. Her tone suggested there was more to it than just a visit. 

I nodded, silently urging her to continue. "I'm at a loss, Steve. We coexist in this house, we're polite, we see Linton together... but we're not making progress. You're aware of my love for you, my desire for you. I want to be intimate again. But Linton says the initiative has to come from you, and it's not happening." 

Her words left me feeling a mix of chill and irritation. "Is this some sort of trial separation?" I asked, a bit more sharply than intended. 

"No, Steve," she replied, reaching out and holding my hand. "It's not like that. I'm committed to us, no matter what until you decide you can't be with me anymore." Her smile was tinged with sadness. "I just thought a short break might help clear our heads. Plus, I haven't seen Anna in a long time and miss her and her kids." 

I felt a wave of relief and understanding wash over me as Becky explained her need for a short break. "Alright, sweetie. When are you planning to leave? I'll take some time off to drive you to the airport." 

The house was noticeably quieter during Becky's absence, leaving me with ample time for reflection. I found myself missing her more than I expected, often conversing with her in my thoughts. Her absence somehow made it easier to appreciate the positives in our relationship, putting our sexual issues into perspective. I caught myself thinking of various questions and topics to discuss with her upon her return, the kind of casual, engaging conversations we used to have. 

Becky called a few days later to confirm her return flight on Thursday afternoon. I had an unavoidable meeting, so she decided to take a cab home. However, when I arrived home around 5:30 pm, something was amiss. The house was dark, and to my shock, I found Becky lying unconscious at the foot of the front steps, her suitcases nearby. 

Rushing to her side, I found her skin cold and clammy. Quickly unlocking the door, I carried her inside to our bedroom, laying her gently against the pillows and wrapping her in blankets. As I rushed to make tea, she started to regain consciousness, still shivering and disoriented. 

Sitting beside her with the tea, I could see her trying to smile despite her condition. "Steve, I... I think I must have fallen. I don't really remember," she managed to say between shivers. 

"Shh," I whispered, gently lying down beside her and wrapping my arms around her, offering warmth and comfort. I hummed softly, feeling her gradually relax as the shivering subsided. Once she seemed a bit warmer, I propped her up and handed her the tea, encouraging her to sip it slowly. I noticed a small cut and a tender lump on the side of her head, which I gently examined without causing her more discomfort. 

After she finished the tea, I fetched an ice bag for her head, holding it gently against the lump as I took her back into my embrace. She was more herself now, and my own tension began to ease, realizing just how worried I had been. 

"Thanks, Steve. The tea and blankets are perfect," Becky murmured, still a bit dazed. "I must have slipped on the steps. The cab dropped me off before 5—what time did you get home?" 

Realizing she must have been lying outside in the cold for nearly half an hour filled me with dread. I thanked my lucky stars I hadn't worked late. 

"Let me run you a hot bath," I suggested. "You're not shivering as much, but you must still be cold." 

She smiled, expressing her gratitude and telling me how much she had missed me during her trip. Preparing the bath, I then helped her out of the blankets and carefully undressed her. When I removed her socks, I was shocked to see her right ankle severely swollen and discolored. Fearing it might be broken or badly sprained, I carefully carried her to the bathtub, keeping her injured leg out of the water. 

As she eased into the bath, she sighed contentedly. "This feels so good, thank you." 

Concerned, I asked, "How's the ankle? Can you move your foot?" 

She tried moving it, wincing in pain. "It hurts, but it's not broken. I can still move everything, even my toes." 

After fetching another ice pack, I returned to the bathroom, where Becky was still soaking in the tub. I carefully strapped the new ice pack to her ankle with an Ace bandage and replaced the smaller one on her head. "There you go. Any other places that need icing?" I asked half-jokingly. 

She laughed, a sound that was music to my ears after the tense evening. "No, I think that's all. Just my ego is a bit bruised. I can't believe I couldn't manage the front steps without taking a tumble!" 

While Becky enjoyed the warmth of the bath, I called our doctor and described her injuries. He assured me that it was unlikely she had a concussion, considering she was awake and lucid. The ankle was probably just a sprain, but he suggested bringing her in the next morning for a checkup, advising ice, elevation, and ibuprofen in the meantime. 

I then prepared a simple salad with chicken and some soup and brought it upstairs to our bedroom. By the time I got back, Becky was ready to get out of the bath. The chill from her fall was long gone. I had her sit on the toilet seat while I carefully dried her feet and legs, then she leaned on me as she stood on her good leg, and I dried the rest of her. 

