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Chapter 1

I wiped the condensation from my shower off the bathroom mirror and faced myself. They call it Dad Bod, but I call it heartbreaking. I used to be such an athlete. I was skinny as a nail until I was a sophomore in high school. Then a friend on the football team brought me to the weight room. I’d work out with him while we talked about the hot high school girls. Testosterone kicked in and my body changed, developing muscle easily. Soon I was getting cat-called across the quad by some of the cutest girls in school. Hell, even a varsity cheerleader howled at me once. I started playing sports and discovered I was a natural, at least good and sometimes better than good at almost everything. Except golf. I fucking hate golf.

I graduated high school and got an apartment with a friend and joined a nearby gym. I stayed in shape, even dancing as a go-go dancer for a few years. My twenties were all partying and fucking, my thirties were a lot of the same, but I met the woman, Valentina, who would become my wife. She was a gym rat like me, but marriage has a funny way of calming your ass down. I no longer needed to be a hot stud on the prowl. I no longer wanted to make every hot babe notice me. Val and I had sex all the time, everywhere. We fucked in movie theaters, her car or mine, friends’ bathrooms and both our places of employment. The risk of getting caught added to the thrill. Our lovemaking was fairly vanilla, nothing too kinky, nothing over the top, but we had incredible chemistry and passion. We were both happy to have found each other.

After a few years, the sex began to fade.

Work often interfered, leaving one or both of us cranky and not in the mood, but mostly it was the familiarity. Evolution wants DNA mixed, and there’s no better way to achieve that than making a new lover the most exciting thing on Earth. But new lovers are a problem when you are in a faithful relationship, so instead boredom creeped in. Passion took a backseat to cuddling and watching movies together. Our conversations stayed intimate and interesting, but during our forties, our sex life drifted away. Worse, I found myself skipping the gym more and more often. Movies are better with a quart of ice cream, and we both began to put on weight, me far more than her. Strangely, once I started to get fat, vanity drove a stake through the heart of my sex drive. I‘ve become incredibly self-conscious. No longer the hot stud with the washboard abs, now when I look in the mirror, like I’m doing right now, I see a man no woman would want. Intellectually I know that’s not true, but after so many years of being in shape, I can’t shake the idea I’m no longer desirable.

I rubbed my hand over my gut. I pinched the bulge of fat around my penis. My dick has never looked so small. I pictured a return to the gym, but the time and effort needed was daunting. We’re happy but sexless and have been for a long time. A long time. Val still looks good. This sad state of affairs is all on me.

I grabbed my towel off the hook and dried my big round body.


Chapter 2

Tanner, my idiot best friend, who flirts constantly with my wife, threw a potato chip at my wide screen television. He jumped to his feet, spilling his beer on our rug. Val yelped and covered her head with both hands, protecting herself from more flying chips.

“That’s bullshit!” Tanner yelled. “That was clearly pass interference!”

“Refs don’t think so,” I said, smug, eager to win our bet.

I gloated too soon. Three plays later, his team intercepted the ball and ran it back, sealing their win.

“Yes!” he shouted, rising again to his feet and again spilling beer on our rug. He swung an accusing finger at my face. “I win!”

“Fine,” I said. “What was the bet again?”

He gulped his beer.

“You and Val come to that new club downtown. You guys never go out anymore. You’re recluse. You need to live a little.”

“We like our stay-at-home life, Tanner,” Valentina said. “It’s cozy.”

“You’re missing out,” Tanner insisted. “This place is wild.”

“What’s it called?” I asked.

“Consent.”

“That sounds intriguing,” Val said.

“It’s awesome. I’ve been a few times with different women. The stage show is always changing. It’s performance art by a dozen different artists. You sign a consent form before they let you in, agreeing to go along with whatever the artists ask you to do and promising to keep your mouth shut and let the performance continue. You never know what’s going to happen in that place, or how the audience will react. They pull people from the crowd to participate. One woman even took her top off.”

“I am not taking my top off,” I said.

Val laughed. Tanner looked at me funny.

“Duh,” he said. “Anyway, I’ll pick you up Saturday night at eight thirty. The show lasts until midnight. Be ready and have an open mind.”

“You mean have a few drinks first,” Valentina said.

“Whatever works for you, Babe,” Tanner told her.

He’s such a flirt. We hung out after the game for a while and Tanner checked out Val whenever he could. After, he drove home. Val and I cleaned up and showered separately before bed. We cuddled under the covers, her naked, me in boxers and a T-shirt, as always.

“That club sounds cool,” she said.

“It does. Consent. Great name.”

“Right? Mysterious, provocative, yet reassuring.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

“Me too. Remember how important art used to be to us? We’d visit museums and galleries. We cared so much about music. When’s the last time we bought an album?”

“Do they still make albums?”

Val laughed.

“I don’t actually know, Cole. I think it will feel good to visit a happening.”

“Happening. There’s a word I’ve not used in a long time. This will be fun. Let’s agree right now to let each other off the hook in case one of us gets called out of the audience. In the interest of being a good sport, we promise no hard feelings. I’d hate for one of us to be responsible for ruining everyone’s night, especially Tanner’s.”

“That’s fair,” she said. “We agree to be actors playing a part. We’re free to do whatever. This sounds exciting.”

“Watch, they’ll call us up to play pin the tail on the donkey.”

Valentina laughed.

“I hope it’s edgier than that.”

“Like knife throwing?”

“God, no. I’d run off the stage.”

“No running away,” I said. “Be a good soldier. I will too.”

“Agreed. Does the car need gas?”

The conversation moved on to mundane things. Soon we felt sleepy and drifted off. I dreamed I was throwing knives at Tanner while he stared at Val and taunted me about winning the game.


Chapter 3

Consent was a small and intimate club sandwiched between a men’s tailor shop and a women’s shoe store. The front was red brick with a heavy iron door and the club’s name in red neon overhead. Inside it was arena style seating, maybe fifty or sixty seats, angled down to a black, semi-circle stage surrounded by high black curtains. There was a lobby before you entered the arena with a small bar at each end. The sellout crowd spoke in hushed tones like a library.

“Or a funeral,” Val added.

Tanner was late, as usual.

“Text him again,” Val said. “They are seating us in a few minutes, and the signs say no admittance once the doors close.”

I fired off a quick question. Tanner replied he was stuck on the freeway, and we should just go ahead and enjoy the show without him. I conveyed the message.

“Bummer,” Val said. “Although that does give us more freedom to act stupid.”

“Good point.”

I ordered two more drinks to follow the one we already had and we downed them, feeling a warm buzz.

“They do not water the alcohol,” Valentina said, flipping her long hair over her shoulder and fanning her face with the program. “Damn.”

I sat our empty glasses on the bar and steered her towards the theater entrance. All the rows and seats were numbered, so finding ours was easy. A sexy black woman and her husband sat next to me and a grungy hippie and his wife sat next to Val. Every kind of person was in the audience. The lights flickered and then turned slowly dark.

“This is exciting,” Val said, squeezing my hand. “I’m glad we got out of the house. We haven’t gone out on a date for a long time.”

A spotlight hit the stage and a woman wearing a white lace mask and wrapped in a white robe emerged from the left. She gestured at the large curtains, and they parted in the middle. A full-length mirror was wheeled out. She called out a row and seat number and a woman in her early thirties rose and headed down to the stage. The woman in the robe spoke to her and she took a position in front of the mirror, resting her feet in stirrups at the bottom. Another woman wheeled out a high flat cart covered in a sheet. The first woman approached the cart.

“Oh my God,” Valentina mumbled. “It really is knife throwing.”

I stifled a laugh. The sheet was drawn away and the woman wearing the robe plucked a large dildo off the cart and launched it at the woman standing in front of the mirror. The suction-cup bottom hit the mirror with a splat, wobbling close to the woman’s eye. The audience, surprised, laughed. White robed woman fired another dildo, then another, one after another, all with laser precision, each landing suction cup first, sticking and wobbling. She launched them close to the victim’s face, between her legs, next to her bosom. Each latex cock stuck to the mirror, gradually surrounding the target woman in a circle around her body. The dildos were all sizes and colors. When she finished, the robed woman turned to the audience and bowed. The crowd applauded her marksmanship, and the victim was led from the stage and returned to her seat. The stage emptied. The curtains closed.

“Next,” Valentina whispered to me, “Sword swallowing.”

I held back a laugh.

Another woman, this one wearing a black robe and black lace mask, entered the stage. She called out a row and a seat. I felt my heart sink and looked at my armrest. Nope. Off by one.

“Shit,” Val said.

Our eyes met. She looked about to panic.

“It’s me,” she said.

I stood to give her room to pass. Others down the row did the same. Valentina got to her feet slowly, giving me a desperate look.

“Just have fun with it,” I muttered. “You can do no wrong.”

She nodded and straightened her shoulders, hurrying down the ramp to the stage. The crowd applauded. Black Robe took Val’s hands and spoke softly. My wife nodded a few times and closed her eyes. Black Robe drew a scarf from her pocket and looped it around Val’s eyes, blindfolding her. A reclining chair was wheeled out, and the woman helped a nervous Valentina sit. Black Robe left the stage. Val sat alone for almost a minute, anticipation building, and then the big curtains parted again, and other black robed and masked individuals walked onstage.

They were barefoot and silent, and I doubted Val knew they were there. They walked slow circles around my woman like she was a Maypole, but not touching her. Then, as they passed behind, they slipped off their robes and dropped them into a pile. Each person was nude under their robe. Each woman had a lovely body, as did the men, who obviously chosen for also being fairly hung. I gasped just like everyone else in the audience.

