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Chapter 1

The roar of the plane’s propeller deafened me. The vibrations came from every angle, shaking me to my bones.

“Goddamn it, Benjamin,” I yelled. “How did I let you talk me into this?”

Ben laughed manically. He pulled hard on my parachute straps and checked the clasps. Satisfied, he hauled me to my feet.

“I’m a natural salesman,” he shouted.

A green light came on over the side door and Ben punched a big red button. The door slid open. Wind whipped around us. The roar was now infinitely louder. He gave me a thumbs-up.

“Ready?” he yelled.

“No! Fuck no! This is insane!”

He laughed again.

“You worry too much about everything,” he screamed. “Have faith. Jump.”

I moved closer to the open door. Who the fuck first came up with this idea? How long after we invented airplanes did some idiots turn to another idiot and shout, “Hey! You know what we should do? We should jump out.” Then that second idiot agreed and here we are.

The ground was so very far below.

“I’m not going to push you out the door,” he yelled. “This needs to come from your heart and your mind. I’m going. You are welcome to join me.” He hugged me and stepped to the open door. “Dallas,” he said. “Listen to me. Everything you want is on the other side of fear.”

He laughed again and launched himself out the door. Gravity grabbed him in a fist, and he shot towards Earth like a rocket. I tried to swallow but failed and tried again. Nope.

Fuck it, I thought.

I hated that he was right, but he was right. I thought about closing my eyes and jumping but that would be just a different version of him throwing me out. This did need to come from inside me. That was the whole point. I stepped closer and looked down. Huge mistake. Or was it? The view suddenly shocked me. Farmland and freeways and mountains, all down there, going about the day like it was any other day. People crawled the surface of the planet, scratching out a living, fighting for the things they wanted. I was up here because my wife and I had decided we wanted a little more than we had. We’d grown complacent, comfortable, even stagnant, maybe. Time to take chances.

I placed my goggles and, eyes wide open, I jumped.

The amount of adrenaline that hit my bloodstream will be studied for years. Panic. Fear. Exhilaration. Then, strangely, peace. The wind whistled by my helmet, filled my mouth and ears, buffeted my body. Serenity settled around me like a blanket. I looked down on the world and all the people in it and felt a freedom I’d never experienced before. I was part of a small group now, an elite group of the fearless and the bold. I mastered my terror and freed my mind.

I was so swept up in the moment I almost forgot to pull my ripcord.


Chapter 2

The first ice cold beer after my jump tasted better than any beer I’ve ever had. We were back at Benjamin’s place, sitting in the backyard and watching the squirrels chase each other up and down the massive sugar pines surrounding his home. Rachel, his gorgeous wife with an amazing body, soon joined us, holding a fresh beer for each of us. The sun blazed so she wore a small halter, barely containing her bountiful breasts. I was careful not to stare. She sat on the bench close to Ben and draped her legs over his. Her shorts rode higher, exposing more of her long legs. She kissed him and their lips lingered. His thumb moved along her breast as he pulled her closer, lightly grazing her sensitive skin. She gasped and they deepened their kisses.

I felt out of place.

The kiss ended and they leaned back and she shuffled closer still. She was all over the guy. This blatant physical affection had started about a year ago but for many years of marriage had not been their usual motif. She was practically on top of him as we began talking again. We finished those beers and Rachel offered to get more. Ben watched her ass as she walked away.

“What’s gotten into you guys?” I asked once she was gone.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re all over each other. You’ve never been especially physical like that. It’s a big difference. I first noticed a while back, but it keeps getting more intense.”

He chuckled.

“You wouldn’t understand,” he said.

“Try me.”

“I’m telling you, I’d melt your brain. Just be happy for us. Months ago, we tapped into something new, something incredible. We’re super close and intimate all the time now.”

“Tell me. You find a new drug? I could use some of that with Faith. My wife hasn’t been all over me like that since college.”

“You won’t like my answer.”

“Fuck you, Ben. Shut up and talk. Spill it. You score some Viagra for women? You send her to get hypnotized into a nympho?”

“Something like that.”

He watched the squirrels race around.

“If I tell you,” he said, checking that Rachel was still inside and out of earshot. “You gotta keep your mouth shut. Rachel wants it to be our dirty little secret. You’re my best friend and we don’t keep things from each other, but if I tell you, stay silent about it. You promise?”

“I promise. You’re killing me with this. What is it?”

He checked on Rachel again and leaned closer to me.

“I let her fool around.”

I was confused.

“Yeah,” I said. “I know. I just watched her do exactly that with you. I’m wondering why she does it so much more now.”

He shook his head.

“I’m not talking about fooling around with me. I’m saying I let her fool around with any guy she wants.”

If someone had tapped me with a hammer, I would have shattered like glass.

“She does what?” I asked.

He leaned away.

“Never mind,” he said. “I see the judgement in your eyes. I admit the idea is not for everyone, but it has worked like magic for us.”

“I’m not judging you. I just don’t understand.”

“Yes, you do. You just refuse to accept what your ears told you. I let Rachel fool around with any guy she wants. Sexually. Sometimes she goes out and does it without me and sometimes she brings the guy home and I watch. Every now and then, I join them and me and the new guy fuck her together. She’s a horny vixen all the time now. She wants sex all the time. I’m getting my cock sucked six times a week these days. She casually sucks it while I’m watching the game. She sucks it while I’m at my desk reading the news. She can’t live without sex. It’s awesome, Dallas.”

I stared, dumbfounded.

“You were always the adrenaline junkie,” I muttered. “Allowing her to go out must be an intense rush.”

“Rachel and I admitted to each other that we’d grown a little bored. She wondered where that urgency of sex had gone. I mentioned there’s nothing like someone new and we started talking about that. That conversation led us to this.”

“What about you?” I asked. “Do you fool around with other women?”

He nodded.

“Not really. I mean, I do, but not nearly as often. Rachel has brought a woman home a couple times. She has a weakness for beautiful women. They invited me into bed and we all had fun, but she much prefers sex with men. She says she craves penetration. She loves dicks. We started for the thrill of it and stayed because of how it brought us so much closer. Now we are happier than ever. You saw it yourself. She’s all over me.”

“Wild.”

“It’s awesome. Let’s stop talking about it. Here she comes.”

Rachel opened the sliding glass door and handed us a fresh cold beer. She sat on top of Benjamin again, even closer this time, and we returned to our previous mundane conversation. After a while, they began kissing and I once again felt like I didn’t belong.

“All right, my friends,” I said. “I better get home to Faith. She is probably home from the gym by now and she’ll ’ll want all the details about my jump.”

“Tell her to call me if she wants the truth,” Ben teased. “Actually, Dallas, you were all kinds of impressive up there. Well done.”

“Thank you.”

I finished my beer and grabbed my car keys. On the drive home I digested what Ben had shared. Rachel having sex with other men was too complex a situation for my mind to grasp, but picturing her naked was easy.

Faith was in the shower when I walked in the house, so I waited outside the master bath, sitting on the corner of our bed and struggling to wrap my head around what my best friend had told me. I tried to place when the affection in their marriage had spiked and using that as a guide I realized she started fooling around just over a year ago. They were hotter for each other now than back then which meant the more they did it, the more they liked doing it. Faith came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. I guess I was still lost in thought because she stopped to stare at my face.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing. Just lost in thought.”

She scowled at me.

“Bullshit. I know you, Dallas. Something’s troubling you. It must be something weird too because you’re trying to hide it from me, which you never do, so now I’m left to wonder what could be so bad that you can’t even tell your own wife and I come up with you got a diagnosis of cancer or maybe you almost died on your jump and don’t want to tell me because then I would be right when I told you it was a stupid then to do.”

I was laughing.

“That’s a woman’s mind right there.”

“Tell me about it,” she laughed. “God. Women worry about every fucking thing. We even worry about shit that’s not real. So. Tell me. What were you thinking about?” She started to open her towel and then stopped once she had my full attention. “Oh? You want me to keep going? No problem, husband, just spill your guts and you can see the goodies.”

I laughed harder.

“You’re merciless.”

“I am,” she admitted. “Tell me.”

“I promised Ben I wouldn’t.”

She rolled her eyes, exaggerating.

“Now you must tell me. What did that crazy bastard do this time? What, he wants to jump the Grand Canyon on a motorcycle? He wants to parachute from space? What’s the latest thrill he seeks? What ever it is, you are not doing it too.”

I rubbed my chin and tried to see through her towel.

“You can’t tell anyone,” I said.

“Of course not.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise. Share with your wife.”

“All right. I stopped by for a beer while you were at the gym and once again Rachel was all over him. I told you how they’ve been so much more affectionate lately.”

“You’ve mentioned it.”

“Well, she went into the house and I finally asked him what the deal was. What new drug they’d discovered.”

“And? Did he give you some? That sounds like fun. Are we getting high on a sex drug tonight?”

“Not exactly. Ben shared that he and Rachel have started this thing where she can fool around with any man she wants.”

