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Nine Simple Words


STEVE'S STORY

It all started with nine words.

“Baby… have you ever thought about having an affair?”

To an outsider, that question probably sounds like a grenade tossed into a quiet marriage. But for us, it was just another lazy Sunday curiosity dropped across the kitchen counter while we unpacked groceries. Over the years I’d asked Becky all kinds of random things, and she’d asked me right back. It was our thing.

“Why do you think clouds don’t fall?” “If Jesus were to return today, what would his thoughts be on modern Christianity?” “Why demolish two perfectly functional office buildings just to build a new one downtown?” “Have you ever wondered why frogs croak at night?” “How would life even work with multiple husbands?”

To most people those questions would sound trivial or eccentric. To Becky and me, they were the spark for some of our best conversations—long, winding, laughter-filled discussions that could stretch late into the night. That easy, endless flow of talk was one of the cornerstones of our marriage.

We met at Penn State during our junior year in a philosophy seminar. I was a straight philosophy major; Becky was double-majoring in philosophy and political science. From the very first date, we just… talked. And talked. And talked. Hours would disappear while we sat in cheap campus coffee shops or walked across the quad, never running out of things to say. Our connection was as much intellectual as it was physical—maybe even more so at the beginning.

Well… almost more so.

Because Becky was undeniably, powerfully attractive. She was a short, voluptuous blonde—5’4” of soft, generous curves, with full, heavy breasts and wide, womanly hips that swayed when she walked. Even back then she had a lush, fertile beauty that turned heads. Now, in her mid-forties, she’d added maybe fifteen pounds since college, but they’d settled in all the right places, giving her an even richer, riper figure. She still looked incredible. I’d managed to stay in decent shape myself, but whenever we went out together, I might as well have been invisible. Every eye in the room went straight to Becky. And I loved it.

After just a couple of evenings together, we both knew. This was it. We were meant to be. We graduated, got married, and settled in Belfonte—just the next town over from campus. We both found jobs at PSU. Becky started in the Registrar’s Office and has been there ever since. I worked my way up from a basic role to one of the recruitment team managers. Along the way we raised two great sons: Steve Jr., who just graduated from Ohio State and landed a job in Chicago, and Jack, currently a junior at Northwestern.

And all that time—nearly twenty-three years now—we just kept talking. Our friends loved to tease us about it. They’d joke that either one of us could talk the bark off a tree, but when we were together we could probably talk the white right off a polar bear. They weren’t wrong. Conversation was our love language, our foreplay, our safe harbor. It always had been.

Like most long-married couples, our sex life had gone through its seasons. In the beginning we couldn’t keep our hands off each other—constant, hungry, almost frantic affection. Then came the parenting years. Exhaustion, young kids, endless responsibilities. Sex became something we still enjoyed but had to fight for, often squeezed in between soccer practice and work deadlines.

There were peaks and valleys. Some months the spark would roar back and we’d fuck like newlyweds again, greedy and loud. Other stretches—when work stress, family worries, or just life got heavy—our intimacy would quiet down to something softer, less frequent. Comfortable. Familiar.

Now, in the empty-nest phase, with the house finally quiet and privacy ours again, our sex life had picked up. We had more time, more energy, more space. But even so, it never quite returned to the raw, insatiable hunger of our early days. The electrifying passion had slowly mellowed into something deeper, warmer, and more intimate. It was still good—often very good—but it lacked that sharp, heart-pounding edge it once had.

One that had grown deeper and more profound over the years was our bond of love, trust, and that rare, effortless mutual understanding. Conversation wasn’t just something we did—it was the foundation of our marriage. We could lose entire afternoons talking about anything: the subtleties of Asian philosophy, the absurd politics of university faculty meetings, or why our neighbors trimmed their hedges into those ridiculous geometric shapes. As I’ve said, we had a long-standing habit of asking each other the kind of odd, random questions that would never occur to most people.

That’s why, on that ordinary Sunday afternoon, my question didn’t feel loaded or dramatic to me at all.

“Baby… have you ever thought about having an affair?”

Becky’s reaction was anything but ordinary.

We were standing in the kitchen, putting away groceries, when she suddenly froze. Her mouth fell open. A deep, guilty flush flooded her cheeks. She wouldn’t meet my eyes. Instead, she snatched a couple of soup cans off the counter and turned sharply toward the cupboard, answering too quickly.

“Of course not, Steve. Don’t be ridiculous.”

The words came out clipped and defensive. The silence that followed felt heavier than it should have. I stood there holding a box of pasta, studying the back of her neck, surprised by how strongly she’d reacted. It wasn’t like her. Not with a question like that—one that should have sparked one of our usual playful, winding conversations.

“I don’t think it’s such a wild idea, Becky,” I said lightly, trying to keep the tone easy. “Lots of people have affairs. Hell, I’ve thought about it myself from time to time.”

Becky had regained her composure by then. She turned back toward me, forcing a more relaxed expression, though I could still see faint traces of color in her cheeks.

“Yes, I suppose you have a point,” she said, managing a small smile. “I was probably too quick to shut that down. In my imagination? Sure. I’ve had my moments with George Clooney, especially late at night when I can’t sleep.” Her smile was there, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. There was a slight tightness around the edges.

I decided to push just a little further, keeping my tone light. “That’s not really what I meant, baby. I’m not talking about celebrity fantasies. I mean a real affair. Someone we actually know. Have you ever thought about it? Wondered what it would feel like… or how you’d even keep something like that secret?”

Becky pulled out a chair and sat down at the kitchen table, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of a placemat. She still wouldn’t quite meet my gaze. “Not really,” she said, her voice tentative at first. “I mean, sure, there are attractive men we know. But I’ve never seriously entertained the idea of actually sleeping with any of them.”

Then she lifted her eyes and looked straight at me, her tone shifting to something more direct—almost challenging. “What about you, baby? You didn’t just pull that question out of thin air. Do you have something you want to confess?”

I chuckled, leaning back against the counter. “Me? No, I’m innocent on that front. But I won’t pretend I’ve never had a few daydreams. Remember Steve Jr.’s fifth-grade teacher? Miss Brooks? God, she was hot.”

My laughter came easily. To me, this was still just another one of our playful, slightly naughty conversations—the kind we’d had a hundred times before.

Becky’s expression softened as she caught onto the lighter tone. A mischievous smile curved her lips. “So the truth finally comes out!” she exclaimed, pointing a finger at me. “I guess I’ll have to call Miss Brooks and get her side of the story.”

After our discussion, we finished putting away the groceries and drifted onto lighter topics. The conversation about affairs seemed to fade away as quickly as it had appeared. By the time we sat down to eat, it had slipped completely from my mind.

But that evening felt different from the start.

Normally, a quiet Sunday without the kids meant a relaxed dinner, maybe some mindless TV, and an early night. Intimacy was always a possibility, but after so many years it was no longer guaranteed. It happened when the mood felt right for both of us.

This Sunday, however, Becky had other plans.

Right after we cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher, she kissed me on the cheek and headed upstairs without a word. I settled in with some work documents for a while, but around 8:30 her voice floated down from the second floor, warm and inviting.

“Hon? When you have a minute… could you come upstairs?”

I walked into our bedroom and stopped in the doorway, momentarily speechless.

The room had been transformed. Several candles flickered on the nightstands, bathing everything in a soft, golden glow that made the shadows dance across the walls. Becky lay in the center of our bed like a vision, propped up slightly against the pillows. She’d done her makeup—smoky eyes and glossy lips—and brushed out her blonde hair so it cascaded richly over her bare shoulders. She was wearing the sheer black nightie I’d bought her years ago in Cancun, the one that clung to her full breasts and generous curves while hiding just enough to be devastating. The delicate fabric did nothing to conceal how hard her nipples already were.

She looked incredible. Seductive. Almost predatory.

“See anything you like, cowboy?” she asked, her voice low and sultry, a teasing smile playing on her lips.

I had to swallow before I could answer. “I’m not entirely sure yet,” I said, my voice rougher than usual. “I think a much closer inspection might be necessary.”

Becky’s laugh was throaty and pleased. She shifted on the bed, letting the nightie ride up her thighs. “Then go jump in the shower and get your ass back here. You’ve got five minutes.”

I made sure to return well within her five-minute deadline, my heart already beating faster than it had any right to on a random Sunday night.

The hot water did little to calm the swirl of thoughts in my head. Becky initiating sex wasn’t completely out of character, especially lately, but this felt different. The candles, the makeup, the way she’d looked at me like she wanted to devour me — this was next-level seduction. The kind of effort I associated with our anniversary trips or my birthday. Not something that happened on an ordinary evening after two decades of marriage. It had been years since she’d gone to this much trouble just because she wanted me.

When I stepped back into the bedroom, towel wrapped low around my waist, the sight of her hit me all over again. The candlelight painted her skin in warm, flickering gold. Becky was kneeling in the center of the bed, watching me with dark, hungry eyes. She looked incredible — confident, sensual, and strangely powerful.

“Come here, baby,” she growled, her voice low and throaty.

She didn’t wait for me to reach the bed. She rose up, pulled me close, and kissed me with an intensity that stole my breath. This wasn’t our usual soft, familiar kissing. This was deep, wet, and demanding. Her tongue slid into my mouth, exploring, teasing, claiming. One of her hands gripped the back of my neck while the other roamed aggressively over my chest, fingers threading through my chest hair before she suddenly pinched both my nipples — harder than I expected, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure straight down to my cock.

I groaned into her mouth and let my own hands wander under the sheer fabric of her nightie. The moment I touched her skin, Becky moaned loudly against my lips and pressed forward, rubbing her heavy breasts against my chest. She dragged them slowly back and forth, letting me feel how hard her nipples were through the thin material. They were like two tight little peaks, unmistakably aroused.

I wasn’t complaining. Far from it. But something in the back of my mind kept nagging at me. Becky had never been the type to get this turned on this quickly. For as long as I’d known her, it took a good amount of slow, patient foreplay before her body responded like this. Her nipples usually needed serious attention before they got this hard. Yet tonight she was already flushed and aching, practically trembling with need after almost no warmup at all.

And it wasn’t just tonight.

Over the past month or two, she’d been like this several times — suddenly, fiercely aroused in a way I hadn’t seen from her in years. Almost like someone had flipped a switch inside her.

Our foreplay only grew more intense. Becky was far more aggressive than I could ever remember her being in all our years together. There was a raw, almost feral hunger in her movements that left me breathless.

With an impatient tug, she practically ripped the nightie off over her head and tossed it aside. Then she began sliding her body up and down against mine like a cat in heat — slow, sensual, and deliberate. Her soft stomach rubbed teasingly along my aching cock, followed by the heavy, warm weight of her big breasts as she dragged them down my chest and slapped them playfully around my shaft. The soft, pillowy sensation of her tits enveloping me was incredible. She moved with a fluid grace I didn’t even know she possessed, grinding, rubbing, and pressing every lush curve against me while making low, throaty noises of pleasure that vibrated against my skin.

I let my hands explore her greedily — stroking down the smooth curve of her back, cupping and squeezing her full ass, then sliding up to knead her heavy breasts. I couldn’t get enough of her. Every inch of her body felt electric tonight.

When she started sliding lower down my body, kissing and licking a wet trail across my stomach, it became very clear what was about to happen. My pulse spiked with anticipation.

For most men, a blowjob might be a pleasant treat. For me, it was something rare and precious. Becky had never particularly enjoyed giving head. In a typical year I was lucky to get one or two, and even then they were usually quick and somewhat dutiful. But tonight… tonight was something else entirely.

She took her time.

Her tongue traced slow, teasing circles around the head of my cock before she finally took me into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked me deep, then pulled back with a soft pop, only to swirl her tongue around the sensitive underside while her hand stroked me with long, firm strokes. She even dipped lower to lick and gently suck my balls, all while murmuring soft, filthy little praises.

“Mmm… such a big, hard cock for me tonight,” she cooed affectionately, her voice husky with lust, before sliding me back between her lips again.

It was easily the best blowjob of my life.

I groaned deeply and reached down, trying to pull her hips up toward my face so I could return the favor and taste her. But Becky resisted, pulling away smoothly — something she had never done before.

“This is all about you tonight, baby,” she whispered, looking up at me with dark, shining eyes full of wicked promise. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

She worked me slowly, deliberately, with a skill and hunger I’d never experienced from her before. Her mouth was hot, wet, and relentless. She’d take me deep until I felt the back of her throat, then pull back to swirl her tongue around the sensitive head, teasing the slit before sliding down again. Every time I thought I couldn’t take any more, she’d ease off just enough to let me breathe, only to build me right back up.

My hips started lifting off the bed on their own. My hands tangled in her hair as soft, desperate groans escaped my throat. The pleasure kept climbing, higher and higher, until I was shaking with it.

Then, without warning, she pushed me over the edge.

I gasped sharply as the orgasm slammed into me. My cock pulsed hard between her lips as I started to unload. To my complete shock, Becky didn’t pull away. She kept sucking, swallowing every thick spurt as I moaned and shuddered beneath her. Wave after wave of intense pleasure rolled through me while she milked me dry, her throat working around my cock until I had nothing left to give.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed back onto the mattress, chest heaving, my entire body buzzing. For a long moment I just lay there, trying to catch my breath, staring at the ceiling in a daze. If that wasn’t the single best blowjob of my entire life, it was easily the best one in the last fifteen years. Maybe twenty.

I couldn’t even remember the last time Becky had let me finish in her mouth. It had to have been well over a decade — probably closer to fifteen years. And yet here I was, lying next to my wife of twenty-three years, while the taste of my cum was still on her tongue.

“Holy fuck, baby…” I finally managed, my voice hoarse. “What the hell was that? I’m not complaining — not even a little — but tonight was… incredible. It felt like you were a woman possessed.”

Becky slid up my body with a satisfied smile and nestled tightly against me. Once again she pressed her big, soft breasts against my chest, rubbing them slowly back and forth as she looked into my eyes.

“I just thought it might be time I reminded you how much I love you, Steve,” she murmured, her voice warm and husky.

I let out a breathless laugh and pulled her closer. “Well, baby, let me be honest… I’m not sure I’ve been completely reminded yet.” I grinned at her. “Think you could remind me again in maybe… an hour or so?”

Becky laughed softly, the sound rich and playful. “Sure, why not? They do say memory is the first thing to go…”

We nuzzled together under the covers, skin to skin, drifting in and out of a light, contented doze. The candles continued to flicker softly around the room. But after only about ten minutes, I felt her hands begin to explore again. They glided slowly over my arms and shoulders, trailed across my chest, then moved lower… down my stomach… until her fingers wrapped firmly around my cock once more.

I lay back and let out a low sigh of pleasure, enjoying her touch. Becky almost never took the lead like this. And yet, over the past few weeks, she’d been doing it more and more. Something had definitely changed in her.

Then I started to return the favor.

I cupped her heavy breasts in both hands, savoring their familiar weight and warmth. Even after twenty-five years, they still excited me beyond reason — full, soft, and beautifully pendulous. I squeezed them gently, then more firmly, rolling her thick nipples between my fingers until she arched into my touch with a needy whimper.

We shifted onto our sides, facing each other, bodies pressed tightly together. Our hands roamed freely, stroking, squeezing, exploring. Soft groans and sighs filled the candlelit room as we lost ourselves in each other. My fingers eventually slid down her back, over the generous curve of her ass, and reached between her thighs from behind. I traced her slick folds and pushed two fingers slowly inside her.

She was soaking wet. Dripping.

I broke our embrace and began kissing my way down her body. I started at her neck, tasting her warm skin, then moved lower, lavishing attention on her breasts. I sucked one sensitive nipple deep into my mouth, then the other, swirling my tongue around them until they were shiny and swollen. Becky’s breathing grew ragged as I continued my descent, kissing over the soft swell of her belly until I finally settled between her thighs.

Becky had always loved receiving oral, but she was usually quiet and relatively still — eyes closed, soft little murmurs in her throat, only starting to move her hips right before she came.

Tonight was completely different.

The moment my tongue touched her, she gasped sharply and her hips bucked upward. I could barely keep my mouth on her. She was grinding against my face, rolling and circling her hips with shameless need, pushing her wet pussy against my tongue again and again. Her hands tangled in my hair, holding me in place as desperate sounds spilled from her lips.

“Yes… oh fuck, Steve, right there…”

“God, baby… that feels so good…”

Her voice was hoarse, almost broken with pleasure. I slid one finger deep inside her, curling it to stroke her G-spot while my tongue circled her swollen clit with steady pressure. She responded like a woman possessed — moaning louder, hips jerking wildly, thighs trembling around my head.

And she just kept cumming.

The first orgasm hit her hard. Her back arched and she cried out, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my finger. Normally that would have been it — she’d become too sensitive and need a break. But tonight she didn’t stop. I kept licking and stroking through her climax, and she came again almost immediately, even harder. Then a third. A fourth.

Her moans turned into full-throated screams of pleasure that echoed through the bedroom. I lost count after five powerful orgasms in the first ten minutes. She showed no sign of slowing down. Her juices coated my chin and fingers as she writhed beneath my mouth, completely lost in sensation.

By then I was burning with need, my cock painfully hard and throbbing.

I climbed up her body, positioned myself between her spread thighs, and slid my cock into her in one smooth, deep stroke. The heat and wetness of her pussy nearly made me groan out loud. She felt incredible — silky, soaked, and still pulsing from her last orgasm.

I expected her to lie back and let me take control, especially after coming so many times. But Becky surprised me yet again.

She wasn’t passive at all.

She wrapped her legs around me and started humping up at me with fierce, energetic thrusts — meeting every one of my strokes with raw hunger. It was as if she were chasing her very first orgasm of the night, not her sixth or seventh. Her nails dug into my back as she bucked beneath me, eyes half-lidded with lust, soft cries spilling from her lips with every deep thrust.

Her ferocity ignited something primal in me. The way she was meeting every thrust with raw hunger made my own arousal skyrocket. Soon I was slamming into her hard and deep, our bodies slapping together loudly in the candlelit room. I was gasping for breath, sweat slicking our skin, while Becky clung to me tightly, her arms wrapped around my back like she never wanted to let go.

This aggression was entirely new. She raked her nails down my back, hard enough to sting, then suddenly sank her teeth into my shoulder with a muffled moan. The sharp bite sent a jolt through me. For a brief second I actually wondered if my sweet wife had somehow received a blood transfusion from a tiger. But then all coherent thought vanished. I stopped wondering about anything at all and simply gave in to pure instinct.

I fucked her frantically, driving my cock into her soaked pussy again and again with long, powerful strokes. The pleasure built rapidly in my balls until it became unbearable. With a deep, guttural groan I thrust as deep as I could and exploded inside her. Pulse after pulse of hot cum surged into her as I came harder than I had in years. At the same moment, I felt Becky clenching and spasming around me again — her pussy milking my cock rhythmically as another powerful orgasm tore through her.

The pleasure was mind-numbing. It seemed to last forever. I stayed buried deep inside her, grinding slowly through the final waves until I finally collapsed on top of her, both of us panting and trembling.

Although we’d had several surprisingly hot sessions over the past few weeks, this one was on another level entirely. It was easily the most intense, passionate sex I’d had in many, many years. As I lay there afterward, catching my breath with my face buried in her neck, I was too blissed out and exhausted to analyze why it had been so incredible. I just wanted to enjoy the feeling.

Eventually we blew out the candles, leaving the room in soft darkness. We snuggled up tightly together under the covers, her head on my chest and my arm wrapped around her soft, warm body. I felt her give me one last affectionate squeeze as I started drifting off.

“I love you so much, baby,” she whispered tenderly.

Sleep came easily.

Something woke me from a deep, heavy sleep. To this day, I still don’t know what it was. I blinked groggily and reached out beside me — only to find the bed empty. Becky was gone.

I checked my phone. 3:20 a.m.

Still half-asleep, I pulled on my boxers and padded toward the bedroom door. As I reached the top of the stairs, I heard it — soft, muffled sobbing coming from downstairs, most likely the living room.

My heart clenched. I hurried down the stairs.

Becky must have heard me coming because when I walked into the living room, she was already trying to compose herself, blowing her nose with a tissue. Her eyes were red and swollen, her face blotchy from crying. It was obvious she’d been at it for a while.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” I asked softly, moving toward her.

She gave me a weak, watery smile. “It’s alright… something just upset me. Maybe a bad dream. It made me think about my dad.” Her voice cracked. “I just got sad thinking about him and couldn’t stop crying. I came down here so I wouldn’t wake you. I’m sorry, baby.”

Becky’s father had passed away about six years earlier, and she had taken it very hard. I knew she still missed him deeply. But something about this felt… off. Sitting downstairs sobbing at 3:20 in the morning over a dream about her dad seemed strange, even for grief. Still, I didn’t push her. I just pulled her into my arms, held her close, and gently comforted her until the tears slowed.

Then I led her back upstairs to bed.


On The Edge

The whole next day at work, I felt strangely on edge.

I should have been floating on air. I had just experienced the hottest, most intense sex I’d had in years — maybe decades — with the woman I loved more than anything. I should have been basking in the afterglow, smiling like an idiot every time I thought about the night before. But instead, a quiet unease gnawed at me. Something just felt… off. Like too many puzzle pieces didn’t quite fit together.

During my lunch break, I took a long walk around campus, hoping the fresh air and movement would help me sort through my thoughts. The warm sunshine filtered through the trees, students laughed and chatted around me, but I barely noticed any of it. My mind kept circling back to the previous day.

How had one innocent, random question about having an affair caused Becky to react so strongly? The sudden blush, the way she couldn’t meet my eyes, the defensive snap in her voice… it was so unlike her. Then that same night, she’d completely transformed in the bedroom — taking the lead with a level of aggression and seduction I hadn’t seen in years. The hottest sex we’d had in a long time. And if I was being honest, it was the peak of several weeks of unusually passionate nights.

And then, in the middle of the night, I’d found her downstairs sobbing like her heart was breaking.

The most obvious explanation was also the most painful and shocking one: it looked like Becky was having — or had recently had — an affair.

My innocent question must have struck a nerve. Why else would she react that way? The intense sex could have been guilt-driven… or maybe leftover lust from someone else that spilled over onto me. Perhaps it was even a kind of apology. And the crying in the middle of the night? That could have been her guilt eating away at her. Or maybe she was terrified I was starting to figure it out and was playing some kind of game with her.

The thought made my stomach twist.

I walked the campus paths in a daze, hands in my pockets, barely aware of the world around me. Becky and I had always had a good marriage. A strong marriage. Or at least I’d always believed we did. I had never cheated on her. Not once. And until that moment, I had never seriously suspected she would cheat on me either.

Early in our marriage, we’d known another couple who were very open about occasionally swapping partners. They’d told us all about it over dinner one night. Naturally, Becky and I had talked about it for hours afterward — the way we talked about everything, from ancient Greek gods to why certain people insisted on putting pineapple on pizza.

We had both been honest enough to admit that, yes, we sometimes found other people attractive. But neither of us had any interest in adultery or wife-swapping. The trust and security of our monogamous marriage were far more important to us than any fleeting physical thrill. We were both willing to give up the possibility of other lovers in exchange for the deep love and unshakable trust we shared.

As I kept walking, a heavier realization settled over me. Given how emotional and strange Becky had been yesterday, it seemed highly unlikely that my innocent question had triggered guilt over something from long ago. If she really had been having an affair, it had to be recent.

The thought made my stomach churn.

I still couldn’t wrap my head around it. Becky — my Becky — having an affair? It seemed almost impossible. We talked constantly, about everything. We knew each other inside and out. I knew her favorite foods, her political views, the way she liked her coffee, her closest friends, her habits, even her underwear sizes. She knew mine just as well. We were deeply intertwined in each other’s lives. How could she possibly hide something as big as an affair from me for any real length of time?

And yet… there was the sudden, dramatic change in her sexual appetite over the past month or so. The way she’d been so much more eager, more aggressive, more wet and ready. It was hard to ignore.

The question of what to do next weighed heavily on me as I walked. I dreaded going home and confronting her. I had no real evidence — just a collection of odd reactions and coincidences. And if I was wrong, if I accused her of something she hadn’t done, I could do serious damage to the trust between us. So after pacing the campus paths for a long time, I made my decision: for now, I would keep quiet and stay extremely watchful.

As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait long.

That evening when I got home, the house smelled incredible. Becky was putting the finishing touches on what looked like a special dinner — roast chicken with crispy skin, creamy mashed potatoes, fresh green beans, homemade bread still warm from the oven, and a chilled bottle of good white wine breathing on the counter. She’d set the table with the nice tablecloth and lit candles. The whole scene looked warm, thoughtful, and suspiciously romantic.

I walked over, pulled her into a big hug, and kissed her deeply.

“Wow, baby… what’s the occasion?” I asked, genuinely impressed. “This looks and smells absolutely marvelous.”

“Oh, nothing really,” she said lightly, though her smile looked a little forced. “I just wanted to show my husband that I still like having him around.”

There was a subtle strain behind her words, a tightness at the corners of her eyes that didn’t quite match the warmth in her voice.

I pulled her closer for a moment and grinned. “Well, you know what they say — the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach. Though I’ve always thought there was a slightly more direct route…” I let my hands slide down to rest on her hips. “And I think you found that one last night.”

Becky let out a soft laugh, but it sounded a touch brittle. “And perhaps I can find it again soon,” she replied, giving me a playful wink that didn’t fully hide the tension underneath. “Now come and sit down. The food is ready.”

The dinner itself was excellent — tender roast chicken, creamy mashed potatoes, perfectly cooked green beans, and warm homemade bread. Everything tasted wonderful. But throughout the meal, Becky seemed unusually tense. She smiled and nodded at the right moments, but her laughter felt delayed, and her eyes kept drifting away. I tried to lighten the mood with funny stories from work, especially the latest antics of the eccentric professors on my recruitment team. She listened, but only partially. It was like part of her mind was somewhere else entirely.

When we finished eating, I reached across the table and took her hand.

“Can I thank you for this lovely dinner by taking you out for ice cream?”

She gave me a gentle smile and shook her head. “No, thank you, baby. I’ve got a blueberry pie waiting for us in the kitchen.”

As she stood up and headed toward the kitchen to get the pie, I watched her go, my mind turning. She must have left work early, gone shopping, baked a pie from scratch, and prepared this entire special meal. It was a lot of effort. More than a lot.

And it only added to the growing list of things that felt… off.