Val heard the crowd reaction without knowing why and her head came up, her body tensed. There were three men and three women, and they continued their nude circling of my wife. They slowed until a man stopped in front of her. He leaned close, as if to kiss, and my heart skipped. Protective, jealous juices started flowing. I calmed myself when I realized he wasn’t touching her but instead got as close as he could and then backed away. He moved on and then the next person, a woman, stopped in front of Val. The men on either side lifted the woman by her stiff arms, bringing her bare pussy to within inches of my wife’s face. She undulated her hips, careful to avoid contact, acting like my wife was giving her head. A murmur swept the room. Even I had to admit it looked sexy. More than merely sexy, it caused me to see Valentina and this woman as sex partners. How strange it was to see my wife in that way. She wasn’t with me, she was with that woman, and they looked hot. I shook my head. I guess that’s the point of art: to force us to look at things differently. Valentina had no idea what was being done to her, yet she was the focal point of everything. The woman moved on. A tall man approached and stopped in front of her. Val tilted her head, sensing someone close.

“Helloooo?” she said, playfully.

The audience laughed but quickly stopped. The man turned in profile, and we all saw the size of him. Even from several rows back I saw he was long and thick and already partially aroused. His cock stuck out like a horn, and he brought it close to Val’s face, just like the others had.

“Hello?” she said again.

I almost gasped. Her open mouth was less than an inch from the tip of his large cock. She had no idea but the rest of us squirmed in our seats. He wagged his hips causing his cock to sway. He was so close!

Then I noticed his penis was rising. The sight of my pretty wife got to him. He liked her looks. She turned him on, and his rising cock proved it. I felt a weird pride.

This time I saw him and Val as partners. I was irrelevant, not connected to the unfolding drama. To every person watching, the relationship existed between my wife and this hung stud. I didn’t actually want him to touch her, but there was no denying how hot that situation looked. Val looked wildly sexual with a big cock in her face.

When the time came for him to move on and the next actor to approach, he remained. His cock continued to rise, pulsating a hair’s breadth from my wife’s lovely ruby lips. Slipping it into her mouth seemed like a logical thing to do. We all expected it. It was simply what was supposed to happen next. I felt like we all wanted that, and, to my surprise, now I did too. Only my wife remained in the dark. Would she suck him if she saw him? Probably. I suspected almost every woman would. He was fit and handsome despite his mask, and he was clearly aroused by her. What harm would there be in a quick suck?

“Better her than me,” the grungy hippie wife muttered to me. “I’d swallow that dick.”

Her husband chided her.

“Leave the man alone,” he whispered. “This is difficult enough for him.”

The masked man’s cock now curved gently upward like a claw. He was thick and throbbing and topped by a large head. When he finally moved on, I breathed a sigh of relief, but, buried under that reprieve, I felt a little disappointed. How could that be? How could I possibly have wanted contact between him and Valentina? The thought was ludicrous but there it was, sitting in my mind like a gremlin. Maybe it was simply the primal urge for sex. The wish came from some animal part of my primitive brain. I see a pretty woman confronted with an erect penis and I think sex needs to happen. It’s inevitable. It’s correct. Maybe I’ve watched too much porn, but a blowjob just seemed like the natural thing to do. I didn’t see her as my wife at that moment.

Right. That’s what I told myself.

On and on the merry-go-round paraded around Valentina. One after another they made exaggerated sexual overtures at her, all without her knowing. I wondered what she’d say when I described what had been done. I knew she’d make a joke about missing out, but I had to ask myself, really, what would she have done? If she could see the man, would she have slipped her mouth over his knob? We’d made an agreement that tonight anything goes. Would she have hid behind that to do something she wanted to do anyway?

The question ate at me. There was no obvious answer.

One of the actors stepped on a pedal and leaned the chair all the way back. Val was startled to find herself horizontal now, flat on her back. Erection Man, still mostly hard, stood over her face. He leaned his body over the length of her, simulating a sixty-nine position, and brought his formidable cock close to her face again. His face hovered an inch above my wife’s crotch. Her skirt barely hid her pussy, and I wondered if he smelled the little dabs of perfume she always places on her inner thighs. He moved slightly lower, and his tight scrotum almost brushed her forehead. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. I was slowly growing erect. A woman actor knelt by Val’s knees and pretended to eat her pussy, bringing her mouth close to Val but also close to the erect man’s face. They kissed briefly and both turned their attention to my wife again. All six of them pretended to perform lewd acts on my wife.

Eventually, they lifted Val’s chair to a seated position again. The three women stood behind her and the three men in front. Every man was bigger than average. I guess that’s how they got the gig. They stroked their cocks and moved closer, all three tips almost touching Valentina’s mouth. I suppose one of the underlying messages was about things that go on around us we know nothing about. I may have walked by a suitcase full of money earlier today and never known it. Or maybe I was thinking too hard, and they were just playing with the excitement of anticipation. We all wanted to see Val open her mouth and suck those cocks.

All six approached the front of the stage and took a bow, then exited. The black robed woman returned and removed Val’s blindfold, gesturing for her to return to her seat. The audience applauded and my wife looked confused. We watched Val return to her seat.

“What happened?” she asked as she sat. “Why is everyone staring at me and clapping? What did I do?”

“It’s not what you did,” I explained. “It’s what was almost done to you.”

I described her time on the stage. She couldn’t believe it. She made me tell her again as the next act began. She saved her questions for the drive home and we watched the rest of the show, each act more outrageous than the last. The show ended with a huge sheet drawn across the stage with men lined up behind it. Penises were stuck through holes in the fabric, and a handful of wives had to guess which dick was her husband’s. None of them guessed correctly.

Valentina fired one question after another on the drive home. We got ready for bed and cuddled and fell asleep. I dreamed about sex for the first time in years.


Chapter 4

“Not counting me, obviously,” I said, adding hot sauce to my burrito. “What’s the hottest sex you’ve ever had?”

Val looked around at our favorite taco stand. Wind blew her hair across her face, and she hooked it behind her ear with one finger. I was struck by how beautiful my wife is, despite being an older woman now. She made sure none of the other customers were listening.

“My Evan Vera era,” she said, keeping her voice low as if she were plotting a robbery. “The period of time just before I met you. He is the lead singer in a rock band called Jumper Cables and I’m sorry, but he was so hot.”

“Don’t be sorry. I asked. Tell me more.”

“What do you mean more?”

“What made it so hot? Was he good looking? Nice body? Was he smart? Or was it hot because he was the lead singer in a rock band? Or maybe because you guys did it in public places? I mean, there’s so many reasons for it to be hot.”

“I feel strange talking about my sexual past with my husband.”

“Let’s try to get beyond that. There’s a lot of things we don’t talk about and I’m starting to feel like we should. I want to know everything about you, not just the wife and girlfriend stuff. What made the sex hot? Was he hung? I bet he was hung.”

“Yes,” she said quietly. “He was.”

I froze. I’d been prodding her for a reaction and hadn’t expected that answer.

“Really?”

“Yes,” she admitted. “I’m sorry. Does my answer bother you? Should I have lied about that?”

“No, it’s all right. I asked. I’m glad you told me. So, being hung made a difference? Made the sex better?”

“It was mostly a visual thing. Like, he’d unzip and just let it hang in front of me because he knew I find big dicks sexy. Sometimes it hurt me but in a weird kind of good way. Like it was too much dick for me to handle, which was way better than not enough dick. Are you sure you want details like this? I feel terrible.”

“I do,” I insisted. “Have you experienced not enough dick?”

“Once. No, twice. Mostly though the problem with those men was a lack of passion, not size. I can’t believe I’m discussing penis size with my husband.”

“Go ahead, Val. Tell me more.”

She chewed a lip and looked around the taco stand again to make sure no one listened in.

“Well, Evan is really handsome. I mean like Hollywood handsome. He had a great voice with lots of emotion in it. He could have any girl he wanted but he fixated on me. Girls would throw themselves at him but all he saw was me. I ate it up. He practices martial arts and has a fit body. Piercing blue eyes. Long black hair. Scruffy chest.”

Her eyes turned dreamy. I knew she was picturing him.

“He was good in bed?” I asked. “Knew what he was doing?”

“You want those details too?”

“Everything. Why not?”

“Where is all this coming from, Cole?”

I bit and chewed a chunk of my burrito.

“That night at Consent, I think. I always see you as my wife. That night, surrounded by those nude performers, I saw you as an attractive stranger. That doesn’t sound quite right. What I mean is the wife part was gone. I saw you as this independent entity. Those naked actors climbing all over and around you highlighted the fact that while you are my wife, you are still your own person. You were up there by yourself. I was forced to see you the same way everyone in the audience saw you. It was eye-opening, it was sexual, and it was exciting.”

“Now you want to know more about the sexual side of me.”

“That’s a good way to put it. I feel like there are gaps I need to fill in. Who were you before I met you?”

She dabbed at her mouth.

“All right,” she said, summoning courage. “Since you say you want to know, I’ll confess he fucked like a god.”

“Oh. Okay. Go on.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Let’s do this. We aren’t children.”

She sighed.

“That period of my life was super sexual but kind of shallow. I’d hang out with the band and Evan was always crazy hot for me. His penis swelled whenever I came around. He’d pull me aside at parties or in clubs or during a break in his performance and find some place to fuck me right then and there. Bathroom stalls, back seats of cars, up against the wall. Desire hit and he couldn’t wait. The passion was intoxicating. The band would—”

“You must miss it,” I interrupted.