Faith stared at me.

“Sometimes she goes out on her own and brings a dude home,” I continued. “On rare occasion she might bring a hot woman home. Ben says he occasionally joins in but mostly he watches or listens as Rach shares all the details. Rachel is always super horny because she is free to do sex the way she wants with whomever she wants.”

Faith scoffed.

“Yeah,” she said. “Of course she’s always horny. That’s a dream arrangement right there.”

“I was going to ask him if he got jealous or afraid, but you should see them together. They’re like teenagers. They can’t keep their hands off each other. Any concerns he has pale in comparison to the attention she’s lavishing on him. Rachel has turned into a sex kitten. He says she sucks his dick every day. He says she wants it all the time.”

Faith stared at me again.

“Crazy, right?” I asked, starting to feel nervous about sharing. “You can see why he made me promise silence. You can’t act like you know the next time we visit them. I was supposed to keep it from you.”

Her mind raced but I couldn’t read her. I wondered what her opinion was now of Benjamin and Rachel. I saw she had plenty to say, but she held herself back. Finally, she shifted gears and moved on.

“Those two have always lived on the edge,” she said, cautiously. “Speaking of the edge, how was your jump? I’m glad you didn’t die. Tell me everything.”

I did. If she wanted to move on from what I told her about our best friends, so be it.


Chapter 3

I’m outside to empty the kitchen trash into the big can, but Ben’s revelation weighs on me. He and Rachel were obviously back in love with each other. It made no sense. Every relationship starts out hot and passionate but then things cool down. That’s the natural order of things. Is it possible they’d discovered some secret formula to rekindle the earlier heat? A relationship Fountain Of Youth? It sure seemed that way. In a way, I understood. Add a little competition. Add a dash of jealousy. Add a reminder that life is short and nothing’s guaranteed. That will wake a person up in a hurry.

Such a formula would remain hidden from the rest of us. Who would ever think that allowing affairs would reignite the passion? Those that did make the discovery would keep their mouths shut out of the fear of public scorn, just like Benjamin had.

But now I knew. What do I do with that knowledge?

I begrudgingly admitted passion had left my marriage too. Faith and I were fiscal partners and best friends, but the crazy lust from the earlier years had evaporated. I missed it, now that I had been forced to stop and think about it. I presumed she missed it too. More than me, maybe. I believe women need to feel desired more than men. We like to do the desiring. They like to be desired. There is overlap, of course, but speaking in broad, sweeping, general terms, I believe the two camps align in such a way.

What do I do about our situation?

Do I do anything?

Do Faith and I continue to live as we had?

I cursed Ben for bringing this life-altering awareness to my attention and then remembered how hard he tried to talk me out of asking. I couldn’t blame him. I’d given this burden to myself.

I lifted the trash can and dumped, staring down at the refuse of our ordinary lives. I had no idea what to do but I knew I had to do something.

I spied a flyer in the junk mail and reached for it.

Wayne’s Adult Store Summer Sale.

I pulled the slick advertisement from the trash and wiped off the coffee grinds. I cared nothing about the discount offered. I cared about all the sexy items featured. I drive by the building every day to and from work. A visit would be easy. I decided that tomorrow, after work, I will make a stop and see what they have to offer. Nothing I find will compare to what Ben and Rachel are experiencing, but I may find something titillating for Faith and me.


Chapter 4

I left my seat to circle the table and refill Faith’s glass of wine. Her eyebrows rose and she grinned. We were seated far back in the restaurant, away from the other diners.

“What are you up to?” she asked. “Since when do you refill my wine glass? Are you trying to get me drunk so you can take advantage of me?”

“No,” I said. “Not drunk. Tipsy. Relaxed. I have a surprise and I’m not sure how you’ll take it.”

I poured from the bottle and returned to my seat. Faith lifted her glass and drank.

“Let’s see this surprise,” she said, dabbing the corners of her mouth with her napkin.

I pulled a small black box from the bag under the table. I place it before her. Her laughing eyes danced with excitement. She opened the box and removed the tissue paper inside. She withdrew a pair of lacy black panties which had a smooth plastic device fitted at the top of the crotch and a short center peg shaped like a thick penis but only about two inches tall.

“What is this?” she asked.

“My spicy surprise, but only if you’re interested. You put them on like underwear and slip the penis inside you. The formfitting plastic covers your clitoris, stimulating you each and every second you wear them. They’re clean and ready to go. I already washed them myself. Would you like to go to the ladies’ room and try them on?” 

She gave me a playful grin.

“All right,” she said, surprising me by reaching under her dress and discreetly removing her panties where she sat. She worked this new pair up her legs; the tip of her tongue pointed out the corner of her mouth as she maneuvered the fat penis inside.

“Oh!” she exclaimed as the stout penis settled home. She made a few more adjustments and sank into her chair again, eyebrows rising as the fat penis sank in. “That feels nice,” she said. “That feels good. Not too deep but gives me a full feeling. It gives me something to squeeze. I love it. Thank you for the toy, Baby. What prompted you to buy this for meeannngh!”

Under the table I had pressed the button on the remote control that sent the first wave of mild vibration coursing through her clit. She grabbed the table’s edge. Her eyes darted up to mine.

“They vibrate?” she gasped.

I pressed the button a second time, increasing the stimulation, and her eyes fluttered shut.

“Jesus Christ,” she groaned, melting into her chair.

“Vibration. Heat. The little penis even pistons up and down a bit,” I said. “Those panties do it all. The best part is I control everything. We’ve had dinner. Let’s go for a walk along the bay. It’s a lovely warm night.”

She nodded, unable to speak. I dialed the vibration lower and grabbed the car keys. We headed for the parking lot. After a short drive we left the car at the Fifth Street park, joining the throng that moved around Capitol Lake.  I had no real plan; I simply wanted the tension of her being around strangers while I played with my new toy. She wore the same dress she had at work all day but still looked fresh and pretty. I waited until a group of nuns came towards us and then pressed the vibration button, slowly pressing again and again, increasing the intensity. Faith gasped and clutched my arm. I smiled at the nuns, and they smiled back and I triple-pressed the button to give Faith a big jolt. Her fingernails dug into my skin.

“I think she likes it,” I mumbled.

“She loves it,” my wife croaked.

She hugged my arm as we walked. I steered us towards the Capitol campus, toying with her, juicing the vibrations or setting the telescoping penis to pump her wet pussy. After half an hour her legs were too weak to walk. I found a nice restaurant, and we were seated on the patio, overlooking the evening dinner crowd walking by.

I began a methodical torture of my wife’s pussy. If she lowered her eyes, I zapped her. If she avoided looking at a passerby, I zapped her. If she locked eyes with a handsome man, I zapped her and pumped her pussy. I forced her to use all the self-control she had to resist the orgasm building deep inside.

“This is brutal,” she softly groaned. “Where did you get this idea?”

“I woke up my sexual imagination.”

My wife looked breathtaking. She may have been wearing that dress all day, but her cheeks were flushed and her eyes focused, pupils large. Her dark hair was casually swept up for an evening stroll, but it exposed the elegant line of her neck. She smiled in between the moments I tortured her. She hadn’t asked for this tonight, but she was right there with me, eager and willing. I love her so much, I physically ache sometimes.

"You look incredible," I said, holding her hand across the table.

Her skin was soft and her fingers laced through mine automatically. She opened her mouth to speak, and I zapped the shit out of her pussy. All the air left her lungs, and she hung her head over her glass of water.

“You’re a bastard,” she groaned.

I zapped her again. To bring her to orgasm out here in the public domain was probably a step too far, but I got her so very close over and over. Can women get blue balls? I chuckled. Of course not. But I bet they can get something like it. I turned the heat up and dropped the vibration way down. Faith exhaled with relief.

“That shit is amazing,” she whimpered.

I released her hand as the waiter arrived with the wine list. He was a thin, reedy man with a superior attitude. Perfect for a posh restaurant job downtown. We went through the list. Faith was distracted, studying the menu, so I reached into my pocket. My fingers closed around the small, sleek remote. It was no bigger than a car fob. A simple elegant design with easily accessed buttons, I could discreetly torment her with no one knowing. She loved this game as much as I did, this delicious, secret dance of control and submission we played in the most mundane of public places.

The waiter took our order and sauntered away, and I hit Faith with a blast that left her stunned. She clenched her hands and rested her forehead on the table. The waiter returned and poured our wine, and we clinked glasses the moment he left.

"To us," I said.

She raised her glass.

“To us.”

I waited until she took her first sip, until her body was relaxed, until the ambient noise of the restaurant had become a soft hum in the background. Then, with my hand resting casually on my thigh under the table, I thumbed the button.

I saw it instantly. A flicker in her eyes. A tiny, almost imperceptible hitch in her breath as she lowered her glass. She shot me a look, a quick, sharp glance that was half warning. I smiled back, the picture of the attentive husband, and took a sip of my wine.

"So," I said, my voice perfectly even. "Do you cum here often?"