"You're really getting my attention with all that nice rubbing, Steve," she said with a naughty grin on her face. I just smiled back and continued with my very pleasant task. Something about caring for her like this and knowing that she needed me reawakened some of my desire for her. This was also the longest I'd seen her naked in months, in fact, the longest I'd seen her naked body since before she had sex with Luke. As I dried her, I couldn't help but notice her body was absolutely beautiful. Her big round tits, her curvy hips, and her big ass, and as I dried her, I was very close to her now very hairy pussy. I honestly don't think she had even trimmed it since that day with Luke, and now she was sporting a thick bush on her curvy body. She sighed as my hands dried her breasts, and I had to use all my willpower to stop myself from dropping the towel and just fondling them. 

Gently carrying Becky back to bed, I assisted her into her nightgown, arranging her comfortably against the pillows. After reapplying the ice packs to her ankle and head, I set a tray with our dinner in front of her. As we ate, the conversation flowed naturally. Becky shared stories about her time with Anna and her family, and I updated her on the recent happenings at work, including the new Chair of the Economics Department, who seemed to have a better grasp of our department's technological needs. 


It was a simple evening, but the act of sharing these everyday details felt like a step back towards normalcy, towards the kind of intimacy that wasn't just physical. It was in these small, shared moments that we found our way back to each other. 


As we finished our meal, I noticed Becky's eyelids beginning to droop, a clear sign of her exhaustion. I took the dishes away and dimmed the lights, preparing for a quiet night. "I'm sorry, baby," she murmured, her voice tinged with regret. "I want to stay up and be with you, but I'm just fading out!" 

Her apology was unnecessary but touching. "It's okay, Becky. You need to rest," I reassured her softly. Watching her in that state, vulnerable yet so familiar, brought a sense of closeness that had been missing for too long. It was as if, through her accident and the subsequent care, we had found a way to reconnect, to remember the fundamental reasons we were together in the first place. The challenges and the hurt hadn't disappeared, but in caring for her, I found myself caring about 'us' again, nurturing the hope that we might still find a way through this. 

"Steve?" Becky's voice, tinged with anxiety, pulled me from my thoughts. "You're not going to sleep somewhere else tonight, are you?" 

I had initially planned to sleep in the guest room, thinking it would be safer for her ankle. But hearing the worry in her voice changed my mind. "No, baby, I'll stay here with you all night," I reassured her. I leaned over to give her a gentle kiss, carefully tucked the covers around her, and then stepped out of the room. 

While tidying up the kitchen and loading the dishwasher, my mind wandered over the events of the evening. Initially, my concern for Becky's well-being had dominated my thoughts. However, as I became sure that she was mostly okay, I noticed an unexpected shift in my feelings. Taking care of her, even in such a vulnerable state, felt surprisingly intimate, almost erotic. It wasn't just about seeing her undressed or helping her bathe; it was the deeper sense of her needing me, of being there for her in a way that felt both nurturing and sensual. That night, as I lay in bed beside her, I found myself having to consciously resist the urge to reach out and hold her. 

The next morning, Dr. Westcott confirmed that Becky had a mild concussion along with her sprained ankle. He prescribed bed rest, ice, elevation, ibuprofen, no driving, and no alcohol. He also advised us to contact him if any complications arose. After the appointment, I took on the role of her caretaker, ensuring she adhered to the doctor's orders. 

The weekend transformed me into a makeshift nurse, attending to all of Becky's needs. I prepared her meals, assisted her with her daily routines, and kept a steady supply of ice packs and medication. Surprisingly, I found contentment in this new role. It was rewarding to be useful and care for her, and it brought us closer together. As Becky recovered from her concussion, we found more time to talk and laugh, rediscovering the ease and joy of our companionship that had been a hallmark of our relationship for so many years. 

There was only one part that I didn't really like. I was touching Becky a lot as I took care of her, and I was also seeing her naked quite a lot, and it was really starting to make me very horny. This was new, as I hadn't really had any sexual desire since I first heard about Becky and Luke. I hadn't even been masturbating; it was like I just didn't have sexual feelings. But now those feelings were back with a vengeance, and for some reason, this was making me angry. 

By Monday, Becky had improved enough to return to work, though I still needed to drive her and assist her with getting in and out of the car. She managed quite well with the crutches for moving around the office. 

During my Tuesday session with Linton, I opened up about Becky's accident and how I had cared for her over the weekend. I then delved into how aroused I felt during that time and the anger it sparked in me. Linton's half-smile, a rare expression for him, caught my attention. 

"What?" I asked, slightly annoyed. "Is it funny that being physically close to my wife and seeing her vulnerable aroused me?" 

"No, Steve, it's not," Linton replied with his usual calmness. "It's actually a positive sign. But I find it amusing that you're responding with anger rather than pleasure to these feelings." 

I paused to reflect on his words and soon found myself laughing, too. "I suppose you have a point." 