“I sometimes miss the life, but not the man. I’m older now and prefer our emotional lovemaking. Intimacy feels so much richer.”

“What about oral sex?”

She looked at me funny.

“Him or me?”

“Both,” I asked.

“This is weird, Cole.”

“Indulge me.”

“All right. He ate pussy like a king. He wouldn’t stop. The man was all about sex. Honestly, I was the same way back then. I’d unzip him everywhere. I’d suck him off all over the city. Anywhere. His large penis kind of cast a spell over me. I felt like such a lucky girl, you know? Like I’d won the lottery.”

“Have you checked in on him? Like any of the social media platforms?”

“Once. A few years ago. His band has a Facebook page. They are all still playing and singing.”

“Does he look good?”

“He looks good. It’s so much easier for men. You guys get wrinkles, and it adds to your character. Makes you look more manly. Women just look older. It’s not fair.”

“Wrinkles on women look good too. Don’t believe the hype. You look gorgeous. I saw you on that stage at Consent and it took my breath away.”

“That’s super sweet, Baby.”

“If I can find where he’s playing, would you like to go to his show?”

She stopped eating. She sat her burrito on the yellow wax paper.

“Why would you do that?” she asked.

“I’m thinking you’d like to say hello.”

“I just told you he fucks like a god, and his cock casts a spell on me. Why would you push me towards him?”

“Because I trust you completely. It’s just a walk down memory lane. I figured you’d like to say hello.”

“What’s in it for you, Cole?”

Damn. Good question.

“Do you even know why you’re suggesting this idea?” she asked.

“I haven’t thought about it.”

“Maybe you should. I think that night at Consent awakened something in you. You see me as a sexual creature again but for reasons all your own, worry you aren’t up to the task. You want to see me aroused but fear I’ll aim that arousal at you and you won’t be able to satisfy me, so you’re finding a substitute. I’m not saying you want me to fuck Evan, but I am saying you want Evan to turn me on so much I won’t care what shape you’re in and I’ll fuck you. You know I already desire you, right? I don’t need an Evan in my life to want you.”

“I am so out of shape, Honey. How could you possibly want me?”

“Because I love you, dumbshit,” she said.

I felt the heat of the spotlights glare. How did this get turned around on me? I was the one asking the questions and yet now I’m getting interrogated.

“If this is your way of handling your anxieties,” she said. We can go to see a Jumper Cables concert first. I’ll get turned on just watching Evan and the band. If you can’t believe my lust for you is real, you’ll be able to believe my lust for him is. I doubt you’ll mind if I take my horny out on you. Am I right?”

I felt exposed. All I could do was nod. She’d skewered me with her insights. I felt unworthy of her desire. I did believe Evan could turn her on where I could not, and I hoped to be the recipient of her lust. She knew my mind before I did. That’s a good wife. She was willing to go see the band and, if she got turned on, she got turned on. We might even have sex when we got home. I was nervous about that idea and performance anxiety flared like a wildfire, but maybe I could just go down on her or make it all about her pleasure. I could make her orgasm really hard and then I could jerk off while we cuddled.


Chapter 5

The bar had two dozen motorcycles parked outside. We heard the booming music from the sandy parking lot. Evan’s muffled voice lifted higher, and Valentina tilted her head like a puppy hearing its master voice.

“He still sound good?” I asked.

“He still sounds good.”

There was a window with bars on it and an eight-hundred-year-old woman sitting behind them, collecting the cover charge. Shock was the name of the place, and it stank of spilt beer and weed. The music was ten times louder inside and we hit the back of the crowd immediately. I lost track of Valentina for a minute as we weaved through the hot and sweaty bodies, mostly male. The tables and chairs had been cleared to make more room for the lively audience. We rounded the corner and there he was: Evan, electric guitar slung low, face sweaty and long hair flying. He belted out an original song but many in the crowd knew the words and sang along. The front row against the stage was all women.

“He still draws them in,” Val shouted.

“I’m going to hang back,” I said. “I want to watch his reaction when he sees you.”

Val scoffed.

“I doubt he even remembers me, Cole. Look at all the pussy being offered. I was just one of many.”

I grinned noncommittally and kissed her cheek.

“I’ll get us a couple beers,” I yelled.

Valentina looked nervous but nodded okay. I backed away, allowing the crowd to swallow me, and noticed Val instantly swung her gaze to the stage, staring at her ex and no doubt remembering things. She moved closer, weaving her way through the crowd, until she joined the row of ladies at the front.

Evan continued to sing and then his eyes casually scanned the crowd. He wore the frozen smile of a performer, friendly and professional, until he landed on Valentina. His eyes went wide. He stopped singing. The band continued to play, and Evan caught himself, jumping back into the lyrics again. That lasted only a moment before he jumped off the low stage and scooped Val off her feet and hugged her tightly. My wife laughed with delight. He sat her on her feet and grabbed her face, kissing her passionately and spontaneously on the lips. The groupies did not like it. My jaw dropped. When Val automatically returned his kiss, my jaw went slack. A heartbeat later she remembered she was married and broke off the kiss but stayed in his hugging arms. They yelled at each other over the music but they were right in front of the tower of speakers so he jumped on stage and announced the band would take a quick break.

He took her hand and led her away and I forgot all about buying two beers. I followed at a distance, avoiding Val’s gaze when she swept the crowd for me. Evan took her behind the stage and kissed her mouth again. Val leaned into it a little more this time but then held up her wedding ring. Evan laughed. They started talking fast, catching up, I presumed. I noted her body language and how close she stood even though there was room to step back. Evan stepped closer and Val did not back away. He was turning on the charm, and she was melting fast. I never considered the idea that something might happen here at the club. I figured in such a public setting she’d wave from the crowd, and he’d smile really big. Maybe they’d talk briefly and make plans to meet. Mostly I wanted to see what her reaction would be. She got out her phone and handed it to him, and he punched his numbers in. They kissed again and then again as she rested her hand on his chest. She pulled herself away and entered the crowd with a funny look on her face. I stuck to the wall and made my way to the bar, bought two beers and then found my way back to her. I handed her a beer. She leaned close.

“He wants to meet after the show,” she yelled. “Even after I told him I was married. What do you think?”

“Do you want to meet him?”

“I don’t know.”

She knew. I saw it in her eyes.

“If you weren’t trying to protect my feelings by saying you don’t know,” I said. “Would you want to meet him?”

She looked at my shoes.

“Yes.”

“You told him you are married but did you mention I came with you tonight?”

“No. It didn’t come up.”

“Then he doesn’t know who I am.”

“No, I guess not.”

I studied her hopeful face. I could still see them kissing. A strange trilling vibrated at the base of my skull, an unfamiliar excitement.

“He wants to meet you where? Here? Like at the bar? Or somewhere else?”

“He mentioned the band rented some rooms at the motel across the street for two weeks. They have five other gigs around town over the next twelve days, and the motel is centrally close to all of them.”

“He wants to take you back to his motel room?”

“Yes. He does.”

“How does that make you feel? Are you flattered by his reaction? Are you nervous? All those ladies saw him lose his shit over you. That had to feel good.”

“It did. I guess I am a little nervous. I don’t know what he expects, but a motel room is a motel room, you know? I worry I’ve sent the wrong signal by coming here. It’s like I’m looking for something.”

“You mean hot sex.”

“Yes. I mean it looks like I’m hoping for sex.”

I almost asked if she was, but intuition held me back. Too blunt. Too crude. We studied each other, a ton of unspoken words hanging in the air. I decided rather than ask if she wanted more than a kiss, I’d tell her to go get more than a kiss. I hesitated, unsure of the wisdom. The thought of her coming home aroused got me excited, but can such a tiger be controlled? I couldn’t give limited permission. I wouldn’t be there. I either told her to have fun and trusted her, or I said nothing.

“I think we should flirt with danger a little,” I said.

“What does that mean?”

“I think you should hang with him. I’ll stay with you until the band finishes and then I’ll go home. You stay. Go to his motel room and catch up on old times.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“Why? Are you not trustworthy?”

“I am but what if he tries something? I don’t want to start a fight between you guys. Won’t you be jealous sitting at home? I hate to do that to you.”

“Hell yes I’ll be jealous, and if he tries something, that’s on him, not you. Have fun. Get turned on hanging with your hot ex. Call an Uber to bring you home when you’re ready.”

“This is crazy, Cole.”

“Maybe. But exciting, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s not run away scared. Whatever happens, happens. I won’t hold it against you. I know this is all my idea.”

“Just so you know,” she laughed. “I will never let you hang out with a hot ex. Never. If that’s your master plan, forget it.”

I gave her a hug.

“I just want to make you happy,” I said.

We ordered two more beers and sat and talked. The band played and the crowd got rowdier. We stayed out of sight of the stage and when the night finally ended, I kissed her cheek and walked outside. My heart was doing flips inside my chest. I hurried to our car and started the engine and quickly drove away, but then I pulled over. I sat for a moment and then I drove to the back of the lot and parked, killing the headlights and watching the entrance. People filed out, headed home after a night of good music. I glanced at the motel across the street. It was kind of a dump. Single-story, with overgrown trees and shrubs. A few windows were missing screens. I wanted to see Val exit the bar with Evan, but then I realized in a rundown motel like that, I might be able to see something if I hung around. I felt weird spying on my own wife but, and this was the part that had made me pull over so abruptly, I found myself hoping something would happen between them.