I bumped the button and sat back to watch the fireworks. She gasped and her body tensed. I bumped it higher. She clutched the linen tablecloth. I bumped it higher still and she was beginning to realize my intention was to force an orgasm right here and now. She resisted, trying to maintain her composure, but I hit the button again. She blinked, trying to focus. She cleared her throat, shifting in her seat.

I pressed the button twice.

Her posture straightened and kept going, sitting upright until her back arched. As a delightful side effect, I noticed how the bumps of her nipples now poked through her dress, ignoring her bra.

I pictured my toy perfectly. I saw the small, molded plastic tray pressed directly over her labia and focused on her clit. Faith opened her mouth to speak, but I gave the button another push and a soft gasp escaped her lips before she could stop herself. She quickly covered it with a cough, her eyes wide and shooting daggers at me.

I hit the button again. I had to be near the limit. Faith squirmed in her seat and drew ragged, silent breaths. She fought so hard. Her struggle was so sexy. She gripped the edge of the table, her knuckles white. Her breathing erratic. She fought her orgasm but in reality, she was fighting me, refusing to give in, to be so overtly controlled. We sat in this crowded room, and the sight of her struggle made me hard. Every muscle in her body was tensed now, a live wire of suppressed pleasure. Her eyes were fixed on the table, as if she could find escape in the linen covered surface.

“Don’t make me cum,” she pleaded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Please. Not in front of everyone. Dallas. Please. People are staring.”

I let her stew in it for a minute, allowing the vibrations to maintain a steady pressure. I watched her throat as she swallowed. I saw the way her eyelids fluttered. She was close. So very close. I saw the subtle tremors in her hands, the way her lips parted as she breathed. I left her there long enough to make her think I would grant her wish, and then I hit the button three times in a row.

Faith jolted, rocking our little table, sloshing our glasses. Her gasp this time was loud enough for the couple at the next table over to glare. Faith ducked her head, her hair falling forward to hide her face, and I noticed her shoulders shaking. Somehow, she still resisted.

Okay. Fine.

"Dallas," she whispered, her voice a ragged, desperate plea. "There are people watching."

I leaned forward, feigning concern.

"What is it, Honey? Are you all right?"

She looked up at me, her eyes dark and glassy with pleasure. Her cheeks were burning. She was magnificent.

"I hate you," she mouthed, but there was no real heat in it.

Only surrender.

I smiled like a pervert and turned the device off. She slumped, exhaling heavily. Relief flooded her face and body. She grabbed her wine glass and gulped.

“That was intense,” she croaked.

I gave her a moment to compose herself, to let the wave of sensation recede just enough for her to catch her breath. She took another long drink of wine, her hand trembling considerably. I was in complete control. Her pleasure, her release, were all in my hands, in that small black device I held.

After a few minutes, when her breathing had evened out and she thought she was safe, I started again.

Her face instantly lifted, her eyes found mine.

“Dallas,” she warned. “Don’t.”

I increased the intensity slowly, gradually bringing her back to that agonizing peak. Her spine hunched, her hands gripped the tablecloth. This time, I kept the high vibration steady, watching as her control began to fray. She looked at her wine glass and then squeezed her eyes shut. Her lips parted, and soon she breathed in ragged little pants.

A few minutes later she was grinding against the seat, tiny, involuntary movements of her hips, seeking more friction, more pressure. She was lost to it, lost to the pleasure that was building and building with no release in sight. The public setting, the fear of being discovered, only heightened the sensation, pushing her closer to the edge.

"Look at me," I commanded softly.

Her eyes fluttered open, hazy and unfocused. She looked at me, really looked at me, and at that moment, I was the only other person in the room. The restaurant, the waiters, the other diners all faded away. It was just her and me, connected by this current of pure, illicit electricity. I held her gaze, letting her see the possession, the raw desire in my eyes.

I turned the vibrations all the way up.

Her whole body bowed. A strangled sound, half-moan, half-sob, caught in her throat. Her hand flew to her mouth, her eyes going wide with panic and ecstasy. I watched, amazed, as the orgasm I’d been teasing for so long ripped through her, a powerful, shuddering wave that she couldn't stop, couldn't hide. Her body convulsed, a single, violent tremor that she fought to contain. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the table, her head bowed, her hair a bedraggled curtain around her face.

It was beautiful. Erotic. Sexy as hell.

Did some of the other patrons understand what was happening? You bet. The women seemed especially interested. I kept the vibration on, prolonging the climax, drawing out her pleasure, extending her massive orgasm until I saw her expression gradually change with the first sign of oversensitivity. I began a measured deescalation, reducing the heat, reducing the vibrations, until I left my wife panting. She slumped in her chair, utterly spent, boneless. She stayed like that for a long moment, her head down, before slowly, carefully, lifting her eyes. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen. Her eyes were soft and dazed, but they were locked on mine.

“God,” she rasped. “I’m soaked. My seat cushion is drenched. That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. Do all that again.”


Chapter 5

She wanted to know everything. Where did I get the idea? Why did I do it? What was Wayne’s Adult Store like on the inside? I told her about the flyer in the trash and she laughed, calling it wonderful kismet. I promised to take her to Wayne’s place so she could see for herself and as for why I did it, I admitted what Ben had confessed left me feeling a little concerned.

“Our fire has dwindled,” I said. “I was trying to reignite something.”

She knew exactly what I meant. She told me I was sweet for trying to fix things and then she kissed me on top of my head. When Saturday arrived, she mentioned Wayne’s store again, suggesting we go tonight.

“I want to explore a store that sells panties like that,” she said. “What else do they have? I bet I’ll be amazed.”

“You will be. But if we go, I’ll want you to wear them again.”

We waited for the cover of darkness. We dressed in baggy T-shirts and sweats and jumped in the car around ten o’clock. She made me park at the far end of the lot away from the lights. We slipped through the front door like we planned on robbing the place. We wandered the rows of sex merchandise and she looked astonished, shocked by all the ways people had invented to pleasure themselves.

“I’ve never been in a place like this,” she said. “I’m embarrassed. I feel so naive, so ignorant. Did you know about all this stuff? Am I just the goofy innocent girl?”

“I knew about some of it, but my eyes were opened my first visit. There is way more merchandise available than I realized.”

Our meandering took us to every corner. She wanted to see and understand everything. We found an open archway that led to a darkened section, and she took my hand and pulled me in. We found individual video booths where, for a small fee, one could preview either a genre one was interested in or a specific video before purchase. Faith wanted to pay for a short clip, so we entered the booth and I fed the machine money. A video came on screen showing a young and pretty girl sucking a large white cock.

“He’s a big boy,” my wife said.

“I think that’s true of every man in the porn industry,” I said.

“Really?”

“Yes. It’s kind of a requirement.”

“They don’t hire a man because he’s incredibly handsome but might have a smaller penis?”

“No, they do not.”

She turned her focus on the monitor. We watched the blowjob together, mesmerized and a little bit aroused, so we were both stunned when a real penis pushed itself through a hole in the side wall.

“What the fuck?” Faith wheezed, pointing.

While my wife stared at the naked dick, I checked the other wall and discovered additional holes.

“I’ve heard about booths like this,” I said. “They are called glory holes. People, mostly men, come in and suck each other off.”

She continued to stare at the hanging penis. The guy was average, maybe a little chubby and a little pale. Faith was amazed a man would do such a thing. I saw it on her face. When a second cock pushed through on the other side, I drew her attention to it. This dick was much bigger. She leaned back so she could see them both, alternating her attention between the two men. The smaller dick just hung there but the bigger one was starting to rise, gently pulsating, clearly thrilled that he was being stared at.

“No woman would ever do that,” Faith mumbled. “The male mind is fascinating. You guys just stick your dicks through holes in the walls and wait to see what happens?”

“Yup.”

“Incredible.”

“We just want our nuts emptied. That’s the impulse. Sometimes in life, if we’re really lucky, we find a woman to fall in love with along the way.”

She chuckled.

“So romantic,” she said. “Have you ever stuck your dick through a hole in the wall?”

“No.”

“Yeah. Me either.”

She was staring more at the bigger dick now, but I didn’t blame her. It was impressive. The man on the other side pulled back a little and maneuvered around a bit and then his balls sack came through the opening along with his shaft. His body was fully pressed against the wall on the other side.

“What am I supposed to do with it?” Faith asked. “It feels rude to just ignore him. What is the social expectation for this situation? Do I tip him a dollar? Should I slap his dick?”

I laughed.

“If you’ve seen enough of this video, we can simply leave,” I said.

“Not yet. He’s getting hard. I want to see if he goes all the way up.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. It’s a nice dick. He looks big. I want to see it get hard.”

“All right,” I conceded. “We wait.”

She made no move to touch the man, thank God. She stared at his cock as it filled and expanded, rising slowly until it pointed at the rafters, a large, flared head sitting like a deep red helmet on top. Faith looked pleased.