Linton then probed into why I felt anger. I admitted it was about feeling vulnerable and in control. Until then, my lack of desire for Becky made me feel in charge, as if resisting her was a way of maintaining my hurt pride. I realized how foolish it sounded. 

"And another thing," I continued, "is my distrust of Becky's sexual responses. I fear she might fake her enthusiasm just to appease me, and that infuriates me." 

Linton took a moment before responding. "Steve, there are many reasons to have sex. It's okay to seek physical pleasure and satisfy your desires as long as it's consensual. Love-making doesn't have to be a test of Becky's desire for you or how well you please her." 

As I left his office, Linton's words echoed in my mind. Becky noticed my preoccupation during the drive home. Instead of heading to the kitchen upon reaching home, I carried her straight to our bedroom. Standing her gently beside the bed, I took her in my arms and kissed her deeply, the longest and most heartfelt kiss we'd shared in months. It was a moment of reconnection, a step towards bridging the distance between us, guided by a newfound understanding and a willingness to let go of my resentments. 

"Becky, I want to make love to you right now. Okay?" 

She smiled broadly as soon as I said it. "Oh, sweetie, I . . ." 

"Wait a minute," I interrupted. "I don't really want to talk or anything; I just want to do it. I'm not going to hurt you or anything, but this is all for me. Okay?" 

Her smile quickly faded to a slightly uncertain look, but she nodded her head, and I quickly turned up the heat in the bedroom to a cozy 77.5º, practically ripped off my clothes, and then started to undress Becky. I touched and stroked her as I took off each item, and she just stood passively, letting me enjoy the feel of her body. 

By the time she was completely naked, and I'd laid her on her back on the bed, I was extremely turned on. But the harder my cock got, the angrier I got too. I was still resenting my desire for her, but I decided I needed to ignore those feelings and just let out some of it. I needed a release. I pulled her in tightly to me and started to kiss her deeply, sliding my tongue into her mouth. She responded to this by returning the favor, and we lay pressed together, my hands sliding all over her body. 

I couldn't get enough of her body; in fact, it was like I'd never even seen her naked before, let alone touched her before. I ran my hands over her arms and shoulders, then down her sides, and onto her ass cheeks. Then I gently pushed her down on her back again and devoted my attention to her tits. I stroked and caressed them, running my palms over her nipples again and again, then slowly sucked each one into my mouth, one at a time, and sucked on them hard. 

Becky lay back quietly; she clearly understood that I wanted her to be passive. But her breathing gave away that she was getting very turned on, too. As I focused on her breasts with my mouth, I slid one hand down into her pubic hair. I was stunned at just how hairy her pussy was now. She hadn't been shaved completely for many years, but she always did a little trimming down there. But at that moment, she was hairier than I'd ever experienced, and something about it was driving me wild as I stroked all around her mound and the tops of her thighs. She was already very wet, and she only got wetter as I gently started to caress her lips. 

A few minutes later, I had slid two fingers inside her, and my thumb was rubbing her clit, and she was rolling her hips in response to my touch. I moved my mouth back to hers for another deep kiss and then straight back to her tits again. I had her thigh pinned between mine, and I was pressing my rock-hard cock against her. We were both moaning a little bit. 

I could tell that Becky was already close to cumming, but I suddenly didn't even care about her pleasure. I rolled on top of her, and a second later, she opened her knees wide to welcome me into her pussy. As she did that, she reached for my cock, but I beat her to it and used my own hand to guide the tip of my cock into her wet and waiting pussy. As soon as I was lined up right, I smoothly but quite forcefully slid all the way inside her, bottoming out with enormous pleasure a second later. 

My cock was as hard as I could ever remember it being. In fact, it was like I was 18 again as I reveled in the heat of her pussy around me. I lay still for a second, clutching her tight in my arms, kissing and nibbling on her nipples as she just lay there still being passive, taking the lead from me, but her arms were now sliding up and down my back, caressing my body. 

My mind was torn between excitement and rage as I looked down at her. As I looked at her face and the look of enjoyment on it, my mind was full of thoughts of Luke Richards and how he'd been on this bed, with his cock inside of Becky just like this, only a couple of months before. But weirdly, as disgusting as that image was and as humiliating and embarrassing as it was, it didn't make me lose my erection. In fact, it sort of did the opposite: The more I thought about it, the more it made me angry and more determined it made me to take my own pleasure: something like "fuck you, Luke, and fuck you, Becky. Now it's MY turn!" 

Once I began moving my cock in and out of her, I didn't want to stop. I tried to keep my thrusts long and slow, but before too long, I was speeding up, and then I found myself pounding into her as forcefully as I could, lost in the pleasure of her hot pussy wrapped around my cock. I knew she was moving with me, thrusting her hips up at me, but I didn't pay much attention to what she was doing as I pistoned in and out, faster and faster, feeling my orgasm racing towards me. As I felt my balls start to tighten, I slid my cock out of Becky's pussy and almost threw myself up the bed, grabbing her head with one hand as I pushed my cock into her mouth. 