Twenty minutes later, Valentina and Evan walked out of the bar. He had his arm around her shoulder, and she had her arm around his waist. Her hand was stuffed in his back pocket. They made a cute couple, and my heart was now a pounding piston, threatening to crack some ribs. Was I an idiot? Maybe. Probably. Her handsome rock star ex with the big cock and great body was leading her to his motel room, and I was the one that made it happen. My insides warred with each other, torn between wanting a good story and needing to grab her and get the fuck out of there.


Chapter 6

I chewed my fingernail down to the nub. What to do, what to do? They were laughing as they walked, maybe a little drunk, and it seemed no time at all had passed instead of years. Acid dripped in my stomach. Every sign told me they’d reconnected easily. Evan waved at two men, and I recognized other band members. They spoke for a moment, he introduced them to Valentina although they already knew her, and then they continued. Evan led my wife to the room at the end, flashed the keycard, and opened the door to her. I saw the slightest hesitation but then Val walked inside.

I was dying!

The lights came on and one of them hastily drew the heavy rubberized curtain but did a shitty job, leaving a fold and a slight gap. Was that Evan being sloppy or Valentina offering me a peek? Doubtful. She thought I was at home by now. I strolled across the street and angled towards the corner. Maybe there was another window on the other side. The lot was dark, and I had plenty of cover from shrubs and trees, but looking in through someone’s window was deviant behavior. I did not want to get caught. I aimed for a dumpster overflowing with trash and stepped behind it, ignoring the stench. Evan’s room had another window and because this one looked out onto an empty lot, they’d not bothered to close the curtains at all. I crept closer, bush by bush, checking constantly to make sure I remained undiscovered. I moved to a tree close to the building, pressed my body against the wide trunk and hid in the shadow. The lone streetlight was far away. The side lot was empty except for several old refrigerators missing their doors and an abandoned car. I eased my gaze around the trunk and stared into Evan’s cheap motel room. My heart almost exploded.

They were kissing again! Deep kisses, wrapped-in-your-arms kisses. Valentina held his face in both hands while he circled his arms around her waist. They broke for a moment, speaking words I obviously could not hear, and then they kissed again. Val melted into his body.

My emotions went haywire. I felt an incredible thrill by spying on them, but that got supercharged given I was looking at my wife. I simultaneously saw her as an unknown sexy woman making out, and my beloved bride almost cheating on me. I was a raging mess inside. They broke the kiss again and Evan said something. Val laughed hard, shaking her head and backing away. Why she suddenly looked so insanely sexy to me in that moment I’ll never understand, but she did. I saw the tight top and short skirt she selected for tonight in terms of her meeting an old flame. She’d wanted to look her best without sending an overt message, and she’d nailed it. She’d selected that skirt for him. She’d picked that top, accentuating her breasts, for him. I saw that now.

Evan peeled off his sweaty T-shirt ff and tossed it aside. He was fit, with a flat stomach and scruffy chest hair. Val made a face at him like he was being obvious, and he protested his innocence, showing her his palms. He pulled off his boots and socks. My wife stood idle, watching him remove clothing, a look of mild entertainment frozen on her face. She was unreadable. 

Evan stopped and met her stare. She gestured as if to say don’t stop now, and Evan gave her a crooked smile. I remembered what she said about his signature move, unzipping and just letting his big cock hang in front of her, and I wondered if he was thinking about doing that right now. What would I do if he did? I tried to picture myself busting into the room and stopping him, but I doubted I would. More likely, I’d watch to see how Valentina reacted. He gestured towards the bathroom and walked away. I realized he was headed for a shower to wash away the sweat and smoke. A light came on in a smaller window farther down the wall. I heard water running. Val stayed where she was, even pulling out a chair from under the small desk, but she didn’t sit. She kept staring at the bathroom door. She looked down at the chair and then at the door again. With a tiny shrug, she headed for the bathroom.

I checked to make sure there was no one around and then scurried down the wall. The window was higher, so I pulled a cinder block over and stood on it. From there I saw both the sink and shower sides of the bathroom. Evan was already under the hot water, his back to me, and I saw Val slowly open the door. She poked her head in, hoping to catch him naked, but retreated when all she saw was the shower curtain. She closed the door.

Good girl, I thought, proud of her self-control. I couldn’t blame her curiosity. I would have done the same. Even the kissing was forgivable, given the fact I’d pushed her into all this.

Evan put his back to the shower and lathered his chest, sliding his sudsy hands down to his penis. Now I saw for myself what my wife had described, and I realized she’d toned her language down to spare my feelings. If he wasn’t a rock star, he’d be a porn star. His cock wasn’t the biggest I’d ever seen but he was substantial. Even soft, he was girthy, with big balls. Susy water ran off the thing to spiral down the drain. He lathered all around, ass crack and scrotum, and then rinsed the soap away.

The bathroom door opened, and Valentina stepped into the room. Nude.

“Save me some hot water,” she said.

The surge of adrenaline I felt left my whole body trembling. She looked so hot! Part of me knew what she did was wildly inappropriate but most of me cared nothing about that right now. I was as engaged as they were. What would happen next?

Evan pulled the shower curtain back. His eyes got big when he saw Val, and then he opened the curtain wider, inviting her into the shower with him. He offered a hand and Val took it, stepping over the side of the tub.

Her eyes dropped to his hanging cock. He closed the curtain behind her and stepped to the side. They had little room to maneuver so when she moved by her breasts dragged across his chest. He stopped her with a hand on her shoulder. Their eyes locked and he kissed her again. Her hands, both of them, rose instantly to his cock and balls, cupping and squeezing. She stroked his fat length, hefting the weight of it.

“You can’t fuck me,” she told him. “We can’t let things go that far. This is bad enough.”

“I understand,” he said. “I’m just really happy you’re here.”

He turned her body and slowly sank to his knees, kissing all the way down. He sucked and nibbled her nipples and then teased a trial of kisses farther south. Val was gasping, clutching at his shoulders, pulling on his long, wet hair. I knew the moment his mouth found her slit by the deep and meaningful moan she breathed. He lifted her leg onto his shoulder and ducked farther under, devouring my wife’s sweet little pussy. She grabbed a breast and rolled the nipple while he ate her. He must have pushed some fingers in because she suddenly groaned, and her eyes closed. Her hips rocked and her head fell backward against the tiled wall and then she moaned and went stiff, climaxing into his mouth and all over his probing tongue.

She looked fucking sexy.

He continued to eat but she soon pushed him away. She crouched, bringing herself face to face with his fat and heavy cock. She studied the thing, as if remembering all the good times. I thought she was about to return the favor and suck his dick, and I think she thought that too, but apparently seeing it hang in front of her face was too much to bear. She reached up and turned off the shower and yanked the curtain aside. She held his penis and stepped out of the tub, pulling him after her by his dick. Without a word she led him out of the bathroom.

I hurried back to the first window.


Chapter 7

She led him to the front room. Her wet body sparkled. She started opening drawers until she found a tube and then she pushed him backward onto the bed. She popped the top and squeezed gel into her hand, smiling.

That she knew there’d be a tube of lubrication close to the bed spoke volumes about their history to me. He was fully aware his dick was big. He knew any hot fan he brought back to his motel room would want him to have it. Moreover, Valentina knew he’d have it because they used it often when they were a couple. Her certainty was an act of intimacy. She knew him. She knew the man well.

She rubbed her hands together, spreading the lube, and Evan opened his legs wide, offering his cock and balls. What a stud. Val tossed the tube onto the bed and then crawled between his legs using her knees. She gathered his genitalia, cupping his fat testicles and curling her fingers around his shaft. She began to stroke as she rolled his nuts around inside their sack. They were talking, flirting, and Evan ran his eyes all over her. He looked hungry. She pumped his cock as he got hard, growing stiff in her hands, and then she leaned back to admire what she’d done. She moved up the bed to kiss him again and casually placed the head of his cock at her asshole.

My heart stopped.

She lifted one knee outside his hip and then the other, aligning herself with his stiff spear. She rose higher, moving the tip around a little, smearing the lube, and then relaxing her leg muscles. I watched his thick cock slowly spread her sphincter wide as that tight puckered ring enveloped his head. His hands came up to her breasts hanging in his face and he spoke sweet words to her. Her expression was longing and lust and intense pleasure. His veiny inches slid smoothly up her ass as she sat on him until the stretched ring swallowed everything down to his big balls. My wife moaned and arched her back, stared at the ceiling and gently rocked her hips. She placed her hands on his scruffy chest and lifted her butt, dragging her asshole up his throbbing length.

I was dumbfounded, astonished, and thunderstruck. But I was also erect. I was hurt and I was jealous, and I felt betrayed, but she looked so goddamn sexy. Her smoothly undulating body worked the length of his rigid pole like a prostitute. She fucked herself on his thick cock and looked sexy doing it. I rationalized it wasn’t as bad as it seemed because she’d told him they couldn’t fuck, and then she’d saved her pussy for me. Weak, but I was ready to cling to anything. My mind was melting.

She leaned over him and offered her tits to his mouth. He sucked and licked, jumping from one to the other, arousal growing. The veins on his cock stood out like squiggly lines. She moved her ass faster and he pulled her face down for a hot kiss and then he scooped her up and flipped her around, driving her into the bed and driving his cock balls deep. He pinned her wrists by her ears and unleashed his wild lust, biting her neck as he powered his cock pumping her asshole. My wife was moaning and writhing under him.