After dinner, I took Becky’s hand and led her outside into the backyard. The summer evening was warm and gentle, with a soft breeze carrying the scent of freshly cut grass and blooming flowers from the neighbors’ gardens. The sun had already dipped low, painting the sky in soft oranges and pinks as twilight slowly settled over us.

We walked slowly across the lawn, savoring the quiet moment together. But no matter how peaceful it felt, I couldn’t hold my questions inside any longer.

“Becky,” I said softly, squeezing her hand, “you’ve been treating me like a king these past couple of days. The incredible sex, this amazing dinner… I want you to know how much I appreciate it. You really are my Number One, baby. You always have been.”

She smiled and hugged my arm tightly against her body. “Steve, you’re my Number One in every single category,” she replied, her voice warm. “God, I love you so much.”

I guided us over to the wooden bench under the old maple tree and we sat down together. For a moment we just sat in comfortable silence, watching the fading light. But I couldn’t let it rest.

“But baby… as much as I’ve loved last night and today, I keep wondering why. What’s brought on this sudden burst of appreciation? Is something bothering you? You know you can tell me anything.”

She turned to look at me, trying to hold onto a smile, but I could see the strain in her eyes. Something was definitely wrong.

“No, baby,” she said quickly. “Nothing at all.”

“Really?” I asked gently.

“Really,” she replied, still forcing that smile.

I studied her face carefully. “Really?”

“Yes, really,” she said, but the smile was starting to falter.

I looked straight into her eyes, my voice growing quieter and heavier. “Really?”

The third time broke her. Becky’s face crumpled. She suddenly burst into tears and threw herself against me, clinging desperately as huge, wrenching sobs tore through her body. She cried like her heart was shattering right there in my arms. I held her tightly, rubbing her back, completely at a loss for what to say or do. My own stomach was knotted with apprehension.

After what felt like a long time, her sobs finally began to ease just a little. I stroked her hair and whispered, “Come on, Becky. You know you can talk to me. Whatever it is… I love you.”

She pulled back slightly and looked at me with wide, tear-filled eyes. Her voice trembled. “Steve, I don’t think you’ll still say that… once… once you…”

She shifted away from me on the bench and buried her face in her hands for several long moments. I waited, heart pounding, dread building in my chest. Finally, she sat up straighter, though she couldn’t look at me. Her voice came out flat, almost emotionless, like she was forcing the words out before she lost the courage.

“Steve… I slept with Luke Richards.”


Those Nine Words

BECKY'S STORY

“Baby, have you ever thought about having an affair?”

The moment the words left Steve’s mouth in our kitchen, I felt like I might actually die right there on the spot. My heart slammed against my ribs so violently I was sure it would burst out of my chest. My stomach dropped like I’d been punched hard, and for a terrifying second the room tilted around me. It felt like a shotgun blast straight to the gut.

My body froze, but my mind exploded into chaos.

Why is he asking me this? Does he know? Did he find out somehow? Is he suspicious? Is he guilty of something himself? What the hell should I say to sound normal? Is it already too late to sound normal? Should I just confess everything right now? Maybe I could fake a heart attack and collapse on the floor…

I could feel the blood rushing hot and fast into my face. I knew I was blushing furiously, and I was certain Steve was staring right at me. Time seemed to stretch and distort — I had no idea if ten seconds or a full minute had passed since he asked the question.

Desperate for something to do with my hands, I grabbed a couple of soup cans off the counter and turned sharply away from him toward the cupboard, hiding my burning face.

“Of course not, Steve,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Don’t be silly.”

Even to my own ears the words sounded fake and guilty as hell.

Steve and I had always asked each other questions like this — practical things, deep philosophical debates, ridiculous hypotheticals, absurd little curiosities. It was one of the sweetest, most special parts of our marriage. We genuinely loved thinking and talking together. So why did this particular question feel like it was going to destroy me?

I silently thanked God that Steve didn’t seem to notice just how panicked and evasive my response really was. He gently pressed the question a little further, but without any real intensity. Thankfully, he didn’t push too hard. After a few moments, I realized with immense relief that it really had just been one of his random, innocent questions — not the calculated probe of a suspicious husband.

My heart rate slowly began to drop from its frantic gallop.

A few minutes later, once my heart rate had finally dropped back below 200, we were talking about something else entirely. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t push the subject out of my mind. It had been sitting there like a stone in my stomach for over two days now. Truthfully, it had been haunting me for more than a month.

I loved Steve. I loved him with every fiber of my being.

After a couple of disappointing, self-centered romances in college, I met him in our junior-year philosophy seminar at Penn State. By the end of our third date, I was already certain he was the one. The man I wanted to spend my life with.

What first drew me to Steve wasn’t just his broad shoulders or that warm, captivating smile of his. It was the way he listened. When I spoke, he gave me his full attention, like everything I said truly mattered. He didn’t just nod along passively — he engaged, asked thoughtful questions, and sometimes gently challenged me when our views differed. He made me feel intelligent, interesting, and deeply respected in a way I’d never experienced before, not even with my favorite professors.

Our conversations were never about winning or scoring points. They were about the pure joy of sharing ideas, exploring thoughts, and connecting on a level that felt electric. For our first few dates we barely ate — we just talked for hours over lunch or dinner, completely lost in each other.

And then… the sex.

Once we finally slept together, it was unlike anything I’d known. The boys I’d been with in college had been clumsy and selfish, mostly interested in getting on top and finishing as quickly as possible. Steve was completely different. He brought the same care and curiosity into the bedroom that he showed when we talked. From that very first night, it was clear he loved looking at me, touching me, and — most of all — pleasing me.

He was the first man who ever went down on me before I’d done anything for him. And he loved it. He clearly adored my body — my big, heavy breasts, my wide hips, the soft curve of my belly, and my generous ass. I’d always felt a little self-conscious about being voluptuous rather than slim, but the way he looked up at me from between my thighs that first night, eyes dark with hunger and appreciation, told me he wouldn’t have changed a single thing about me.

I’ve never really been all that aggressive in bed. I don’t know why, but I’ve always felt more comfortable letting my partner take the lead. It doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy sex — I enjoy it very much. I just respond best when I’m reacting to someone else’s desire, when I can lose myself in what they’re doing to me.

That’s why things with Steve were always so good.

He was the first man who ever took the time to truly learn my body. He didn’t rush. He explored me with genuine curiosity and patience during foreplay, discovering exactly what I liked, what made me gasp, what made my toes curl. Once we learned each other’s rhythms, our lovemaking became absolutely incredible. I couldn’t get enough of him. For the first couple of years we were together we were like rabbits — desperate, frequent, and insatiable.

Then the kids came.

Steve Jr. first, then Jack. We loved every wonderful, chaotic moment of raising them, but those years took a toll on “Steve and Becky” time. Not just our sex life — everything. We had far less energy and opportunity to give each other the attention we both craved. We didn’t fight more than usual, and our marriage never turned sour. It was simply that the daily demands of parenting and work left us with less time for long conversations, spontaneous affection, or passionate nights in bed.

We still protected our relationship as best we could. We made sure to take vacations every once in a while, and we were incredibly lucky to have two sets of wonderful, involved grandparents who were happy to take the boys. Those getaways always recharged us. For a few precious days we could remember what it felt like to be just us again — talking for hours, touching constantly, and making love like we had all the time in the world.

Even then, though, the sex was no longer the hot, frantic, almost desperate hunger it had been in the beginning. It had become something warmer, deeper, and more familiar. We knew each other so well. We knew exactly how to please one another, and — most importantly — we still genuinely wanted to.

Now that Jack has gone off to college, we’ve finally gotten more time and privacy back. At forty-five, we’re both still relatively young, and some of that old sizzle has started returning to our sex life. It’s not quite like we were twenty-five again — nothing ever is — but it’s been sweet, comforting, and satisfying in its own way.

I can still remember the exact day my life began to unravel.

It was a warm Saturday afternoon at Jessica’s annual deck party. I’ve known Jessica for years — ever since we started working together in the Registrar’s Office. She’s like a work mom to me: a friendly, big-hearted widow in her late fifties who’s incredibly close to her large extended family. As usual, the party was packed with colleagues, friends, their partners, and plenty of her relatives I’d met before.

Steve and I were mingling happily, catching up with people and enjoying the sunshine and drinks, when Jessica walked over with a tall, unfamiliar man beside her.

“Steve, Becky,” she said cheerfully, “let me introduce you to my nephew, Luke Richards. He’s a grad student in the anthropology department this year and he’s staying with me for a little while.”

It happened in an instant.

The moment I laid eyes on him, it was like a cliché from a bad romance novel. My knees actually went weak. My heart started hammering so loudly I was convinced everyone on the deck could hear it. Heat flooded my face instantly. And worst of all, my nipples stiffened into hard peaks, pressing painfully against the fabric of my bra. In less than five seconds, I was hit with a wave of raw, overwhelming sexual attraction unlike anything I had ever experienced in my entire life.

It was sudden. Violent. And completely terrifying.

Steve, bless him, gave Luke a warm, firm handshake and greeted him normally. I somehow managed to mumble a polite “Hello, nice to meet you” without my voice cracking or doing anything too humiliating.

Luke was around thirty-five, tall with a lean, athletic build. He wasn’t the kind of man who would stop traffic for most women — he had that casual, rangy, outdoorsy kind of attractiveness: sun-tanned skin, strong arms, and an easy confidence. Pleasant to look at, but nothing extraordinary.

At least… that’s what I told myself.

To me, in that moment, he was devastating. It felt like his presence bypassed every rational part of my brain and went straight to my body. I could already feel myself getting wet, a deep, throbbing ache forming between my legs. This wasn’t normal attraction. This was something primal and dangerous.

To this day, I still can’t fully explain why I reacted the way I did to Luke — why I still react that way. It was like his body gave off some invisible chemical that bypassed every other woman at the party and slammed straight into my brain and my pussy. The effect was immediate and devastating.

As I stood there trying to act normal, I felt myself getting wet. Not just a little damp — properly wet. Slick and aching between my thighs within seconds. I couldn’t believe it. I’m not the kind of woman who gets easily aroused just from looking at someone. Steve is the only man who has ever been able to turn me on that quickly and reliably, and even then, he usually needs time and skill to get me properly soaked. I’ve always been a woman who needs plenty of foreplay, teasing, and patience.

Except when Luke Richards was in the room.

I was almost dizzy with lust, standing there on Jessica’s deck in broad daylight, right next to my husband. Waves of heat rolled through my body. My nipples were painfully hard, my clit was throbbing, and I could feel my panties growing damp. At the same time, a crushing wave of embarrassment and guilt washed over me.

What the fuck is wrong with me? I thought desperately. I’m a happily married forty-five-year-old woman. I have a wonderful husband standing right beside me. And here I am, ready to tear my clothes off and drag a man I just met into the bushes like some horny teenager.

It made no sense. Luke was attractive, sure — tall, lean, with that rugged, outdoorsy look — but he wasn’t some jaw-dropping male model. Plenty of women would have found him pleasant to look at, but nothing more. To me, though, he felt like pure sex. Dangerous, magnetic, and completely overwhelming.

The rest of the deck party passed in a hazy blur.

The four of us stood together chatting for a few minutes. Steve, being his usual friendly self, asked Luke all about his graduate program in anthropology, how he was settling in, and what he thought of the department. I barely managed to participate. I nodded when it seemed appropriate, forced a smile, and occasionally muttered “Oh, really?” in what I hoped was a normal tone. My mind was somewhere else entirely — flashing with vivid, filthy images of Luke’s hands on me, his mouth, his body pressing me down…

Somehow, I made it through without completely embarrassing myself. At least I think I did.

After that short, awkward chat, the four of us drifted apart into the flow of the party. I made a beeline straight for the bathroom, my heart still racing.

Once I locked the door behind me, I hiked up my sundress and pulled my panties down. They were soaked. Not just damp — drenched. I had to use toilet paper to dry myself as best I could, my cheeks burning with embarrassment and disbelief. I splashed cold water on my face repeatedly, staring at my flushed reflection in the mirror and trying desperately to pull myself together.

What the hell is happening to me?

I felt like someone had injected me with a massive dose of pure aphrodisiac. My body was humming, my pussy throbbing, and my nipples were still painfully hard. It genuinely scared me. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t me.

Out of sheer terror more than anything else, I stayed glued to Steve’s side for the rest of the party. I smiled, made small talk, and pretended everything was fine, but every time I caught even a glimpse of Luke across the deck, another hot jolt of desire shot through me. It was relentless. My body kept reacting against my will — fresh wetness flooding between my legs, my pulse spiking, my skin tingling.

After about an hour, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I leaned in close to Steve and whispered in his ear, my voice low and urgent, “Baby… I think it’s time to go.”

He looked at me, slightly confused at first. I gave him my best seductive smile, then quickly glanced around to make sure no one was watching. I slid my hand up his thigh and boldly stroked his cock through his pants for a few seconds.

“There’s something I really need to do at home,” I breathed against his ear.

Steve’s eyes widened, then a big grin spread across his face. Barely thirty seconds later, we were saying our hurried goodbyes and heading for the car.

The drive home was a blur. The second we stepped inside the house and closed the door, I was on him. I practically tore his clothes off, pushing him toward the bedroom with frantic, hungry kisses. I was wild that night — completely out of control in a way I’d never been before.

I didn’t even want foreplay. For the first time in our entire marriage, I skipped Steve’s mouth between my legs, even though I normally craved it. I was already soaked, my pussy aching and empty. I needed to be fucked.

I pulled him on top of me, wrapped my legs around his waist, and we went at it like two animals. Steve never knew what hit him, but he certainly didn’t complain. He came unusually fast — much quicker than normal — though that was hardly a surprise given how ferociously I was grinding and moaning beneath him.

It would be easy to say Steve wasn’t good in bed, but that would be a lie. He was — and still is — an excellent lover. He has a thick, beautiful cock with a smooth, circumcised head and nice veins that always felt incredible inside me. He has real stamina, more than any man I’d been with before him. Before Steve, I’d rarely come from penetration alone. But he learned my body so well that he could usually make me come from his cock, especially after warming me up properly with his tongue or fingers first. Once we got going, ten or fifteen intense minutes was usually more than enough to leave me satisfied and shaking.

But tonight was completely different.

I don’t think Steve lasted even five full minutes inside me. Not that it mattered — by then I was already well past my second orgasm and racing toward a third. I was so wound up, so desperately horny, that I came hard the moment he slid into me, my pussy clenching and fluttering around his thick cock.

“Wow!” Steve gasped afterward, still trying to catch his breath. “Did you get the license plate of the truck that just hit me? Or maybe it was an ambulance… I think I might need one.”

I didn’t answer with words. I just smiled at him, pulled his face to mine, and kissed him deeply, hungrily. I was still burning up inside. My body felt electric, insatiable. A few minutes later, I found myself sliding down his body without even thinking about it. I took his softening cock into my mouth and started sucking him eagerly, something I almost never did.

Normally, Steve didn’t recover quickly for round two. And normally, I wasn’t the type of woman who enjoyed giving head. I know how that sounds — especially since Steve goes down on me every single time and loves it. The truth is simple: he adores eating my pussy because it turns him on so much, and I… well, I’ve never really loved sucking cock. I did it more when we were younger, like most girls do, but over time it became something I only did on special occasions.

Tonight, though, I was different. I was ravenous.

I sucked him with genuine enthusiasm, swirling my tongue, taking him deep, stroking him back to full hardness. Steve groaned in surprise and pleasure as I worked him back to life.

We ended up fucking three more times that night, all within about two frantic hours. We nearly made it to a fifth round, but Steve couldn’t quite get fully hard again. So I pushed him onto his back and finished him with my mouth one last time. When he finally came, his cock was only half-hard, yet he still pulsed and spurted powerfully between my lips. I kept sucking and stroking until I’d drained every drop. At forty-five years old, it was the first time I’d ever seen a man cum like that without being fully erect. It felt strangely erotic and powerful.

When we finally collapsed, exhausted and sweaty, I tried to count how many times I’d come. At least ten. Maybe more. My mind was hazy with pleasure as we drifted off to sleep.

Steve asked me several times that night and the next day what had gotten into me — what had brought on his sudden, incredible good fortune. There was no way I could tell him the truth: that I had been thinking about Luke Richards the entire time. That every orgasm, every moan, every time I took him deep into my mouth had been fueled by the memory of Luke’s body, his cock, and the overwhelming lust he had awakened in me.

Instead, I gave him a mysterious little Mona Lisa smile and said softly, “Sometimes a girl just realizes exactly what she has… and feels incredibly grateful for it.”

It wasn’t the whole truth, of course. Not even close. But it made Steve happy, and it successfully deflected the question I desperately didn’t want to answer.

Steve continued to reap the benefits of my reaction to Luke for the next couple of weeks. What had once been once or twice a week suddenly became almost every night — and sometimes during the day too. I was more into it than I had been in years. We revisited positions we’d long neglected, spent longer on foreplay, and touched each other with a renewed hunger. I even went down on him five times in those two weeks — probably more blowjobs than I’d given him in the entire previous year combined.

But inside my head, it was Luke every single time.

When I dropped to my knees and took Steve’s cock into my mouth, it was Luke’s thicker, longer shaft I imagined stretching my lips. When Steve fucked me hard from behind, I pictured Luke’s hands gripping my hips. Every orgasm I gave Steve was secretly fueled by the memory of that one explosive afternoon.

Steve seemed to sense something had changed, but we were both so happy with the sudden surge in our sex life that neither of us wanted to question it too closely. We simply enjoyed it.

All the while, Luke occupied my thoughts constantly — a dangerous, addictive presence in my mind. I kept wondering why I had reacted to him with such insane intensity. I had never felt anything like it with any other man, not even Steve in the early days. It frightened me as much as it thrilled me. And because he lived with Jessica, my colleague and friend, I knew it was only a matter of time before I ran into him again. The thought both terrified and excited me.

One afternoon I spotted him about fifty yards away on the opposite side of the street. He was carrying a large box, probably full of books, his strong arms flexing under the weight. He wore shorts that showed off his toned legs and a t-shirt that clung to his shoulders. I froze in place, drinking in every detail — the way his hair curled at the nape of his neck, the easy power in his stride. Desire crashed over me so violently that I had to lean against a lamppost. By the time he disappeared around the corner, I realized I had been holding my breath the entire time.

That night, I practically dragged Steve to bed again. We fucked hard and long, but even as I came around his cock, part of me was driven by fear as much as desire. The way Luke affected me was becoming alarming. I felt completely out of control, and I had no idea how to stop it — or if I even wanted to.

On a Friday around 11:45 a.m., I was sitting at a small table in Elgin’s Restaurant, enjoying a leisurely sandwich on my day off. I’d spent the morning wandering downtown, browsing shops with no particular goal in mind — just soaking up the rare freedom of an empty schedule.

Then the door opened, and Luke walked in.

My entire body locked up. I couldn’t move. I hadn’t even decided whether to wave casually or hide behind my book when his eyes found me. A warm, surprised smile spread across his face as he headed straight toward my table.

“Hi, I’m Luke,” he said, extending his hand. “Jessica’s nephew? We met at her deck party a while back. You’re Becky, right?”

I somehow managed to pull myself together enough to return his smile and shake his hand. My voice sounded surprisingly normal as I said, “Yes, that’s me. It’s nice to see you again, Luke. Would you like to join me?”

What followed looked, from the outside, like a perfectly innocent and friendly lunch. We talked easily. Luke was intelligent and thoughtful, clearly passionate about his anthropology studies. He spoke knowledgably about the department’s internal politics, his research interests, and the challenges of grad school. Anyone watching us would have seen two people having an engaging conversation filled with smiles and laughter.

But that was only the surface.

In reality, I was barely hearing a word he said. My attention was consumed by two things: how incredibly attractive he looked up close, and the intense, humiliating physical reaction my body was having. My nipples were tight and aching. My pussy had grown slick and swollen within minutes of him sitting down. I was throbbing with arousal, shifting uncomfortably in my seat as heat pooled between my legs.

Looking back on it later, I realized I had been flirting shamelessly.

I mirrored his gestures and posture, leaning in when he did. I kept my palms open and facing upward — a classic signal of openness and interest. My smile never faded. I licked my lips more than once. And I found every excuse to touch him: a light brush of my fingers against the back of his hand when I laughed at something he said, a playful tap on his bicep, my knee “accidentally” brushing against his under the table.

Any man with even a little experience would have recognized exactly what I was doing. Looking back, Luke must have been somewhat bewildered at first. He’d probably sat down expecting nothing more than polite conversation with his aunt’s friendly, middle-aged colleague. But as the lunch went on, he gradually realized I was actively flirting with him.

And the most frightening part? I couldn’t seem to stop myself.

He must have spent some time weighing the situation — trying to figure out how far this obvious flirtation might go and whether he was even interested in an older, married woman. Eventually, something shifted in his eyes. He made his decision. He was interested.

As our lunch stretched on, Luke began to reciprocate. His smiles grew warmer and more frequent. He started mirroring my body language, leaning in closer, and finding small excuses for physical contact — his fingers brushing mine when he reached for his drink, his knee resting lightly against mine under the table. The air between us grew thick with unspoken possibility.

I was a mess of conflicting emotions — ecstatic, terrified, and completely out of control. I had no plan. I had no idea what I was doing. Yet I couldn’t seem to stop myself.

Then, without any conscious decision, the words tumbled out of my mouth:

“Luke… I’ve got about six flavors of ice cream in my freezer back home. How about we go there for dessert?”

The boldness of my own invitation made my face burn with embarrassment. I wanted to sink under the table and disappear.

Luke held my gaze for a long moment. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face. His eyes darkened with understanding. The look he gave me said everything: I know exactly what you’re really asking for… and I’m going to say yes.

Out loud, he simply replied with polite charm, “Sure, Becky. That sounds good… if you really don’t mind?”

I had walked downtown, so Luke drove us back to my house. The entire ride was strangely normal. We chatted like old friends about safe, everyday topics — his studies, the university, the weather — carefully avoiding the massive, pulsing elephant in the car. But with every passing minute, I grew wetter between my legs and more frightened in my heart.

I hadn’t forgotten I was married. I thought of Steve constantly. I remembered our vows. I knew how deeply I loved him. Yet by the time we pulled into the driveway, my desire had become so overwhelming that nothing short of the house catching fire could have stopped me. And even then… I might have risked it.

We did actually eat some ice cream. We sat at the kitchen table and chatted for a little while longer, spoons clinking against bowls. But the tension was unbearable. Every spoonful I took, my pussy throbbed with need.

Once the bowls were in the dishwasher, I stood there awkwardly, having no idea what to do next.

I didn’t have to figure it out.

Without a word, Luke stepped forward, took my hand in his, and gave me a big, confident smile. He led me upstairs, moving with calm assurance until he found our master bedroom. He guided me inside, positioned me gently in front of him beside the bed, and began kissing me — slow, deep, and tender at first.

Then, with surprising gentleness, he started undressing me.

I stood there trembling like a nervous virgin on her wedding night as he peeled away each piece of clothing. With every new inch of skin he exposed, he kissed it softly — first my neck and shoulders, then down to my full breasts, lingering on my sensitive nipples until I whimpered. He dropped to his knees, kissing his way up my thighs, and finally pressed his mouth reverently against my aching, exposed pussy.

If you wanted any proof that this wasn’t planned on my part, here it is: I hadn’t shaved or even trimmed my pussy in months. As Luke slowly slid my panties down my thighs, he revealed a full, thick, untamed bush. It was the kind of natural, wild hair I was comfortable with Steve seeing after twenty-three years of marriage, but the thought of anyone else — even a doctor — seeing it made me want to die of embarrassment.

Yet the shame barely registered.

Because the level of arousal I felt in that moment was beyond anything I had ever experienced. My heart was pounding, my skin felt feverish, and I could feel my own slick juices coating my inner thighs. I was dripping with need.

I would have expected to feel deeply self-conscious standing there completely naked in front of another man. I’m forty-five. I’ve had two children. My body is soft and womanly now — rounded belly, thick thighs, heavy breasts that swayed with every breath, and hips that had widened with age. I was nowhere near the firm, tight body of a younger woman, and I knew it.

But I was so insanely turned on that none of it mattered. The embarrassment melted away under the heat of my desire.

Luke stepped back slightly, his eyes roaming slowly over my naked body. Then he smiled — a warm, appreciative smile that made my stomach flutter.

“Let me look at you while I get undressed,” he said softly. “You really are beautiful, Becky.”

I stood there trembling as he pulled off his shirt, revealing a leaner, fitter torso than Steve’s. His shoulders were strong, his arms toned from what I guessed was an active lifestyle. When he dropped his shorts and underwear, his cock sprang free — already fully hard and pointing straight up at me.

It was noticeably longer than Steve’s, though a little thinner. But God… it was beautiful. Perfectly shaped, with a flushed, swollen head. I had never felt anything like the rush of pure lust that hit me in that moment. A woman who had never particularly enjoyed giving head suddenly felt an overwhelming urge to drop to her knees and worship this cock with her mouth.

I wanted it. Badly.

But Luke had other ideas. He stepped forward, pulled me gently into his arms, and lowered me onto the bed. He began kissing me — slow, deep kisses on my lips and face, while his hands caressed my breasts with genuine admiration.

“You have such beautiful tits,” he murmured against my skin, kissing and gently sucking on my nipples until I was moaning uncontrollably, completely lost in the sensation.

Then he slid lower and began kissing and licking all around my breasts. He deliberately avoided my nipples for what felt like an eternity, even as I twisted and arched beneath him, desperately trying to guide his mouth where I needed it most. He teased me mercilessly, kissing the soft undersides, the sides, the sensitive skin between them, until I was whimpering with frustration and need.

Finally, he took pity on me.

He sucked my right nipple hard into his mouth while his fingers pinched and tugged the left one. The sudden, intense stimulation hit me like lightning. An unbelievable orgasm crashed through me without warning. I moaned loudly, my back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure ripped through my body. It was so powerful I saw stars.

Luke didn’t stop. His mouth stayed on my breasts, sucking and biting gently, while his hands traveled lower. He stroked up and down my thick thighs, teasing me, before finally moving between my legs. For a long time he avoided my pussy directly, just sliding his fingers around it, tracing the crease where my thigh met my body, circling closer and closer until I thought I would lose my mind.

When he finally touched me, it was slow and deliberate. He stroked up and down my swollen, dripping lips, over and over, spreading my wetness everywhere. I was moaning continuously now, completely out of control, my hips grinding shamelessly against his hand.