I couldn't help myself at that moment. I didn't just want to cum, but I wanted to do something that would well and truly get my own back on her and him to an extent. I knew that Becky hated swallowing cum, she never made a secret of her feelings towards it, and right now, I had two months of built-up cum. Remember when I said I hadn't even been masturbating? Well, Becky was about to get all of that. 

But the worst part of what I did to her was that before I started to cum I let go of her head. I didn't want to force her to do anything. I wanted her to choose to do this. I wanted her to choose to do something she hated; I wanted her to choose to suffer, to choose to experience something she found disgusting. I wanted her to pick her punishment, so to speak. 


I lost count at 18 squirts, the pleasure was too overwhelming, but I got to watch as each squirt hit the back of her throat, and she squirmed and scrunched up her face, desperately trying to fight her natural urge to pull my cock out of her mouth and spit the enormous load of cum everywhere. 

As I rolled off of my wife's face, she jumped off the bed and almost ran to the bathroom, and I couldn't help but smile. As I listened to her gagging and washing her mouth out in the bathroom, I felt a strange sense of power surging through me. 

A few minutes later, she came back into the bedroom, smelling of mouthwash, and laid down next to me. 

I still didn't want her to speak, but after a couple of minutes, she lifted her head and smiled at me, her eyes shining. "Baby, that was so . . ." she started. 

"No!" I almost shouted, suddenly angry. "I don't care how it was for you! In case you didn't realize from how that finished, that wasn't about you, it was about me! You're my wife, and I'm the one that gets to fuck you! I know I can't do the same as what Luke did to you, and I don't fucking care. But I'm the one you married, and I'm the only one you get to fuck!" 

I began to pull away from her, and as I tried to get off the bed, she just held me tightly. Then, suddenly, I found myself sobbing, holding her, my head on her shoulder, crying like a baby. And Becky just held me, saying "shush" and "it's alright, baby," quietly, waiting for me to calm down. 

Finally, my tears stopped, and I just lay back on the bed, exhausted. I felt too ashamed to look at Becky, but she just lay on her side, pressed against me, with her head on my chest. After a few minutes,  I sat up and looked at her. To my surprise, her face was also stained with her own tears. 

"Sorry," I said. "I don't know what came over me at the end. I just wanted to . . ." 

"Shush," she interrupted me, placing her fingers to my lips. "You don't have to say anything else, baby. You are entirely right. I'm your wife, and that means only you get to fuck me." She smiled. "There's really nothing else to say." 

About half an hour later, we were downstairs in the kitchen, wearing just our bathrobes, as we made dinner together. We didn't say a lot, but I noticed that both of us were smiling from ear to ear, and we kept giving one another little gentle touches as we passed by each other, brushing arms against backs or a gentle stroke against an arm. 

We sat at the table and ate our soup and roast pork sandwiches, and Becky held my hand for almost the entire meal. We made some tea after that and sat and had a piece of cake as well, talking idly about work and the kids. It was just like old times, and when we were finished, Becky took my hand and looked at me with a serious look on her face, but eventually, a smile appeared as she pulled me towards the stairs. "Please?" she said. 

It lasted longer this time, and it was even better than before dinner. Becky didn't need to be told that I didn't want us to talk, and soon, we were upstairs and both caressing and pleasuring each other. I soon pulled her into one of my favorite positions, a 69, with her on top, on her hands and knees over me. It meant I got to lay on my back, with my head beneath her beautiful hanging tits, as I kissed and sucked one while caressing the other. All that time, she was gently stroking my cock, sliding her hands up and down my shaft, then stopping to stroke my balls before coming back to my cock. I felt enormous and hard as a rock. 

Then Backy pulled her tits away from my mouth and slid her body further up the bed, and I felt her lips wrap around my cock. I lay back and let her work on me and didn't even move my mouth towards her pussy that was now only inches from my face. This wasn't about her pleasure at all, and she knew it. Because we'd had sex only an hour or so earlier, I knew I could revel in the pleasure of her mouth without worrying about cumming too soon, which was always a problem for me when receiving oral. And Becky knew it too and used this chance to tease and excite me for a long time, using her hands as well as her mouth. 

When I was getting close to the edge again, I realized that I wanted to cum in her pussy this time and not her mouth, so I pulled away. She looked up at me, shocked that I was turning down the opportunity to cum in her mouth again, but the excitement was very obvious on her face. I grabbed her head and kissed her deeply, pushing my tongue deep into her mouth and pulling her mound in against my erection. 