Her mission had been to drive him crazy enough to fuck her brains out and she’d succeeded. He attacked her ass, and his cock was his weapon. She lifted her legs and spread them, holding nothing back. I got a fleeting glimpse of how I’d neglected her. Cuddling is fine but it’s not enough by itself. In a way, I was responsible for what was happening in that cheap motel room. My woman needed lust. She needed to feel desired. My gut told me this was a fling, a one-time event, and she was making it count, but my gut also said I needed to do better. I needed to get over my own vanity and love her physically too.

Or, my bewildered mind suggested, make sure she gets a hard fuck now and then. It doesn’t have to be you. Look at them in there.

I couldn’t believe I was rationalizing like this, but fuck, she looked so sexy.

I jumped when she slapped his face.

“Fuck me!” she demanded. “Fuck me hard, you bitch. God! I missed that angry cock!”

He caught her legs on his shoulders and curled her body forward, exposing her tight hole, pounding her ass.

“Cum in me!” I heard through the glass window. “Fucking explode, Evan! Cum in my ass!”

“Rub your clit, slut,” he snarled. “You cum first.”

Valentina dutifully obeyed, slapping her pussy and rubbing her clitoris franticly. Evan pumped his cock and Val’s mouth opened as wide as her eyes.

“You gonna cum inside me?” she rasped. “Do it, Baby. Let me take some of you home! Give it to me! Give it to maaaaa!”

My wife contorted and twisted, writhing under his thrusting cock. She rubbed her clit fast, climaxing hard. Now at last he could turn his flood loose and he did, blasting huge jets of hot sperm up her ass. Val flopped and squirmed, begging him to fill her. He grabbed her waist and held her ass in place, pumping like a piston, ejaculating deep inside.

I was not jealous. Not even a little. I was rock hard.

I’d never seen anything as hot as what I just witnessed. I never even imagined anything that hot. Nothing prepares you to see your beloved wife become a porn star. I was blown away. I quickly looked around because I’d totally lost track of where I was and what I was doing. Anyone could have walked up on me, and I wouldn’t have known. No one did, and I returned my attention to my wife and her lover. Evan was just coming down from his massive orgasm, shaken and dazed. Valentina looked like a cat lying in the sun, stretching and happy while still impaled on his softening cock. He shuddered and leaned over my wife, kissing her sweetly. She returned the kiss, looking more satisfied than she had in a long, long time. He collapsed on top of her, and she curled her legs around his body.

They cuddled with his cock still buried. Soon small talk began between lovers and now, finally, I grew uncomfortable. This kind of intimacy I did not want to see. I eased away from my spot at the window and made my way back to our car. I had a hard dick that needed taking care of and no idea how long she’d tarry with him. What if they did it again? No, that length of time away from me would require an explanation. If she left soon, it was like they had a drink and chatted. I took my cock out as I drove, eager to get home and empty my aching balls.

Maybe I’m not secure enough to take my clothes off in front of my wife, but I am secure enough to let another man fuck her. My memories flashed back to the theater and Val on stage with that big cock hanging over her face. Maybe that guy could be hired for a one-night stand? I recognized that as a crazy thought, but there it was.


Chapter 8

She came home in a taxi and explained she had a lovely time, admitting he turned her on as expected and hinting something may have happened. When I suggested they’d kissed, she let me believe that, offering no additional details. I knew she’d tell me eventually but wanted some emotional distance from the event first. She was still figuring out her own feelings and wasn’t yet ready to deal with mine too. I was okay with that. I was also wildly turned on. She said she wanted a shower, and I followed her into the bathroom and watched her undress. My dick twitched when she turned her back and her panties came down. Bent over, I saw her tight little butthole and remembered that thick cock sliding in and out. Her ass was full of cream, but she didn’t know I knew that. She turned to face me, and I stepped closer, pushing her against the wall and sinking to my knees. She tried to push me away halfheartedly, but I could tell she wanted it. I stuck my face in her crotch and inhaled the sweet scent of her arousal. She was still hot and wet from what she’d done, and I licked her slippery cunt. She shivered.

“You’re wet,” I accused. “Drenched.”

“I warned you he turned me on,” she murmured, unapologetically.

I pressed my tongue between her labia and wiggled inside. Her pussy was hot as the sun. I tried to move slowly but I wanted to ravage her. I slid my hand up her leg and slipped a finger towards her sphincter. Would she try to stop me? That would be hard to explain. I found the puckered ring and easily pushed my digit in, instantly feeling the slick serum he’d injected. My penis rose but I had no intention of fucking her. I slow-pumped my finger and circled her clit with my tongue. She was squirming, clutching at the towel rack and pushing my head deeper into her crotch. She was so hot for him she practically dripped into my mouth. I impulsively decided a little dirty talk was needed.

“Did he take out his cock and hang it in front of you?” I asked, licking her folds.

“What?”

I’d caught her off guard.

“You said he liked to hang his cock in front of you. Did he this time?”

“No,” she rasped, sensing my game and getting her feet under her. “No, he went into the bathroom to shower, and I opened the door on him.”

Oh. She was mixing in some truth. This could be fun.

“Did he look as good as you remember?”

I pushed my tongue into her pussy and my finger up her ass.

“No,” she moaned. “He looked better, ungh, I’m older now. I know what a rare specimen he is. Hot and hung does not grow on trees.”

I licked faster. I wanted her excited, but it was working on me. The fact his semen lubricated my pumping finger drove me wild.

“I bet you wanted to fuck him,” I growled.

“I did,” she whimpered.

For an instant I thought she was saying she had fucked him, like after I left her alone with him. My dick surged to full erection.

“I did want to fuck him,” she murmured. “But I settled for sucking his dick. I hope you’re not angry. It’s all your fault.”

I knew she was turning my game back on me. We haven’t played the talk dirty to me game in a long time but back when we did, that’s how it always went. We’d try to flip the story and shock each other. I couldn’t let her win.

“I take full responsibility. I hope you swallowed like a good little slut.”

“All of him,” she said. “I sucked out every drop. He’s delicious. Did you taste him when we kissed? I was afraid you’d notice, and I’d be caught.”

I attacked her cunt and asshole. She groaned and clung to the towel rack, lifting her leg to make it easier for me. I was pushing her towards a hard orgasm but memories of what she’d done were running through her mind.

“I guess you’ll fuck him next time,” I said, trying to sound dead serious.

She exploded into my mouth. My wiggling tongue buried in her cunt and thrusting finger up her ass were simply too much. She gasped and almost toppled, grabbing my head with both hands and grinding her pussy into me. She sounded like she was sobbing from cumming so hard. I upped my attack, ripping a loud moan from her. Her legs began trembling so I braced her against the wall and kept eating until she could take no more, shoving my head away and pushing my finger out of her ass.

I leaned against the vanity and looked up at her. Wild eyes looked back. She desperately wanted to ask me if I meant what I said, she desperately wanted it to be true, but she was afraid to say the words, fearing they would cut me deeply. I was afraid to say them too.

She helped me stand and led me into the bedroom. I was worried she’d try to have sex with me. My performance anxiety skyrocketed. But no. She sat me on the bed and thoughtfully turned off all the lights. In the darkness I felt her hands free my still mostly erect penis and her warm mouth enveloping me. I instantly leaked precum and I heard her lick her lips.

“Seems like him turning me on turned you on,” she muttered.

I cleared my throat.

“Very much.”

“They play a new venue tomorrow night,” she said. “The Factory.”

I got the implication. My dick surged harder, and I know she felt it and understood. I was conflicted. Her mouth descended on me again and the insane heat boggled my mind. I wanted to pursue this new avenue of excitement, but I was nervous. If I let her take things farther, I believed I’d lose her to a better lover. I instantly knew how pathetic that sounded. Was she only with me because I kept her away from other men? If our marriage was that weak, we actually had no marriage. A true bond could survive an occasional dalliance, especially given how reluctant I was to have sex.

“Promise,” I managed to croak.

She paused her sucking.

“Promise what, Baby?”

I took a deep breath and took the plunge.

“Promise I can never lose you to another man,” I said.

“Never. I promise.”

Then I dropped the bomb.

“Promise no man can fuck you away from me.”

Her body went rigid. Now she fully understood what I meant and what I was saying. Just the hint of the idea set her on fire. She engulfed my dick down to the root and sucked with incredible vacuum, moaning at the prospect of what I was indirectly suggesting. I gasped as a wave of pleasure assaulted my brain. Her head bobbed fast, driving me towards orgasm. Then she stopped suddenly, whipping her mouth free.

“Maybe some stud could,” she teased. “But only for a night. I’ll always come home to you.”

Boom, she swallowed my length all the way down again, pulling my ball sack and swirling her tongue around my head. I exploded straight down her throat, imagining her out with Evan and me at home fretfully awaiting her return. She’d said what I wanted to hear, and I felt intuitively in that moment we both understood I was going to give her a one-night pass, and she was going to fuck mister rock star big cock Evan. She sucked hard and fast and my brain detonated. The room spun. I fired over and over, convulsing and making strangled noises.

She eased me out of her mouth when it was over. I flopped backward onto our bed, and she crawled up next to me. We cuddled in silence for a while. I wanted to say more but I felt stymied by worry. There was so much I wanted to say, but I said nothing, fearful I might say the wrong thing, fearful I might tell her yes or tell her no. I was paralyzed by indecision.

“I’ll wear my black miniskirt and sheer grey top under my Bolero cut jacket,” she said, making the choice for both of us. “No panties. No bra.”

I swear to God my exhausted dick tried to rise.

“Just so you know in advance,” she continued softly. “They’ll be no condom use either. We never used one as a couple so introducing one now would feel weird.”

I was awash in both relief and fear.