I don’t know how long he teased me like that before I felt his head move between my thighs. The moment his warm tongue slid between my folds and pushed inside me, another orgasm exploded through my body almost instantly. Luke didn’t stop. He kept licking and sucking, his tongue flicking rapidly over my swollen clit while two fingers curled inside me, stroking my G-spot.

I came again. And again. And again.

My moans turned into full-throated screams as pleasure overwhelmed me. It felt like my body was going to shatter from the intensity. At one point I genuinely thought I might pass out or die from how good it felt. My hips jerked and bucked wildly against his face as orgasm after orgasm tore through me. I had never come like this in my life.

I kept trying to pull him up, desperate to feel his cock inside me. After what felt like forever, Luke finally gave in. He slid up my body, positioned himself between my spread thighs, and in one smooth, powerful thrust, buried his long, hard cock deep inside me.

“Oh my God, Becky,” he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. “You have the hottest, wettest pussy I’ve ever felt.”

I didn’t answer with words. I just pulled his mouth down to mine and started fucking him back with everything I had — slamming my hips up to meet his thrusts, wild and desperate. There was nothing romantic or gentle about it. This was raw, forceful, animalistic sex. I felt like my entire existence depended on him fucking me harder, deeper, faster.

I came again within a minute. Then again. And again. It felt like the orgasms would never stop. We were both drenched in sweat, grunting and moaning like animals. Finally, Luke sped up, pounding into me with twenty frantic strokes before he tensed and roared. I felt his cock swell and pulse as he came hard, flooding me with thick, hot spurts of cum.

We collapsed together onto the bed, panting, sweaty, and trembling, still gently holding one another.

In that moment, a wave of new and frightening feelings washed over me.

First, I had never been fucked so thoroughly, so completely, or felt so deeply satisfied in my entire life. I finally understood those cliché lines in movies where the woman says, completely dazed, “I never knew it could be that good.” That was me. I honestly had no idea sex could feel like this.

Second, and just as powerfully, a crushing wave of guilt and terror washed over me.

I had just cheated on Steve — my loving, faithful husband — right here in our marital bed. For the last few hours I hadn’t given him a single thought. Not once. I had spread my legs for another man in the same sheets we slept in every night. What kind of slut was I? After twenty-three years of Steve being kind, patient, supportive, and completely devoted to me… was this all he deserved in return?

Would he somehow find out? Would he smell another man on me? Would he see the guilt written across my face the moment he walked through the door? And if he did discover what I’d done… would this be the end of our marriage?

At the exact same time, a third, even more frightening feeling surged through me:

I wanted more.

I was exhausted, my body trembling and spent, yet I already craved Luke again. I wanted him inside me immediately. If he didn’t get hard again in the next few minutes, I knew I would crawl down his body and suck his cock until he was ready. Me — the woman who had never particularly enjoyed giving head — was already fantasizing about taking him back into my mouth. The thought both shocked and thrilled me.

After a few minutes of lying there in sweaty silence, Luke opened his eyes and looked at me with a lazy, satisfied smile.

“You really are the hottest woman I’ve ever met in my entire life,” he said, his voice low and sincere.

I smiled back at him, still breathless. “That’s because you make me so hot,” I whispered. “You make me feel like the hottest woman I’ve ever been. God, I hope there’s going to be a lot more of that.”

Luke gave me a slow, playful nod, his expression turning mock-serious. “Oh, you can count on it,” he said in a deep, teasing voice that sent another shiver through me.

Around 3 PM, as we lay tangled together recovering from our second round, I suddenly remembered something that sent a rush of relief through me. Steve had mentioned he had to work late tonight and wouldn’t be home until after 8 PM.

We still had three or four more hours.

In the end, Luke fucked me three times before he finally left — and that doesn’t even count the long, delicious stretches he spent licking my pussy or the time I spent eagerly worshipping his cock with my mouth. Each time was completely different.

After that first raw, frantic, almost violent fuck, the second time was slower, gentler, and far more intimate. We lay on our sides facing each other, our legs tangled together. He slid into me gradually, filling me inch by inch while we kissed — deep, slow kisses on the lips, then along each other’s faces, necks, and collarbones. I was so incredibly wet by then that there was almost no friction, just smooth, silky pleasure as he rocked gently in and out of me. The sensation was so intense that both of us struggled to stay in control. It felt like we stayed like that for nearly an hour, lost in each other, though it was probably closer to thirty minutes. Every slow thrust, every kiss, every shared breath felt like pure bliss.

The third time, I took the lead.

I started by worshipping his body. I stroked his cock slowly, then ran my hands all over him — up his arms, down his chest, over his thighs and legs. I slid my soft, curvy body against his, dragging my heavy breasts across his chest, rubbing my nipples against his skin. I even licked and gently sucked on his nipples while my hand kept working his cock. I adored every inch of him. Only after I had him groaning and fully hard again did I finally take him into my mouth, sucking him with genuine hunger until he was rock-hard and throbbing.

Then I rolled onto my knees, pressed my shoulders and chest down onto the bed, and presented my big, round ass to him. I wasn’t thinking about anal — I just desperately wanted him to take me from behind, deep and hard in my pussy. Luke clearly loved the view. He took his time at first, running his strong hands possessively over my wide hips and full ass cheeks, squeezing and spreading me open.

He played with my breasts from behind, pinching and tugging my nipples until I moaned into the mattress. Then his fingers returned between my legs, stroking my dripping pussy while he slowly pushed his cock back inside me. As his own excitement built, he reached under me and began rubbing my clit in firm circles. The double stimulation — his thick cock stretching me and his fingers on my clit — had me gasping and shaking.

When he sensed I was right on the edge, he surprised me by sliding the tip of one finger just an inch into my ass. I shrieked in shock and overwhelming pleasure as a massive orgasm ripped through me instantly. My whole body convulsed beneath him, my pussy clenching hard around his cock as I came violently.

Luke slowed down for a moment, letting me ride out every last wave. Then, once I had relaxed slightly, he pressed me flat onto my stomach, his cock still buried deep inside me, and began fucking me with long, powerful strokes. He took another five magnificent minutes to finish, pounding into me steadily while I lay there in absolute heaven, soaking up every deep thrust of his gorgeous cock. The pleasure was indescribable.

After the third time, we were both utterly spent. We took a short nap tangled in each other’s arms, drifting in and out of exhausted sleep. When we woke around 5:30, Luke murmured that he should probably leave. But when I told him Steve wouldn’t be home until after 8 PM, a slow, hungry smile spread across his face.

He led me into the shower.

We spent a long time under the hot water, gently washing each other. Our hands moved slowly, tenderly, lingering over every tired, sensitive spot. I soaped his chest, his back, and then his cock, stroking him softly. He returned the favor, his soapy hands gliding over my heavy breasts, my ass, and between my legs with gentle care.

I really wouldn’t have believed it was possible, but after a few minutes of that slippery, intimate touching, Luke was rock hard again. And I could feel my own fresh wetness building inside me, my body still responding with surprising eagerness despite how thoroughly used I already felt.

We dried each other with big, fluffy towels and tumbled straight back into bed.

This time, Luke sat on the edge of the mattress and pulled me onto his lap so I was straddling him, facing him with my legs spread wide. In one smooth motion, he lifted me slightly and lowered me down onto his long, hard cock. Even after everything we’d already done, the way he filled me still took my breath away.

In this position he had perfect control. He slowly bounced me up and down on his cock, moving me just an inch or two at a time in a deep, grinding rhythm. My heavy breasts stayed right in his face the entire time, and he took full advantage — kissing, licking, sucking, and gently biting my nipples with his lips, teeth, and tongue until I was moaning helplessly.

I wrapped my arms tightly around his neck and clung to him, my head tilted back in ecstasy. We had been in bed together for over five hours by now, and I still didn’t want it to end. I wanted him to keep fucking me forever.

I wasn’t chasing orgasms anymore — I was so far beyond that point that I was simply lost in pure sensation, savoring every thick inch of him moving inside me. But I could feel Luke getting closer, his breathing growing rough and urgent. So I started rolling and cocking my hips with each downward stroke, giving him more friction and leverage.

He began pumping harder, faster, more desperately. And then — to my surprise — I felt one final orgasm racing toward me like a freight train.

When he was right on the edge, Luke grabbed my right nipple between his lips and sucked it hard, almost roughly, while thrusting up into me with powerful, frantic strokes. That pushed me over. I came like a crazy woman, crying out sharply as my body convulsed around him. A split second later, Luke groaned deeply and exploded inside me. His cock pulsed and throbbed as he filled me with hot, thick ropes of cum. Our final orgasm of the day hit us together, perfectly in sync — raw, intense, and unforgettable.

After we lay there for a while, sprawled side-by-side in a sweaty, satisfied tangle, we finally found the energy to move. It was almost 7 PM.

Luke took one last quick shower while I lay in bed, still floating in a haze of exhaustion and disbelief. When he came out, he got dressed quietly. I slipped on a robe and walked him downstairs. We didn’t say much — we just kept looking at each other with these secret, knowing little grins. I felt a strange thrill knowing I wasn’t the only one who had just experienced something truly unforgettable. Part of me was proud that this 36-year-old, fit, handsome man had been so thoroughly satisfied by a 45-year-old wife and mother.

We shared a few gentle, lingering kisses at the door. There was no talk of “next time,” no promises, no plans — just the heavy, unspoken understanding of what had just happened between us. Then he was gone.

The moment the door closed behind him, reality started to creep back in.

I dragged my tired, aching body upstairs. The bedsheets were a disaster — soaked with sweat, my juices, and Luke’s cum. I stripped them off quickly and shoved them into the laundry basket. I remade the bed with fresh sheets, smoothing them out with meticulous care. Then I jumped into the shower again, washing my body and hair thoroughly, scrubbing every inch of skin as if I could somehow erase the evidence. I brushed my teeth twice and went over the bathroom and bedroom with careful eyes, searching for any stray trace of what had happened — a hair, a forgotten sock, a misplaced pillow.

When I was finally satisfied that nothing looked suspicious, I pulled on an old, comfortable nightdress and flopped into bed.

I was completely, utterly exhausted. My body felt used in the best and most overwhelming way possible. I didn’t even have the energy left to properly process what I had just done. The guilt, the thrill, the terror — all of it could wait. The second my head hit the pillow, I was out cold.

When Steve finally came home from work, he must have been surprised to find me already fast asleep. But being the considerate husband he is, he didn’t wake me. He quietly made himself something to eat from the fridge, watched a bit of TV, and eventually slipped into bed beside me without disturbing my deep, exhausted sleep.

The following morning was when the real nightmare began.

I woke up early, my body still deliciously sore and heavy with exhaustion. For one brief, blissful moment, memories of the day before flooded me — Luke’s hands, his cock, the overwhelming pleasure. A warm, satisfied glow spread through me.

Then, almost instantly, a massive wave of guilt slammed into me like a freight train. It twisted my stomach into painful knots and made my chest tighten until I could barely breathe.

How could I have done this?

I had betrayed Steve — my kind, loving, faithful husband — in our own bed. I had let another man fuck me for hours in the same sheets we shared every night, and for most of that time, I hadn’t thought about Steve even once. What kind of wife does that? What kind of horrible, selfish person was I?

I slipped quietly downstairs, desperate to compose myself before Steve woke up. I was terrified he would take one look at my face and just know. I felt like the guilt was written all over me in bright red letters.

I busied myself in the kitchen, frantically trying to make things right in the only way I could think of. I made Steve’s favorite breakfast — pancakes with bacon, fresh coffee, the works — moving around like a woman possessed, as if perfect pancakes could somehow erase what I had done.

But no matter how hard I tried to focus on cooking, two overwhelming thoughts kept crashing through my mind, fighting for dominance.

The first was crushing shame. I had done something truly awful. Something selfish, dishonest, and disgusting. I had betrayed the man who had loved me so faithfully for twenty-three years. If Steve ever found out, it would destroy him. The guilt and regret felt like they were choking me.

The second feeling was even more terrifying.

I wanted to do it again.

I wanted Luke again — desperately, immediately, without hesitation. The pleasure and raw excitement of that afternoon felt like the most addictive drug I had ever encountered. Just thinking about it made my whole body tingle and my skin feel like it was glowing. Part of me wanted to dance around the kitchen and shout with joy at how alive I had felt.

I had never experienced anything close to that level of sexual ecstasy in my life.

And I couldn’t imagine never feeling it again.

It was unthinkable.

That was the state I was in when Steve came downstairs and joined me in the kitchen — a complete mess of contradictions. I was drowning in guilt and anguish, my stomach in knots, while at the same time feeling such wild, euphoric joy that I felt like a child on Christmas morning. The two emotions warred violently inside me, leaving me dizzy and unsteady.

Steve noticed the joy first.

He smiled warmly as he walked over and pulled me into his arms, kissing me softly. “Looks like you woke up on the bright side of the bed this morning,” he said, his voice full of affection. “I don’t know the last time I’ve seen you looking this happy in the morning.”

I sighed with relief on the inside. At least my guilt hadn’t given me away.

“I do feel great, Steve,” I replied, forcing a bright smile. “For some reason yesterday I was completely exhausted. I went to bed way earlier than usual and slept right through. I didn’t even hear you come in. I’m sorry I wasn’t up to make you dinner.”

We sat down to the breakfast I had made, and Steve chattered away about some issue at work. I nodded and smiled in all the right places, pretending to listen, while inside I was frantically pushing my turbulent feelings as deep down as I could bury them.

The rest of Saturday passed in a strangely normal blur.

We did our usual weekend chores. Steve worked in the yard while I handled things inside. Later we went out for dinner and caught a movie — all the comfortable, familiar things we always did. To my immense relief, Steve didn’t seem to notice anything unusual. He had no idea that I had been completely turned inside out, that I was no longer quite the same woman he had kissed goodbye on Friday morning.

But of course, in every quiet moment, my mind was obsessively replaying the same impossible dilemma:

I have to stop seeing Luke. I can’t stop seeing Luke.

I knew what I had done was horrible and wrong. I knew it could destroy the beautiful life Steve and I had built. And yet, at the same time, fucking Luke felt like the most alive and exciting thing I had ever experienced. It was like a drug I had already become addicted to after just one dose.

The battle raging inside me was completely exhausting. Hiding it from the outside world — smiling, laughing, and acting normal — was just as draining.

By the end of the day, the only resolution I had reached was that I couldn’t decide anything until Monday anyway. I needed time to think, and Steve and I would be together all weekend. That small postponement eased my self-torment just a little. By Sunday morning, I was feeling slightly less like I was losing my mind.

That is, until Steve asked his innocent question in the kitchen.

The moment the words left his mouth, I felt like I was stepping off the edge of a cliff and plummeting toward the ground.

Ten or fifteen minutes later, once I had somehow managed to change the subject and dodge the immediate disaster, the guilt came roaring back even stronger than before. I loved my husband so much. Steve had always been so steady, so loving, so wonderfully thoughtful and responsible. He had been my best friend and my devoted lover for twenty-three years. He had never once been disloyal to me.

And in return, I had cheated on him like a cheap slut.

While I was making dinner that evening, I made a decision. One way I could try to show him how much I still loved him — how much I regretted what I’d done — was to surprise him with something special in bed. Things had already been unusually active between us lately, thanks to the constant, burning lust Luke had awakened in me. Steve had been enjoying the benefits without knowing the cause. But tonight, I decided to go all out. I would let my body tell him how much he meant to me.

I went the whole nine yards.

I put on makeup, brushed my hair out so it fell softly over my shoulders, slipped into my sexiest nightie, and lit candles all around the bedroom. When Steve walked in and stopped dead in the doorway, staring at me with wide eyes, I practically chased him into the shower with a wicked smile.

I was planning to give him head — something I rarely did — because I wanted to show him how much I loved him. I wanted him nice and clean so I could worship him properly.

I was very aggressive with him that night, far more than I had ever been before. I used my lips and my heavy breasts all over his body, teasing and pleasing him with everything I had. Then I delivered on the blowjob with genuine enthusiasm. I took my time, teasing him mercilessly — switching from long, slow sucking to swirling my tongue around the head, then moving down to lick and gently suck his balls before taking him deep again. I built him up slowly, deliberately, until he was trembling.

When he finally came, I fought down my usual instinct and kept my mouth on him, swallowing every drop. I don’t even know how many years it had been since I’d let him finish in my mouth, but tonight I did it. And strangely, although I had always hated it before, this time I didn’t hate it quite as much.

But I was determined there would be more sex that night.

After a couple of minutes of catching our breath, I started things again. This time, after some slow, loving foreplay, Steve went down on me — and damn, he did it well. I could tell he was really worked up from everything that had already happened. He devoured me with his mouth and fingers, bringing me to several massive, shuddering orgasms in a row. I could see the proud, pleased look on his face every time I came, and I wasn’t complaining at all. It felt wonderful.

When we finally moved on to actually fucking, it was wild — as wild as I had ever been with Steve. I was so turned on that I kept thrashing beneath him, bucking my hips up to meet his thrusts with frantic energy. He matched me stroke for stroke, driving into me hard and deep. We came almost at the same time, clinging to each other as pleasure washed over us. Afterward, we simply cuddled up close and drifted off to sleep.

Only one thing was wrong with all of it.

The entire time, I couldn’t get Luke out of my mind.

Even as I was having some of the hottest, most passionate sex I’d ever had with my husband, my thoughts kept drifting back to Luke. I wasn’t judging Steve or comparing his performance. Sex with Steve had always been good — warm, loving, and deeply satisfying. The love, trust, and intimate familiarity we shared made it special in its own right.

That Sunday night had been genuinely exciting and fulfilling — one of the best nights we’d shared in years. But the sex I’d had with Luke two days earlier had been on another level entirely. Mind-blowing. Life-altering. I couldn’t stop thinking about Luke’s hands on my body, his skilled tongue, and especially his beautiful, long cock.

Even while Steve was inside me, those memories kept flashing through my mind.

To say I felt horribly guilty doesn’t even come close to describing it. The shame was suffocating. I hugged Steve tightly and whispered, “I love you,” against his skin. He smiled with that sweet, “happily-fucked” expression I had hoped to see, and soon fell peacefully asleep.

But I couldn’t sleep.

Miserable, guilty, and completely ashamed of myself, I tossed and turned for hours. At about 2:30 a.m., I finally gave up. I slipped quietly out of bed and went downstairs, careful not to wake him. Before I knew it, I was sitting on the couch sobbing my eyes out.

How could I have done something like this? Was one afternoon of incredible sex really worth risking my entire marriage, my entire life? The thought that my lust for Luke might cost me everything I held dear was devastating.

To my dismay, Steve came downstairs and found me.

I tried to pull myself together, but it was obvious I’d been crying hard. I made up a story about having a bad dream that reminded me of my father. I doubt he fully believed it, but he didn’t press me. Instead, he just held me gently, comforting me until the tears slowed. Then he led me back upstairs to bed.

Soon Steve was fast asleep again, but I lay there wide awake, my guilt heavier than ever — made even worse by his unfailing kindness and love.


An Awful Follow Up

Monday was truly awful.

Steve and I had our usual quiet breakfast together, exchanging small talk and morning kisses like nothing had changed. Then we each headed off to work. The moment I sat down at my desk in the Registrar’s Office, I knew the day was going to be a struggle. I couldn’t concentrate on anything. My mind was completely consumed by two opposing forces: the intoxicating memory of Luke and the crushing horror of what I had done to Steve.

All morning I fought a silent, desperate battle with myself.

I will not call Luke. I will not call Luke.

At 10:25, I crumbled.

My hands were shaking as I dialed his number. To my immense disappointment — and equally massive relief — he didn’t answer. I didn’t leave a message. There was no way I wanted Jessica to hear my voice on his phone. Good, I told myself. This is good. If I can’t reach him, I won’t be tempted to make the same mistake again.

That fragile sense of relief lasted all of twenty minutes.

By 10:45, I was dialing again. Still no answer. Thank God.

I somehow made it through the rest of the day, but only just. I called him three more times, each time hating myself for it, each time praying he wouldn’t pick up. He never did, and I never left a message.

When I wasn’t fighting the overwhelming urge to hear Luke’s voice, I was drowning in thoughts of Steve. The guilt was suffocating. The fear was even worse. I was torn between the terrible, aching memory of how incredible it had felt to be with Luke and the horrifying reality of what I had done to my husband — the man who deserved so much better than a cheating wife.

Finally, just after 3:30 p.m., I couldn’t stand it anymore.

I told my supervisor I was feeling sick, and she let me leave early without any questions. I practically ran to the grocery store, grabbing everything I needed for a special dinner. Once I got home, I threw myself into cooking like a woman possessed.

I made Steve’s favorite blueberry pie from scratch, along with a full, comforting meal — roast chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans, and fresh bread. I was so desperate to please him, so frantic to somehow make things right, that I didn’t even stop to think how suspicious all this sudden extra effort might look. All I knew was that I was terrified. I loved him so much, and I needed him to feel that love tonight more than ever.

With hindsight, it was completely foolish. The dinner was beautiful, and Steve clearly appreciated it. He hugged me warmly when he walked in, complimented everything, and seemed genuinely touched. But afterward, as we strolled together in the backyard under the soft evening light, he gently started asking questions.

“Becky, you’ve been treating me like a king lately,” he said, his voice warm but serious. “The sex, this amazing dinner… I love it, but I keep wondering why. Is something bothering you, baby? You know you can tell me anything.”

He was kind, as he always is. But he was also relentless. He wouldn’t let me brush it off. He kept pressing, softly but firmly, his eyes searching mine. It must have been obvious that something was very wrong.

The pressure built and built inside me until I couldn’t hold it back any longer. All the fear, the guilt, the tension that had been crushing me for days finally burst open. I broke down in his arms, sobbing uncontrollably as he held me and tried to comfort me.

Finally, when I could speak, I jumped off the cliff.

“Steve… I slept with Luke Richards.”

There was a very long, heavy silence.

Steve just looked at me closely, his face almost eerily calm and impassive. His jaw didn’t drop. He didn’t gasp or shout. He simply stared at me with an intensity that made my skin crawl. I realized with a sick twist in my stomach that he must have already suspected something like this. That was why he had been pressing me so gently but relentlessly. He just hadn’t known who it was.

I couldn’t hold his gaze. I looked down at the ground, my whole body trembling so violently I thought it might come apart. Two thoughts screamed louder than anything else in my head.

The first was pure terror: My marriage is over. Or it’s about to be. Right now.

The second was even more painful: I had just done the one thing that guaranteed I would never sleep with Luke again. That realization brought both overwhelming relief and a crushing sense of loss at the same time.

There was no way Steve would ever allow me to see Luke again — unless he decided the simplest solution was to divorce me and walk out of my life forever. My so-called “affair” — if you could even call one afternoon that — was over as suddenly as it had begun.

But at what terrible price?

When Steve finally spoke, I could hear how hard he was fighting to keep his voice under control.

“So… do you want to tell me what happened?”

“Steve… yes, okay. I’ll tell you,” I said, my voice already breaking as fresh tears spilled down my cheeks. “But please… please don’t forget how much I love you.”

I started crying harder. “I know how badly I’ve fucked things up. I know that, and I’m so, so sorry. But Steve, please don’t think it’s because I don’t love you. I do. I love you more than anything.”

This time, he didn’t reach out to comfort me. He just sat back in his chair and let me cry. I couldn’t blame him. Not even a little.

After I managed to pull myself together just enough to speak, he looked at me with quiet, terrible patience and said simply, “Well?”

I wiped the tears from my face with a shaky hand. “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 talking. Steve didn’t say a word. He just waited, his eyes never leaving my face.

“I don’t even know how to start explaining this, Steve,” I whispered, my voice shaking. “Honestly, I’ve never cheated on you before in my life. I swear it. I’ve never even been tempted — not a single flirtation, nothing. But when we met Luke at Jessica’s party last month… it was insane. Something about him just hit me. The second I saw him, I felt this crazy, overwhelming attraction. It’s never happened to me before. Ever. I got so turned on I could barely think straight. Do you remember how I dragged you home early from the party and practically attacked you?”

I swallowed hard, shame burning in my throat.

“I’m so ashamed of myself… but it was thoughts of Luke that got me that excited that night.”

Steve stayed very still. His voice remained calm and quiet, but I could hear the strain underneath. “So… is that what’s been behind the last couple of weeks of amazing sex?”

I looked down at the ground again, unable to meet his eyes.

“Yeah… mostly,” I admitted softly. “I don’t know why, but it was like I caught a fever the moment I met him. I couldn’t stop thinking about him. All the time.”

I took a shaky breath and continued. “I honestly didn’t see him again after the party, Steve. Except once — I think I glimpsed him downtown from across the street. That was it. Until Friday, when we just… ran into each other completely by accident.”

I finally forced myself to raise my head and look at my husband.

What I saw shocked me to my core.

Steve’s face and body were rigid with tension, every muscle locked tight as if it was taking every ounce of his willpower to hold himself together. But his eyes… his eyes contained an icy, terrifying rage that went far beyond any anger I had ever seen from him in all our years together. I knew, deep down, that he would never physically hurt me. But in that moment, he looked like he could — like he wanted to reach across the table and destroy me with his bare hands.

“Maybe you should tell me what happened on Friday,” he said. His voice was barely above a whisper now, dangerously quiet.

I knew I was treading on extremely thin ice.

Steve deserved complete honesty from me — that was the absolute least he deserved after what I’d done. But I also knew that the way I told this story could end our marriage in the next few minutes.

“It was entirely my fault, Steve. Totally,” I said, my voice trembling. “Luke isn’t to blame at all. I came on to him during lunch, and he just… took me up on my offer. I was the one who invited him back here for ice cream.”

Steve’s eyes narrowed. “What exactly does that mean — ‘you came on to him’? Would you mind enlightening me a bit?” His voice had grown harsher now, edged with biting sarcasm.

I swallowed hard. “Just like at Jessica’s party… I was so turned on just from being near him. I didn’t plan any of it, Steve. I swear I didn’t. I didn’t plan to seduce him or anything like that. I just… lost my mind. I flirted. I smiled too much. I touched his hand whenever he said something funny. All those little things women do when they want a man to know they’re interested.”

I could barely look at him. “I’m so sorry.”

“Yes, you keep saying that,” Steve replied, his tone ice-cold. “It’s a shame you’re only sorry now. Would you like to go on?”