Then I turned her around to face away from me and got in position behind her. I have always loved taking her from behind; there's just something about the feeling of her muscles clenching around me in that position. I lifted her hips slightly, and she reached back and took my cock and guided it into her dripping wet pussy. My cock felt like a steel pipe as I started to slide it into her. 

Without thrusting at all, I just stayed plugged tightly inside Becky as I reached around and started to caress her body. My right hand glided back and forth over her nipples while I used my left hand to stroke her clit and slide a finger up and down her pussy lips as they stretched around my cock. I wanted to make her cum while my cock was buried inside her, so I started to work on her steadily, enjoying her faster breathing and her quiet moans. 

Soon, her body started to quiver and shake, and then her hips began jerking back and forth as she got closer and closer to the edge. Without changing the speed of my fingers, I made my touch a little lighter and even more delicate, and her moans started to get even more intense. I kept it very steady, loving the feel of her body reacting to my touch. Then, without any real warning, she cried out and jerked violently back and forth, and I didn't let up for a second. I just kept stroking, and her orgasm seemed to last for almost a minute. 

Finally, I felt the tension ease out of her body, and she grabbed my hand with hers to stop my caresses. "Baby, please, just wait, you really need to . . ." 

I stopped moving my cock and just held her close, enjoying the feeling of her warmth and the sweat on her body, leaving my still rock-hard cock buried inside her. For the next minute or two, we just lay together, her pressed face down on the bed with me on top of her, until she started wriggling her bottom at me. It seemed like an invitation, and I started to stroke my cock in and out of her. She was so wet that it felt incredible. 

I really wanted to keep fucking her forever, just to fuck her from behind all night, and I soon found a rhythm and stayed with it, letting my pleasure build slowly in my balls. But after a few minutes, Becky began trembling again, and I could feel her pussy tensing around my cock again, making it clear another orgasm was coming. I just kept fucking away at her pussy, holding her hips and pulling her tight against me. She started to spasm around me, crying out. "Ohh, oh my God, Steve . . . yes that it, do it!" 

Amazingly enough, I was somehow still in full control. Normally, Becky's orgasm would have brought on my own, but it hadn't for some reason, so I kept thrusting. Her body relaxed a lot after her orgasm, and she was soon just lying there passively, letting me continue to fuck her as hard as I wanted. After another couple of minutes, I really wanted to fuck her even harder, so I reached for a pillow, placed it under her hips, and started to fuck her as hard as I physically could. 

I thought I could stay in her as I fucked her like that, but my cock soon slipped out, and I had to get back into position, then slid smoothly back into her. I shifted position slightly, meaning I could now thrust harder and get deeper into her, and it was only a minute or two until I was almost ready to cum, but I wanted to build up to it. My strokes were deep and hard but not yet frantic as I pulled at her hips with each thrust inside her, keeping a regular rhythm as I felt the surge of pleasure rushing through my body. 

I could feel it getting more and more intense with each stroke, and now I was focused on her pussy around my cock, and nothing else. Every thrust felt like it was part of the countdown to a missile launch. Only at the very end did I finally lose control and start ramming my cock into her, grinding every millimeter of my cock deep into Becky's hot pussy, losing myself in the agonizing pleasure of those final short strokes. I tensed up and grunted as the feelings washed over me. 

When the physical pleasure had started to fade, I finally held Becky and pulled her down with me as we collapsed onto the bed together, laying on our sides, with me still behind her and my cock still plugged deep into her. It had been an amazing fuck, and not only for me but clearly for Becky as well. As we lay there, I started to idly wonder whether it was as good as the fucking Luke Richards had given her. But I was too tired to give a damn. 

Becky pulled her body away from me, and at first, I didn't know why, but then she turned over to face me, her face flushed and alive with pure joy. I was afraid she'd speak and ruin the moment, but she just came into my arms and started to kiss me passionately and deeply. She kissed my mouth, then moved on to kiss my cheeks, then my eyes, and finally my forehead. She pulled my head in close to her lips and murmured, "Thank you, thank you, baby!" into my ears as she ran her fingers through my hair and started to stroke my scalp. Then her mouth returned to mine, and we kissed some more for what felt like a very long time. Eventually, without any more words being said, we turned off the lights and fell asleep together. 





Chapter 14 


Told by Becky 


I'm grateful for that tumble I took on my head! It marked a turning point for us, especially after our first unforgettable night together. Our journey wasn't always easy; we experienced both highs and lows, moments of joy and difficulty. 


On the bright days, our happiness knew no bounds. I'd prepare a special breakfast for Steve, and in return, he'd whisk me upstairs for some tender moments, causing us both to run late for work. Sometimes, he'd surprise me at my office at noon with a picnic lunch, and we'd find a cozy spot in the University Library's lobby to eat (it was much too chilly to dine outside). 