“Okay,” I rasped.

She squeezed me in a loving hug. I couldn’t tell if she felt gratitude like I was granting her this gift, or compassion and understanding for stumbling across a solution to my lack of sex drive.

“It’s not that I don’t want you,” I whispered, hearing the freight train barreling down the tracks right at us. “I do.”

“I know, Baby,” she murmured. “But you just need to cling to your insecurities more.”


Chapter 9

I told her I would wait at home, and I swear I fully intended to, but I lasted maybe thirty minutes and then I was out the door. I left our second car in the garage and took my motorcycle, which I hadn’t ridden in years, because she would never think it was me if we somehow crossed paths.

I did not go to The Factory. I went to Evan’s motel. I took a risk that he might take her somewhere else after the show, but I figured if I was him with a chance at her, I’d want a big bed and a locked door. I had to wait almost two hours, but I put the time to good use. I got rid of the cinder block under the bathroom window and replaced it with a chair I found, hiding it in a shadow. I discovered that if I actually climbed the tree and sat on the lowest branch, I got a full view of his room and I was invisible from the parking lot. I put my phone on silent and got comfortable.

Time passed slowly.

My imagination ran wild, of course. I pictured a million different scenarios. Evan fucking her in a dirty bathroom, Evan fucking her in the backseat of his car, Val sucking cock at a stop light. I was filled with angst when his car finally pulled into the lot. Her car pulled in next to his. I held my breath. His door opened and he stepped out, and Val’s door opened and she did the same. She’d lost her Bolero jacket, leaving it in the back seat, no doubt, and she walked around her car to him. Even in the dim streetlight I saw the darker circles of her areola through her sheer top. Evan held out his arms, and she slid into them. They kissed and the acid returned to the pit of my stomach. Why did I like seeing this so much? She looked happy. Hell, she was glowing. She knew he would be fucking her minutes from now and she radiated joy.

They walked arm in arm to his motel room and stepped inside. I lost sight of them for a minute as they went through the front door but then saw them again as they entered the main room, kissing and mauling each other, urgently ripping clothes off and letting them fall where they may.

Evan stopped when Valentina stepped out of her miniskirt, and he saw she was wearing no underwear. He dropped to his knees in front of her and kissed her sweet, freshly shaved pussy, the same pussy I’d kissed just twenty-four hours ago. Val made him stand. She wanted more than that. She ripped his pants open and pushed them and his underwear down, freeing his partially swollen cock. She was hungry for it, and I felt a little responsible for that. She’d been patient and understanding while I was going through my crisis of confidence, but she still had desires with no place to put them. Now she had a place. She pushed his clothing all the way down and waited while he kicked them free. Then she was on her knees, staring at his dick. She grinned widely. She made some comment about it and lifted the thing on the fingertips of one hand, like a waitress carrying a tray. She moved her head around, viewing his cock from different angles and he laughed. He grabbed the root and thumped her upside her head. They both laughed. He backed away, forcing her to stand so he could watch her walk towards him naked. He leaned against the chest of drawers and set his feet far apart, his cock hanging down like a hangman’s noose.

Valentina had to choose between kissing him again or going for his dick and she barely hesitated, dropping to sit on her heels like an obedient slave girl. She leaned closer and softly kissed the large head. It was difficult to see my wife perform such intimate acts with another man, but god, it got my blood boiling in a good way. I realized my perch in the tree was stable enough for me to unzip and play with my dick. I stroked slowly, watching.

Val kissed the tip and then parted her lips, sliding half his cock into her mouth. She paused, drew a deep breath and adjusted her throat, and slowly began to engulf his remaining inches. His amazement grew with each heartbeat. She was opening her throat to let him slide deeper. Her lips inched towards his sparse public hair, closer and closer until the lipstick ring of her lips sat pressed against his body. Her throat bulged but she was proud. Saliva drooled to the floor and her tongue slipped out the bottom, swabbing his tight ball sack. His head fell back, swarmed by amazing sensations. She licked his nuts again and again while holding his shaft all the way in, then she backed off a little before sliding him deep again. Slow and steady she fucked his dick with her mouth, deepthroating his full length, lavishing attention on his sensitive scrotum. As he stiffened, she had to give up more and more, finally bobbing on the head and about half the shaft. She tugged his nuts, working to make him rock hard.

I heard a car door slam.

I twisted my head to see the parking lot. His bandmates, exiting their van. They gestured at Val’s car and laughed, no doubt making crude comments. One waved goodnight and peeled away, heading for his own motel room, but the other two headed for Evan. I panicked. They were about to walk in on my wife, naked, performing a blowjob. I thought about climbing down and heading them off but carrying this much extra weight I was more likely to simply fall on my ass getting out of the tree. Then I’d need to explain what the fuck I was doing up a tree spying on my wife. Intercepting them would only make things worse. Better to let Valentina suffer the embarrassment of getting caught. She’d known these guys for years.

I turned my attention to the room again, watching them enter. Evan barely looked up. Valentina never slowed. The band stepped inside, shut the door, and watched my wife suck Evan’s cock. Evan made a comment, and Valentina gave the guys a thumbs up, but never interrupted her assault.

This was not the first time they’d walked in on Evan and Val together.

The boys started conversing and Val continued her relentless attack, swallowing as much length as she could, whorishly gliding her tongue over and around the shaft, licking from balls to head. The guys continued talking like this happened all the time. One of them, the bass player, I think, sat his phone aside and unzipped, bringing his cock in front of Val too. My wife did not hesitate, smoothing transitioning from Evan’s cock to the new guy, slipping his soft member between her lips and sucking him all the way in. The other guy, the drummer maybe, watched for a minute and then peeled off his T-shirt, kicked off his shoes and threw his pants aside. He took the open spot next to Evan and offered his dick to my wife as well.

Stunned does not begin to describe what I felt.

All three men brought their cocks closer together. Val stroked and sucked them all, alternating regularly, playing fair. Bass stepped away long enough to shed his clothing and then moved behind her, dropping onto his back to slide under like a car mechanic, eating her pussy from below. He played with himself while he licked my woman, getting hard like his friends. The drummer had a cock almost as big as Evan’s, but you couldn’t tell that until he got hard. Val orally worshipped those big hard dicks, giving a sloppier blowjob than I’d ever seen her give. I understood why a minute later when Drummer moved behind her, straddling Bass on his back and sliding his cock into her cunt from behind. Bass did not care that he was inches away from his friend’s hard dick. Valentina, on the other hand, cared very much. Her back arched as she was impaled, and she forced Evan’s cock into her throat. Minutes later she pushed away from Evan, sliding down Bass’s body. Drummer pulled out of her pussy so Bass could slide in, and then Drummer placed the head at her asshole and gently began to ease in.

I was losing my mind. Now I understood why she called this her hottest era. They all moved together with familiar ease. Evan stood in front and made her suck his balls while Bass fucked her pussy from below and Drummer fucked her asshole from behind. Evan fed her his dick, holding her head with both hands and fucking her mouth. Val’s expression said she was in Heaven. How many times had my wife played groupie to these guys? She was Evan’s girl, clearly, but he was comfortable sharing with his boys. Hard cocks slid in and out of slick holes and Val writhed between them, filled by stiff penis everywhere. Their hands roamed her body, grasping big breasts and rubbing her clit. Drummer eased his cock all the way up her ass and Bass did the same to her pussy. They held their stiff dicks buried, watching as Valentina squirmed and twisted.

Drummer began to pump faster, eager to fire his load up her ass. I saw Val go rigid as an orgasm rocked her, followed by another before the first even ended. They had her sandwiched between all their male bodies and she was loving it, a sexual ragdoll for horny men. Drummer exploded far up her ass, pumping out a huge load. He soon withdrew his wilting cock.

Evan lay on his back on the floor, holding his big erection straight up like an invitation. Valentina pulled herself off Bass and straddled Evan, sliding her cunt down his length and moaning like a bitch in heat. Bass scrambled to his feet and moved behind her, placing his cock at her wrinkled but well-lubed hole and became the second man to fuck her ass tonight. Val leaned down, mashed her tits against Evan’s chest and kissed him with tender emotion. Bass held her shoulders while he slowly sheathed his throbbing erection up her ass.

My wife was their compliant plaything and loved it. The practiced familiarity they all displayed told me she’d been their groupie for years. I imagined if Bass or Drummer needed to get their rocks off, Valentina had been happy to help. I pictured her sucking one cock or the other while the boys wrote music or worked out arrangements for that night’s performance. I watched them use her, and she wanted them to use her. 

This was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I balanced on that low fat branch and watched Valentina take hard, hot inches over and over. My wife slowly turned rigid again and then howled as those twin thrusting cocks tore another climax out of her. Never could I have ever imagined her in this situation. When we first started dating, we agreed to leave the past in the past. I thought I was the one hiding slutty behavior. The joke’s on me. My wife beat me by a mile.

Bass pumped his hips faster, ready to add another load up her ass. I couldn’t hear her words, but I could tell Valentina encouraged him to fuck her hard and shoot her full. My erection ached with need. Bass suddenly convulsed as if shot and pushed his cock all the way in. His balls rested on Evan’s balls as he blasted buckets of cum into her. Evan got too excited and began thrusting upward, fucking Val in time with the cock fucking her ass. He began to ejaculate inside her pussy soon after Bass started and together, they flooded my lovely bride. I leaked precum like a broken faucet. These men were pumping sperm into her and for reasons I did not understand that fact ignited my mind. I scrutinized every twitch and shudder of her body. She loved what was being done to her. She loved it.