“That’s a nice one,” she said. “I like that I have no idea what the man on the other side of this wall looks like. My imagination fills in every detail. It’s hot not knowing. All I get from him is his dick. That’s all he’s offering. What a stripped-down transaction. No strings, no consequences. Leave it to men to think this way.”

“We are simple creatures.”

“It’s great,” she said. “I understand. It cuts to the chase. Do you want my dick? Yes or no? I admire the simplicity of it.”

She leaned her face closer and I held my breath over what she might do. Her gaze followed a thick vein the ran the length of him. My mind finally returned to me and I pressed the button, activating the first lever of vibration. Her eyelids fluttered.

“You are a villain,” she gasped. “Why would you do that right now?”

“I’m a student of Pavlov. I’m trying to condition you to connect pleasure with the sight of a cock. I plan on taking advantage of that learned response later.”

She laughed.

“Your dick has me already trained that way, Baby,” she said.

She moved her face a little closer to him and I increased her sensations. We were instantly back in a battle of wills.

“I won’t touch him,” she said. “It seems like you’re trying to make me touch him. Is that what you’re trying to get me to do?”

I laughed.

“If I ever lead you to touch a dick it better be mine.”

“Why didn’t you say so?”

She kept her eyes on the big throbbing cock before her but pulled my sweatpants down in front. She slipped my cock head into her mouth and I increased her pleasure. Maybe I was onto something. She stared at the unfamiliar cock waving in her face but sucked mine. Right then I did not care if it was his dick turning her on.

I hit the button again and she moaned as the waves of pleasure washed over her and the men in the other booths took her sounds as a positive sign. Big dick surged harder and smaller dick began to rise. Faith was surrounded by cocks. Her gaze jumped all around but never to the video playing on the screen. The real thing held far more fascination for her. I started the small penis in her panties thrusting and she groaned deeply.

This was suddenly a very hot scene. Big cock was pulsating as he listened through the wall and I upped the vibrations against her clit again. I would make my wife orgasm while she sucked me off. If the two guys got off too, fantastic.

I skipped the slow tease like I’d done last time. I wanted to hear her cum. I bumped the vibrations and fucked her tight cunt, and Faith was quickly climbing towards climax. This was so hot! Her head bobbed as I grew stiff and Big Cock began to pulsate. What drug was that guy on? It looked like he might ejaculate just from her eyes on him and the sounds she made. I wondered if he had something up his ass providing additional pleasure. Her sounds got to him, so I bumped the vibrations much higher. Faith gasped and groaned and the man surged rock hard.

The first blast of hot semen shot out of his cock and three feet into the air. Faith gasped, her eyes wide open. I cranked her vibrations higher and she whimpered, forced to cum at the same time he was. My wife wilted, her body trembling, as Big Cock shot long, thick robes of sperm into the air. His jizz rained down on him, running down the veiny shaft to drip from his balls. Faith whimpered over and over as I made her orgasm. Small Dick was fully erect and throbbing, but he seemed a long way off. I kept the vibrations high until Faith winced at the over stimulation. I reduced them but made her keep her mouth to my cock, making her suck as Big Dick slowly pumped out his last and began to wilt.

I pulled my erection away from her.

“Let’s get out of here,” I growled. “I’m going to take you home and fuck your brains out.”

She grabbed my T-shirt.

“No,” she pleaded, rising, turning her back to me, kneeling on the small bench and pushing her panties out of the way. “Fuck me right now.”

I did. Her face was barely an inch away from Small Dick but hell, I was part of an elite group of the fearless now, right? I fucked her anyway.


Chapter 6

She put the panties on again and we drove home. I played with the buttons but never took the vibrations higher than medium. I gave her a nice, quivering ride back to our house, but held off on making her climax again. Her pussy had been through a lot by the time we were dressed and in the car again. She started talking the instant our car doors closed.

“That was wild!” she said, laughing manically. “Did we seriously just have sex in public? Who are we? Who are you?”

“That was fun.”

“It was! It was crazy fun but we’ve never, ever done anything like that. We’ve never even done anything as wild as these panties. What changed? Don’t take it the wrong way. I love it. The sex is awesome. But why now? Is it all because of your conversation with Ben?”

“Pretty much.”

“You found out how wild those two are and it made you look at your own life? It made you take a hard look at us?”

“Yes.”

She got quiet, lost in thought.

“Okay,” she said after a while. “I guess that’s fair. I don’t like the fact that we suffered by comparison, but I can see why you thought so. I can see why you wanted to spice things up.”

“We’re having fun, right? I mean, it’s good that I tried some new things, isn’t it? Those panties and what just happened in the video booth?”

She nodded a few times but then looked out the window.

“Am I boring?” she asked. “Like, in bed? Sexually?”

I scoffed.

“Jesus, Faith. No. I’m the boring one. I thought about our sex life and realized I used zero imagination. Worse, I was actually afraid to try something new. My first thought when I found that flyer in the trash was me asking myself why it landed in the trash so quickly. Like, I never even glanced at it. Like I was so sure I had our sex life under control and nothing more was needed. It hit me like a bolt. I’ve gone years without thinking about our sex life. What Ben and Rachel are doing is wild, yes, but I was more impressed by the stand they took. They looked at themselves and made choices to make things better. Fucking bold choices. The first brave step is admitting there’s a problem. That’s what impressed me.”

She studied my face.

“What would you have done,” she said, choosing her words carefully, “if I reached for that big cock poking through the wall?”

“I have no idea. Part of me would have been shocked and jealous but if I’m totally honest, part of me is surprised you didn’t.”

“I almost did.”

“Really? With me sitting right there?”

“Yes. Give me a couple more glasses of wine first and I surely would have. It was a big hard dick. It’s not like there was another man in that booth with us. I wasn’t choosing some other dude over you. It was just a dick. A stand-alone penis. I handled so many realistic looking dildos as we wandered that store, the only difference with this one is that it was alive. That’s how I see things anyway.”

“So why didn’t you?”

She shrugged.

“I worried about your reaction. I worried I would hurt your feelings by touching another man. I didn’t expect you to think about that penis the same way I did.”

“I thank you for your restraint.”

She laughed and so did I.

“I should have just grabbed it,” she said. “It would have been hot to jerk him off while I was sucking you. Two dicks at the same time. That would be something new. I’ve never been with two dicks at the same time.”

“Talk to Rachel,” I teased. “I’m sure she can tell you what it’s like.”

Faith stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

“I never thought of that. Rachel has sex with two guys at once. Ben mentioned he sometimes joins in. God. Can you imagine how exciting that is? I just never pictured her actually doing it, you know? I must have a long conversation with that woman. I wonder who she picks? I wonder which men make her list and how she selects them.”

“Good questions,” I said. “But remember you’re not supposed to know what they are doing. I promised Ben I’d keep my mouth shut.”

“Shoot. I forgot about that. Maybe I can get her tipsy over lunch and she’ll let it slip. I’d love to know who she picks and why.”

I wondered why my wife was so curious about that.

“Who would you pick?” I asked.

My wife stared at me again.

“Is my husband asking me who would I fuck if I could fuck any man I wanted other than my husband?”

“Yeah. But a real man. Not some movie star. I mean like the way Rachel does it. Someone from real life. Is there a guy at the gym or someone you work with? Anyone like that?”

“Kyle Bishop,” Faith immediately stated. “He’s an ex-boyfriend. I dated him at the same time I dated you. Back in college.”

I made a sour face.

“I thought you were single when we met.”

“I was, technically. Kyle wasn’t my boyfriend any more than you were at first. I dated you and a few others until I found myself falling in love with you. That’s when I ended things with them.”

Her story did not match my memory.

“Them?” I said. “We didn’t have the exclusivity conversation until after we dated almost a year. I thought we were both too focused on studying. Are you saying for the first ten or twelve months we dated, you were fucking other guys beside me?”

“Of course. That was our agreement. That’s the whole point of the exclusivity conversation. Weren’t you fucking other women?”

“No. I felt damn lucky to have you.”

She shrugged.

“Oh well. I guess finding sex is easier for girls. Yes, I enjoyed the company of several men. Many men. Why not? Condoms and birth control pills made everything fun. It was a great way to relieve stress.”

I was shaken. I fell for her hard right away but kept those feelings to myself. I never had that much sex in school anyway. Faith and I connected so well I assumed she felt the same. She was my only partner after I met her but she’s telling me she kept fucking around for a year? Damn.

“You look upset,” she said.

“I am. I’m not angry with you or anything. You did nothing wrong. I just had a very different understanding of our early relationship. I guess I’m a little shocked.”

“I broke no promises I made to you.”

“No, no, not at all, Baby. I’m not saying that. I just need to revisit and reshape my memories of that time. Like when I’d come over to your apartment on Saturday nights—”

“I had already fucked someone on Friday,” she interrupted.

“Then you’d fuck me all day Saturday—”

“And then I’d fuck someone totally new on Sunday.”

“Did that happen a lot?”