I felt more and more frightened as his intense gaze burned into me. “Steve… maybe we should save the details for another time? When we’re both a little calmer?”

“Fuck that!” he suddenly shouted, his voice cracking through the backyard like a whip. “I want to hear the entire fucking story right now! The whole nasty business! I want to know everything that happened so I can decide what the rest of my life is going to look like!”

I sat there frozen, absolutely terrified, tears streaming down my face. After a long, agonizing pause, Steve took a slow, shaky breath and lowered his voice again. It was quiet now, but still dangerously tight with controlled rage.

“It’s alright, Becky. You know I’d never hurt you. But I really need to know everything that happened. Right now.”

I sighed inwardly with frustration. As much as I wanted to stop, I knew there was no escaping this. Steve deserved the truth — every painful detail. I had no choice but to keep going.

“By the end of lunch, it must have been obvious to Luke that I was flirting with him,” I said quietly. “So when I invited him back to the house for ice cream… it was clear to both of us what I really meant.”

I swallowed hard before continuing.

“He drove me home. We did actually eat some ice cream and talked for a little while… and then we went upstairs to the bedroom.”

Steve’s eyes never left my face. His voice was low and dangerous. “And then what happened?”

“Oh, Steve…” My voice cracked. “What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to tell me how it was,” he said, his tone growing sharper. “Come on, darling wife. Just say 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 new positions? When are you planning to fuck him next? Are you going to leave me now?”

I gasped, my eyes widening in shock. “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 ever leave you is if you throw me out.” Tears streamed down my face as I reached for him. “I love you so much. I always will. This was just… some crazy, stupid thing that I never planned. I’m so thoroughly ashamed of myself. I don’t want to be with Luke. You’re the only one I want to be with.”

What I said was true. I did love Steve. I didn’t want to lose him.

But what I didn’t say — what I couldn’t say — was that the only reason I was promising never to see Luke again was because Steve now knew. If he hadn’t found out, I wasn’t sure I would have been strong enough to stop.

I looked at him carefully. For the first time since I’d started talking, I saw his shoulders relax just a fraction.

“All right then,” Steve said, his voice low and controlled. “Now tell me about the sex. The fucking. Come on, tell me.”

I waited as long as I could, desperately hoping he might let it go. But the silence stretched until it became unbearable. I had no choice.

“Steve… I’m sorry,” I whispered. “The sex was… it was very exciting. I told you — there was this crazy, instant attraction I felt for him the moment we met. For some reason it just… got me so turned on. We did it four times. Each time in a different position. We started with missionary, then some doggy style, and I went on top for a while too. I came a lot… and then he went home.”

It was all true.

But it wasn’t the whole truth. Not even close.

I would rather die than tell Steve the full story — that the sex had been utterly mind-bending, the most intense, incredible experience of my entire life. That it had shattered everything I thought I knew about pleasure. Whatever happened now, he never needed to hear that.

I sat there in silence, praying he would accept what I’d said and let it drop.

But as soon as he opened his mouth again, I knew I wasn’t getting off that easily.

“So come on then,” he pressed, his tone deceptively calm. “Tell me. Was it better than the sex we have?”

Oh God, yes.

The answer screamed through my mind instantly. It had been better than anything I had ever experienced. Better than I ever imagined sex could be. I almost wanted to laugh at how ridiculous the comparison felt — like comparing a candle to the sun. I bet it was better than the sex they have in Heaven.

But I couldn’t say that. I wouldn’t say that.

“It was different, Steve,” I said carefully, trying to choose my words. “It was the first time I’d been with anyone other than you in twenty-five years. That alone is exciting. A new body, someone whose responses I didn’t already know by heart. And like I told you… I had this crazy, overwhelming attraction to him.”

I reached for some shred of reassurance. “But I love the way we make love. I really do. I’m as satisfied as a woman could possibly be with you. The way you touch me, the way you know me… it’s wonderful. Wasn’t last night amazing?”

Steve’s reply was quiet at first. “Yes, it was. Actually.” Then his voice turned cold, laced with barely contained rage. “But now that we’re on the subject… what exactly was last night? Was it just make-up sex? Or was it guilty Becky trying to atone for her sins? Or maybe you were just imagining you were fucking Luke the whole time while you were riding me?”

His words hit me like a slap. I flinched.

“No, baby,” I said slowly, desperately trying to make him understand. “Last night was me trying to show you how I feel about you. Just like the dinner tonight. It was my way of saying I adore you. You are the man for me. I wanted to give you all of myself. And yes… I was terrified. Scared to death of what I’d done and that I might lose you.”

Steve let out a bitter, sarcastic laugh that sent a chill through me.

“I like that,” he said, his voice dripping with acid. “‘You are the man for me.’ I guess that means different things to you and me, doesn’t it, Becky? To you, it means I’m the man for you… just not the only man, right?”

With that, he stood up abruptly and started pacing around the backyard, his movements tight and agitated. His fists clenched and unclenched at his sides.

I sat frozen on the bench, too afraid to speak or even move in case it made things worse. The silence between us felt suffocating.

He paced up and down the backyard, clenching and unclenching his fists, his whole body radiating raw fury. Even though he wasn’t saying a word, everything about his posture — the rigid shoulders, the tight jaw, the barely controlled energy in every step — screamed his rage.

Finally, he stopped pacing and came to stand directly in front of me. He loomed there for a long moment, looking down at me with an intensity that made my heart stutter.

“I’m going inside now,” he said, his voice low and tight. “I’m going to pack a bag. I need to get the hell out of here for a while. I’ll find a hotel room or something. I obviously need time to think, and I’m way too angry right now to do it here.”

I had been expecting this, but hearing the words still hit me like a punch to the chest. I knew we would need space, so I forced myself to speak through the lump in my throat.

“I’ll go, Steve,” I said, my voice breaking. “I’m the one who… I’m the stupid bitch who fucked everything up.”

“No,” he replied sharply. “You can stay here. I don’t want to spend another night in that bed. Not after what you did in it.”

The words cut deep. Before I could respond, Steve turned and walked quickly back toward the house. Over his shoulder, he added coldly, “I’ll call you.”

I sat alone on the bench, staring at the grass, desperately trying to hold back the tears. But the moment I heard his car start and drive away, the dam broke. I buried my face in my hands and let the sobs tear through me. The tears came flooding down in heavy, choking waves as the full weight of what I had done finally crashed over me.


The Other Man

LUKE'S STORY

I can’t honestly say I had a thing for Becky when I first met her.

At my aunt Jessica’s deck party, she was just one of many nice people I chatted with that afternoon. I did notice her figure though — it was pretty hard to miss. She was carrying a few extra pounds, sure, but she had a genuinely nice, curvy body and one hell of a rack. Not just impressive for a woman in her mid-forties — they’d be impressive on anyone.

Our second meeting at Elgin’s Restaurant weeks later was pure coincidence. I hesitated for a second about joining her, but she seemed friendly and I didn’t want to be rude, so I sat down.

It took me longer than it probably should have to realize she was flirting with me. If she’d been closer to my age, I might have picked up on it faster. Once I finally noticed and watched for a while to make sure I wasn’t imagining things, I felt a little stupid. She wasn’t exactly being subtle.

As I sat there processing the situation, I had to decide how I wanted to respond. I’d had a few casual dates and hookups with grad students at PSU, but nothing serious. Honestly, most of them had been kind of underwhelming in bed — more interested in talking about theory than getting lost in the physical side of things.

Becky was different. She had a great body and this lively, engaging energy about her. When it became clear she was inviting me home for a lot more than ice cream, I warmed up to the idea quickly. The fact that she was married gave me a brief pause — I’d never been with a married woman before. But she was the one pursuing it so openly. I figured her marriage and her vows were her responsibility, not mine.

Once we got back to her place, it was obvious she was both nervous and seriously turned on. That combination was incredibly flattering. I took the lead, kissing her gently at first and slowly undressing her. And damn… she really did have a fantastic body. Especially those tits. Once the clothes came off, she wasn’t nearly as chubby as she looked fully dressed — just soft, curvy, and very womanly.

It was easily the hottest sex of my life, hands down.

Becky was desperate for it in a way I’d rarely seen. So much more aggressive and eager than any of the grad students I’d been with. When I went down on her, she was incredibly responsive — moaning, grinding against my face, completely wild. It was like she was being hit with little electric shocks of pleasure.

Once we started fucking, it turned intense and physical almost immediately. We were slamming into each other hard and fast. She definitely wasn’t a “just lie there” type of woman. After the first round, I knew it was going to be one hell of an afternoon.

We had sex three more times, with plenty of kissing, touching, and oral mixed in. Some rounds were slower and gentler, others were rough and frantic. I thought we’d be done after the third time, but then she told me her husband wouldn’t be home until after 8 PM. We ended up in the shower together, and before long we were going at it again.

It was incredible. Not just that we fucked four times, but how passionate and intense it stayed the whole time. I’ve never seen a woman come so many times or so hard in one afternoon.

It was strange, too — her pussy wasn’t especially tight (she’s 45 and has had two kids, after all). But she was so incredibly turned on and desperate for me that it didn’t matter. She practically worshipped my body, touching and kissing me everywhere. No woman had ever made me feel that desired before. It was an amazing afternoon.

I don’t know if we’ll get together again. I’d definitely be up for it — she’s a lot of fun and insanely responsive in bed. But I’m going to let Becky take the lead. She’s the married one. As much fun as it was, I don’t really want to be the guy who breaks up someone’s marriage. Maybe she and her husband are estranged, or maybe they have some kind of open arrangement. I have no idea. Either way, the next move is hers.


Hitting Like A Freight Train 


STEVE'S STORY

“Steve, I slept with Luke Richards.”

In the long, ringing silence that followed those words, my very first coherent thought was:

There it is. I’m a cuckold.

I had been a happy, contented husband just moments ago. Now I was a cuckold.

The realization landed with a strange, surreal weight. This was one of those tired, overused tropes — the oblivious husband who has no idea his attractive wife is secretly fucking another man. I had read the stories, seen the jokes, heard the whispers. And now, somehow, I was living it. The profound emptiness that opened up inside my chest was almost dizzying. I questioned everything: the state of our marriage, whether I even wanted to save it, and who the hell we were to each other anymore.

If I had been the kind of man capable of physical violence, the rage boiling inside me might have pushed me over the edge. The thought of hitting her flashed through my mind for a split second — but it was inconceivable. I could never do that. Still, the sheer intensity of my fury was frightening. Every muscle in my body felt coiled like a spring, vibrating with barely contained energy. I felt like I could have flipped a car if I’d tried.

Somehow, I kept my cool. Just barely.

I forced Becky to tell me everything. She clearly didn’t want to — I could see her trying to soften the worst parts, especially how incredible the sex had been with him — but I got the picture.

She had felt this intense, almost obsessive attraction to him for weeks. Thankfully, it had only been one single encounter. That was a small, bitter consolation. Her confession seemed believable in that regard; if there had been more, why risk telling me at all?

Still, the story sounded almost too perfect. The way she described the instant, overpowering attraction — like something out of a cheap romance novel. “I just lost my mind… I’ve never felt anything like it…” The clichés kept coming, and they felt too convenient. Too neatly packaged to justify her betrayal.

This was my wife — funny, skeptical, level-headed Becky — claiming she had been completely helpless against some sudden, irresistible force. It sounded ridiculous. Melodramatic.

Except…

Except for one thing.

I remembered what had happened to me years ago with Beth.

I thought about crashing with friends for a few days, but in the end I couldn’t face it. Instead, I booked a room at the Marriott near campus. The privacy appealed to me, and it was close enough that I could walk to work if I wanted. Most importantly, it spared me the humiliation of telling our friends what had happened and watching their faces shift into that awful mix of sympathy and subtle superiority — Poor Steve, such a nice guy, ending up in this mess.

After checking in, I went straight down to the hotel bar and quickly drank three beers, hoping the alcohol would knock me out. It didn’t work.

That night felt endless. Especially the hours between 3 a.m. and 7 a.m. I lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling, replaying everything Becky had told me. The images kept coming — her and Luke in our bed, his hands on her body, her moaning his name. The thought of my wife’s betrayal, and the very real possibility that our long, seemingly happy marriage might be over, tore at me like nothing I had ever experienced.

There is no pain quite like having your peace of mind shattered so suddenly by the person you love most. It’s a betrayal of the deepest kind. Like being stabbed in the heart. Or, more accurately, stabbed in the back — a wound you never saw coming from the one person you trusted completely.

Anyway… it was a long night.

I dragged myself to work the next morning, determined not to let anyone see what I was going through. For the most part, I succeeded. A few colleagues asked if something was wrong, but I brushed them off with a tired smile and said I just hadn’t slept well. They seemed to accept it.

Post-lunch, I reached out to a friend who worked at the university’s Counseling Center. I gave him a brief, painful summary of what had happened and asked if he could help me find a therapist. He promised to look into it and, true to his word, called me back about an hour later. He had managed to secure a 5 p.m. appointment that same day with Dr. Linton Davies, a psychiatrist in private practice downtown. My friend mentioned that Davies had a lot of experience with marital issues and might be a good fit if Becky and I ever decided to do sessions together.

When I walked into Linton Davies’s office, I immediately felt a sense of calm and connection. He was in his mid-fifties, with a warm, approachable presence that was anything but clinical or stiff. From the first moment, he insisted we use first names, and his genuine kindness helped lower my defenses faster than I expected.

He asked me to give him a quick overview of my life — how Becky and I had met, our early years together, our kids, and the general shape of our marriage. I started talking, trying to stay composed.

But I didn’t last long.

Without warning, the emotions I had been holding back all day crashed over me. I broke down completely, sobbing for nearly twenty minutes straight in front of a man I had just met. Once the tears started, I couldn’t stop them. I told him everything — the innocent question in the kitchen, Becky’s strange reaction, the unusually passionate night we’d had, finding her crying downstairs at 3 a.m., and finally her confession in the backyard.

I laid bare the depth of my devastation. The hollow, sick feeling in my chest. The terrifying thought that I might never be able to look at my wife the same way again.

“I used to trust her completely, Linton,” I said through the tears. “I felt safe with her. We had a bond I thought was unbreakable — a real partnership that no one else could touch.”

I wiped my eyes, but the images kept coming.

“And now… all I can see is her with him. I keep picturing them in our bed. Becky lying there, wild and excited, begging him to fuck her. I see her on her back with her legs spread wide while Luke climbs between them, thrusting into her. I see her wrapping her legs around him, bucking her hips up to meet him, moaning and screaming as she comes over and over again…”

My voice broke. I had to stop for a moment, overwhelmed by sadness and humiliation.

“My mind won’t stop showing me these pictures,” I whispered. “I keep seeing her on her knees, sucking his cock… moaning when he comes in her mouth and swallowing every drop. Or him going down on her while she cries out his name. Or him taking her from behind…”

Linton waited patiently, his expression full of quiet sympathy and kindness, giving me the space I needed to continue.

“Becky tried to downplay the intensity of what happened with Luke, to make it sound less significant. But she couldn’t completely hide the fact that it had been thrilling for her. And now I’m left with this gnawing suspicion that she’s dying to do it again. Whether she actually acts on it or not, I’m haunted by the idea that any restraint on her part wouldn’t come from a lack of desire. If she holds back, it’s only because she knows it would destroy our marriage.”

I let out a bitter laugh that sounded more like a sob.

“And that’s not what I want, is it, Linton? I don’t want to be married to a woman who is secretly desperate to fuck another man but is only holding herself back so I don’t walk out the door.”

I sat there breathing hard, trying to pull myself together, but the words kept pouring out.

“You know what was so great about having sex with my own wife? I don’t think I ever fully appreciated it until now. There was nothing to prove. I didn’t have to perform or compete. I tried to please her simply because I loved her and wanted her to feel good. And I knew she felt the same way about me.”

My voice cracked.

“But I’ve never had to compete with anyone before. I’ve never felt like my performance was being measured and judged — let alone compared to another man’s. I never felt like I had to prove I was worthy of being her husband or her lover.”

I wiped at my eyes, but the tears kept coming.

“But now… now she’s developed this sudden, irrational, crazy attraction to a younger guy. Out of nowhere. She dragged him into our bed and let him fuck her four times in one afternoon. And from what she said — even though she tried to soften it — he clearly blew her mind. So of course she wants him again. How could she not?”

I was crying openly now, and for once I didn’t even care.

“I have loved Becky since our third date, twenty-five years ago,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “She means everything to me. She has my whole heart. Her and the kids… they’ve been my entire life. And now it feels like it’s all turned to dust in a single heartbeat.”

Linton waited a few seconds, giving me space, then asked calmly, “Do you know how Becky is feeling right now? And do you know what she wants?”

“She says she loves me,” I replied. “And deep down, I believe her. I think she’s feeling incredibly guilty and ashamed of what she did. And afraid. She’s terrified I’m going to throw her out or file for divorce. She doesn’t want that to happen.”

Linton nodded gently. “Forgive me for asking this, Steve, but what about Luke? What do you think she’s feeling toward him right now? And how does she feel about their afternoon together?”

I sat quietly for a moment, thinking it through.

“To be honest, I think she’s pretty mixed up about all of it, Linton. She had this sudden, crazy lust for him from the very first time they met over a month ago. And from what she described — even though she tried to soften the edges to spare my feelings — they absolutely fucked each other’s brains out last Friday. He turned her inside out.”

I swallowed hard, the images flashing through my mind again.

“If I had to guess… I’d say she’s still dying to fuck him again. The only thing holding her back is the fear of losing me.”

Linton looked at me steadily. “And is she going to lose you, Steve?”

I looked up at him bleakly, feeling completely lost.

“I really don’t know,” I whispered. “I love her. That much I know for certain. The idea of living alone in some tiny apartment, trying to rebuild my entire life from scratch… it doesn’t appeal to me at all.”

“But I don’t think there’s any way I can go back home again,” I continued, my voice raw. “What am I supposed to do? Just walk through the door and say, ‘Hi baby, I’m home — everything’s forgiven’? How could I ever make love to her again? Every time I close my eyes, all I see is her with Luke. I see her gasping, moaning, coming again and again underneath him.”

The images wouldn’t stop. They played on a loop in my mind, vivid and relentless.

“And how would I ever trust her again?” I asked, the words catching in my throat. “How am I supposed to handle it every time she’s ten minutes late coming home from work, or says she’s just running a couple of errands? I know exactly what I’d be thinking she was doing. The suspicion would eat me alive.”

We sat in heavy silence for a couple of minutes. I could feel Linton’s sympathetic eyes on me, patient and kind, giving me the space I needed.

Eventually, he spoke gently. “I think that’s a good place to stop for today — we only have a couple of minutes left. But Steve, I want to ask you about something. The pain you’ve described is completely understandable, especially for a man who thought he had a strong, loving marriage and suddenly discovers his wife’s infidelity.”

He paused, choosing his words carefully. “But what I’m not seeing — and what I would normally expect — is anger. Why do you think that is?”

I let out a shaky breath. “Oh, I feel anger, Linton. When I think about what Becky has done to our marriage — the damage she’s caused, damage I know we can never fully undo because of her selfishness — I get really fucking angry.”

I wiped my eyes again. “But you’re probably right. I’m a lot less angry, and a lot calmer, than most husbands would be in this situation. And I’m pretty sure I know why. I think I should tell you about a woman I used to know named Beth.”

Linton glanced at the clock on the wall and gave me a small, understanding nod.

“All right, Steve. We need to stop it there for now,” he said gently. “But can we meet again the day after tomorrow, at this same time, if that works for you?”

I nodded without hesitation. “Yes. That works. Thank you, Linton.”

I stood up and shook his hand. As I left his office and stepped out into the late afternoon light, I felt… not good, exactly, but a little lighter. A little less alone with the storm raging inside my head. For the first time since Becky’s confession, I had the faint sense that maybe — just maybe — I wasn’t completely lost.


The Patient Enters 


LINTON'S STORY

I liked Steve the moment he walked into my office.

I should note that therapists don’t like all their patients — far from it. Some are genuinely difficult people, but we still do our best to help them. Steve, however, was different. He struck me immediately as a man who knows himself well and is reasonably comfortable in his own skin — a rarer quality than most people realize.

He carried a quiet dignity, never pompous or self-important, and even in the middle of what was clearly an excruciatingly painful session, his sense of humor managed to peek through. That told me a lot about his character.

Two things became clear to me even before our first session ended.

First, Steve is not a man with significant underlying psychological problems. He’s a generally happy, well-adjusted person who has simply been blindsided — hit by a bus, as we sometimes say in this field. He doesn’t need long-term therapy. He needs help processing a traumatic shock and figuring out how to move forward with his life and marriage.

Second, he and Becky appear to have had a genuinely strong, deeply loving marriage — or at least, Steve believed they did. In my experience, most infidelity occurs in relationships that are already troubled, where communication has broken down and emotional needs have gone unmet for a long time. In those cases, I often conclude fairly quickly that the marriage may not be worth saving.

But Becky’s affair seems to have happened inside what was otherwise a solid, loving partnership. While it’s far too early to say this to Steve, I am cautiously hopeful that their marriage can be salvaged — and perhaps even rebuilt into something stronger. From everything Steve has told me, a divorce would be devastating for both of them. He clearly still loves her deeply, and their relationship has brought him great happiness over the years.

The real challenge, both in the short term and long term, will be finding a way for Steve to move past the pain of Becky’s betrayal. And I say “betrayal” deliberately — even if she didn’t sleep with Luke to punish him, the effect on Steve has been the same: profound hurt and a shattering of trust.

It seems Becky has already begun to recognize the damage she’s caused and feels genuine remorse. But there is still a long road ahead before Steve will feel safe enough to fully return to her. In some way — even if it’s largely symbolic — Becky will need to “make it up” to him. Together, they will also have to rebuild an environment where trust can slowly grow again. That will be hard, slow work.

It may prove especially difficult in this case because, according to Steve, Becky still feels a powerful desire for Luke. If she is only restraining herself out of fear of losing her marriage, that unresolved hunger could become poisonous to their relationship, even if she never acts on it again.

One final note: Steve has his own story about a woman named Beth. The memory of his intense, unacted-upon attraction to her seems to be softening some of his anger toward Becky. Interestingly, when he spoke of Beth, I saw no signs of guilt — which suggests to me that he never had a physical affair with her. But any deeper speculation about her role in his life would be premature until I hear more in our next session.


Words That Sting 


BECKY'S STORY

“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 was how Steve ended the conversation. The horrible conversation that had begun with my confession.

He stood up calmly, walked inside the house, packed a suitcase, and left.

I did exactly what you’d expect.

I cried for half the night. I drank an entire bottle of wine, then passed out on the sofa. The next morning I tried to pull myself together enough to get through the day. Thank God work was routine and straightforward, because I could barely focus. If anything complicated had come up, I don’t know what I would have done.

Just like the day before — it was hard to believe it had only been one day — I had to fight myself constantly not to call Luke. I also had to fight the desperate urge to call Steve. I knew he was too angry and hurt to talk to me right now, and I knew he wouldn’t do anything reckless. Deep down, I believed he would eventually reach out when he was ready, just to let me know where he was and that he was okay. For now, I forced myself to give him space.

But coming home to an empty house every evening and making dinner for one person hammered home my new reality. The consequences of my stupidity hit me all over again. I started wondering if this was going to be my life from now on — divorced, living alone, facing endless quiet nights eating by myself at the kitchen table or on the sofa in front of the TV. Was the man I loved more than anyone else in the world (except our children) really gone from my life for good?

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t accept it.

But I also knew that husbands and wives got divorced over adultery every single day. No one who heard the story would blame Steve. His wife brought a younger guy home and spent the afternoon fucking him in their marital bed while he was at work providing for the family? Jesus, poor Steve. She seemed so nice when we met her.

After dinner, I collapsed onto the sofa and called my sister Anna. She’s five years older than me and has been my confidante and closest ally since we were kids. Growing up, she was my protector and guide — defending me from our middle brother Jason, teaching me about boys, fashion, and makeup. I’ve always looked up to her.

As adults, with careers, marriages, and families of our own, our relationship has become more equal. But in a crisis, I still turn to her. And this was the biggest crisis of my life.

Anna and her husband live just outside Pittsburgh. We don’t see each other as often as we’d like, but we talk on the phone regularly. So calling her wasn’t unusual, and she immediately knew something was wrong when she heard my voice.

As soon as Anna answered, the whole story came pouring out of me in a rush — the magnetic, overwhelming pull I felt toward Luke the moment I saw him, the stolen afternoon we spent together, the crushing guilt that followed, the intense night I’d tried to make up for it with Steve, and finally the devastating confession that had driven him out of the house.

I cried through much of it, my words frequently choked by sobs. Anna listened with the patience only a big sister can have, offering soft words of comfort and understanding at exactly the right moments.

When I finally ran out of steam, she let out a long breath.

“My dear Becky,” she said gently, “this is quite a predicament, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice still shaky. “And I’m the one who caused it.”

Through the rest of our conversation, Anna helped me see that I was really facing two separate crises.

“The first is your marriage to Steve,” she said. “His pain, the damage that’s been done, the fear that it might all fall apart. Beyond a certain point, there’s not much you can do except show him how much you love him, how sorry you are, and that you’re willing to do whatever it takes to save it. Ultimately, though, the decision is in his hands.”

She paused, then continued, “But your second problem is Luke. It sounds like you’re still very infatuated with him.”

She couldn’t help letting out a small giggle.

“Sorry — I shouldn’t be laughing,” Anna said quickly, “but it really does sound like you and Luke had one hell of an intense experience.”

I let out a watery laugh despite everything. “You’re right. I’m so glad I can be completely honest with you. I’ve never experienced anything like it before. It was incredible. Beyond words — awesome, phenomenal, almost divine. I was already so drawn to him, and in bed… he just knew exactly what to do. It was like a record-breaking session,” I admitted, my voice dropping with shame and lingering wonder.

“That’s great, Becky, and honestly, I’m a little envious!” Anna replied playfully. Then her tone grew more serious. “But what about now? What’s your plan?”

“I’m at a complete loss, Anna,” I confessed. “If I go back to Luke, Steve will never forgive me. I’ve already promised him there won’t be a ‘next time.’ I know my husband and our marriage mean more to me than any fling, no matter how mind-blowing it was. But that doesn’t erase my feelings. I’m honestly frightened by how much I still want Luke.”

The conversation paused for a moment. Then Anna spoke, cutting straight to the heart of the matter.