We also found ourselves engaging in the kind of deep conversations we used to have. Steve would ponder over things like, "What's the big deal about Paris Hilton? Why are people fascinated by her?" and we'd spend time laughing and discussing it. Or I'd question him about the irony of people complaining about high gas prices yet continuing to buy gas-guzzling SUVs. In essence, we were rediscovering our ability to talk about everything under the sun. 

One night really stands out in my memory: the night he decided he was going to torture me a little. We went to bed quite early side, and as soon as we got into bed, we started to make love. Steve started by going down on me, and he just wouldn't stop! I absolutely loved it when he made me cum this way, but usually, he would go down on me for a while, make me cum a couple of times, and it would be a prelude to some regular fucking. But this time, he just teased me, using his lips and tongue to get me right to the edge, and then he'd back off. He would get me close to cumming, then lift his head and kiss my stomach, or up over my tits, and just wait until my excitement had eased a little bit, then he'd get his mouth straight back between my legs and start over again. He took almost forty minutes to make me cum. He brought me to the edge at least five times before I couldn't stand it any longer. As he was bringing me to the edge for the sixth time, I grabbed his head and pulled it deeper into my crotch, rubbing my clit over his mouth until I exploded, shrieking in pleasure as I came all over his face. It was incredible! 

Almost three weeks after we started making love again, I finally plucked up the courage to ask Steve a question over dinner. 

"Baby, would it be all right if I . . . well, if I was the one to start things again?" 

"You mean in bed?" he replied. 

I nodded my head. "You remember that Linton said it was best for me to wait and that it was going to be up to you; you would let me know how I could show you how I felt and how much I wanted you? Well, now that things are going so well, I feel it more than ever." 

"Go on." 

"Steve, it's driving me crazy. There's been so many times over the last couple of weeks that I've wanted to jump you or just please you. Like yesterday morning when you were in the shower, I lay in bed wishing like crazy that I could just walk in there, open the door, get on my knees, and suck your cock, but I was afraid to." 

Steve thought for a minute and then smiled as he said, "Things do feel different now, I guess. I mean, I don't feel like you'd be faking it or that you'd be doing it out of guilt or pity. Well, at least not as much. 

"Why don't you give it a go the next time you feel like it, Becky? And if it bothers me, I promise I'll be gentle when I say so. I mean it when I say they'll be no more pushing you away or leaping up out of bed. If there's a problem, I'll talk to you about it." 

Steve was silent for a few moments before he took a deep breath and then finally said, "Can I tell you something else? Do you remember that night a while ago when you started touching my cock, and I leaped out of bed? I was still too mad and hurt then to let anything happen, but I want you to know that what you did was so sexy. I'd love it if you'd try it again sometime." 

I smiled at him as I remembered. I had got into bed without my nightie on and then spooned in behind him, rubbing my boobs up against his back, and sliding my hands around his body, caressing his chest and then down to his cock. It had really turned me, too, especially when I felt his cock getting harder and harder; that was until the moment he rejected me. "I'll be happy to give that another go," I said, and then smiled as I added, "Are you busy about twenty minutes from now, once I've gotten these dishes washed?" 

"You wash, and I'll dry," Steve said with a grin. 

Less than ten minutes later, we were in bed, me naked and spooned in behind him with my hand working up and down his thick cock. It wasn't long before I was bobbing my head up and down on his cock until he was ready to cum. 

But as I said, there were plenty of bad days too. One day, I came home, I think it was a Thursday, and found him sitting in his living room chair with a bottle of beer in his hand and a cold and distant look on his face. Somehow, I just knew not to say a word. I knew whatever was bothering me was something to do with me. I just sat on the floor next to his chair and wrapped my arms around his legs, leaning my head against his thigh. We sat there silently for quite a while. 

Finally, he spoke, "I'm starting to feel a bit better, I guess. It was the silliest little thing, really. Harold told this stupid fucking joke this afternoon about an older woman going down on a younger man, and it got me thinking about you and Luke." 

I didn't answer. What could I say to that? So, instead, I just squeezed his legs a little tighter and stayed right where I was. After a few more minutes, he said, "Okay, that's enough of that. How about we sort out some dinner?" And the moment passed. 

Another time was even worse. We were in the middle of a particularly energetic fuck, in the missionary position, and both of us were really excited and going for it. I was pushing my hips up at Steve, making little rhythmic groaning noises with each thrust, sort of an "argh" on each stroke, with my eyes tightly closed. Then, he stopped suddenly. My eyes popped open in surprise when I felt he was no longer fucking me, and as I looked up, I could see a pained look on his face. 