She nodded, a little embarrassed. I pondered for a moment.

“Hang on,” I said. “So sometimes I was eating your pussy after another guy fucked you?”

“I showered between men,” she said, defending herself.

“Did you aim the shower up your pussy?”

“You never complained. Besides, it was almost always a while later.”

“Almost?” I yelled. “How much later? Hours?”

She laughed at my dismay. I turned off her vibrating panties.

“Don’t act prudish,” she teased. “I did plenty of nasty things to you. I gave you rim jobs. I sucked you off after the gym. Sex is messy. Sex is dirty.”

“How soon after?” I insisted. “What was the shortest amount of time you fucked some other guy and then had sex with me?”

She couldn’t stop giggling.

“Answer me,” I demanded.

She chuckled.

“Damn it, Faith.”

“Minutes. No, wait. Only a few seconds. There were a few times you stopped by my place to surprise me and a guy had just left. In fact, now that I think about it, once there was a guy hiding in the closet while you were there. When you knocked on my door I grabbed a robe like I was about to shower, but you were aggressive, pushing me onto my bed and fucking me right then. He watched from the closet. He got turned on and fucked me again after you left.”

“You little slut.”

She raised her hand tentatively.

“Guilty,” she said. “What can I say? I love pleasing men. I love that I seem to catch their eye a lot. I like being a pretty woman. I love making men happy. Those were pretty exciting times.”

I digested this new information.

“So,” I said, after a while. “Who was Kyle?”

“Are you sure you want to go there, Dallas? It seems like this is not that much fun for you. Maybe just let sleeping dogs lie. I have a past. You have a past.”

“No. I’m a big boy. I could have had sex with others, I just didn’t. You did nothing wrong. I’m just shocked to learn the truth. I’ll get over it. Go on. Tell me about Kyle.”

“All right. Like I said, Kyle is the guy I’d call if you decided we should do what Rachel and Ben are doing.”

“Why him?”

“Baby, this feels weird. Are you sure you want to hear about why this is the guy I’d fuck if you let me?”

“Yes. I’d like to avoid any future misunderstandings. Better to have everything out in the open. Please, Faith, share your thoughts regarding your former lover, Kyle. What does he look like?”

She settled into the passenger seat and stared out the windshield.

“I guess the first thing I should say about him is he’s big.”

“His dick?”

“Yes, his dick.”

“That’s the first thing you want to say about him?”

“Yes.” She chuckled at herself. “It’s what mattered most to me. Let’s be honest. I was using him for sex and that big dick came in handy.”

I chuckled too.

“All right, continue.”

“He’s long,” she said. “He would hurt me when he wasn’t careful, but that’s not what makes his dick so memorable.”

I held up a hand to stop her. Maybe I didn’t want to hear this after all.

“Wait a second,” I said, preparing myself to hear more. “Okay, proceed.”

“This is stupid, Dallas. I will never want to hear about your former lovers. Why am I telling you about mine?”

“Because I’m not you and I need to know. Men are different. Go on.”

She scoffed.

“Fine. I’ll tell you everything. His cock is the thickest I’ve ever had, and any woman will tell you girth beats length. He could make me cum so fast. He played football and wrestled so his body was hot, but his dick was the bomb. He was never all that brilliant. Smart, but not a genius like you.”

“Save it.”

“He had stamina like you wouldn’t believe. I knew when I called and told him to come over hot sex was guaranteed. If I had a big exam coming up or some stressful presentation, I’d use him to relax. He was fine with that. I think he’s divorced now. He might have a kid too.”

“How do you know?”

“Social media. He has a Facebook page and an Instagram page. He might have more. I think he works at his father’s construction company. Maybe he runs it by now.”

“Here in town?”

“Yeah.”

Neither of us spoke for a long time. She was waiting for me to tell her to continue, but I already had a lot to think about. I pulled into our garage, and we shuffled off to the bedroom. Faith used the bathroom and I checked my phone for the first time in a long time. I had a text from Ben: Rachel is out hunting dick with a girlfriend. She will be home late. Want to come over and watch the game with me? You can see what I go through.

He was so comfortable. So casual. So matter-of-fact about his wife out looking for a new lover. Faith emerged from the bathroom, naked, and walked by me on her way to her robe. I hooked her elbow and spun her around.

“Message Kyle,” I heard myself tell her.

“What? No. Why?”

“Meet him for drinks. Tell him you’d like to catch up. I want to wait at home and see what it feels like. The way Ben does.”

She was understandably confused. I showed her Ben’s text message. Her eyes got big.

“That’s intense,” she said. “He’s just sitting at home waiting for Rachel to come home with someone? Jesus. How old is that message? Rachel might be fucking some guy by now.”

I checked my phone.

“He sent it to me almost two hours ago. I think you’re right. Rachel’s probably having sex right now.”

We locked eyes, our minds racing.

“Why would we do this?” Faith asked. “Why would I text Kyle? Our marriage is solid. Everything is perfect.”

“Maybe that’s the reason. Maybe we’re too comfortable. Either way, I want to know what Ben is going through. Meet Kyle for drinks. I’ll stay home and wait for you. I know drinks with Kyle is vastly different than what Ben is experiencing, but I believe it will at least give me a taste of what he goes through. Besides, something tells me we will fuck like animals when you get home.”

She dropped her robe and moved closer, hugging me.

“I know the idea of see Kyle must be exciting to you,” I said.

“It is,” she admitted. “I’m just afraid of it might make me feel.”

“He might be fat and ugly now,” I joked. “Be prepared. Meeting him for drinks might destroy your memories of the man.”

She squeezed me.

“That would be okay,” she said. “I have my man right here. I’ll do it. Mostly for you but partly because I’m curious too. I’ll send him a message and let you know what happens.”


Chapter 7

“This feels risky,” she said, glancing out the car windows.

“Like riding a roller coaster,” I agreed. “Or skydiving.”

She squeezed my hand.

“How do I look?”

We were parked outside one of the local pubs, The Gilded Lily. The plan was I’d drop her to see him and then go wait at my favorite nearby sports bar called The Rusty Nail. If she needed me for any reason, I could get to her in less than two minutes.

“Sexy,” I said. “But understated.”

She wore tight jeans that followed the curves around her fine ass and a tight sleeveless top that followed the curves around her magnificent breasts and ended a little short, exposing a ring of midriff skin above her jeans. Her long dark hair framed her pretty face. I looked up and found her gazing at my wandering eyes.

“Let’s forget all this and go home and fuck,” she said. “I love it when you look at me like that.”

“Oh, we’ll fuck. But after. For now, go have fun. Tease yourself. Let yourself get horny.”

“I’m so nervous.”

“Me too. How can Ben stand it? Rachel too. Can you imagine if I was letting you go in there to fuck Kyle? How nervous would we be then?”

“I doubt I can be more nervous. What if I disappoint him? What if he thinks I’m old and ugly now?”

I gave her a blank stare.

“That is simply impossible,” I said. “You’re breathtaking, Faith. You look better now than you did in school, and you looked smoking hot back in school. Kyle is going to melt.”

My little pep talk did wonders for her ego. She leaned to kiss me and then opened her door.

“Don’t go too far away,” she warned. “I want to be able to leave if I need to. This might turn out to be a terrible idea.”

“I’ll stay close. I promise.”

She shut her door and came around to my window. We kissed. Then, I watched her walk away. Her ass swayed and I instantly regretted what I’d done. Why would I send that to another man? Then I reminded myself I’m part of the fearless and the bold club now, so I bit down and took it, but I was already worried we were doing something stupid. I followed her with my eyes until she vanished through the front door. I put the car in drive and headed for the sports bar. I parked, entered, and ordered a drink, sitting so I could face the game. I settled in.

The ice in my glass had melted to the point of being almost nonexistent, turning the last of my whiskey into a sad, diluted puddle. I swirled it anyway, the liquid sloshing against the sides in a rhythm that matches the nervous thumping in my chest. Forty-five minutes had passed. Forty-five minutes since I kissed Faith goodbye at the window, her lips tasting of cherry lip gloss and the faint mint of her toothpaste.

My bar is everything The Gilded Lily is not: dark, quiet, populated by a handful of sullen-looking men who are either drowning their sorrows or just enjoying the anonymity. It's the perfect place to be a ghost. I chose it specifically because it's close enough that I could rescue Faith, if need be, but far enough away from her that the chance of me running into Kyle is zero. I'm just another guy at the bar, staring into his drink.

Except I'm not. I'm a husband waiting for his wife while she spends time with her well-hung ex-lover. Ben got one thing right at least. This shit is exhilarating. My heart raced a million miles an hour. Emotions whipped past my head faster than I could name them.

Would Faith kiss Kyle?

Almost certainly. Of course she would.

The thought hit me with the force of a physical blow, and my dick, traitorous bastard that it is, inexplicably twitched in my jeans. It has done that a few times since I sat down and ordered my whiskey. My guts are in a constant, churning, low-grade state of arousal mixed with anxiety that feels like I've swallowed a pint of battery acid. It's a hell of a cocktail. Ben is definitely on to something.