Val collapsed on Evan and Bass collapsed on Val. Nobody moved. Then Val started laughing and the men joined in. A freshly showered Drummer entered my field of view again carrying three cans of beer. He stood over them smoking a joint and talking around it. Bass eased his cock out of her asshole and rolled to the carpet. Val stayed atop Evan, resting on his chest with her eyes closed. Drummer handed Bass and Evan a beer and Val perked up, leaning back to take hers. They sipped and chatted, and I couldn’t help but stare at Evan’s cock still firmly lodged in my wife’s pussy. Her bald pussy lips clung to him, circling his girth in a tight seal. Drummer stepped closer and Val casually lifted his limp cock to her mouth, suckling like a baby, alternating between beer and dick. Drummer, Bass, and Evan continued to chat like all this was nothing unusual. My wife remained seated on Evan’s dick while languidly sucking the drummer. She was such a slutty whore. I loved seeing this side of her. I imagined the bandmate that said goodnight was probably married. He knew what was about to happen and like a good boy he went back to his motel room.

I almost panicked when Bass turned and looked directly at me. He walked right at my hiding place, and I froze. He opened the window to let fresh air in, and I realized with the lights on in there, they could see nothing outside.

“It’s like a sauna in here,” I heard him say.

“That’s good hot sex,” Drummer said.

He reached down to caress one of Valentina’s breasts, lifting and rolling it around. He wasn’t ready to get hard again, so she let his soft cock slip from her mouth. She kissed Evan and raised her hips, and every eye went to where their bodies merged, watching his fat snake slowly glide out of her tight cunt. His cock landed with a plop on his belly, followed by dribbling cum. She cupped a hand over her hole.

“Saving that for later?” Bass joked.

“Kind of,” she admitted. “I’ve been trying to get my husband to fuck me. I’ve discovered it turns him on when I’m naughty so I figure coming home with proof might do the trick.”

Evan looked concerned.

“Why won’t he fuck you? You’re hot as hell.”

“Thank you,” she said. “But he’s going through some things. He used to be a hot stud with an amazing body, but he’s put on weight as he’s gotten older. He feels terrible about it. Poor boy. His insecurities crush him.”

All the guys nodded, understanding.

“So, you fool around and he gets hot?” Drummer asked.

“Yeah. That’s what we’re discovering. I’m hoping I can drive him wild enough he throws me down and fucks me in a fit of rage.”

“Sounds hot,” Bass chuckled.

“I feel for the guy,” Evan said. “Is that why you came to our show?”

“Yes. He asked me about the best sex I’ve ever had. I mentioned you and before I could elaborate, he asked if you had a big cock.” She patted his sleeping python. “I said you did and he perked right up, interrupting me. I never got the chance to mention the rest of you.”

“I bet you mention us now,” Bass said.

“Maybe,” she teased. “Or maybe I’ll keep you secret for a week or two so I can use you.”

They all laughed. Val looked around for her scattered clothing and began to dress. The boys watched her.

“No shower?” Drummer asked.

Val shook her head.

“Why destroy evidence of what I’ve done? I’m trying to push the man and make him ravage me. Last time he ate my pussy after Evan fucked my ass. Maybe this time he’ll go even farther.”

“Give him our love,” Bass joked.

Val laughed.

“I’ll literally be giving him your love. Buckets of it.”

I eased out of the tree and hurried to my motorcycle, wishing I’d parked closer. I stayed too long listening to their conversation. If Valentina hurried out the door to her car and drove straight home, we might arrive at the same time. That would be bad. I considered her words as I tried to jog. She was trying to force my hand. What that meant to me was if I withheld sex, she’d keep fucking Evan and the boys. I found that idea exciting.


Chapter 10

I beat her home, but just barely. I quickly stripped down to boxers and a T-shirt and threw my clothes on the closet floor. I jumped into bed, pretending to sleep.  I heard her enter our bedroom and lean over to check on me and then quietly slip out of her scant clothing. The bed shifted around as she climbed in, and then I felt her warm moist pussy press against my mouth. The woman was on fire. She mashed her cunt against my lips and when I opened my eyes, she grabbed my hair and pulled me closer, watching and waiting for me to realize what she offered. Of course, I already knew. I knew she carried Evan in there like I knew she carried Drummer and Bass up her ass.

I expected myself to recoil from her used cunt, but God help me, that’s not what happened. My hands came up to cup her round butt cheeks, and I pulled her tight against my tongue. Cheating whore! She was so hot! She’d gone out and gotten herself royally fucked and I loved it. I pushed my tongue as deep as I could, tasting the flavor Evan and Valentina make. I expected disgust but what I felt was elation and wild lust. I started slow, gentle licks and soft sucks, savoring her taste. Valentina's hands gripped my hair, urging me to do more. I complied, my tongue delving deeper, exploring every fold and split. Her clit was hard and swollen, begging for attention, and I gave it to her, circling it with my tongue, feeling it pulse beneath my touch.

I caught her by surprise. I suddenly rolled her to the side, and she yelped, startled. I took over. I started at her ankles, kissing and licking my way up her calves, feeling her muscles quiver beneath my touch. As I reached her thighs, I felt her body trembling with need. I teased her, trailing kisses closer to her slit, my breath hot against her skin. Valentina's moans filled the room, spurring me on. I pushed her legs far apart and licked from asshole to clitoris. I held her spread wide and feasted on her slutty cunt. I got hard but I had no intention of fucking her. No way. If fucking other men was her way of trying to coerce me, it was going to fail. I wanted more. She didn’t know it, but she was free to cheat all she wished. I released her legs but snarled at her to keep them spread wide open. I pawed her tits with both hands, attacking her pussy with my mouth and tongue.

She thought I’d be passive, subdued, maybe even resistant. She had to be wondering if I’d noticed something unusual about her pussy. I decided to clear the air about that.

“He fucked you,” I growled, feeling her tense with worry. “He came in you.”

I doubled my assault, leaving no room for doubt. Yes, I knew what she did and yes, I approved. Her pussy was gushing with excitement now, freed from guilt and lingering anxiety. I focused on her clit and pushed three fingers into her sopping cunt, pumping my hand. My heart was pounding with anticipation. Her scent, musky and sweet, filled my nostrils, heightening my desire.

“He fucked your ass too,” I said, already knowing the truth. “Or did you give that hole to someone else?”

Valentina moaned loudly and orgasmed, soaking my face. I pushed the thumb of my free hand up her ass and double pumped her holes. She writhed beneath me, legs spread to point at the corners of our bedroom.

“Fucking cum for me,” I demanded. “Cum for me right now. I know what you did, and I know you’ll do it again. Hot sexy bitch!”

As her orgasm neared, her body tensed, every muscle coiled and ready. Her hands clutched at the sheets, knuckles white with the effort of holding onto something, anything, as the sensations threatened to overwhelm her. Her back arched, pushing her breasts forward and higher, nipples hard and begging for touch.

“Oooohhh, God!” she howled, climaxing like it was the end of the world. “Fuuuuuck!”

The first wave hit, and her body convulsed. A deep, guttural moan escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Her hips bucked, riding the wave as it crashed through her. Her inner muscles clenched and released, pulsing with the force of her climax. It was glorious. She was utterly lost to sexual heat. What she’d just done with those three men combined with my unflinching assault on her juicy cunt, had her reeling, tumbling through the starry universe. Her orgasm was a symphony of sensations, each wave building on the last, pushing her higher and higher. Her body shook, her breath ragged, and her mind lost in a haze of ecstasy. Sweat rose across her brow, and her hair clung to her neck, damp from the exertion.

I slipped another finger inside her, curling them to hit that perfect spot. Her body arched off the bed, her moans grew louder. I matched the rhythm of my fingers with my tongue, driving her wild. Her inner muscles clamped down, her body quivering as she came. I redoubled my efforts, my tongue and fingers moving with urgency, pushing her. Her body convulsed again and again, her cries of pleasure filling our bedroom. I held her there, licking and stroking, forcing her to ride out the waves of her orgasm, my own arousal throbbing.

As her body relaxed, I slowly pulled back, my lips brushing against her clit, her labia, her inner thighs. I looked up at her, my eyes studying her serene face. Her body, limp and sated, tingled with pleasure as she weakly reached out to pull me up. A soft, satisfied smile played on her lips. Her eyes fluttered open, glazed with the afterglow of pleasure. She was a vision of pure, uninhibited bliss, still humming with the remnants of her orgasm. Her skin was flushed, a rosy hue across her chest and neck, her nipples hard enough to cut glass. I start to withdraw my fingers, but she gasps and stops me, laying her hand on my wrist.

“Not yet,” she murmurs. “Give me a minute.”

I am so proud. I’ve never made her cum so hard. My throbbing cock is dying to slide in and reclaim her, but I must wait. I look at my fingers and see the dribbles of her excitement mingled with Evan’s semen. I get impatient after a minute and stretch my neck to softly, ever so softly, lick her raw clit. Using that distraction, I eased my fingers from her pussy and her ass. She moans, sorry to see them go. I grab my iron erection and begin to stroke. I shuffle backward a little to see her better and I’m amazed at the sight. Valentina, spread obscenely wide, sperm leaking from her unfaithful cunt, her puffy sphincter, her nipples straining to reach our ceiling and begging to be sucked. Her hair’s a mess. She glistens with sweat. I feel the heat radiating from her. She’s a satisfied goddess of infidelity.