"what's, baby?" I asked before I could stop myself from speaking. He just grimaced, then shook his head, rolled off me, and lay by my side. 

It was a few minutes until he finally spoke. "You sounded so excited when I was fucking you like you were really starting to get into it. It was turning me on so much, Becky. And then suddenly, I started wondering whether that's what you sounded like with Luke. And whether I can excite you as much as he did. Whether sex with me would ever be as good for you as it was with him. And whether he had a bigger cock than me." 

He stopped, and I wondered whether to say anything at all. It felt like saying the wrong thing at this moment would be really terrible. 

"Sex with you is terrific, Steve. Sometimes it's gentle and loving, sometimes it's fast and exciting, like tonight. But it's always great. And your cock is all I need. Luke's was different; if you really want to know, then yes, it was longer. It was. But your cock is thicker, and you know it's the thickness that I love, right?" 

"And you know something else? I really don't think about sex with Luke anymore. I mean, obviously, I can remember what he and I did, but it never really occurs to me to compare it to what you and I do together." 

Steve looked at me, wanting to believe me but still doubtful. 

"Think about the last time we had dinner downtown at "Chez Martin." The food was amazing, wasn't it? Well, as you ate your Veal Sorrentino, were you sitting there comparing it to some other meal at some other restaurant you had been to? Or did you just think, 'Wow, this is some really good veal'?" 

Steve laughed and said, "Okay, I see your point. Although I was actually thinking, 'I need to give Becky a taste of this'!" 

I snuggled up tightly against him, and as I cuddled up to him without saying a word, I could feel his cock was now entirely soft, making it clear that we obviously weren't getting back to fucking, but at that moment, the talk we'd had was far more important. 

*************** 

One Saturday in late April, Steve asked if we could take a picnic and go hiking about 20 miles outside of town, where there's a small lake that we really enjoy walking around. I suspected something was up, but I didn't ask any questions; I just prepared us a nice lunch, and off we went. 

We trekked for a couple of hours before settling on our blanket for lunch. I felt a bit anxious, but Steve's ease and cheerfulness reassured me that nothing unpleasant was on the horizon. Our hike was filled with our typical, varied discussions. 

Post-lunch, Steve leaned back against a tree and motioned for me to snuggle up with him, which I gladly did. "On Thursday, Linton and I concluded that it's time for me to stop our sessions," Steve shared. 

"Oh, really?" I responded. "That seems like positive news." 

"Yes, it's been on the cards for some time, but a conversation we had this week really sealed the decision for both of us," he explained, positioning me to look directly at him. "On Tuesday, I admitted to him that I hadn't fully let go of my feelings about you and Luke... no, more accurately, I've forgiven you, but there's a part of me still lingering on what happened, holding it against you. 

"I expressed a desire to release these feelings, acknowledging they were obstructing my happiness. I realized, and told him, it felt absurd that I was clinging to this pain merely as something to be upset with you about or to feel wounded over." 

"Look, if I'm genuinely happy once more if our relationship is back to its loving state, then it means I've moved past what happened—I can't hold it against you any longer. In a strange way, I was preventing myself from feeling completely joyful because reaching that point would mean I have to acknowledge that I'm no longer angry with you. I wouldn't have the moral high ground—I couldn't believe that you still owed me for causing my unhappiness if I wasn't unhappy anymore. 

He gazed at me earnestly. "Do you get what I'm saying?" 

"I do. I think we all secretly cherish being angry or hurt, feeling like someone owes us. So, perhaps we cling to our resentments a bit longer than necessary." 

"Exactly." Steve agreed, offering a smile. "After I shared all this with Linton, he appeared contemplative, then suggested it was time to conclude our therapy sessions." 

We fell into a brief silence; then, I hugged him more tightly. "The thought of you being fully happy again, particularly with me, is heartwarming. 

"But there's something else I need to express. Even if you've healed from the pain I caused, I haven't stopped feeling remorseful about it. So, I hope you don't mind if I continue trying to make amends." 

His smile returned. "What do you have in mind?" 

"Well . . . I do have a couple of ideas. Like right now, I think we should clean up this lunch, finish our hike, then take a long hot shower together, and then I'd like your permission to get on my knees and suck your cock." 

"Granted," Steve replied. 








Epilogue 

When I got home, Steve was already preparing dinner. I checked the answering machine and noticed a message from Jessica inviting us to her yearly deck party in a few weeks, which Steve hadn't deleted. 

Feeling a mix of tension and concern, I went to the kitchen and embraced him. "Hey, love. Did you listen to the message?" 

"Yes, about Jessica's deck party," he replied, studying my expression. "You seem troubled. Are you anxious about running into Luke at the party?" 