“Well, Becky, it seems we’ve reached the core of the problem. As I said, there’s only so much you can do right now to influence Steve’s decision to come back to you. You can show him love, remorse, and that you’re willing to fight for the marriage. But ultimately, that choice is in his hands.”

She let that sink in before continuing.

“But your second problem — and this one you can work on — is Luke. It sounds like you’re still infatuated with him. As long as he lives in your head, even just as a fantasy, your marriage won’t be able to fully heal.”

“I know,” I sighed heavily, the weight of her words pressing down on me. “I wish he would just disappear to somewhere far away — like Tanzania. But he’s only just started his grad program at PSU. He’s not going anywhere soon.”

Suddenly, there was loud commotion in the background on Anna’s end — her teenagers arguing, probably over something silly like the TV remote.

“Sorry, I have to go,” she said quickly. “I love you. Don’t make any rash decisions, okay? And please call me again soon.”

Even though the conversation hadn’t magically solved anything, I felt a little lighter afterward. That was the irreplaceable magic of a big sister — she always managed to bring me some comfort, even when the situation felt impossible.

The rest of the week passed in a numb, exhausting blur.

I forced myself through the familiar routine: going to work, coming home to a silent, empty house, making dinner for one, and spending long nights in bed. I cried often, caught between waves of self-pity and fierce self-anger. I was painfully aware that the suffering I was causing Steve — who was completely innocent in all of this — was far greater than anything I was going through.

How could he ever forgive me for what I had done to him? If our roles had been reversed, could I have found it in my heart to take him back after such a betrayal?

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

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

When Steve called me at home on Wednesday evening after dinner, the conversation was brief and painfully somber.

His main reason for calling was simple: he gave me the number for his room at the Marriott and assured me, in a flat voice, that he was managing okay. He also told me he had started seeing a therapist — a referral from his friend Ed at the Counseling Center. Though he’d only had one session so far, he sounded cautiously hopeful about it. The therapist specialized in marital issues, and Steve mentioned that, if recommended, he might eventually ask me to join them for a session.

“Steve, I would gladly do that,” I said quickly, my voice thick with emotion. “In fact, I’m willing to do almost anything you ask of me. I know I’m responsible for this whole mess, and I can’t tell you how sorry I am. It’s so important to me that you understand how desperately I want you back… but I also know the decision is completely yours to make.”

A heavy silence stretched between us. I could almost feel the weight of it through the phone.

Finally, Steve spoke. “Thank you, Becky. It feels like it’s going to take some time before I can figure out what I want to do. I’ll probably stop by the house sometime tomorrow to pick up more of my clothes.”

Tears welled up in my eyes instantly. “Do you want to come over after work?” I asked, grasping for any connection. “I can cook dinner for you and wash your laundry.”

There was another pause. “No, thanks,” he replied quietly. “I know you’re there… but I don’t think I’m ready to see you just yet.”

We ended the call shortly after that. I spent the rest of the evening curled up on the sofa, crying until my eyes were swollen and raw, completely overwhelmed by the enormity of what I had done and the terrifying uncertainty of our future.

The rest of the week dragged by in a monotonous haze of emotional pain.

I went through the motions — getting up, going to work, coming home to an empty house, making dinner for one, and crying myself to sleep. The guilt and self-anger were constant companions. I was painfully aware that the pain I was causing Steve, who had done nothing wrong, was far worse than anything I was enduring.

How could he ever forgive me? If he had betrayed me the way I betrayed him, could I have found it in my heart to take him back?

And what was I going to do about my lingering feelings for Luke?

I looked up at Jessica, stunned, feeling a sudden flush of heat rush into my cheeks. Had Luke mentioned our meeting to her? For a terrifying moment, panic and fear gripped me so tightly I could barely breathe.

But then I studied her face more carefully. Her expression was nothing but friendly and innocent, with no trace of suspicion or hidden knowledge. I let out a shaky, silent breath of relief. It seemed Luke had only casually mentioned our lunch to his aunt — nothing more personal or incriminating.

“Oh, sorry, Jessica,” I replied, forcing a lightness into my voice that I didn’t feel. “I was just lost in thought for a second there. Yes, I bumped into Luke downtown and we ended up having a nice chat. He told me quite a bit about the anthropology department and all the internal politics. I have to say, he’s surprisingly perceptive for someone in his first year. He seems to have a really good grasp of how everything works.”

We chatted for a few minutes longer, and I slowly felt myself regaining some composure. Just as she was about to walk away, Jessica added cheerfully, “Oh, and Luke asked me to pass on that he’s looking forward to seeing you again soon.”

Another wave of heat flooded my face. I managed only a vague, awkward response: “Definitely… that would be nice,” while trying desperately to sound normal.

The moment Jessica turned the corner and disappeared from sight, I dropped my head onto my desk, heart hammering.

That had been an extremely nasty shock.

And once the terror of being found out faded, I realized with a mix of shame and unwanted arousal that simply talking about Luke — even in such an innocent way — had already gotten me a little damp between my legs.

My brain knew with 100% certainty that anything between Luke and me was over. It had to be. That mind-blowing afternoon was a one-time mistake that could never be repeated.

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

Even after the spike of terror and the relief of realizing Jessica knew nothing, a deep, traitorous heat continued to pulse between my thighs. My nipples remained tight and sensitive against the fabric of my blouse, and I could feel fresh slickness soaking into my panties. Simply hearing Luke’s name spoken out loud had been enough to stir that dangerous, addictive hunger all over again.

My mind knew — with absolute, painful clarity — that it was over. It had to be over.

But my body hadn’t gotten the message.


The Scars Of The Past
STEVE'S STORY 


At 5 p.m. on Thursday, I found myself back in Linton’s office.

We both remembered that we had left off intending to discuss my experience with Beth Zalenski, so that became the starting point. I told him about the months-long infatuation that had consumed me six years earlier, when Beth had moved to Columbus as the wife of a promising young Assistant Professor of Economics from Slovakia.

Despite her last name, Beth was unmistakably Irish, and her appearance reflected it beautifully. She was tall and slender, with fair, porcelain skin and striking green eyes that seemed to hold a fiery, mischievous spark. She had the classic Irish look — a light dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks — but instead of the expected red hair, hers was a deep, lustrous jet-black that fell just past her shoulders in shiny waves. It made her even more distinctive and captivating.

I first met her at an early autumn gathering hosted by the Economics Department. It was held in the grand modern home of one of the senior faculty members, with nearly a hundred guests mingling and enjoying hors d’oeuvres. After a brief, polite introduction to her husband, Ethan, I shook Beth’s hand — and found myself almost at a loss for words.

She was stunning.

Her fair skin seemed to glow, complemented by that striking black hair and those mesmerizing green eyes. She wore a simple but subtly alluring black dress that was perfectly appropriate for the occasion yet still managed to hint at the body beneath. But it wasn’t just her beauty that affected me. There was a flirtatious, teasing energy about her that hit me instantly. She held my hand a moment longer than necessary, and her low, melodious voice seemed to linger on the words “so pleased to meet you,” drawing them out with playful warmth.

In those first few seconds, I sensed

At the time, I was nearing forty, while Beth seemed to be no more than twenty-eight. I was far from a movie-star in the looks department, and our positions in life were very different. She was the young, beautiful wife of a promising new faculty member. I was just part of the technical support staff in the department.

Yet none of that mattered.

The way she greeted me hit me with the force of a direct proposition. It felt as if she had leaned in and whispered, “I want you. Why don’t you meet me in the backyard in ten minutes, and I’ll fuck your brains out?”

Throughout the rest of the party, I moved around in a dazed, trance-like state. I smiled, made small talk, and pretended to be engaged with people I knew well, but my attention kept drifting back to Beth. I was utterly smitten — almost alarmingly so. The brief interaction had left me physically aroused, and every time I caught sight of her across the room or even thought about her, that same hot rush returned.

After a couple of hours of this bewildered, distracted fog, I finally decided it was time for Becky and me to leave. I had barely spoken to my own wife during the party, though I had noticed her enjoying herself, chatting happily with friends. I headed toward the bedroom where guests’ coats had been laid out, planning to grab ours before finding Becky.

The moment I opened the bedroom door, I froze.

There, in the middle of the room, were two people I recognized instantly. Timothy McArthur, the tall, distinguished Chair of the Economics Department — a handsome man in his mid-fifties — was locked in a passionate embrace with Beth Zalenski. They had been kissing deeply. My sudden entrance startled them both. McArthur’s hand was cupping one of her breasts firmly through her dress, while Beth’s hand was inside his open fly, openly stroking his hard cock.

The raw, shocking intimacy of the scene hit me like a physical blow. Shock and disbelief flooded through me as I stood there, unable to move for a long second.

As they swung around to face me, the full scene hit me like a punch to the gut. McArthur’s hand was clutching Beth’s right breast firmly through the thin fabric of her dress. Worse — or more shocking — his other hand was partially inside his open fly, and Beth was openly holding his hard cock, which jutted out thick and proud toward her.

I stood there in stunned immobility, my mouth hanging open. After what felt like an eternity, I finally managed to stammer out a weak “Sorry…” before hastily retreating and pulling the door shut behind me.

My mind was reeling.

The Chair of the Economics Department, caught in a passionate embrace with the young, beautiful wife of one of his own junior faculty members. It was scandalous. Beth had only recently moved to town, yet here she was, already entangled in something like this. Either she moved fast, or McArthur had.

I slipped back out through the French doors into the cool evening air of the back deck and took a deep, steadying breath. I needed to compose myself. I was utterly shocked… but I was also, to my own surprise, intensely aroused. Just meeting Beth earlier had stirred up a kind of raw desire I hadn’t felt in many years. But seeing her like that — confidently holding another man’s hard cock in her hand — had given me a powerful erection that was now throbbing insistently against my pants.

I stood out on the deck alone for about ten minutes, trying to calm down and collect my thoughts. Once I figured the two of them must have finished whatever they were doing, I straightened up and turned to head back inside.

That’s when I nearly jumped out of my skin.

Beth was standing right beside me, watching me with what I can only describe as a Mona Lisa smile — mysterious, amused, and completely unbothered.

We both started speaking at the same time.

“I’m sorry I just barged in on you two like that,” I said.

“I’m sorry we embarrassed you like that,” she said at the exact same moment.

We both smiled awkwardly at the overlap. Then Beth spoke again, her voice low and smooth.

“I do apologize, Steve.”

What shocked me most was that there wasn’t a trace of embarrassment on her face. If anything, she looked quietly amused, even a little pleased with herself.

“I’m sorry,” Beth said, still smiling. “I guess that wasn’t really an appropriate place to be doing… what we were doing.”

“I guess I should have knocked first,” I replied, feeling a hot blush spread across my face. “But it… it just didn’t occur to me that anyone would be doing that in there.”

She smiled again — warm, almost playful — and slipped her arm through mine. She gave it a gentle squeeze, then turned us both away from the house to face the quiet backyard. “No, no, it’s definitely our fault,” she said, letting out a light, delightfully sweet laugh. Once again, I was painfully aware of how completely overwhelmed I was with desire for her.

Then her expression shifted, becoming more serious as she looked directly at me.

“Steve… are you… can I ask you something?”

I already knew what was coming.

“Beth, I’ve always believed people’s private business is exactly that — private,” I said quickly. “I won’t say a word to anyone about what I saw.”

She visibly relaxed, and her smile widened into something genuinely grateful. “Thank you, Steve. I knew you were a gentleman the moment I met you, and you’ve just confirmed it. Thank you.”

I thought that would be the end of it — a few more polite words and she would drift back to the party. But what she did next completely blindsided me.

“I wonder, Steve…” she said softly, her voice dropping to a more intimate tone, “was there a moment when you imagined what it might have been like if it had been you in that room with me instead of him? Did you think about that, even for just a second?”

As she spoke, she turned her body toward mine. She leaned in and planted a soft, lingering kiss just below my ear. At the same moment, I felt her hand slide down and boldly stroke my rock-hard cock through my pants.

“Oh, I think it’s pretty obvious that you have been thinking about it, haven’t you, Steve?” she whispered, her voice like warm honey. She gave me one last teasing squeeze, then laughed again — that beautifully melodious sound — before turning and walking back toward the party, leaving me standing there stunned.

I stayed out on the deck for several more minutes, trying to collect myself. I was shocked… and more aroused than I could remember being in years. My erection throbbed painfully against my trousers. What the hell had just happened? Was that an actual offer? Or just more of her teasing? Maybe it was simply her way of sweetening the thank-you for my promise to keep her secret.

Whatever it was, it left me reeling.

Whatever it was, it left me absolutely reeling.

As I stood alone on the back deck, trying to steady my breathing, I would have given every penny in my bank account — and probably my kids’ college funds on top of that — for even one chance to make love to Beth Zalenski. My mind was completely consumed by her. Every other thought — propriety, loyalty to Becky, basic common sense — had been swept away by the sheer intensity of my desire. I was rock-hard and aching, my cock throbbing against my pants as vivid images of her played on repeat in my head.

After another five minutes out there, forcing myself to calm down, my erection had finally softened enough that it wasn’t obvious. I straightened my clothes and headed back inside. I found our coats in the bedroom (mercifully empty now), located Becky, thanked our hosts, and guided her quickly to the car.

The drive home was a blur. Becky chatted about the party, the people she’d caught up with, and how nice the evening had been. I nodded and made the appropriate sounds, but I barely heard a word she said. My mind was still back on that deck with Beth.

The moment we got home and paid the sitter, I pulled Becky straight toward our bedroom with an urgency that surprised even me.

She looked at me with a mix of amusement and pleasant surprise. “Well, hello to you too,” she teased.

I couldn’t explain it — at least not the real reason — so I simply said, “I can’t explain it, baby. But you look so gorgeous tonight, and I just… I have to have you. Right now.”

That seemed to be all she needed to hear.

In seconds I had practically torn my own clothes off. Becky stood in front of me, letting me undress her. She laughed softly and warned, “Slow down! Don’t rip my nice new dress!”

But I couldn’t slow down.

As soon as she was naked, I was on her like a man possessed. There was no time for gentle foreplay. The second she opened her legs, I buried my face between them, licking her frantically, almost desperately. At first she tried to get me to slow down, but soon my hunger excited her too. I licked and fingered her to two fast, intense orgasms, all while imagining it was Beth’s pink pussy, framed by that striking jet-black hair, that I was devouring.

My cock was harder than it had been since we were newlyweds in our early twenties. I climbed on top of Becky and drove into her in one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt. Then I fucked her hard — slamming into her over and over, half-crazy with lust. Fortunately, she seemed to love the sudden roughness. She’d had plenty of champagne that night and matched my intensity, moaning and clinging to me.

I kissed down her neck, sucked on her earlobes, gripped her body tightly, and groaned with every deep thrust. But in my mind, it wasn’t Becky I was fucking.

It was Beth.

Beth’s tight body. Beth’s pale skin. Beth’s wicked green eyes looking up at me as I took her.

After only a few minutes, I was already close to the edge. I slid my hands under Becky’s ass, gripping her firmly and pulling her up harder against me with every thrust. I was fucking her like a man possessed, and she responded with loud, surprised cries and moans that only spurred me on. This wasn’t making love — this was raw, primal fucking, far more intense than anything we’d shared in bed in more than a decade.

As I started to come, I buried myself as deep as I could and unloaded like a stallion, groaning loudly with the force of it. When the pleasure finally subsided, I collapsed beside her, both of us panting.

Becky let out a breathless laugh. “Holy fuck! Who was that sex-starved escaped prisoner who just ravished me, and what have you done with my husband?”

I grinned, still catching my breath. “Oh, 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?” she teased, raising an eyebrow. “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,” I replied, still grinning. “But he also said that once you get warmed up, you always have plenty of energy to keep going.”

By then I was gently stroking her breasts, running my fingers lightly over the soft, heavy curves, avoiding her nipples for the moment. She was already starting to respond, her breathing deepening. I replaced my fingers with my mouth, kissing and licking, then sucking on her nipples with growing hunger. Becky lay back, her face flushed with pleasure, clearly enjoying my sudden passion.

We were both excited again. But only one of us knew the truth: in my mind, it wasn’t Becky’s big, soft breasts I was devouring.

It was Beth’s small, perky ones.

Suddenly, I wanted the room completely dark. I reached over and switched off the lamp. Then I turned Becky onto her stomach, positioning myself behind her. I rubbed her clit slowly for a few minutes, teasing her until she was moaning into the pillow. I pulled her hips up so she was on her knees, then slid back inside her in one smooth, deep stroke. We both groaned at the incredible feeling.

This second time I lasted much longer, but just like the first round, I was fucking Beth in my head. The darkness made the fantasy easier to believe. I ran my hands over Becky’s wide hips and full ass, then reached underneath to hold her heavy, hanging breasts. All the while I kept stroking her clit as I pumped steadily in and out of her. This was usually my favorite position, and as I fucked my wife harder and faster, I could almost convince myself it was Beth moaning beneath me, getting louder and louder as we built toward another shared climax.

Only at the very end did any semblance of gentleness disappear. I became so lost in the fantasy that I was pulling Becky’s body back onto me with bruising force, gripping her hips hard for leverage and grunting like an animal with every savage thrust. When I finally came, it was explosive — a deep, shuddering release that left me gasping.

The first clear thought that surfaced once the pleasure faded was a flicker of worry: Had I been too rough? Had I hurt her?

Fortunately, Becky had been right there with me. She seemed to have loved the sudden roughness as much as I did. We collapsed together on the bed, sweaty and spent, and snuggled close in the afterglow.

A few minutes later she whispered playfully, “Thanks, prisoner. When you see my husband Steve, please let him know that he’s welcome to come back and fuck me again anytime he wants.”

I didn’t know how to feel in that moment. Happy? Guilty? Both at once? I had just given Becky — and myself — some of the most intense sex we’d had in years. But she had no idea that the sudden, wild passion had been fueled entirely by my obsession with another woman. I knew the truth, even if she didn’t.

Over the next couple of months, our sex life caught fire. We did it far more often, and much more passionately, than we had since before the kids were born. In my mind, I must have fucked Beth forty or fifty times — in every position I could imagine. I ate her pussy on the sofa, in the kitchen, out on the deck. And for a while, Becky even started sucking my cock again with surprising enthusiasm.

The problem was that it was never really Becky I was with. In my head, the woman beneath me, moaning and writhing, was always Beth — the young, seductive, jet-black-haired Irish beauty who was married to someone else and clearly fucking the department chair.

Becky noticed the change, of course. She asked me several times what had gotten into me. I never gave her the real answer. The best excuse I could come up with was, “I don’t know, baby. One day it hit me that I’m about to turn forty. I don’t feel the need to go buy a red Porsche or anything — it’s not that kind of mid-life crisis, and we couldn’t afford it anyway. But I do realize I want to enjoy as much physical pleasure as I can while I still can.”

I pulled her closer and added with a grin, “And lately you’ve been looking so damn hot. I just want to fuck you every chance I get. I don’t want to wake up one day at eighty and regret that we didn’t have more of this while I could still get it up.”

Becky seemed perfectly happy with that explanation. And while it conveniently left out the central truth — that all this renewed passion was powered by my secret l

I only saw Beth in person a few more times after that night, and there was never anything close to the charged flirtation we’d shared on the deck. At the occasional Economics Department gatherings, we would simply wave and smile politely across the room. I never heard even a whisper of gossip about her, so either she and McArthur had cooled things off or they had become extremely discreet. As it turned out, at the end of that academic year her husband was offered a strong position at NYU, and they moved to New York shortly after the new year.

Over the following months, my obsession with Beth slowly began to subside. The intense, daily hold she had on my mind gradually loosened. I still fantasized about her from time to time, but the fantasies became less frequent and less consuming.

Sadly, the same thing happened with our sex life. The fiery, passionate surge that Beth had indirectly sparked in me slowly faded. About a year after she first turned me into that sex-crazed version of myself, Becky and I had drifted back to the comfortable but less intense rhythm we’d had before Beth ever entered our lives. To this day, Becky has never learned anything about the hidden, crazy lust that had consumed me for those months.

I laid the entire story out for Linton. He listened intently and sympathetically, nodding occasionally but never interrupting. When I finally finished, he sat quietly for a moment before speaking.

“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 an important one. I never acted on my obsession with Beth. I never slept with her. I never even tried. So I never actually betrayed Becky with her or anyone else.”

“But the thing is, Linton, I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately,” I continued. “Maybe I never actually cheated on Becky with Beth simply because I never got the chance. What if I had bumped into her at a restaurant or a bar? What if I had worked up the courage to come on to her, and she had responded? I honestly can’t imagine turning her down — not with how consumed I was by her at the time.”

Linton looked at me with a deep, probing gaze. “So, did you ever do anything to pursue her? Did you ever call her or suggest the two of you get together?”

“No, I didn’t,” I admitted. “But it wasn’t because I didn’t want to. The truth is, I never thought for a second that Beth would actually be interested in me. I figured she was just a big tease. And between her husband and the department chair, I assumed she already had enough complications in her life.”

I let out a heavy breath. “So ultimately, I wasn’t guilty of anything except a very vivid, extremely intense fantasy. And that fantasy did lead to some of the best sex Becky and I had had in years.”

I looked up at him, my voice growing quieter. “But Linton… can I honestly say I’m any better than Becky? We’ve each had this strange, overwhelming attack of desire for someone else. The only real difference is that she ran into her guy by chance and acted on it. I never got that chance. I never bumped into Beth in a café. So does that make me completely innocent and her completely guilty? Or does it just mean she faced an irresistible temptation… and I was lucky enough not to?”

Linton thought for a few moments, considering my words carefully.

“Your last phrase, Steve — ‘irresistible temptation’ — seems to be at the heart of how you’re viewing this whole situation.”

He leaned forward slightly. “Was your desire for Beth truly irresistible? What would have happened if you had met her at a restaurant, for example? If she had made a pass at you… do you think you would have been able to resist?”

I slowly shook my head, feeling the weight of the question.

“I honestly don’t know, Linton. I thought about it constantly back then, and God knows I’ve thought about it even more this week. I’d love to say I’m stronger than that. That I’m so devoted to Becky I would have simply said ‘no thank you.’”

I paused, my throat tight. “But at the time, my desire for Beth was driving me crazy. I thought about her constantly. Every time I walked into the department office I wondered if I might run into her. I’d fantasize about her in bed with me… or catching her on her knees in front of McArthur… or with her husband. I was pretty much out of my mind about her for a while.”

Linton sat quietly for a moment, reflecting, then gave me a small, kind nod.

“I think that’s a good place to stop for today, Steve,” he said gently. “But I believe we should pick this discussion up again at our next session. Would Tuesday at the same time work for you? I think exploring these feelings — both your obsession with Beth and Becky’s with Luke — is going to be really important as we start thinking about the future of your marriage.”

I nodded, feeling a strange mixture of exhaustion and quiet hope.

“Thank you, Linton. I’m pretty sure you’re right about that.”


As Days Go By

The days continued to unfold, each one carrying its own quiet rhythm.

Weekdays were more bearable. Work provided a necessary distraction, filling my hours and keeping my mind occupied with tasks and meetings. But the weekends were brutal. They stretched out in long, empty hours marked by a profound sense of loneliness and hollowness. I spent them mostly in solitude, not yet ready to share my pain with friends or face their questions and sympathy.

To cope, I took long walks around campus and through the town. They served a dual purpose: keeping my body moving and giving me extended stretches of time to think. Those solitary walks became my private space to turn everything over in my mind — the confession, my feelings, the future of our marriage.

I made sure to stay connected with our sons through long phone calls. I asked about their classes, their jobs, and their lives, but I carefully avoided mentioning anything about what was happening between Becky and me.

In an unusual move for me, I even spent a couple of hours at the mall one afternoon — an activity I normally disliked — simply because I needed something, anything, to fill the time. It was a small but telling sign of how far I was willing to go to escape the turmoil churning inside me.

As the new week began, life started to feel slightly less heavy. But the hardest moments were always at night. Lying alone in the dark hotel room, I was confronted with unsettling questions about my future. Would I end up alone? Was I really going to have to re-enter the daunting, exhausting world of dating, hoping to find someone who could bring me even a fraction of the joy and companionship I had once shared with Becky? Those thoughts hung over me like a shadow, making sleep difficult.

The mornings were often even harder than the nights. I would wake up groggy, instinctively reaching across the bed for Becky, only to be jolted by the harsh reality that I wasn’t at home. I was alone in a sterile hotel room. That daily awakening served as a painful reminder of why I was there: I had left my wife because she had been unfaithful.

My sessions with Linton continued on a bi-weekly basis. Much of our time together revolved around my experience with Beth and the hypothetical question that had come to obsess me: Would I have resisted her if I had actually been given the chance?

It felt pivotal — almost like the key to processing what Becky had done.

If I truly believed I would have turned Beth down and remained loyal to Becky despite that intense temptation, then forgiving my wife for actually acting on her desire seemed almost impossible. But if I admitted I might have given in to Beth’s allure, then I was really no different from Becky. In that case, my moral high ground was nothing more than a lucky accident — not proof of superior character.

Linton worked patiently to help me see that this question was ultimately unanswerable… and, more importantly, irrelevant.

He emphasized that I had experienced the same kind of sudden, powerful, and unexpected attraction that Becky had felt toward Luke. The “what if” scenario with Beth wasn’t the point. What mattered was understanding and accepting these complex, messy human emotions, and figuring out what they meant for the future of our marriage.

The heart of what Linton was trying to convey was that my own experience gave me a unique window into Becky’s feelings and motivations. It wasn’t simply about labeling her actions as right or wrong. It was about recognizing that I, too, had been swept up in that same turbulent storm of desire. This realization invited me to let empathy rise above my pain and sense of betrayal. I knew firsthand how overwhelming and difficult it was to fight such powerful feelings.

The real question, then, became whether I could find it in myself to forgive Becky for succumbing to a moment of weakness.

As the third week of my absence drew to a close, I felt something shift inside me. Our communication during that time had been sparse and purely functional — short calls every few days just to let Becky know I was okay. But that Saturday, I picked up the phone with a different purpose. I wasn’t entirely sure what I wanted or what I would find when I got there, but I knew I was ready to take the first real step toward possibly mending what had been broken.

“Becky, it’s Steve.”

“Hi, baby!” Her voice lit up with genuine happiness the moment she heard me. It made my chest tighten.