Lust sinks razor sharp claws into me. The desire to reclaim my woman rises rapidly, crushing every other emotion in its path. I kick my boxers off but leave my T-shirt on as I position myself between her splayed legs, my throbbing erection ready. The moment threatens to overwhelm me and shut me down, but I shrug it off with a growl. I hold her hips. I slide into her with a gentle thrust, eliciting a soft moan from her lips.

The sensation of her warmth enveloping me is intoxicating. My inches glide through a swamp of hot fluids: him, her, and my saliva. The fact I am pushing his sperm farther into her drives me wild. I start to move, my hips rolling in a rhythmic motion, each thrust deeper than the last. Valentina, despite her exhaustion, responds, her body arching to meet mine.

“Yes, my love,” she murmurs. “I’ve missed you so very much.”

I thrust faster, gaining speed and power slowly, dragging the moment out, savoring the delicious sensation of her hot, steaming, used cunt. It’s superbly wrong and undeniably corrupt and I love it. The room fills with the sound of my passion, the smell of our arousal. My movements become more urgent, my grip on her hips tightens and I’m thrusting hard now. I start to pound her. Years of repressed and tangled sexual needs start to boil. I wanted her all those celibate years, I just let fear hold me back.

“Fuck me, husband,” she says, lifting her hips to meet me.

I won’t last long. I can feel that. My whole body has come alive, crazy electricity running wild. I lower my mouth to her stiff nipple and suck, and I hear her passionate gasp. She wants it!  The only person in the room that cares how much weight I’ve put on is me. I open the floodgates in my mind and hammer her into the mattress, releasing all my fear, forgiving myself and granting me the right to be merely human. I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the build-up towards release. A sob escapes me.

With a final, powerful thrust, I explode inside her, my body shuddering with the intensity of my orgasm. Valentina convulses from a climax of her own. I pump faster, losing my fucking mind and driving her climax into space. I howl, and she does too. Sperm gushes out of me like a river. I lose control, body flopping and jerking and she giggles with delight, grabbing my ass and pulling me as deep as she can. By the time it ends, I don’t know who or where I am. We remain entwined, our breath syncing, basking in the aftermath of our passion.


Chapter 11

The lights flicker, but we are already in our seats, looking around for Tanner to join us. Inside the arena style theater, others hurry to get seated. I glanced down at the black, semi-circle stage backed by high black curtains. A woman and her date take the seat next to Val and an older gentleman and his date take the seats next to me.

A light bulb went on in my head, long overdue, and I started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” Valentina asked.

“We’re so stupid,” I said.

“Granted. But how are we stupid in this particular instance?”

“Think back to our first time here,” I said. “Some man sat next to me, some hippie wife and her husband sat next to you.”

“So?”

“So Tanner was supposed to see the show with us but sent a message saying he got stuck in traffic.”

“I remember.”

“If that was true,” I said. “Where was his empty seat? If he also had a ticket, why did we have people seated right next to us on both sides?”

Her eyebrows shot upward, and her mouth formed the letter O.

“Right!” she said. “But why would he lie?”

“That’s an excellent question, and I believe I know the answer.”

“Spit it out.”

I turned my attention to the stage.

“It was no accident your row and seat got called. Tanner didn’t watch the show with us because Tanner was in the show.”

“What do you mean? I was blindfolded.”

“I mean the man that first stopped in front of you, the one I said got hard, had a body just like Tanner. I think it was him. They all wore masks so I can’t know for sure, but I think so.”

“You said that guy was hung. Does Tanner have a big dick?”

“I don’t know. We don’t hang around naked. But I know he flirts with you constantly and that maybe explains why he got hard, why he showed you so much attention, and why he invited us to the show in the first place. It all fits. Watch. If I’m right, any second now we’re going to get a text offering some lame excuse telling us he can’t make it again.”

On cue, my phone vibrated. I read the message and then showed it to her.

“Sneaky bastard,” she said.

She joined me in watching the stage. The lights flickered again and went dark. A lone woman in a white robe strode to the front of the stage and lifted a note. She called out a row and seat number.

“Shit,” Val mumbled. “What are the odds twice in a row?”

“That clinches it,” I said. “It’s Tanner. You are caught in his web, Baby.”

She quickly stood, excitement already lighting her eyes.

“Knowing it’s him changes things,” she said, moving down the row.

She arrived at the stage, and the robed woman spoke to her briefly. My wife eagerly agreed to everything. The woman went over consent again, explaining in detail, but Val was already fully invested. Satisfied that my wife understood, the woman held out her hands. Val nervously stripped down to bra and panties, handing the woman her clothes as she went. The woman sat the stack of clothing aside and then placed Val’s wrists behind her back and attached wide padded handcuffs. The crowd around me murmured, wondering where this was headed. The robed woman helped Val sit on the stage and then fitted my wife’s ankles in similar cuffs, immobilizing her. I was growing nervous. What did they have planned?

A cable descended from the rafters and the woman affixed it to Valentina’s ankle cuffs. The slack was drawn up, lifting my wife into the air, head down. A second woman walked on stage as this was happening, pushing a painter’s easel, complete with paint and brushes. Val hung upside down, slowly spinning.

A tall skinny man, nude, and hung like the Devil, walked on stage. Now that I knew it was Tanner, I recognized it was Tanner. How did I miss that the first time? I guess I never expected to see him doing something like this. He bowed to the audience and plucked a paintbrush, dabbed some cool green paint and approached Val. Only then did I notice she’d been raised to a precise height, a height that brought his dangling cock directly even with her mouth. I softly groaned and the woman close to me heard.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered, trying to comfort me. “They always flirt with danger but never follow through on it.”

I gave her a weak smile.

“I think maybe this time they will,” I said.

Tanner placed the brush against Val’s skin and drew a winding green line down her leg from her ankle. The pressure caused her body to swing away slightly and as she swung back, she opened her mouth. I gasped as Tanner’s cock head slipped inside. Val’s cheeks dimpled. She was sucking on my best friend but with the benefit of pretending ignorance. When all this was over, we could all act like we knew nothing. He dabbed the brush and drew another line down her other leg, only this time the suction she had on his meat kept her body right where it was. The crowd murmured again. A few chuckled. My balls tightened and my dick started to swell. I looked at the woman seated next to me.

“I guess your date really likes him,” she squeaked.

“My wife,” I said. “And yes, she does.”

The woman looked away and did not look at me again.

Val moved her head around, forcing more inches into her mouth. Tanner continued to paint abstract lines and shapes all over my woman, all while allowing her to orally worship his thick meat. She could handle less the harder he got but we heard her slurping all the way to the back row. Several people shifted uncomfortably, obviously turned on by what they saw.

When he finished painting as much of her body as he wished, he pulled his almost erect cock away with a pop. He gestured to someone offstage and Val was lowered until her head almost brushed the floor. He turned her body away and worked her panties upward, all the way to her ankles. He gazed at her bare pussy, and I thought what this moment might mean for him. He’s wanted Valentina forever. Now, under the guise of this clever ruse, he was about to have her. He tossed the brush at the easel and lowered his mouth to her cunt, licking her succulent juices. She was soaked. We all heard how wet she was already. Tanner stepped closer and took his big cock in hand and aimed the head down at her slit. He placed the tip at her opening and shifted his hands to her hips, holding her steady as he began to push. Val moaned with deep gratitude, feeling his solid girth pushing her open inside. His ass flexed and more cock disappeared inside my wife. This was fucking killing me. I was hard now, pulsating inside my boxers. He used her suspended body to swing slightly, making her slide up and down his length.

“Cum in her,” someone in the crowd said, violating the rules.

“Silence, please,” a voice softly said over the public announcement.

The room fell silent except for the sounds of Val’s wet cunt. Tanner rocked her back and forth, savoring her pussy wrapped so tightly around him.

At last, after years of want, he was fucking her.

“Yes, cum in me,” the stunned room heard my wife moan. “I want it.”

Tanner began to pump faster, his dream come true. Valentina knew what she was really asking for, and she knew I knew it too. We’d flipped the tables on him. Only Tanner remained ignorant. Val knew exactly who was fucking her and whose sperm she was about to receive. I suppose it would be our sweet little marital secret, but what if she wanted to fuck him again? I watched her squirm as she swung on that cable and knew she would. Perhaps we’d simply tell him what we knew and also what we’d discovered about our sex life.

My thoughts were interrupted when Tanner groaned. He was swinging her back and forth, gliding her tight pussy up and down his length, using her hot cunt to make himself orgasm. Valentina’s climax caught the whole theater by surprise. My wife cried out, shaking upside down as tremors raced through her. Tanner was so excited to have pleased her so much that he convulsed and fired the first hot bolt into her womb. A stunned audience watched as Val writhed, lost in orgasm, and Tanner grunted and groaned, pumping out buckets of cum. Nobody had expected this kind of a show and the room sat slack jawed, amazed at the heat and the passion. Tanner came a long time and then he pulled his long cock out, staggering off stage.

The first woman reappeared, obviously shaken by what she’d seen, and eased Val to the ground, freeing her and wrapping her in a robe. Val was led backstage instead of back to her seat and the stage was cleared, preparing for the next act. I left my seat, working my way down to the usher and informing him the woman in the last act was my wife. He was unsure about how to handle me but let me through rather than risk a scene. I headed backstage, wandering until I found Val being comforted by the woman in the white robe. I explained I was Val’s husband and Val verified me. The woman apologized and offered to make things right. She left us alone.

I met my wife’s eyes.

“That was so hot,” I muttered.

She threw her arms around me.

“Take me home,” she said. “Take me home and take me back.”

End.
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