I nodded, tears welling up in my eyes. "I just... Steve, you shouldn't have to endure that. To interact with him, to act as if what I did... never happened." 

Steve gave me a reassuring smile and a kiss. "I've actually thought about this, Becky. Jessica hosts her party annually, so I knew this moment would come. It's been a year, and I'm content with where we stand. I can handle it—I can meet Luke and exchange a few polite words. 

"That's if you're truly mine again. You are completely mine, aren't you, love?" 

I stepped back, gazing at him earnestly. Then I declared slowly, "Yes, Steve, I am. Completely and forever yours." 

I stepped forward a second later and gave him a big kiss. "These are yours," I said, pointing to my lips. "And these," I said, taking his hands and placing them on my breasts. "And this is all yours," I added as I held one of his hands in mine and slid it down slowly inside my slacks, where he very quickly got the idea and cupped my pussy, sending a tingle through my body. 

"And this is also yours," I said as I moved his other hand and placed it right over my heart. 

"Okay then," Steve said. "In that case, we'll go to Jessica's deck party. We'll talk to everyone, including Luke, and we'll just have a nice time. And then we'll come back home, and I'll fuck you senseless. The same kind of hot sex we had after last year's party. But this time, it'll just be you and me, baby. No Beth, no Luke. Just the two of us." 

I kissed him again and held him close against me. "It's a date," I said. 


Books By This Author

His Secret: A Chance Discovery Exposes A Husband's Darkest Secrets

As Melissa walked upstairs, nothing could have prepared her for what she was about to discover. In fact, as she walked up the stairs, all she could do was curse her internet provider for their poor service. That's why she was walking up there to grab her husband's laptop. She just wanted to log in to the admin page and reset the router again!

But as she turned it on, the little message in the corner came up. USB FLASH DRIVE CONNECTED. To this day, she couldn't tell you why she clicked it, but she did.

An hour later, she was still sitting there scrolling through video after video. She thought she knew her husband, but what was on that drive was truly eye-opening. She had to sit there alone as she discovered her husband secretly wanted to see her with another man. In fact, he wanted to see her with other men. Black men.

She had never been so angry in her life. She was so angry she could have actually exploded. Not because he wanted to see her with a black guy, she loved the idea. In fact, she had done it before they got together. She was angry because he never told her. For 10 years, she'd kept it just as a fantasy when it turned out he was keen to actually see it. She had missed out on 10 years of pleasure all because he couldn't be honest.

And then she clicked the final folder, and there was more. A whole lot more, and it was dark. It seemed that Tim didn't just want to watch her with a black guy. He wanted her to tie him to the chair and force open his mouth while the black guy took advantage of his vulnerable position. It turns out Tim was an 'extreme cuck.' He wanted to be used and abused for his wife and her big black lover's pleasure.

As the anger bubbled over inside Melissa, she was left with one thought. I've wasted ten years with his little willy. Now it's time to enjoy myself. And if this is what he jerked off to, well, it would be a shame not to make his fantasies come true, wouldn't it? A second later, she was googling restraints.

All of his fantasies were going to come true!

His Secret was exposed, and there was no turning back now!

Big Black Bull: A BBC Bull Takes His Prizes

“Look at my pussy, baby. I’m just sat here gaping wide open.”

With that, Sarah consciously contracted her vaginal muscles, and a second later, a thick stream of cum started to flow out of her.

“Look at all his cum, baby. How does it feel to see your wife’s pussy filled with black bull cum? How does it feel to see it there and know you’re now a cuckold? I bet you loved it as much as I did, you little cuck bitch.”

Stuart could only nod at first, but after a few seconds, he eventually choked out his reply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I love it. I love being cuckolded by a huge black cock. It’s incredible."

Big Black Surprise: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Dark Secret

If you had asked me what was going to happen on this vacation, I would have told you. Lots of sun, lots of drinking, and, of course, lots of sex.

But I never would have said that sex would be between me and my best friend, Chloe. I'm entirely straight. Well, I thought I was. But then, if you had told me I'd be sucking her husband Jordan's big black cock I would have said you were crazy too. None of that was ever even a possibility. I mean, sure, I guess I could have seen myself maybe sucking his cock, in some sort of crazy alternative reality where I like sucking cock, and he wasn't married to my best friend. But it was still crazy talk.

But the bit that I would have said wasn't even a possibility in an alternate reality was seeing my husband, Taylor, on his knees, with Jordan's massive black cock in his mouth. Sure, we were drunk, and yes, it was a dare, but there was no way this should have happened. And there was definitely no way Taylor should have got a boner doing it!

This vacation really has been a big black surprise for both of us!

cover.jpeg
THE QUESTION

A Simple Question Exposes A Cheating Wife

CHLOE DAILY