“I’ve decided to come back home today,” I told her. “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 talk about, and it feels like we should do that in our own house.”

Her response was a careful mix of hope 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 pulled up to the house and hauled my suitcase to the front door, Becky was already waiting. She offered me a smile, but it was strained, and she looked exhausted — dark circles under her eyes, shoulders slightly hunched. I wondered if her sleep had been as restless as mine. The darker part of my mind immediately wondered whether she had spent any nights with Luke since I’d left. Trust had become a fragile, broken thing. I couldn’t be sure of anything anymore.

I carried my suitcase straight upstairs and headed for the guest room, setting it down on the queen-size bed. Becky followed close behind, and I saw the shock register on her face when she realized where I was going.

I didn’t soften the blow. “I’m not sleeping in our bedroom, Becky. Not after what happened there with you and Luke.”

The tension between us was thick and heavy as we stood in the guest room. The next chapter of our relationship — whatever it might be — felt like it was hanging in the balance.

Becky’s reaction was immediate and raw. Her face flushed deep red, and tears quickly filled her eyes. She looked down at the floor, seemingly at a complete loss for words. I left her there for a moment and went downstairs to the kitchen. I made myself a coffee and poured one for her as well. When we finally sat down at the kitchen table, the distance between us felt enormous. We hadn’t touched since I walked through the door.

I broke the heavy silence first.

“Here’s where I’m at right now,” I said quietly. “I’ve calmed down a lot since I left. The time away gave me space to process… everything you told me. I’m still deeply hurt. That hasn’t gone away. But the raw anger has faded some. Now it’s mostly just sadness. My love for you hasn’t stopped — I can’t turn that off. But my trust in you… it’s shattered. I don’t know how, or even if, it can be rebuilt.”

Becky listened in silence, nodding slowly, her face a picture of profound misery.

“But there’s something I need to share with you,” I continued. “A story I don’t think you know about. It’s actually the main reason I decided to come home. It happened about six years ago. Do you remember Beth Zalenski?”

Becky sat quietly and absorbed the entire story as I told it — the same version I had shared with Linton. She listened with focused attention, her eyes widening in surprise at certain points, but she remained silent until I finished.

After a long pause, she finally spoke. “Wow, Steve… it’s striking how much my experience with Luke parallels your story with Beth. Except, of course, you and Beth never actually…”

I nodded. “That’s true. And it’s something my therapist and I have gone over and over. Could I have resisted the temptation any better than you did? If the answer is no, then I don’t have any moral high ground to stand on when it comes to judging you.”

Becky’s response was surprisingly firm. “No, Steve,” she insisted. “Whatever you might have thought or felt, you didn’t act on it. You stayed faithful. You didn’t break our vows or put our marriage at risk. But I did.”

“Yes, you did come clean to me, Becky,” I acknowledged. “You didn’t let it turn into a long affair, and you didn’t keep me in the dark. That matters.”

Then, despite my internal promises to avoid certain dangerous topics, I found myself asking the question I had sworn I wouldn’t.

“Have you seen him again?”

Becky shook her head immediately. “No, Steve. Like I said, that’s not going to happen.”

Her expression looked earnest and sincere. But the ache in my chest remained. Trust, once shattered so completely, felt almost impossible to rebuild. I wanted to believe her. Part of me did. But another part — the wounded, suspicious part — wasn’t so sure.

We shared a quiet dinner that evening, then settled on the couch to watch TV. It felt like both of us were desperately trying to perform a version of normalcy, carefully steering around any subject that might reopen the wounds. The effort was exhausting.

But when we finally climbed the stairs to go to bed, reality settled over us again like a heavy blanket. We were going to separate rooms.

Becky hesitated at the top of the stairs, then spoke softly. “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 had anticipated the question and had already prepared a gentle refusal in my mind. But when I opened my mouth, different words came out.

“I’m… not ready to be intimate, Becky. Not yet. But if you wear a regular nightgown — nothing provocative — I would like having you close as we fall asleep.”

She gave me a small, timid nod and a grateful smile. She disappeared into our bedroom to change while I freshened up in the bathroom. When I settled into the guest bed, she returned wearing a simple, modest nightgown. She approached cautiously, almost shyly, and slipped under the covers beside me.

I wrapped my arm around her as she nestled against my side, her head resting on my shoulder. The familiar warmth of her body felt both comforting and bittersweet. The emotional weight of the day hung heavily in the air between us. Neither of us seemed to have the energy for conversation. Words felt inadequate anyway.

I reached over and turned off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. In the quiet, the only sounds were our breathing — slow, synchronized, and strangely intimate. It was a small, tentative step toward connection. A fragile bridge over a vast chasm.

Thankfully, sleep found me soon after, offering a brief, merciful escape from the turmoil still swirling inside me.


Back To Normality?

Returning to our home marked a transition, but it was far from the warm, harmonious reconciliation one might hope for. Instead, Becky and I settled into a strange, tentative state of semi-intimacy.

There were moments when we could slip back into our old rhythms — long, meandering conversations about everything and nothing, the kind that had always been the heartbeat of our relationship. Our teamwork around the house remained smooth and familiar: cooking together, cleaning, handling the everyday chores that had defined our life for so many years.

But there was a glaring absence of physical affection beyond the quiet comfort of holding each other at night. There were no spontaneous hugs, no lingering kisses, and certainly no lovemaking. That part of us remained frozen.

The most difficult thing was the constant, unspoken tension that hung between us like a heavy fog. The incident with Becky and Luke felt like a dark cloud that followed us everywhere. We both avoided talking about it directly, yet it was always there — an undercurrent of discomfort, pain, and unresolved hurt that colored every interaction. It made the process of healing feel incredibly complex and fragile.

During my ongoing sessions with Linton Davies, I became fixated on one particular idea — a plan to test Becky’s trustworthiness. Linton strongly objected to it.

“Steve,” he cautioned, his voice serious, “this plan of yours is unlikely to bring any real benefit. If Becky fails your test, you’ll feel justified in leaving. But even if she passes, it won’t truly ease your doubts. There’s simply no constructive outcome here.”

Somewhere deep down, I recognized the wisdom in his words. But my resolve remained unshaken.

Choosing a morning when I knew Becky would be at work, I sat down at her home computer. It was synced with her PSU work email, which gave me access to everything — sent messages, received messages, the full history.

My first priority was simple: I searched for any contact with Luke since the day she confessed. I went through her inbox, sent folder, and even the trash, looking for his name, his email address, anything. There was nothing. Not a single message.

Even so, I didn’t stop.

I opened a new email and began composing it carefully, writing it exactly as if it had come from Becky. My fingers felt strangely numb on the keyboard as I typed.

The email read:

Dear Luke,

Ever since that afternoon we spent together, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you. You’ve been on my mind constantly.

This Thursday at 7 p.m., I was wondering if you could come over to the house. Steve will be out until at least 10, so we’ll have the place completely to ourselves.

I know this might seem a little strange, but please don’t reply to this email. Just come over if you can. And when you do, could you act like this message never happened? I’d really appreciate it if you could make it seem like you’re just dropping by spontaneously.

Looking forward to possibly seeing you on Thursday.

Warm regards, Becky

On Thursday, I put my plan into motion.

I called Becky from work around 2 p.m. and spun a story about a major server reinstallation that would keep me at the office until late. I told her not to wait up for dinner — I’d grab something when I finally got home.

Of course, there was no server reinstallation.

By 6:45 p.m., I was parked discreetly in my car six houses down from our home. From that vantage point, I had a clear view of the front door. My heart was already hammering as I waited.

The “test” I had devised felt brutally simple in my mind: Becky would either turn Luke away… or she would succumb to temptation again. If they were only going to talk, I told myself, he wouldn’t stay longer than thirty or forty minutes. Anything beyond an hour would tell me everything I needed to know.

Despite Linton’s strong objections to this whole idea, I felt compelled to go through with it. I needed to know.

So there I sat in my car, half-listening to the radio while my thoughts spiraled. At 7:05 p.m., Luke’s car pulled up. He walked confidently up to our front door. I couldn’t see the door open from where I was parked, but after a short pause, he stepped inside and the door closed behind him.

Then the waiting began.

Each minute stretched out unbearably. The first thirty minutes passed in a haze of anxiety, but as time dragged on, the weight of what I was doing grew heavier and heavier. I kept closing my eyes for what felt like long stretches, trying to steady myself, only to open them and realize barely any time had passed.

As the clock approached the one-hour mark, my anxiety turned into something closer to dread. The front door remained firmly shut. No sign of Luke leaving. The music on the radio faded into background noise, drowned out by the loud drumming of my heartbeat and the chaotic swirl of thoughts in my head. The certainty I had hoped this test would bring now filled me with pure terror.

At 8:15 p.m., the realization hit me like a hammer:

My wife is fucking Luke again… and this time, I set the whole thing up myself.

I had wanted an answer. Holy fuck, I had just gotten one.

By 8:30 p.m., I was crying almost uncontrollably, tears streaming down my face as I sat alone in the car, staring at our house.

By 8:45 p.m., my patience had completely frayed. I couldn’t take it anymore. What the hell was I doing, sitting out here like a pathetic spy, just passively watching my own house? I could storm inside right now, catch them in the act, and confront this nightmare head-on.

I started the car, hands shaking on the wheel, steeling myself for what I believed would be the final destruction of my marriage.

But just as I began to pull forward, the front door opened.

Luke stepped out, walked calmly to his car, got in, and drove away.

For a second I just sat there, stunned. Then I slammed the accelerator and raced the short distance to our house. I burst through the front door, heart pounding, expecting to find Becky frantically trying to cover up evidence of what she had just done.

Instead, I found her sitting at the kitchen table, still dressed in her work clothes, looking perfectly normal.

She turned toward me, her expression shifting from mild surprise to deep concern the moment she saw my tear-streaked, distraught face.

“Steve? Did you get off work early?” she asked. Then, noticing the state I was in, her voice softened with worry. “Baby… are you alright?”

I ignored her completely.

My eyes darted wildly around the kitchen. Two empty coffee cups sat on the table. That was all I needed to see. I bolted upstairs, taking the steps two at a time. I threw open the door to our bedroom — the bed was neatly made, sheets clean and untouched. I checked the guest rooms next. Nothing. Everything looked exactly as it should.

Becky followed me upstairs, her voice laced with confusion and growing alarm. “Steve, what’s going on?”

I didn’t answer. I continued my frantic search — the bathroom (the shower stall was completely dry), the hamper, the closets, under the bed. I looked everywhere for any sign of discarded clothes, a wet towel, rumpled sheets… anything that would confirm my worst fears.

There was nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

Overwhelmed by a storm of frustration, confusion, and crashing adrenaline, I collapsed onto our bed, burying my face in my hands.

Becky stood in the doorway, her eyes filled with genuine concern. “Steve… what on earth is the matter?” she asked, her voice trembling with worry and bewilderment.

Suddenly, the dam inside me broke again. Tears streamed down my face as I choked out the words.

“I know Luke was here tonight! And I know you fucked him again!”

Becky looked straight into my eyes, her voice steady despite the chaos. “Yes, Luke was here. But no, I didn’t fuck him. And I’m never going to fuck him again, Steve. I swear it.”

My tears wouldn’t stop. Weeks of pent-up anguish, fear, and humiliation came pouring out of me in uncontrollable sobs. “Then what the hell were you doing with him here for nearly two hours?” I demanded, my voice cracking.

Becky sat down on the edge of the bed beside me. She wrapped her arms around me gently, pulling me against her. “We were just talking, Steve,” she said softly, her voice full of quiet reassurance. “He might have shown up with other intentions, but nothing happened. We didn’t touch each other. Not once. We just sat in the kitchen, drank coffee, and talked.”

Her tone grew more insistent as she held me. “Now you need to tell me what’s going on. How did you even know he was here?”

The humiliation of admitting what I had done burned through me, but I couldn’t hold it back any longer.

“I set it up,” I confessed through broken sobs. “I sent him an email pretending to be you, asking him to come over tonight while I was supposedly working late. I’ve been sitting in my car down the street the whole time… watching him arrive… watching him leave.”

I was completely inconsolable, shaking with emotion. “I thought if nothing was going to happen, he’d only stay for half an hour, maybe forty minutes at most. But he was in there for an hour and forty-five minutes!”

I couldn’t regain my composure. The crushing realization of what I had done hit me like a wave.

“Jesus, Becky… look what I’ve become,” I choked out, my voice breaking. “I’m hiding in my car like some pathetic stalker, playing ridiculous spy games with my own wife. The stereotypical, humiliated husband trying to catch his wife cheating.”

Becky remained silent. She simply held me tighter, her arms wrapped around me as I wept uncontrollably. When my sobs finally began to ease, I sat up and looked at her. Her face was streaked with tears as well. She had been crying right along with me.

Suddenly, I couldn’t bear her closeness — the warmth of her arms, the look of love mixed with pity in her eyes. It was too much. I pulled away sharply, stood up, and retreated to the guest room without another word. A heavy, sorrowful silence filled the space behind me.

In the guest room, I went through the mechanical motions of getting ready for bed — undressing, brushing my teeth, slipping into my boxers. I closed the door firmly behind me. It was a deliberate act, a silent but clear message to Becky. Since I had come home, I had always left it open. Tonight, I shut it.

Sleep refused to come.

I lay awake in the darkness for over an hour, restless and trapped in a violent storm of emotions — shame, anger, self-disgust, and a deep, aching sadness. I tossed and turned, my mind spinning endlessly.

Then I heard the soft click of the door opening.

Becky slipped quietly into the room. I instinctively rolled over, turning my back to her — a clear, silent rejection. But she wasn’t deterred. Without a word, she gently slid into the bed behind me. She nestled close, pressing her body against mine, her arm sliding around my chest beneath my own. Her warmth was achingly familiar… comforting, and yet painfully complicated by everything that now lay between us.

Thankfully, she remained silent. Right then, I couldn’t bear to hear any explanations or consolations. Her closeness was a quiet testament to her persistence — her unwillingness to let go, even with all the barriers I had thrown up between us. But in that moment, her touch felt like too much to bear. The room was quiet except for the soft sound of our breathing as we lay there in the darkness, caught between the deep need for closeness and the heavy walls of hurt and mistrust still standing between us.

After a couple of minutes of simply lying still together, with her just holding me, Becky began to touch me. I felt her lips brush slowly down the back and side of my neck, again and again, soft and warm. Her hand drifted across my chest, exploring gently. Before long, her fingers found my nipples, stroking and teasing them lightly. Then her hand slid lower, slipping under the waistband of my boxers and into my pubic hair.

I had no idea what to do.

Part of me wanted to reject her outright — to pull away and make it clear I wasn’t ready. But another part didn’t want to speak, didn’t want to break the heavy silence. And I couldn’t lie to myself: her touch felt good. Really good. We hadn’t had sex in over a month. We hadn’t even shared a proper kiss in all that time.

I tried to reject her silently. I hoped that by simply not responding, by refusing to get hard under her caresses, I could send the message without words.

For a while, it seemed to work.

She pressed her body more firmly against my back, and I could feel her rock-hard nipples brushing against me. Her hand slowly wrapped around my cock, stroking it with loving, gentle movements. Under normal circumstances, I would have been fully hard within a minute or two. But tonight, as I lay there rigid with conflicting emotions, her hand continued to slide up and down my completely limp cock. Five minutes passed, and she was still patiently playing with my soft length, trying to coax it to life.

Good, I thought bitterly. Fuck you. I don’t want your pity fuck.

But after a while, her grip tightened. Her hand moved with more purpose, squeezing firmly as she stroked up and down, focusing on the sensitive head of my cock. The pleasure began to betray me. Against my will, I felt my cock thicken and harden in her hand, rising steadily until I was fully erect.

I heard her soft, happy cooing in my ear as she slid her hand lower, gently cupping and massaging my balls. She pressed her body closer, and I felt the warm, soft brush of her pubic hair against my ass through my boxers. That was when I realized — she had come to bed completely naked.

I was torn apart inside.

Her touch felt incredible. Her warm, soft body pressed against mine, her hand working me with such loving patience after more than a month without any intimacy — it was almost overwhelming. Part of me desperately wanted more. I wanted to roll over, pin her down, and lose myself in her.

But another, louder part of me was still so angry and hurt. I was filled with a dark, irrational need to reject her, to hurt her the way I was hurting. If I had truly believed she was touching me out of pure desire for me, I might have given in. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was calculated — Becky trying to win me back with sex. Give the poor, humiliated husband a really good fuck, make him feel wanted again, and maybe he’ll forgive you.

The thought made me feel manipulated. And that anger burned hotter than my arousal, even as my cock throbbed rock-hard in her hand.

Without saying a single word, I suddenly pulled free of her embrace. I rolled out of the bed, got to my feet, and walked out of the room. I didn’t look back. I went straight downstairs to the living room, grabbed an extra blanket from the closet, and settled myself on the sofa for the night.

I lay there on the sofa, listening intently for any sound from upstairs. But there was nothing. No footsteps. No words. No crying. Just absolute, heavy silence.

I stayed awake for a long while, staring at the dark ceiling, completely miserable. The weight of what I had just done pressed down on me. Had I done the right thing by walking away? Or had I been cruel, punishing her — and myself — out of spite?

Part of me even wondered if I should have stayed. I could have taken what she was offering. Let her go down on me. Enjoyed a blowjob after more than a month without any kind of intimacy. The opportunity had been right there, warm and willing in the bed beside me.

But I hadn’t.

And as I lay there in the darkness, wrapped in the blanket, no clear answer came to me. Only questions, regret, and the quiet ache of loneliness.


Clinging To Hope

BECKY'S STORY

As each day dragged by, I clung to a fragile sliver of hope every time the phone rang and I saw Steve’s name on the screen. My heart would leap with desperate anticipation — maybe this is the call where he says he’s ready to come home. But our conversations were always the same: brief, careful, and painfully impersonal. They ended with a perfunctory “goodbye” that left me feeling even more hollow. My attempts to be patient and give him space didn’t seem to be bridging the growing chasm between us.

Then, after three agonizing weeks, Steve called and told me he was coming home.

Joy surged through me like a sudden wave, bright and overwhelming. It was quickly followed by a cold rush of fear. What if this wasn’t about reconciliation? What if he was only coming back to tell me face-to-face that he wanted a divorce? Or worse — what if he expected me to say or do something specific to earn his forgiveness? I felt completely lost, unsure how to navigate the terrifying uncertainty.

When Steve finally walked through the front door, my heart sank.

He looked like a shadow of the man I loved — aged and worn down in a matter of weeks. Dark circles shadowed his eyes, and his shoulders were stooped with exhaustion. I thought I had understood the depth of his pain, but seeing him like this was a brutal revelation. The guilt twisted sharply inside me.

In the first few days after his return, I held onto a fragile hope that we might slowly find our way back to each other. We weren’t kissing or being intimate, but Steve allowed me to sleep in his arms in the guest bed at night. I took that small closeness as a hopeful sign.

But as the days passed, the situation only seemed to deteriorate. The tension between us thickened. Our conversations grew shorter and more strained. We could still manage the routine tasks of daily life together — cooking, cleaning, the small domestic rituals — but the effortless joy and deep connection that had always defined us were painfully absent.

I felt utterly lost. Steve avoided any serious conversations, and I knew he was still seeing his therapist. I told myself the best thing I could do was remain patient and loving, giving him the space he needed to work through his emotions. But deep down, a growing sense of helplessness and dread filled me. I was terrified that we might never recover the love and trust we had once shared so easily.

Then, one evening, there was an unexpected knock at the door.

When I opened it and saw Luke standing there, a jolt of pure fear shot through me. It wasn’t desire I felt — it was deep, instinctual terror. My stomach dropped.

Stammering, I managed to ask, “What are you doing here?” My tone was sharp and unwelcoming, nothing like the woman who had once thrown herself at him so shamelessly.

Luke, however, responded with a gentle, disarming smile. “Hi, Becky. Is it okay if I come in for a few minutes?”

I felt dazed and unsure, but I stepped aside and ushered him into the kitchen. We sat across from each other at the table. I moved on autopilot, pouring us both cups of coffee. An awkward, heavy silence settled between us as our eyes met.

Desperate to cut through the tension and keep some distance, I launched into the story about Jessica. I turned it into a lighthearted anecdote — recounting my initial panic when she mentioned Luke, and how completely oblivious she had been to the truth. The humor seemed to work. Soon we were both laughing, and the atmosphere in the room eased slightly.

Then Luke’s tone shifted. His expression became earnest and serious, without any trace of flirtation.

“I’ve missed you, Becky,” he said quietly. “The time we spent together was incredible. I’ve never felt anything like it before. It’s entirely up to you… but I would love to be with you again.”

I sat there in silence for a long moment, searching my own feelings.

My heart was beating fast, but I noticed something important: I wasn’t getting nearly as wet as I had before. That overwhelming, uncontrollable flood of arousal that had once hit me like a tidal wave was noticeably weaker. The attraction to Luke was still there, but it felt different now — more manageable, less like something that could swallow me whole.

Previously, just being in his presence would have short-circuited my brain entirely. Within seconds I would have been soaking wet, nipples painfully hard, ready to give myself to him without a second thought. But now, even though the attraction was still there — a warm, lingering pull — it felt far more balanced. I could feel the temptation without being consumed by it. I could think clearly about the consequences.

Sitting across from Luke as he made his quiet proposition, I felt strangely detached, almost as if I were standing in a grocery store, staring at a display of perfectly ripe peaches. They looked so tempting, promising a burst of sweet, juicy pleasure. The thought of sinking my teeth into one, of the flavor exploding across my tongue, was almost irresistible.

But just like those peaches, taking what Luke offered would be stealing. It would be wrong on a fundamental level — and the potential consequences could be devastating.

In that moment of sudden clarity, an immense wave of relief washed over me. I realized I actually had the strength to say no. And more than that, I could do it without being crushed by disappointment or regret.

Marriage, like any deep commitment, is made up of countless choices. Sometimes it means giving up something you want — whether it’s skipping a fancy restaurant because your partner needs a quiet night at home, or resisting the pull of a passionate affair. I had already broken that commitment once, and the regret still weighed heavily on my soul.

But now, looking into Luke’s hopeful eyes, I felt a quiet surge of determination. In that moment, I was almost jubilant in my certainty: I would not falter again. The realization that I could honor the promises I had made — despite the temptations and the lingering desire — felt genuinely empowering. It was a reaffirmation of my values, a conscious choice to protect what mattered most.

So I smiled at him, soft but resolute, and slowly shook my head.

“I’m sorry, Luke,” I said softly, meeting his eyes. “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t tempted. You know that better than anyone. That afternoon we shared was incredible. I never really understood what people meant by the phrase ‘rocked my world’ until that day with you.”

We both laughed quietly, the sound helping to ease some of the heavy tension in the room. I took a breath and continued.

“But as unforgettable as it was, it nearly destroyed my marriage to Steve. The possibility of losing him made me realize just how much he truly means to me. He’s more important than any fleeting moment of pleasure — no matter how mind-blowing it was.”

I smiled gently, trying to soften the rejection. “So while I’ll always cherish the memory of our time together, it has to stay just that — a beautiful memory. Our only time.”

I added with a small, playful smile, “And perhaps that’s for the best. I doubt a second time could ever live up to the first anyway.”

Luke chuckled softly, a warm, understanding sound. “I’m not so sure about that,” he said with a small smile. “But I do understand, Becky. I felt guilty about being with a married woman, even though I was going along with what you wanted. The truth is, I was incredibly attracted to you. Still, it’s a relief not to continue something that could seriously harm your marriage.”

He paused, his expression turning sincere. “And if things with you and Steve don’t work out… I’ll always regret my part in it.”

I shook my head and reached across the table to gently squeeze his 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 hardest part of the conversation behind us, we continued talking for a while longer. He told me more about his studies in anthropology, and we swapped a few stories about the quirks of university administration. It felt surprisingly easy and natural.

Throughout our conversation, I was quietly surprised by how in control I felt. The attraction to Luke was still there — a warm, lingering pull — but it no longer dominated me. It stayed safely in the background. He was undeniably attractive, and under different circumstances, I might have been tempted to explore something more. But I wasn’t unattached. I was married. And accepting that reality was easier than I had expected it would be.

Eventually, Luke glanced at his watch and mentioned he needed to get back to his studies. We stood up, and we parted ways with nothing more than a polite goodbye — no hug, just to be safe. The moment he left and I settled back into my chair, the front door burst open.

Steve stormed in, looking utterly distraught. His face was flushed red, streaked with tears, and his breathing was heavy and ragged.

Realizing that Steve had orchestrated the entire scenario — sending that fake email and then sitting outside in his car like a spy — hit me with a flash of pure fury. The audacity and deception of it stung deeply. But as quickly as the anger flared up, it faded, replaced by a profound, aching sadness. His actions, as misguided and desperate as they were, revealed just how deeply wounded he still felt. The strong, steady man I had always relied on — my rock — was now acting out of raw pain and fear, all because of what I had done.

After Steve withdrew to the guest room, I was left alone with my racing thoughts. The silence of the house felt heavier than ever. I sat there wondering how I could possibly bridge the enormous chasm that had opened between us. What could I say or do to show him the depth of my love and remorse? How could I begin to make amends for the pain I had caused him?

The challenge felt overwhelming. His trust was shattered, his heart clearly broken. Yet I knew I couldn’t give up. I had to find some way to prove to him that he was still the most important person in my life, that my regret was real, and that I was fully committed to healing our marriage. The path forward was unclear, every possible step filled with uncertainty and the fear of making things worse. Despite feeling helpless, I knew I had to keep trying — for the sake of our love, our shared history, and the future I still desperately hoped we could salvage together.

So far, we had only reached the point of snuggling together in bed each night, without any kissing or caressing, and certainly no sex. I had been waiting patiently for him to take the lead. But tonight, something shifted inside me. I decided it was time to be more assertive.

I took off every stitch of clothing and slipped quietly into the guest room. I slid into bed behind him, spooning him tightly, pressing my naked body against his back. After a couple of minutes of simply holding him, I began to stroke his chest with slow, gentle hands. I enjoyed the familiar feel of his skin and the way my breasts pressed softly against his back. A few moments later, my hand drifted lower until I wrapped my fingers around his cock.

I was surprised when he didn’t harden right away. In all our years together, Steve had always responded quickly and eagerly to my touch. But tonight he stayed soft. I took my time, stroking him patiently, coaxing him with care. Eventually, I felt him beginning to thicken and rise in my hand. A quiet thrill ran through me as I imagined our first real lovemaking in more than a month — the longest dry spell we had ever endured.