Earlier tonight I had glanced at Kyle’s social media while Faith was taking a bath. Of course I did. The man looked rugged and confident. He's taller than me, broader, with a kind of easy smile. Short, dark hair, blue eyes, with kind of a JFK Jr. look to him. I flipped through his photos, remembering what my wife had told me about what kind of lover he was, and what kind of cock he possesses. I found it disturbingly easy to picture her having sex with the man. I just took all the memories of her having sex with me and exaggerated them for her having sex with him. I made her expressions more extreme, her moans and gasps louder. The whole idea sent a jolt through me.

I glanced at the game on the television over the bar and I took a sip of the watery whiskey. I grimaced. I should order another drink, but I just want to sit here and be invisible. I pulled out my phone, my thumb hovering over her contact. I could text her. I could send a simple is everything okay just to let her know I’m thinking of her. Maybe I should, but I don't. I can't. That would be an intrusion into her time with him, an admission that I'm not as cool with all this as I pretend to be.

“You should go,” I told her this afternoon, trying to sound casual as she changed her mind for the millionth time and tried to talk me out of it. “It's just drinks,” I’d said. “Catch up. Share a few laughs. It'll be good for you to see him. Good for us, too. Exciting.”

She relented. I have no idea why I pushed her. I sensed she actually wanted to but had to pretend she didn’t to salve my male ego. I was having none of that. The truth is I wanted her to go, and she wanted to go, but she stood there and said words that did not match her true feelings. 

I saw the way her eyes sparkled, the slight flush on her cheeks. She was nervous, but she was excited. I know my wife. I know the tells. The way she bites her lower lip when she's turned on. The way her breathing gets shallow. She was a bundle of raw, nervous energy as she bathed and dressed, selecting and discarding a dozen outfits before settling on something subtle.

Was she sitting across the table from him right now? Were they holding hands? Maybe she elected to sit next to him in a booth. Is his hand on her leg? Is he leaning in close, his voice a low murmur in her ear, reminding her of things he did to her, the ways he made her feel? Does she smell his cologne, the same one he used to wear, and does it trigger a flood of memories?

My mind is a runaway train of pornographic scenarios, each one more vivid and agonizing than the last. I picture her laughing at his jokes, the real, throaty laugh she saves for when she's truly at ease. I picture his thumb stroking the back of her hand. I picture him leaning in to kiss her, and in this fantasy, she doesn't pull away. She meets him halfway.

Is that what I want to happen? Why does my mind always go there? Do I want her to know that she's still desired, that she can command that kind of raw, primal lust from a man? I know she loves being pretty. Does he have the power to validate her in ways I can’t because I love her?

It’s complicated.

My rebellious mind jumps to the thought of her in a hotel room with him, her body arching in ways I've seen a thousand times but this time for him. This time it’s his long and extra thick cock ripping such ecstasy from her. I like picturing her in the throes of passion. I like imagining her having sex and loving it. It's terrifying but it’s also so erotic. It’s new. I’ve never fantasized about my wife in this way. It’s different from remembering one of the times we had sex. It carries a power all its own.

I sip the watery whiskey as the other side of my brain, the rational, possessive husband side, kicks in with a vengeance. What if she remembers what she's been missing? What if he's better, not just in the obvious physical way, but as a lover? What if he makes her feel things I can't? Emotional things. Intimate connection things. Those thoughts are a cold snake coiling in my gut. The jealousy is sharp and acidic. It's a poison that paradoxically feels dangerously close to intense pleasure.

I checked my phone again. No messages. No missed calls. The silence is louder than any notification could ever be. It could mean anything. It could mean they're just talking, lost in conversation. Or it could mean they're too busy to look at their phones.

My silly dick is hard now, a persistent, demanding ache against the denim. I shift on the stool, trying to find a comfortable position, but there isn't one. I'm trapped in this state of suspense, a prisoner of my own making.

Another ten minutes crawl by. I'm starting to feel the eyes of the bartender on me, wondering if I’m going to order again or simply occupy a seat at his bar. I order a beer this time, to give myself something to sip on. The cold bottle is a welcome distraction.

I thought about her face when she left. There was love there, for me. But there was something else, too. Anticipation. A keen eagerness. A flicker of wildness, of the adventurous spirit I fell in love with, but which I now understood ran far deeper and wider than I ever appreciated. Did that tarnish my memories of that time? Did that somehow stain or sully our budding relationship? No. Reality simply did not match my fantasy. I believed she was as innocent as me, but my assumption was wrong. I made a mistake. She never lied about it. How could she? Faith had no idea what I thought at that time. I never asked are you as inexperienced as me, so she never had reason to lie. I, in my youth, saw and misunderstood. I presumed.

Even if I had known, it would have changed nothing. I still would have pursued her with everything I had. Maybe more, if I’d known there was competition. I fell in love, hard. I had to have her. I saw her as the prize, something to be won. Now, older and wiser, I know she's not just my wife. She's her own person, with her own past and her own desires. Part of me, I'm just now starting to understand, wants to see her explore her inner self, even if it scares the hell out of me.

I want her to have this experience, to feel that thrill, and I want to hear all about it on the ride home. I want to undress her. My hands will be shaking, I know it. Will I smell his cologne on her? I’ll want to ask her every question I can think of, and I want her to answer me with brutal, beautiful honesty. What is she feeling? The thought is so intense, so overwhelming, that I have to close my eyes and take a deep breath.

I'm a wreck. I'm a mess of contradictions. I'm a loving husband who wanted to watch his wife walk into the lion's den. I’m trying to be fearless, to do braver things in my life, but it’s torture. Ben, my adrenaline junkie best friend, has turned me on to something more potent than heroin.

I checked my phone one last time, the screen illuminating my anxious face in the dim light of the bar. Still nothing. I sat there, in the quiet hum of The Rusty Nail, and fully grasped that waiting is its own form of torture, and its own strange, sick kind of Heaven. I also realized if she returns and tells me all they did was talk and she felt nothing, no rush, no spark, I’ll feel disappointed for her and for myself. I don’t know what I want to happen between them, but I do know I want something more than nothing.


Chapter 8

Eventually, my phone vibrates. I snatch it up and open the message from my sexy wife.

You better be hard when you get here, she’d written. Come get me. I’m outside the Lily, waiting at the corner bus stop, and I’m HORNY.

I pay my tab as quickly as I can and rocket out the door. My palms are instantly sweaty. I fumble the key fob but then I’m driving, forcing myself to obey the speed limit. I see her, standing under the streetlight, and she looks breathtaking. I whip the car into a U-turn and pull up alongside.

“How much, Baby?” I joke, pretending she’s a hooker. “Do you charge by the hour? Can you spend the night? What would you charge me to spend the rest of your life?”

She opens the door and climbs in. I survey her in a split-second, seeking signs, hunting for clues. She leans over and plants her lips on mine, kissing me hotly. Her tongue slips across the gap and finds mine and they dance with each other. I taste the alcohol she consumed. She’s hot and horny and needing to fuck. Her body radiates heat. I can feel her sexual arousal, the wild sexual tension in the air around her. She breaks the kiss after several seconds.

“Can I suck it?” she gasps, desperate.

“Yes,” I say, leaning back and reaching for my zipper.

I can’t believe my good luck. She places her hand over mine.

“Not yours, Dallas,” she croaks, her face twisted in a grimace of frustrated need. “His. Kyle. Will you let me suck Kyle’s cock?”

A bolt of lightning would not have hit me as hard.

“What?”

“Just this once,” she pleads, eyes filled with longing. “He’s waiting for me inside. I said I had to ask you. Since we are trying the Ben and Rachel thing, and this is the perfect opportunity, I thought I should ask. Can I? I was going to suck you off on the drive home but then this idea came to me. Can I? Just this one time, Baby. That’s all.”

“You want to suck his cock?”

“Yes.” She squeezed my hand. “Yes. Then you and I will fuck like animals until morning.”

I’m struck dumb.

“Please,” she whimpers.

For some insane reason, my brain moved on to logistics.

“Where?” I asked. “Do I drive us all back to our place? How would we go about it?”

“I’ll do it in his truck.” She lifted her hand to point at an empty lot across the street. “You can park over there and wait. I’ll be fast.”

I see on her face and in her eyes how badly she wants this. Whatever they talked about, whatever memories they shared or connections they reestablished, my wife is dying for one last time. Am I insane? How can I even consider this? But I am considering it. Selfishly, I’m imagining what kind of a sex fiend she’ll be afterwards. She’ll fuck my soul out of me for the low, low cost of a quick blowjob.

“All right,” I hear myself rasp.

She does not wait for more words than those. She kisses me fast and hot and backs out of the car, slamming the door. She hurries across the street and into The Gilded Lily, and I watch the door slowly close behind her.