As I gripped his cock tighter and stroked him with slow, loving movements, he finally began to respond. I felt him gradually thicken and harden in my hand until his thick cock was fully erect and ready. A thrill ran through me. I was just about to slide down under the covers and take him into my mouth when Steve suddenly, violently pulled away from me.

Without a single word, he got out of bed and walked out of the room.

I was stunned. More than a little hurt. For a moment, tears stung my eyes, but I fought them back. I lay there quietly in the darkness, listening. I hoped he would come back. But after a few minutes, it became painfully clear that he had gone downstairs to sleep on the sofa. He wasn’t coming back to me tonight.

I felt hurt, deeply frustrated, and completely lost. I had welcomed Steve home with patience and affection. I had given him all the time and space he seemed to need, waiting for over a month while he showed no signs of wanting to be close to me again. Tonight, I had finally found the courage to be more assertive — to use my body to show him how much I still loved and desired him. I had even been ready to suck his cock, something I rarely offered, just to prove my devotion.

But both my gentle approach and my bolder one had failed. I had no idea what to do next.

When I quietly went downstairs the next morning, Steve was fast asleep on the sofa, curled under a blanket. I decided not to wake him. He looked like he needed the rest. I dressed for work, made myself a quick breakfast, and left him a short note on the kitchen table before heading out the door.

The note said:

Dear Steve,

My heart is so full of love for you, and I am deeply, truly sorry.

I’m at a complete loss for how to move forward. When you came home, I held onto the hope that we could slowly begin to rebuild our bond. But it feels like we’re drifting further apart instead of growing closer.

I’ve been trying so hard to show you how much I love you and to make amends for my mistake. Yet our connection feels like it’s weakening rather than strengthening.

I’ve been wondering if it might help if I joined you in your sessions with Linton Davies. Do you think his guidance could be good for us? I don’t want to overstep or intrude on your space — I respect whatever you need right now. I’m just searching for any possible way to work through this and heal the damage I caused. I know these problems are entirely my fault.

Please share your thoughts 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 clear Steve was still wrestling with deep unhappiness, though he carried himself with a composed exterior. Our interactions were minimal and careful. He did mention, however, that he had spoken with Linton Davies, and they had agreed I should join the next therapy session scheduled for Tuesday.

Throughout the weekend, our conversations stayed polite but noticeably lacked any real warmth. I felt uncertain and clumsy about how to bridge the growing gap between us. Steve seemed resigned, going through the motions of errands and household chores in near silence. My mind kept drifting anxiously toward Tuesday, clinging to a desperate hope that sitting together in therapy might finally put us on a path toward healing.

When we finally met Linton Davies, much of my anxiety eased. Despite my fears of being judged — after all, he had spent weeks hearing about the pain my actions had caused Steve — Linton was straightforward, warm, and kind from the very first moment.

Rather than immediately diving into the details of my affair with Luke, which I had dreaded, Linton asked both Steve and me to recount the events of the previous Thursday. It quickly became clear he already knew about Steve’s “test” involving Luke’s visit.

Linton listened with focused attention as we each shared our perspectives. He watched our reactions carefully as we spoke. For Steve, this was the first time hearing the full story of my conversation with Luke. I could feel his eyes on me the entire time. I made a point of emphasizing how my feelings toward Luke had changed — that the overwhelming, uncontrollable attraction I once felt had faded — hoping he would truly hear me.

After we finished describing that night, Linton suggested an exercise. He asked us to reverse roles in our minds: for me to imagine being the betrayed spouse, picturing Steve having an affair with Beth, and for Steve to imagine himself as the one who had cheated and then tried to initiate intimacy with me afterward.

The emotions that surfaced during the exercise caught me off guard.

When we were ready, Linton nodded toward Steve. “Steve, would you like to go first?”

Steve went first. He spoke thoughtfully, focusing on his desire to reassure me of his love and desire. He acknowledged how deeply his actions would have hurt me — how they would have damaged my trust and wounded my pride. He saw his attempt at intimacy as a way to communicate his love and as a tentative step toward rebuilding what had been broken.

Then it was my turn.

Linton looked at me gently. “Okay, Becky — can you tell us what you imagined feeling if the situation were reversed and Steve approached you?”

I looked straight at Linton, and the words burst out of me before I could stop them.

“I felt like screaming. That fucking bastard!”

The rage I had been holding back suddenly exploded inside me. My voice rose sharply as I continued, unable to contain the intensity.

“That bastard has a hot night of sex with Beth, and he knows exactly how devastated I am. Then he climbs into bed with me and starts rubbing my pussy like nothing happened? 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 exactly whose pussy he would really be thinking about and wanting while he’s inside me!”

My voice had climbed to nearly a shout. The raw anger surprised even me — a powerful reaction triggered by truly imagining the situation from Steve’s perspective. When I finally stopped speaking, the room fell into a heavy, ringing silence. I sat there, chest heaving, suddenly overwhelmed by a flood of tears.

“Oh, Steve…” I said through my tears, my voice breaking. “Is that really what it felt like to you?”

Steve’s response was quiet, almost pained. “Pretty much.”

The room fell into a heavy silence again, broken only by my soft, continued crying.

After a while, Linton cleared his throat gently, guiding the session back on track. He looked at both of us with thoughtful compassion.

“I think we can all see the core problem you’re facing right now,” he said. “Steve, when you put yourself in Becky’s shoes, you recognized her attempt at intimacy as a loving gesture — an effort to reconnect. But Becky, when you imagined the reverse — Steve approaching you after being with Beth — you felt intense anger. You saw it as hypocritical, as a superficial ‘make-up sex’ move that couldn’t possibly feel genuine.”

He paused, then offered a small, encouraging smile. “But there’s good news here as well. In my individual sessions with Steve, and in today’s joint session, I see two people who clearly still love and value each other deeply. This is a strong marriage facing a serious challenge — not a fundamentally broken one.”

Linton continued, his tone warm. “It’s also important to acknowledge how empathetically both of you responded today. Steve, even though you were initially angry about Becky’s actions that night, today you were able to see them as a gesture of love. And Becky, you were able to understand why those same actions hurt and angered Steve so much.”

I felt a small flicker of reassurance, but uncertainty still weighed heavily on me. “Yes, Linton… but I’m not sure what this means for us moving forward,” I said, my voice still thick with emotion. “I want to show Steve how much I love him and how much I desire him. I want to be intimate with him again — only with him. But I’m struggling to find a way to express those feelings so that he can truly believe me.”

Steve’s agreement caught me off guard.

“She’s right,” he said quietly. “I’m afraid I can’t seem to trust anything Becky says or does right now. I find myself viewing all her actions through the lens of self-interest and guilt.”

Linton was quick to address Steve’s concerns, his voice steady and reassuring. “But Steve, the fact that Becky wants to save your marriage — that’s significant, isn’t it? Surely you don’t believe her efforts are purely superficial?”

Steve gave a slow, reluctant nod, acknowledging the point. “I understand that she loves me and wants me in her life. I do believe that. But believing she truly desires me — that I’m the one she wants instead of Luke Richards — that’s much harder for me.”

I spoke up, my voice low and earnest. “I turned him down, Steve. Even after your test, I chose not to be with Luke. That has to count for something.”

“Yes, Becky,” Steve replied, his tone heavy. “It shows that our marriage means more to you than being with him again. That matters. But it doesn’t necessarily mean you desire me more than him. It might just mean you’re choosing the stability of our marriage over the excitement he offered. And that doesn’t exactly make me feel desired… or confident in my appeal to you.”

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

His words landed like stones, resonating with pain and the deep complexity of our situation. “But you actually slept with Luke. And I know how incredible it was for you. Now I’m left competing 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, suffocating silence. Each of us was lost in our own thoughts, weighed down by the gravity of Steve’s words. I fought back tears, feeling the sharp sting of his doubts and fears cutting deep into my heart.

After a long, heavy pause, Linton finally spoke, his calm voice gently breaking the tense silence in the room.

“Clearly, we still have a great deal of work ahead of us,” he said thoughtfully. “But I urge both of you not to surrender to your darkest thoughts or deepest fears. There is still a lot of love and genuine understanding between you — a strong foundation you can build upon if you choose to.”

He turned to Steve first. “Steve, Becky has a point. She’s struggling to find the right way to express her love, her remorse, and her desire for you. It will be crucial for you to find a way to let her communicate those feelings without letting your anger turn them into something painful.”

Then he looked at me. “And Becky, patience will be essential right now. Steve may not yet know how to open up or fully accept your attempts at reconnection. This process takes time.”

Linton leaned back slightly, his expression kind but realistic. “I recommend we continue with Steve coming in twice a week. Becky, you should join us every other week. Much of the deeper work will happen in individual sessions, but the joint ones will be important for tracking progress from both perspectives and keeping you connected.”

As we left Linton’s office and walked together toward the parking lot, the weight of the session still lingered. I felt the need to say something.

“Linton is really kind, Steve,” I said softly.

“Yes, he is,” Steve replied. “We’re fortunate to have him.”

Then, in a small moment that felt like the first real step toward healing, Steve reached out and gently took my hand. He held it all the way to the car. It was such a simple gesture, but amidst all the turmoil and uncertainty, it offered a quiet glimmer of hope — a fragile bridge across the chasm that still lay between us.

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

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

STEVE'S STORY

Understanding Linton’s point, I realized the responsibility to rekindle intimacy with Becky fell largely on me. Yet my distrust of her motives lingered like a shadow. I couldn’t shake the suspicion that any move she made in bed was driven more by guilt or a desire to atone than by genuine want for me.

For the next month or so, we existed in an uneasy kind of normalcy. We went through the motions of daily life — polite, functional, but lacking the easy warmth that had once defined us. The approaching Christmas holiday, with our children coming home, added another layer of tension. We both wanted to shield them from the fracture in our marriage, so at Becky’s suggestion, we moved back into the master bedroom shortly before they arrived.

The kids’ visit turned out to be a welcome distraction. Their energy, laughter, and excitement allowed us to set aside our problems for a while and slip back into our familiar roles as loving parents. After the first few days, they spent most of their time out with friends, which eased some of the pressure at home.

In early January, after the house had grown quiet again, Becky suggested a serious conversation after dinner.

“I’m thinking of visiting Anna for a few days,” she said. “It’s a slow period at work, and they won’t mind me being away.” Her tone made it clear there was more to the suggestion than a simple family visit.

I nodded, waiting for her to continue.

“I’m at a loss, Steve,” she admitted. “We’re living in the same house, we’re polite to each other, we attend therapy together… but we’re not really making any progress. You know how much I love you. You know I desire you. I want to be close to you again — intimately. But Linton says the initiative has to come from you, and it hasn’t.”

Her words sent a chill through me, mixed with a flicker of irritation. “Is this some kind of trial separation?” I asked, my tone sharper than I intended.

“No, Steve,” she replied softly, reaching out to take my hand. “It’s not like that at all. I’m committed to us, no matter what — until you decide you can’t be with me anymore.” Her smile was sad but sincere. “I just thought a short break might help clear both our heads. Plus, I haven’t seen Anna in a long time, and I miss her and the kids.”

A wave of relief and reluctant understanding washed over me as she explained. “Alright, sweetie,” I said. “When are you planning to leave? I’ll take some time off and drive you to the airport.”

The house felt noticeably quieter and emptier during Becky’s absence. For the first time in weeks, I had long stretches of solitude, and I found myself missing her more than I had expected. I would catch myself mentally conversing with her about random things, the way we used to. Strangely, her being gone made it easier to remember the good parts of our relationship — the companionship, the laughter, the deep familiarity — and put our sexual struggles into clearer perspective. I found myself thinking of questions and topics I wanted to discuss with her when she returned, the kind of easy, engaging conversations that had always been the foundation of our marriage.

Becky called a few days later to confirm her return flight on Thursday afternoon. I had an unavoidable meeting at work, so she decided to take a cab home instead of waiting for me.

When I finally pulled into the driveway around 5:30 p.m., something felt immediately wrong. The house was completely dark. No porch light. No welcoming glow from inside.

My stomach dropped as I spotted her.

Becky was lying motionless at the foot of the front steps, her suitcases scattered nearby on the cold ground.

I rushed out of the car, heart hammering in my chest. “Becky!”

Her skin was cold and clammy to the touch. Panic surged through me as I fumbled with my keys, unlocked the door, and scooped her up in my arms. She felt frighteningly limp. I carried her inside and laid her gently on our bed, propping her head on the pillows and wrapping her in every blanket I could find.

As I hurried downstairs to make hot tea, I heard her stir. She was slowly regaining consciousness, still shivering and clearly disoriented.

I sat beside her on the edge of the bed, holding the warm mug to her lips. She tried to smile through the confusion. “Steve… I… I think I must have fallen,” she managed to say between shivers. “I don’t really remember…”

“Shh,” I whispered, lying down beside her and pulling her into my arms. I wrapped myself around her, offering what warmth I could. I hummed softly, an old, familiar tune, feeling her body gradually relax against mine as the worst of the shivering eased. Once she seemed a little steadier, I propped her up and encouraged her to sip the tea slowly. I noticed a small cut and a tender lump on the side of her head. I examined it as gently as possible, trying not to cause her more pain.

After she finished the tea, I fetched an ice pack and held it carefully against the lump while keeping her tucked against my chest. She was becoming more lucid now, and my own panic began to subside. The relief that she was awake and talking was immense.

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

The realization that she had been lying outside in the cold for nearly half an hour filled me with a fresh wave of dread. I silently thanked whatever higher power had made me leave work on time.

“Let me run you a hot bath,” I suggested softly. “You’re not shivering as badly now, but you must still be freezing.”

She smiled weakly up at me, her voice soft with gratitude. “Thank you, Steve. I missed you so much while I was gone.”

I prepared a hot bath for her, then carefully unwrapped the blankets and helped her out of her clothes. When I knelt to remove her socks, I froze. Her right ankle was badly swollen and already turning a deep, angry purple. It looked painful — possibly sprained, maybe even broken. My stomach tightened with fresh worry as I gently lifted her into my arms and carried her to the bathroom, keeping her injured leg carefully elevated and out of the water.

As she eased into the warm bath, she let out a long, contented sigh. “This feels so good… thank you.”

I sat on the edge of the tub, still concerned. “How’s the ankle? Can you move your foot at all?”

She tried wiggling it and winced sharply. “It hurts like hell, but it’s not broken. I can still move everything — even my toes.”

I fetched another ice pack from the freezer. When I returned, Becky was still soaking peacefully. I carefully strapped the fresh ice pack around her swollen ankle with an Ace bandage and replaced the smaller one on the lump on her head. “There you go,” I said, trying for a light tone. “Any other places that need icing?”

She laughed softly — a sound that felt like music after the heavy tension of the evening. “No, I think that’s all. Just my ego is a little bruised. I can’t believe I couldn’t even manage the front steps without taking a tumble.”

While she continued to soak in the warmth, I called our doctor and described her injuries. He reassured me that a concussion seemed unlikely since she was awake and lucid, but advised bringing her in the next morning for a proper check. In the meantime, he recommended ice, elevation, and ibuprofen.

I quickly prepared a simple meal — a salad with grilled chicken and some warm soup — and brought it upstairs. By the time I returned to the bathroom, Becky was ready to get out. The chill from her fall had finally left her. I helped her sit on the closed toilet seat while I carefully dried her feet and legs, then supported her as she stood on her good leg so I could dry the rest of her body.

“You’re really getting my attention with all that nice rubbing, Steve,” she said, a naughty little grin spreading across her face despite her exhaustion.

I just smiled back at her and continued with my very pleasant task. Something about caring for her like this — knowing she needed me, that I was the one looking after her — reawakened a deep, genuine desire I hadn’t felt in months. This was also the longest I had seen her fully naked in a very long time. The longest since before she had slept with Luke.

As I slowly dried her, I couldn’t help but drink in the sight of her body. She was absolutely beautiful to me. Her big, round breasts, heavy and soft. Her curvy hips and full, generous ass. And as I moved the towel between her thighs, I was very close to her now thick, natural bush. I honestly didn’t think she had trimmed or shaved at all since that day with Luke. The sight of her lush, dark curls on her womanly body stirred something primal in me. She sighed softly as my hands moved over her breasts, and I had to summon every ounce of willpower not to drop the towel and simply fill my hands with them.

Gently, I carried her back to the bed and helped her into a comfortable nightgown, arranging the pillows behind her so she could rest easily. After reapplying the ice packs to her swollen ankle and the lump on her head, I brought up a tray with our simple dinner. As we ate together, the conversation finally began to flow more naturally. Becky shared stories about her visit with Anna and the kids, her voice warm with affection. I told her about recent developments at work, including the new Chair of the Economics Department who actually seemed to understand our technological needs.

It was a simple, quiet evening. Nothing dramatic. But sharing those everyday details felt like a small but meaningful step back toward normalcy — the kind of intimacy that went far beyond the physical. In these small, shared moments, I felt like we were slowly, carefully finding our way back to each other.

As we finished our meal, I noticed Becky’s eyelids beginning to droop heavily, a clear sign of how utterly exhausted she was. I quietly took the dishes away and dimmed the lights in the room, preparing for a peaceful, restful night.

“I’m sorry, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with regret and fatigue. “I want to stay up and be with you, but I’m just… fading out.”

Her apology was unnecessary, but it touched me deeply. “It’s okay, Becky,” I reassured her softly. “You need to rest. You’ve been through a lot today.”

Watching her in that vulnerable state — tired, injured, yet so familiar — stirred something warm and profound inside me. It felt like a closeness that had been missing for far too long. Through this accident and the simple act of caring for her, we seemed to have found a small pathway back to each other. The deep hurt and challenges between us hadn’t vanished, but in looking after her, I felt myself caring about us again. A quiet hope began to take root — the hope that we might still find a way through this darkness together.

“Steve?” Becky’s voice, small and 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 injured ankle. But the worry in her voice changed my mind instantly.

“No, baby,” I said gently. “I’ll stay here with you all night.” I leaned over and gave her a soft, careful kiss on the forehead, then tucked the covers snugly around her before stepping out of the room for a moment.

While I tidied up the kitchen and loaded the dishwasher, my mind wandered back over the events of the evening. At first, my thoughts had been dominated by pure concern for her well-being. But now that I was sure she was mostly okay, an unexpected shift began to happen inside me. Taking care of her in such a vulnerable state — helping her bathe, drying her body, carrying her — felt surprisingly intimate. Almost erotic. It wasn’t just the sight of her nakedness or the physical closeness. It was the deeper feeling of her needing me, of being the one she relied on. That night, as I finally lay down in bed beside her, I had to consciously resist the strong urge to reach out and pull her into my arms.

The next morning, Dr. Westcott confirmed that Becky had a mild concussion in addition to her badly sprained ankle. He prescribed strict bed rest, regular ice, elevation, ibuprofen, and warned her against driving or drinking alcohol. He also told us to call immediately if any symptoms worsened. After the appointment, I quietly took on the full role of her caretaker, determined to make sure she followed every instruction.

That weekend transformed me into a makeshift nurse. I prepared all her meals, helped her with basic daily tasks, and kept a steady rotation of ice packs and medication close at hand. Surprisingly, I found a quiet contentment in this new responsibility. There was something deeply rewarding about being useful to her, about taking care of the woman I had loved for so long. As the days passed and Becky recovered from the worst of the concussion, we spent more time simply talking and laughing together. It felt like we were slowly rediscovering the easy companionship and joy that had always been at the heart of our relationship for so many years.

There was only one aspect of the caregiving I didn’t entirely like.

I was touching Becky constantly as I helped her — supporting her weight, adjusting pillows, drying her after baths. And I was seeing her naked far more often than I had in months. In fact, it was the most I had seen her fully undressed since before she had been with Luke. Her body was still as beautiful to me as ever — soft, curvy, womanly. Every glimpse of her heavy breasts, wide hips, and full ass stirred something powerful inside me. As I dried her or helped her change, I found myself very close to her now thick, natural bush. She hadn’t trimmed or shaved at all since that day with Luke, and the sight of it on her lush body affected me more than I wanted to admit.

Those feelings of desire had come roaring back with a vengeance. It was new territory for me — I hadn’t felt any real sexual urge since the moment she confessed about Luke. I hadn’t even masturbated once during that entire time. It was as if my body had simply shut that part of me down. But now the hunger had returned forcefully… and for some reason, it made me angry.

By Monday, Becky had improved enough to return to work, though she still needed my help. I drove her in, assisted her in and out of the car, and made sure she was steady on her crutches before she headed into the office.

During my Tuesday session with Linton, I opened up about Becky’s accident and how I had spent the weekend taking care of her. I told him everything — helping her bathe, drying her body, carrying her, making sure she followed the doctor’s orders. Then I delved into the part that confused me most: how intensely aroused I had felt during that time, and the strange anger that had come with it.

Linton’s half-smile — a rare expression for him — caught my attention.

“What?” I asked, a little annoyed. “Is it funny that being physically close to my wife, seeing her vulnerable like that, actually aroused me?”

“No, Steve, it’s not funny,” Linton replied with his usual calm steadiness. “It’s actually a positive sign. But I do find it interesting — and a bit amusing — that you’re responding to those feelings with anger instead of pleasure.”

I paused, letting his words sink in. After a moment, I found myself laughing along with him, the sound surprising even me. “I suppose you have a point.”

Linton leaned forward slightly, his expression thoughtful. “Why do you think the arousal made you angry?”

I took a deep breath and tried to be honest. “I think it made me feel vulnerable. For weeks, my lack of desire for Becky gave me a sense of control. Resisting her felt like I was protecting my hurt pride, like I was still in charge of the situation. Now that those feelings are coming back, it feels like I’m losing that control. And it sounds ridiculous when I say it out loud.”

I shifted in my chair, then continued. “And there’s something else. I don’t fully trust Becky’s sexual responses anymore. I’m afraid she might be faking her enthusiasm just to appease me or try to win me back. That possibility infuriates me.”

Linton took a moment before responding, his expression thoughtful and kind.

“Steve, there are many reasons to have sex. It’s perfectly okay to seek physical pleasure and satisfy your desires, as long as it’s consensual. Lovemaking doesn’t always have to be a test of Becky’s desire for you, or a performance to prove how well you can please her.”

His words stayed with me, echoing in my mind as I left his office.

Becky noticed my quiet preoccupation during the drive home. Instead of heading toward the kitchen when we arrived, I carried her straight upstairs to our bedroom. I stood her gently beside the bed, took her in my arms, and kissed her deeply — the longest, most heartfelt kiss we had shared in months. It felt like a genuine moment of reconnection, a small but meaningful step toward closing the distance between us. For the first time in a long while, I felt a willingness to let go of some of my resentment and simply be with her.

“Becky,” I murmured against her lips, “I want to make love to you right now. Okay?”

She smiled broadly at first, her face lighting up. “Oh, sweetie, I…”

“Wait a minute,” I interrupted softly. “I don’t really want to talk or analyze anything. I just want to do it. I’m not going to hurt you, but right now… this is all for me. Okay?”

Her smile faltered slightly, replaced by a flicker of uncertainty, but she nodded. I quickly turned up the thermostat until the room reached a cozy 77.5 degrees, then practically ripped off my own clothes. I started undressing her slowly, my hands touching and stroking every inch of skin I revealed. She stood there passively, letting me explore and enjoy the feel of her body beneath my fingers.

By the time she was completely naked and I had laid her gently on her back on the bed, I was achingly, almost painfully turned on. My cock throbbed hard between us. But the harder I became, the angrier I felt. I was still resentful of my own desire for her — this woman who had betrayed me — yet I decided to push those feelings aside. I needed release. I needed this.

I pulled her tightly against me and kissed her deeply, sliding my tongue into her mouth with urgent hunger. She responded immediately, meeting me with equal passion, her tongue dancing with mine as we pressed our bodies together. My hands roamed greedily over her, exploring every soft curve as if rediscovering her for the first time.

I couldn’t get enough. It truly felt like I hadn’t seen or touched her naked body in years. I ran my hands down her arms and shoulders, over her sides, and cupped the generous fullness of her ass cheeks, squeezing them possessively. Then I eased her back down onto the bed and devoted my full attention to her breasts. I stroked and caressed them slowly, running my palms over her sensitive nipples again and again until they were tight and aching. Finally, I lowered my mouth to them, sucking first one, then the other deeply between my lips, drawing on them hard.

Becky lay back quietly, understanding that I wanted her to be passive. But her quickened breathing and the way her body trembled told me she was becoming very turned on. As I continued lavishing attention on her breasts with my mouth, I slid one hand lower, gliding through the thick, untamed bush of her pubic hair. I was stunned by how hairy she was now. She hadn’t fully shaved in years, but she used to keep things neatly trimmed. At that moment, though, she had a lush, wild bush covering her mound. Something about it — so natural, so womanly — drove me wild with lust. I stroked all around her soft thighs and the edges of her sex, savoring the feeling.

She was already incredibly wet, and she only grew wetter as I gently caressed her swollen lips.

A few minutes later, I slid two fingers deep inside her, curling them to stroke her G-spot while my thumb circled her clit with steady pressure. Her hips began rolling against my hand in response. I moved my mouth back to hers for another deep, demanding kiss, then returned to her breasts, sucking harder. I pinned one of her thighs between mine, pressing my rock-hard cock firmly against her hip. We were both moaning softly now, lost in the heat building between us.

I could tell Becky was already teetering on the edge of another orgasm, her body trembling beneath me, her breathing ragged. But in that moment, I didn’t care about her pleasure at all. This wasn’t for her. This was for me.

I rolled on top of her, pinning her down with my weight. The second I did, she opened her knees wide, eagerly welcoming me. She reached down between us, trying to guide my cock, but I batted her hand away and gripped myself. I rubbed the swollen, leaking head up and down her dripping slit once, twice, then thrust forward — hard. I slid all the way inside her in one powerful stroke, bottoming out with a deep, guttural groan as her hot, wet pussy clenched around me.

My cock had never felt harder in my life. It was like I was eighteen again — thick, throbbing, almost painfully erect. I held still for a long second, buried to the hilt, simply savoring the intense heat and slick tightness surrounding me. I clutched her tightly in my arms, kissing and biting at her nipples while she lay beneath me, passive and yielding, letting me take complete control. Her hands still moved slowly up and down my back, caressing me, but I barely registered it.

My mind was a chaotic storm — wild, savage excitement tangled with burning, humiliated rage. As I looked down at her flushed face, her eyes half-closed in pleasure, all I could see were vivid, unwanted images of Luke. I pictured him right here, in this same bed, just months ago. His cock buried deep inside my wife. Her legs wrapped around him. Her moaning his name as she came over and over again.

The thought was disgusting. Humiliating. Enraging.

And yet it didn’t soften me. If anything, it made me harder. The more I thought about it, the angrier I became — and the more determined I was to take what was mine.

Fuck you, Luke. And fuck you, Becky. This is my turn now.

Once I started moving, I couldn’t stop. I tried to keep my thrusts long and measured at first, but the hunger quickly took over. Soon I was slamming into her — hard, deep, relentless strokes that made the bed creak beneath us. I lost myself in the tight, soaking heat of her pussy wrapped around my cock. I knew she was moving with me, thrusting her hips up desperately to meet every brutal plunge, but I barely paid attention. This wasn’t about her. This was about reclaiming something that had been taken from me.

When I felt my balls tightening, the orgasm rushing toward me like a freight train, I didn’t hesitate. I pulled my cock out of her pussy with a wet sound and practically threw myself up the bed. I grabbed the back of her head with one hand and pushed my throbbing, cum-slick cock between her lips.

I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t just want to cum — I wanted to make her take it. I wanted to do something that would get my own back on her, and on him, even if only in this small, cruel way. I knew Becky had always hated swallowing. She had never hidden her disgust at the idea. And right now, after more than two months without a single release — not even masturbating once — I had a massive, thick load saved up just for her.

But the cruelest part was this: right before I started to cum, I deliberately let go of her head. I didn’t force her. I wanted her to choose this. I wanted her to willingly open her mouth and take something she hated. I wanted her to suffer through it. To experience something she found genuinely disgusting. I wanted her to pick her own punishment.

The orgasm hit me like a thunderclap. I lost count after the eighteenth powerful spurt, the pleasure so overwhelming it blurred everything else. But I kept my eyes open, watching intently as each thick, heavy rope of cum splashed against the back of her throat. She squirmed and gagged beneath me, her face scrunching up in obvious revulsion as she fought every instinct to pull away and spit it all out.

When the last spasms finally faded, I rolled off her face, breathing hard. Becky immediately scrambled off the bed and practically ran to the bathroom. I couldn’t stop the small, dark smile that curved my lips as I listened to her gagging violently and frantically washing her mouth out.

A few minutes later, she returned to the bedroom, smelling strongly of mouthwash. She climbed back into bed and lay down beside me without a word.

I still didn’t want her to speak. I wasn’t ready for words, for explanations, for anything that might break the raw intensity of the moment.

But after a couple of minutes, Becky lifted her head and looked at me. Her eyes were shining, a soft, hopeful smile on her lips. “Baby, that was so—”

“No!” I almost shouted, the anger surging up again without warning. “I don’t care how it was for you! In case you didn’t realize from how that ended, that wasn’t about you. That was about me. You’re my wife, and I’m the one who gets to fuck you! I know I can’t do what Luke did to you, and right now I don’t fucking care. But I’m the one you married. I’m the only one you get to fuck!”

The words came out harsher than I intended, laced with pain and possessive fury. I started to pull away from her, trying to roll off the bed, needing space, needing air.

But Becky held me tightly. She wrapped her arms around me and refused to let go.

And then, without any warning, the dam inside me broke completely.

I found myself sobbing uncontrollably, clinging to her like a child. My head dropped onto her shoulder as huge, wrenching sobs tore through my body. All the rage, the hurt, the humiliation, the fear — everything I had been holding back for weeks came flooding out. I cried like a baby in her arms.

Becky just held me. She stroked my back gently, whispering soft, soothing words. “Shush… it’s alright, baby… I’ve got you…”

She waited patiently, never letting go, until the storm finally began to pass.

When my tears finally slowed and stopped, I lay back on the bed, utterly exhausted. I felt too ashamed to look at her. But Becky stayed close. She rolled onto her side, pressed her body against mine, and rested her head on my chest. After a few quiet minutes, I gathered the courage to sit up and look at her.

To my surprise, her face was also streaked with tears.

“Sorry,” I whispered, my voice hoarse. “I don’t know what came over me at the end. I just wanted to…”

“Shush,” she interrupted gently, placing her fingers softly against my lips. Her eyes were full of love and quiet understanding. “You don’t have to say anything else, baby. You’re entirely right. I’m your wife… and that means only you get to fuck me.” She gave me a small, tender smile. “There’s really nothing else to say.”

About half an hour later, we were downstairs in the kitchen, wearing nothing but our soft bathrobes, making dinner together. We didn’t say much, but I noticed that both of us were smiling — wide, genuine smiles that reached our eyes. Every time we passed each other, we found little excuses to touch: a gentle brush of arms against backs, a soft stroke along an arm, a lingering hand on a hip. It felt easy. Natural. Like the first real breaths of fresh air after being underwater for far too long.

We sat at the table and ate simple soup and roast pork sandwiches. Becky held my hand for almost the entire meal, her thumb occasionally stroking the back of mine. Afterward, we made tea and shared a piece of cake, talking idly about work and the kids. It felt just like old times — warm, comfortable, familiar. When we finished, Becky took my hand again. She looked at me with a serious expression for a moment, then a soft smile broke through as she gently pulled me toward the stairs.

“Please?” she whispered.

This time, it lasted longer. And it was even better than before dinner.

Becky understood without being told that I didn’t want conversation. We moved upstairs in comfortable silence, both of us caressing and pleasuring each other with growing hunger. I soon guided her into one of my favorite positions — a 69, with her on top, on her hands and knees above me. It let me lie comfortably on my back, my head directly beneath her beautiful, heavy hanging breasts. I kissed and sucked on one while my hand caressed the other, savoring their soft weight and warmth.

All the while, she was gently stroking my cock. Her hand slid slowly up and down my shaft, occasionally pausing to fondle my balls before returning to my length. I felt huge and rock-hard in her grip.

Then Becky pulled her breasts away from my mouth and slid her body further up the bed. I felt her warm, wet lips wrap around my cock. I lay back and let her work on me, surrendering to the pleasure. I didn’t even move my mouth toward her pussy, which hovered just inches from my face. This wasn’t about her pleasure right now, and she knew it. Because we had already had sex earlier that evening, I knew I could enjoy her mouth for a long time without worrying about cumming too soon — something that had always been a challenge for me with oral. Becky knew this too, and she used the opportunity to tease and excite me thoroughly, using her hands and her talented mouth with slow, loving devotion.

When I felt myself getting dangerously close to the edge again, I realized I wanted to cum inside her pussy this time, not her mouth. I gently pulled her off me. She looked up at me, surprised that I was turning down the chance to finish in her mouth again, but the spark of excitement in her eyes was unmistakable. I grabbed her head, pulled her up, and kissed her deeply — pushing my tongue into her mouth with raw hunger while pressing her mound firmly against my throbbing erection.

Then I turned her around so she was facing away from me and got into position behind her. I have always loved taking her from behind. There’s something deeply primal about the way her body looks in that position, the way her muscles clench and flutter around me, the perfect angle that lets me go so deep.

I lifted her hips slightly. She reached back between her legs, took my throbbing cock in her hand, and guided the head to her dripping, eager entrance. My cock felt like a steel pipe — impossibly hard — as I slowly pushed forward and slid all the way inside her in one long, smooth stroke.

I stayed there for a long moment, buried to the hilt, not thrusting at all. Just feeling her tight, wet heat gripping me completely. I reached around her body with both hands and began to caress her. My right hand glided back and forth over her heavy breasts, teasing and rolling her nipples between my fingers. My left hand moved lower, stroking her swollen clit in slow, steady circles while my fingers slid along her stretched pussy lips where they were wrapped tightly around my cock.

I wanted to make her cum while I was still buried deep inside her. I worked on her patiently, enjoying the way her breathing grew faster and her quiet moans filled the room.

Soon her body began to quiver and shake. Her hips started jerking back and forth as she got closer and closer to the edge. I kept my touch steady, then made it lighter and even more delicate, teasing her with feather-light strokes. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. I didn’t change the rhythm — just kept the pressure perfect, loving the way her body reacted, the way her pussy fluttered and clenched around my cock.

Then, without any real warning, she cried out sharply. Her whole body jerked violently as the orgasm crashed through her. I didn’t let up for a second. I kept stroking her clit and fucking her slowly with my fingers, drawing the pleasure out as her orgasm seemed to last for almost a full minute.

Finally, the tension began to ease from her body. She grabbed my hand with hers, trying to stop my caresses. “Baby, please… just wait… you really need to…”

I stopped moving my cock completely and just held her close, savoring the feeling of her warmth and the slick sheen of sweat on her skin. I left my still rock-hard cock buried deep inside her, enjoying the way her pussy continued to flutter and pulse around me in the aftermath of her orgasm. For the next minute or two, we simply lay there together — her pressed face-down into the mattress with me covering her completely from behind — breathing in sync, connected in the most intimate way possible.

Then she started to wriggle her bottom against me, a slow, inviting movement that felt like a clear request for more. I took the invitation.

I began stroking my cock in and out of her again, long and deliberate at first. She was so incredibly wet that every thrust felt smooth and effortless, her juices coating my shaft and making obscene, wet sounds with every movement. I wanted to fuck her like this forever — just stay buried in her from behind all night, claiming her completely.

I quickly found a steady rhythm and held it, letting my pleasure build slowly, deeply in my balls. But after a few minutes, Becky began trembling again. I could feel her pussy starting to tense and flutter around my cock, signaling that another orgasm was approaching. I kept fucking her steadily, gripping her hips and pulling her back against me with each thrust. She started spasming hard around me, crying out brokenly.

“Ohh… oh my God, Steve… yes, that’s it… do it!”

Amazingly, I somehow stayed in complete control. Normally, feeling Becky come like that would have pushed me over the edge instantly, but this time it didn’t. I kept thrusting through her climax, drawing it out as long as I could. When her body finally relaxed, she went almost limp beneath me, lying there passively and letting me use her however I wanted.

After another couple of minutes, the urge to fuck her even harder became overwhelming. I reached for a pillow, slid it under her hips to lift her ass higher, and started pounding into her with everything I had — as hard and deep as I physically could. The new angle let me drive into her with brutal force, my hips slapping loudly against her ass with every thrust.

I thought I could stay inside her like that, but my cock eventually slipped out from the intensity. I quickly got back into position and slid smoothly back inside her soaked pussy. I shifted my angle slightly, allowing me to thrust even harder and go deeper than before. It was only another minute or two before I felt myself getting dangerously close to the edge again. I wanted to savor it, to build it up as long as possible. My strokes stayed deep and powerful but not yet frantic. I gripped her hips tightly, pulling her back onto me with every thrust, maintaining a steady, punishing rhythm as waves of intense pleasure surged through my body.

I could feel the pleasure building higher and higher with every stroke, growing more intense, more urgent. At that point, nothing else existed — only the tight, scorching heat of Becky’s pussy wrapped around my cock. Every deep thrust felt like another step in a countdown to launch. I was completely lost in it.

Only at the very end did I finally lose all control. I started ramming into her with short, frantic strokes, grinding every last millimeter of my cock as deep as I could into her hot, soaked pussy. The pleasure became almost agonizing in its intensity. I tensed up, grunting loudly as the orgasm finally crashed over me like a tidal wave. I came hard, pulsing and spilling deep inside her in powerful, endless spurts.

When the physical ecstasy finally began to fade, I wrapped my arms around Becky and pulled her down with me as we collapsed onto the bed together. We lay on our sides, with me still behind her, my cock remaining buried deep inside her. It had been an amazing fuck — not just for me, but clearly for her as well. As we lay there catching our breath, I idly wondered whether it had been as good as the fucking Luke Richards had given her. But I was too exhausted, too spent, to give a damn.

Becky gently pulled her body away from me. For a second I didn’t understand why, but then she turned over to face me. Her face was flushed, glowing with pure joy and satisfaction. I braced myself, half-afraid she would speak and break the spell of the moment. But she didn’t say a word.

Instead, she came into my arms and kissed me — passionately, deeply, with a hunger and tenderness that took my breath away. She kissed my mouth, then my cheeks, my closed eyes, and finally my forehead. She pulled my head close, murmuring softly against my ear, “Thank you… thank you, baby,” as her fingers threaded through my hair and stroked my scalp with soothing affection. Then her lips found mine again, and we kissed for what felt like a very long time — slow, lingering kisses that spoke more than words ever could.

Eventually, without exchanging another word, I reached over and turned off the lights. We fell asleep together, wrapped in each other’s arms, the silence between us peaceful for the first time in what felt like forever.


Gratitude 


BECKY'S STORY 


I’m grateful for that tumble I took on my head. As strange as it sounds, it marked a real turning point for us — especially after that first unforgettable night together. Our journey back wasn’t always smooth. We had our highs and our lows, moments of pure joy mixed with days of quiet difficulty and uncertainty.

On the bright days, our happiness felt boundless. I would wake up early and make Steve a special breakfast — pancakes, fresh fruit, coffee just the way he liked it. In return, he would sometimes whisk me upstairs for slow, tender moments that left us both rushing out the door late for work, laughing and flushed. Other times, he would surprise me at my office around noon with a picnic lunch. We’d find a quiet, cozy corner in the University Library lobby to eat (it was far too chilly to sit outside that time of year). Those simple gestures meant the world to me.

We also rediscovered the kind of deep, meandering conversations that had always been the foundation of our relationship. Steve would suddenly ask something like, “What’s the big deal about Paris Hilton? Why are people so fascinated by her?” and we would spend an hour laughing and debating it. Or I would bring up the irony of people complaining about high gas prices while still driving gas-guzzling SUVs. In those moments, it felt like we were truly finding our way back to each other — rediscovering the joy of talking about everything and nothing under the sun.

One night in particular stands out vividly in my memory.

It was the night Steve decided he was going to torture me a little.

We went to bed fairly early. The moment we slipped under the covers, he started making love to me with slow, deliberate intent. He began by going down on me — and he simply wouldn’t stop. I had always loved it when he pleasured me with his mouth, but usually it was a warm-up, a prelude to regular sex. He would bring me to a couple of orgasms and then move on.

Not that night.

He teased me mercilessly. Using his lips and tongue with expert precision, he brought me right to the edge of climax again and again, only to pull back at the last possible second. He would get me so close I was trembling and whimpering, then lift his head to kiss my stomach, my breasts, or my inner thighs, waiting until my breathing slowed just a little before diving back between my legs.

He kept me on that exquisite edge for nearly forty minutes. At least five times he brought me right to the brink, only to deny me at the final moment. By the sixth time, I was desperate, almost delirious with need. I grabbed his head with both hands and pulled him hard against me, grinding my clit desperately against his mouth until the orgasm finally exploded through me. I came with a loud, unrestrained shriek, my whole body shaking violently as waves of intense pleasure crashed over me. It was one of the most powerful orgasms of my life.

Almost three weeks after we started making love again, I finally gathered the courage to ask Steve something that had been weighing on my mind. We were sitting at the dinner table when I brought it up.

“Baby… would it be all right if I… well, if I was the one to start things again?”

“You mean in bed?” he asked, looking at me carefully.

I nodded, feeling my cheeks warm. “You remember what Linton said — that it was best for me to wait, and that it should be up to you to let me know when and how I could show you how I felt… how much I want you? Well, things have been going so well lately that I feel it more than ever.”

“Go on,” he said quietly.

“Steve, it’s driving me crazy,” I admitted, my voice dropping. “There have been so many times over the last couple of weeks when I’ve wanted to just jump you, or drop to my knees and please you. Like yesterday morning when you were in the shower — I was lying in bed wishing I could walk in there, open the door, get on my knees, and suck your cock… but I was too afraid to.”

Steve was quiet for a moment, thinking. Then a small smile touched his lips.

“Things do feel different now, I guess,” he said. “I don’t feel like you’d be faking it anymore, or doing it out of guilt or pity. At least… not as much.”

He reached across the table and took my hand.

“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. No more pushing you away or leaping out of bed. If there’s a problem, I’ll talk to you about it.”

He fell silent again, then took a deep breath.

“Can I tell you something else?” he asked. “Do you remember that night a while ago when you started touching my cock and I jumped 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 incredibly sexy. I’d love it if you’d try it again sometime.”

I smiled at him, the memory coming back clearly. I had slipped into bed without my nightie that night and spooned in tightly behind him, pressing my bare breasts against his back. My hands had roamed over his body — caressing his chest, then sliding lower until I wrapped my fingers around his cock. It had turned me on so much, especially feeling him grow harder and harder in my hand… right up until the moment he pulled away.

“I’d be happy to give that another go,” I said, my voice warm with promise. Then I added with a playful grin, “Are you busy about twenty minutes from now, once I’ve gotten these dishes washed?”

“You wash, and I’ll dry,” Steve replied, grinning back at me.

Less than ten minutes later, we were in bed. I was completely naked, spooned tightly behind him, my hand working slowly up and down his thick, hardening cock. It didn’t take long before I slid down and started bobbing my head, taking him deep into my mouth, sucking and stroking him with genuine hunger until he was throbbing and ready to cum.

But as wonderful as those bright days were, there were still plenty of difficult ones too.

One Thursday, I came home from work and found Steve sitting in his favorite living room chair, a bottle of beer in his hand and a cold, distant look on his face. The moment I saw him, I knew something was wrong — and that it had to do with me. I didn’t say a word. I simply walked over, sat down on the floor beside his chair, wrapped my arms around his legs, and rested my head gently against his thigh.

We stayed like that in silence for a long time.

Finally, he spoke, his voice low and tired. “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 possibly say? Instead, I just squeezed his legs a little tighter and stayed right where I was, offering him silent comfort.

After a few more minutes, he let out a long breath. “Okay… that’s enough of that. How about we sort out some dinner?”

And just like that, the moment passed.

Another time was even worse.

We were in the middle of a particularly energetic fuck in the missionary position. Both of us were lost in it — breathing hard, bodies slapping together, the bed creaking beneath us. I was pushing my hips up to meet every thrust, making little rhythmic groaning noises with each deep stroke, almost an “argh” sound escaping my throat as my eyes stayed tightly closed in pleasure.

Then Steve suddenly stopped.

My eyes flew open in surprise when I felt him no longer moving inside me. When I looked up, his face was twisted with pain.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked before I could stop myself.

He grimaced, shook his head, and rolled off me, lying on his back beside me. The sudden emptiness left me feeling cold and confused.

It took him a few long minutes before he finally spoke, his voice low and strained.

“You sounded so excited when I was fucking you,” he said. “Like you were really getting 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. 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.”

The words hung heavy in the air. I didn’t know what to say. It felt like one wrong word could shatter everything we’d been rebuilding.

Finally, I spoke softly. “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, yes, it was longer. But yours is thicker… and you know it’s the thickness I love, right?”

I reached out and touched his arm. “And you know something else? I really don’t think about sex with Luke anymore. I can remember what we did, obviously, but it doesn’t occur to me to compare it to what you and I have together.”

Steve looked at me, wanting to believe me, but the doubt was still clear in his eyes.

“Think about the last time we had dinner downtown at Chez Martin,” I continued gently. “The food was amazing, wasn’t it? As you ate your Veal Sorrentino, were you sitting there comparing it to some other meal at some other restaurant? Or did you just think, ‘Wow, this is really good veal’?”

Steve let out a small laugh, some of the tension easing from his face. “Okay, I see your point. Although I was actually thinking, ‘I need to give Becky a taste of this’!”

I smiled and snuggled up tightly against him, pressing my body into his side. I didn’t say anything else. I could feel that his cock was now completely soft against my thigh, making it clear we weren’t going to continue. But at that moment, the conversation we’d just had felt far more important than any orgasm ever could.

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

One Saturday in late April, Steve asked if we could pack a picnic and go hiking at a beautiful spot about twenty miles outside of town — a quiet area with a small lake we both loved walking around. I suspected something might be on his mind, but I didn’t press him with questions. I simply prepared a nice lunch, packed it carefully, and off we went, hand in hand.

We hiked for a couple of hours, enjoying the fresh spring air and the peaceful surroundings. The trail wound gently through the woods, and the lake sparkled in the distance. When we finally spread our blanket out in a sunny clearing, I felt a quiet flutter of anxiety in my chest, but Steve’s relaxed smile and easy cheerfulness helped ease my nerves. Nothing unpleasant seemed to be coming. We ate our lunch surrounded by birdsong and the gentle rustle of leaves, falling into our familiar, wide-ranging conversations about everything and nothing.

After we finished eating, Steve leaned back against a sturdy tree and motioned for me to come snuggle up with him. I gladly settled against his chest, his arm wrapping warmly around me.

“On Thursday,” he said quietly, “Linton and I decided it’s time for me to stop our sessions.”

“Oh, really?” I replied, surprised but hopeful. “That sounds like positive news.”

“Yes, it’s been on the cards for a while,” he explained, gently shifting me so I was looking directly at him. “But a conversation we had this week really sealed it for both of us.” His eyes held mine with quiet intensity. “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 still a part of me that’s been holding onto what happened, keeping it alive inside.”

He paused, choosing his words carefully. “I told him I wanted to release those feelings because they were standing in the way of my own happiness. It felt absurd that I was clinging to this pain just so I’d have something to be upset with you about — something to feel wounded over.”

Steve’s gaze softened. “Look, if I’m genuinely happy again — if our relationship is truly back to the loving place it used to be — then it means I’ve moved past what happened. I can’t keep holding it against you. In a strange way, I was preventing myself from feeling completely joyful because reaching that point would mean I no longer had the moral high ground. I wouldn’t be able to believe that you still owed me for my unhappiness… if I wasn’t unhappy anymore.”

He looked at me earnestly. “Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“I do,” I whispered, my heart swelling. “I think we all secretly hold onto being angry or hurt sometimes. It makes us feel like someone owes us. So maybe we cling to our resentments a little longer than we should.”

“Exactly,” Steve agreed, offering me a small, genuine smile. “After I shared all that with Linton, he sat quietly for a while, then told me he thought it was time to bring our sessions to a close.”

We fell into a brief, comfortable silence. I hugged him tighter, pressing my face against his chest. “The thought of you being fully happy again — especially with me — is the most heartwarming thing I’ve heard in a long time.”

“But there’s something else I need to express,” I continued softly, still nestled against his chest. “Even if you’ve healed from the pain I caused you, I haven’t stopped feeling remorseful about it. Not even a little. So… I hope you don’t mind if I keep trying to make amends, in whatever ways I can.”

Steve’s smile returned, warm and understanding. “What do you have in mind?”

“Well…” I said, feeling a playful spark mixed with genuine desire, “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 when we get home. And after that… I’d like your permission to get on my knees and suck your cock. Slowly. Thoroughly. Until you’re completely satisfied.”

Steve looked down at me, his eyes darkening with a mixture of love and renewed hunger. A slow grin spread across his face.

“Granted,” he replied, his voice low and warm.

 


Epilogue 

When I got home, Steve was already in the kitchen preparing dinner. The comforting smells of garlic and herbs filled the air. I checked the answering machine and saw there was a new message. As it played, Jessica’s cheerful voice invited us to her yearly deck party in a few weeks. Steve hadn’t deleted it.

A familiar mix of tension and concern twisted in my stomach. I walked into the kitchen and wrapped my arms around him from behind, pressing my cheek against his back.

“Hey, love,” I said softly. “Did you listen to the message?”

“Yes,” he replied, turning in my arms to face me. “About Jessica’s deck party.” He studied my expression carefully. “You seem troubled. Are you anxious about possibly running into Luke?”

I nodded, feeling tears well up in my eyes. “I just… Steve, you shouldn’t have to endure that. To be in the same space with him. To act like what I did never happened.”

Steve gave me a gentle, reassuring smile and leaned down to kiss me softly. “I’ve actually thought about this, Becky. Jessica throws this party every year, so I knew this moment would come eventually. It’s been a full year now, and I’m content with where we are. I can handle it. I can meet Luke, exchange a few polite words, and move on.”

He cupped my face tenderly. “That’s if you’re truly mine again. You are completely mine, aren’t you, love?”

I stepped back slightly so I could look him directly in the eyes. Then I spoke slowly, with absolute certainty.

“Yes, Steve. I am. Completely and forever yours.”

I stepped forward again and kissed him deeply, passionately. When I pulled back, I took his hands in mine.

“These are yours,” I whispered, brushing my fingers across my lips. Then I guided his hands up to cup my breasts. “And these are yours.” I held his gaze as I slowly slid one of his hands down my body, guiding it inside my slacks until his palm cupped my pussy. A shiver of pleasure ran through me at his warm touch. “And this… this is all yours.”

Finally, I moved his other hand and placed it gently over my heart. “And this… this has always been yours.”

Steve’s eyes darkened with emotion and desire. “Okay then,” he said, his voice low and warm. “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, passionate 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, long and deep, and held him tightly against me. “It’s a date,” I whispered.
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Here, where Emma’s on her knees sucking two strangers' cocks while Mike watches, rock hard and speechless. Here, where she’s moaning as they take turns filling her up with their thick, cum-loaded cocks. Here, where fantasy crashes into reality and no one can pretend it doesn’t feel incredible.
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Now Mike has to confront the truth: he wanted this. But is he ready for what comes next?
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As I looked up, my heart slammed against my ribs. My sweet, sensible wife—the one who still packs our kids’ lunches with little notes—was bent over the hotel bed in nothing but black stockings and heels, her wedding ring catching the bedside lamp as she gripped the sheets. Behind her, a tall stranger—broad-shouldered, thick, very thick—had his big cock buried deep inside her, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes that made her moan in a way I’d never heard before. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open. “God… you’re so big… so much bigger than my husband…”

I should have said something. I should have stood up from the chair in the corner, crossed the room, ended it. But I didn’t. I sat frozen, beer bottle sweating in my hand, cock straining against my trousers, watching another man fuck my wife harder and deeper than I ever had—watching her come apart on his cock, screaming his name, cumming three times while I just… watched.

How did we get here? How did two perfectly ordinary people—mortgage, school runs, Sunday roasts—end up in a hotel room with my darkest fantasy playing out in front of me? Even six months ago we were so vanilla. So safe. Let me tell you exactly how my quiet, loving wife became the woman who begs for bigger cocks while I sip my beer and wait my turn to reclaim her.

You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.
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