I pulled the car away from the curb and parked in the lot across the street. Moments later, I see my wife and Kyle emerge and hurry across the parking lot, holding hands and laughing like teenagers. He helps her climb into his big truck. He hurries around to the driver’s side and gets in with her. I can see through the back window as they lean forward and kiss. I see her head as it quickly drops into his lap.

I groan, but my dick has never been harder.

“Fuck you, Ben,” I mumble. “Look what you’ve done to my life.”

I pulled out my phone and sent Ben a text: As I write this, Faith is sucking off her ex.

I send it. No explanation. No context. I’m sure he’ll read it and freak out. At some point in the future, I’ll explain how we are experimenting with his idea. He’ll love that. 

I see her abruptly sit up. She’s talking and his hand comes over to gently stroke her cheek, reassuring her. Her shoulders sag, melting. I read her body language. She’s conflicted, wanting to continue but feeling guilty.

I could encourage her with a quick text, but I don’t, watching instead as she struggles with her own desires. I don’t know exactly why, but it is suddenly extremely important to me that I know she is doing all this for herself. If any part of this is done in an effort to please me, I won’t like it. I want her to do it for herself. I want to see her actually get so filled with lust that she shoves every other consideration in her life away, including me and our wedding vows, and dives on his hard fat dick. Why I want those particular things escapes me at the moment, I just know that’s what I’m hoping to see.

They talk for a minute, and then her head drops to his lap again, slower this time. Deliberate. Intentional, like she savors this moment, this moment where she finds herself gazing down at his lap and the big throbbing cock she remembers so well. His arm stretches towards the passenger door and floats down and I understand he now rests his arm across her back. This can only mean one thing: my wife has his thick cock in her mouth.

I leaned back in my seat. I groaned, a mixture of arousal and frustration. It is a difficult thing to witness but there is no denying the earth-moving power of it. A woman submitting to a cock is always sexy. When that woman is your beloved wife and the cock is attached to another man, the forces unleashed inside your mind are barely contained. I felt the need to explode, to scream, to pound my fists. Instead, I sat and passively watched, my penis pulsating. I told myself I could hear Faith’s moans of pleasure. How excited she must be. The cock she missed the most, back in her mouth at last.

I like the fact that he is big. I like it even more that he is bigger than me. I bet she looks insanely sexy sucking that big dick. It was easy for me to switch back and forth between jealous husband and horny husband.

She suddenly reared back, shaking her head. She pushed away from him and the passenger door opened. She scooted away and I wondered if he had ejaculated in her mouth without warning or said something to insult her. She quickly backed out of his raised truck and dropped to the asphalt, landing on her feet, and then she ran away from him towards me. I felt the need to remain hidden, so I waited until she reached our car to open the door from my side. She jumped in. Kyle stepped out of his truck but lost sight of which direction she ran so he threw his hands in the air, frustrated, and then climbed back in.

“I couldn’t do it,” Faith gasped. “I couldn’t go through with it.”

She pressed her back against the seat, hands on her knees, and I noticed her bra was missing. Twin rock-hard nipples pointed at the windshield. Her cell phone buzzed and she covered her face with her hands.

“What happened?” I asked. “Are you okay? Did he hurt you?”

She cupped my cheek.

“You sweet, sweet man. I come back from, that, and the first thing you care about is if I’m okay?”

“Are you?”

She collected herself and checked out the windows for Kyle, relieved to see the man had driven away. She lowered her hands and leaned over to kiss me. Her hot mouth tasted slick and salty.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just panicked.”

“Did you suck his cock?”

“Not all the way. He leaked a lot of precum, as usual, but I didn’t let him finish. I couldn’t go all the way.” Her hands jump to her tits. “Shit! I left my bra in his truck.”

“Why did you run away?”

She looked out the windshield.

“Faith?” I said. “Why did you run away? Why did you stop?”

Her expression turned serious.

“I was about to fuck him, Dallas.”

“Oh.”

“It was hot and sexy in his truck. We were doing it right in the parking lot! I couldn’t believe I really had his cock in my mouth again. He was so hard and big, and I started to remember how good that dick feels inside my body and I opened the top button on my jeans. I was going to do it, Baby. I almost gave him my pussy. I’m so sorry. I lost myself for a moment. Thank God I came back before I did something stupid.”

Disappointed.

I. Was. Disappointed.

Not that she didn’t fuck him. I felt relief regarding that plot twist. But I realized sitting there with her that I’d hoped she’d return with a hot, cock-sucking story. I wanted her to do it.

I turned my gaze inward. How could this possibly be true? My wife just told me she almost fucked another man and I feel disappointment? But it was true. I felt it the instant she said he never finished. Now I’m feeling it again when she tells me she controlled herself enough to flee her own desires. I was rocked by a jolt of awareness: if Kyle was still parked across the street, I would have sent Faith back.

“Are you okay?” my wife asked.

“Fine. Why?”

“You look sad.”

Her phone buzzed again.

“I’m not sad,” I said. “What happened to your bra?”

She leaned against the passenger door.

“I took it off so he could play with my tits while I sucked on him. Are you upset I left him early?”

I sensed I needed to tread carefully.

“I wouldn’t say that,” I said. “I’m not upset. I guess mostly I feel bad for you. There was all this buildup to tonight and what we were doing and then it ended poorly. You must be frustrated. I know this was not the ending you hoped for.”

She studied my face in the way that she so often does.

She folded her hands in her lap and stared at them, contemplating, reaching a decision. She pulled her phone out to check her messages. She read for a moment and then typed something. She put her phone away.

“Do you want to be there when it happens, or should I just tell you about it when I get home?” she asked.

“Be where when what?”

She stared at me, waiting. I suspected I knew what was happening, but I was afraid to admit it. I pictured myself at home, waiting, comparing what it would be like to what I just went through being across the street. She was patient, giving me all the time I needed to come to terms with the truth. She’d crossed the threshold and now waited for me to do the same.

“Be there,” I conceded, my voice brittle.

“Then head home right now. Find a place to hide in the master bedroom. The linen closet in the master bath would work, or maybe just step behind the shower curtain. Stay there until you hear us in bed. You can sneak out and see everything. The tile floor should keep you silent. Plus, I’ll make sure he’s too distracted to notice you.”

My mouth had gone dry as dust. I knew exactly what she was talking about. We both did. We’d crossed a barrier and there was no turning back.

“Go now,” she repeated. “He’s on his way back. I’ll meet him in the parking lot. We’ll be about ten or fifteen minutes behind you.”

She leaned forward and kissed me slowly and tenderly. We didn’t speak anymore. There was nothing to say. We had both arrived at the same place and we knew it. Ben had planted this seed of an idea, and the fucking thing had sprouted. We were going to do this. Faith was going to fuck Kyle, and I was going to watch.

We would meet again to talk about it on the other side.


Chapter 9

The silence in the master bathroom was thick and warm enough to feel like a blanket. I was perched on the edge of the tub, the cool porcelain a stark contrast to the heat flushing my skin. The bathroom door was open just a sliver, a carefully calculated gap that offered me a perfect, clandestine view of our king-sized bed. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation and raw lust. Faith and I had danced all around this moment ever since I first shared Ben and Rachel’s big secret. That was the truth. We had avoided admitting to ourselves that this was where we were headed.

Now, we had arrived.

I heard the front door open, then the low murmur of voices in the hallway. Faith's laughter, light and musical, followed by a deeper, masculine chuckle that I assumed was Kyle's. My stomach clenched. I held my breath as they entered the bedroom. I could slink behind the shower curtain, if necessary, but I doubted I’d need to. The man could take a piss and still not know I was in the room with him. The angles favored me and like Faith had said, Kyle would be distracted. I stood in the dark.

Faith looked radiant. She still wore the jeans and tight top from earlier, but her dark hair surrounded her face and poured over her shoulders like a shroud. His hands had been in her hair. They had been kissing. I accepted that my wife had sucked his cock on the ride all the way home. Her expression captivated me, showing a mix of nervous excitement and barely contained desire. She stopped a few steps into the bedroom and risked a glance at the bathroom door. Kyle moved behind her, his hands settling on her hips as he pressed a soft kiss to the side of her neck. He was definitely taller and broader than me, with the same confident ease I’d seen in his photos. He was a man who had known my wife's body before me, and tonight, he was reclaiming it.

"You look incredible, Faith," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that I could feel even from my hiding spot. “Even prettier than when we dated. The years have been kind.”

She leaned into him, tilting her head to give him better access to her nape. He trailed kissed down to her collar bone. I realized this was going to be harder to watch than I first suspected.

"It's been a long time, Kyle."

"Too long," he growled. “You never answer my Facebook messages. Are you aware I still jerk off to memories of you?”

“Is that true?”

“Yes. Remember our threesome with Tasha? How it was supposed to be all about me for my birthday but all I did was pay attention to you? She did not like that.”

“I remember,” my wife said.

I thought I heard a note of her hoping he’d shut up.

“Tasha was such a babe but all I wanted was you. Or what about that time you did a striptease in front of the wrestling team? Remember that? You had fifteen hard dicks straining to reach you, one of them mine. You might have fucked them all if I hadn’t gotten you out of there.”

She laughed nervously.

His hands slid up her ribs until his thumbs brushed the undersides of her breasts. My cock, already half-hard from the sheer taboo of the situation, surged to full attention. He turned her to face him, and their kiss was deeply passionate. I was gutted. If kissing had the power to make me feel like this, what would their fucking do to me? Their kiss continued, a deep, hungry, clash of tongues that spoke of years of unresolved history. His hands roamed her back, pulling her body flush against his. I watched, mesmerized, as one of his hands moved around in front, cupping her breast through the thin fabric of her top. His thumb found her nipple, already a hard, pebbled point, and he circled it slowly, deliberately. Faith gasped into his mouth, her body rising into his touch.

I knew her body better than anyone, but seeing it respond to him like this was a revelation. This was a different kind of arousal, for her and for me. Her response was raw, primal, hungry, as if her body remembered this lover and the things he’d made her feel. I saw the fierce passion they’d once shared.

He broke the kiss, his lips now trailing down her jaw, down her throat. He was methodical. He kissed the hollow of her collarbone, his tongue darting out to taste her skin. His other hand joined the first, and he pushed the fabric of her top up her torso. She raised her arms and he continued higher, stripping her from the waist up. Now her naked breasts swayed beneath his ravenous gaze, and he drank them in like a man dying of thirst.

“Take off your pants,” he commanded. “I want to watch you undress for me. Do it slowly.”

Faith looked ready to explode. My wife was already so wildly turned on and they’d only just started. True, his cock had been in her mouth less than an hour ago, but this desire was for what she knew was coming, not for what she’d already done. She unsnapped her jeans and pushed them down, thoughtfully kicking them towards me and hitting the bathroom door, opening the door a few inches wider to make sure I saw everything. She straightened, standing in just a pair of black lace panties.

My breathing tightened. The curve of her back, the undersides of her breasts, her flat stomach and toned thighs: she was impossibly sexy.

His eyes roamed over her just like mine, dark with lust, seeing everything I saw, everything any man would see.

"God," he said, his voice thick with emotion. “Your body is amazing. Your tits are better now.”

“Bigger,” she croaked.

“Yes, bigger, but their shape is gorgeous. You’ve grown into them. You could make millions with an OnlyFans page.”

She tried to chuckle, but her constricted throat just made a weird sound. He lowered his head, taking one taut nipple into his mouth. He wasn't gentle. He sucked hard, his teeth scraping against the sensitive flesh, and Faith whimpered, her hands fisting in his hair. He lavished the same attention on her other breast, his free hand kneading and squeezing the flesh he wasn't currently devouring. He bit each globe, leaving imprints of his teeth, marking her, claiming every inch of her body starting with her tits. Faith squirmed at his rough touch, and I compared the way he touched her to the way I do. I thought back to those days in college when she’d fuck him and me sometimes on the same day, and how different we must have felt as lovers. He pushed her backward onto the bed, and she fell with a soft gasp, quickly spreading her legs like an invitation.

He didn't undress immediately. Instead, he knelt on the bed between her thighs, his gaze locked on the damp spot already spreading across the lace of her panties. He hooked his fingers in the waistband and slowly, torturously, pulled them down her legs.

It killed me to see her so intimately revealed. He took such liberties, but then, why wouldn’t he? Kyle was fully aware she was married and knew he was fucking her in the bedroom she shared with her beloved husband. I would be just as bold.

He casually tossed her underwear over his shoulder, trying and succeeding in making her laugh. He placed his hands on her inner thighs and gently pushed, spreading my wife’s legs even farther apart. Faith melted, groaning at the way he handled her. His hands slid closer to her pussy, and he spread her labia open with his thumbs, his eyes feasting on the glistening pink flesh before him.

"Still so fucking beautiful," he breathed, and Faith moaned again. “Wetter than I remember, though.”

I held my breath. This man was gazing at my wife’s bare pussy, fully exposed to him. Her great treasure laid bare. He was free to do as he wished. She was holding nothing back.

He lowered his head and then his mouth was on her.

He softly licked my wife from asshole to clitoris, and Faith groaned from deep in her chest. He took his time, rushing nothing, eating her pussy with a practiced, expert skill that left no doubt he knew exactly what she liked. He licked inside her open hole and then dipped to her puckered anus again before gliding higher, splitting her labia on his way to her clit. He kept his tongue flat and broad but then switched to pointed and probing when he teased her swollen nub. He sucked her clit into his mouth, his tongue flicking against it in a rapid rhythm that had Faith writhing on our bed. Her moans were growing louder, more desperate. She was completely lost in the pleasure he caused, her hips rising to meet his mouth. He slid two fingers inside her sopping cunt, curling them to find that magical spot within. Her back arched off the bed.

"Oh, Kyle,” she groaned. “You remember everything.”

She lifted her hips off the bed and held them there, granting him full custody of her pussy. Kyle ate my wife until Faith was gasping and moaning nonstop. I was so overwhelmed by what I saw it did not occur to me that he was going to make her orgasm until her orgasm actually started. Then it was like I’d been struck in the head by a sledgehammer. I couldn’t believe what I saw, what I heard. Faith’s butt rose and fell as she pumped her hips against his mouth. Her body convulsed, a long, harsh moan torn from her throat. She grabbed his head with both hands and gave him everything she had, climaxing like a hurricane into his mouth and all over his tongue. It was beautiful. It was sexy. But it ripped me to shreds. He tortured her with pleasure until she could take no more. Her orgasm lasted a long, long time, twisting her body until she finally collapsed.


Chapter 10

Kyle rose to his feet, wiping his face with both hands.

Faith looked unconscious. I watched him undress without her. This man in our bedroom took his time, savoring both the moment and the vision of Faith wiped out in her own bed. He lost his shirt and shoes and socks and pants until he stood between my wife’s outstretched legs in only his boxer briefs. I couldn’t swallow. I could barely breathe. He hooked his thumbs and shoved his underwear down and then there it was. Truly, the reason for all of this.

His cock.

It was heavy and hung stretched out, with a veined shaft that drooped from a neatly trimmed thatch of dark hair. It was considerably bigger than mine, and the sight sent a jolt through me. This was what Faith had desired. When I first posed the question, this had been her answer. The man was in our bedroom because his cock is large. If he sported six inches like me, he’d be at home right now, watching television. His sole reason for being here was that big dick.

That cock was what she needed.

He moved over her, his larger body covering her smaller one. His dangling cock came to rest against her slick, swollen folds. He kissed her, a deep, meaningful kiss that had to taste of her own sweet pussy. My wife came back to life, circling his neck with both arms and pulling his mouth closer. His cock nudged her pussy again and she lifted her hips. She sent her hand down to find him and her fingers curled around his bulky shaft. She began to tug rhythmically, jerking him off as she kissed him.

Her intent, I knew, was to get him hard so he could fuck her. He lifted himself higher so he could look down and see all of her, pretty face and lovely tits wobbling. He was careful to leave his cock in her hand, but he wanted to burn this moment, this incredibly sexy sight into his memories forever.

I expected my wife to suck his big cock, but she had no time for that. She had done that earlier, in his truck, and to do it again would only delay the connection they both craved. He got hard fast, growing a little larger all the way around but mostly gaining a rigidity that turned him into iron. He reached down, took his cock from her, and positioned the fat head at her entrance. He looked too big for her small opening, but I didn’t worry about him hurting her. She knew what to expect and she knew what she wanted. She lifted her legs to give him better access.

He pushed in slowly, and I watched as her hole stretched to accommodate his girth. Her eyes fluttered closed, a look of pure bliss spreading across her face. He sank into her inch by glorious inch until he was buried to the hilt, her back arching a little higher the deeper he probed.

At last, he was fully entombed. Faith could not draw an easy breath. My wife gulped air like a fish, squirming around his impaling weapon. He held still, allowing her to adjust to his size again after so many years. He lowered his head until his forehead rested against hers.

Her hips made little rocking motions.

"You feel that?" he asked, his voice jagged. "You feel how deep I am?"

I expected her to say something sweet and intimate.

“I’m going to cum,” she rasped.

He chuckled, flexing his ass to sink another half inch deeper. Faith groaned and then gasped, sucking air and turning rigid.

“Fuuuuuuuck!” she wailed, and I marveled at this man who made my wife orgasm without moving a muscle. “Unngh! Aaaargh!”

Faith was lost to her climax. She rocked her hips as much as she could, dragging her clit against his body, stirring her insides with his invading phallus. She was pinned to the bed and loved it. He did nothing and she came as hard as I’ve ever seen her. I was dumbfounded. His balls lifted each time he sent a surge of blood, causing his big cock to expand inside.

Faith lost her mind.

When my wife finally started her return to Earth, he started to move. He set a smooth rhythm, his hips gliding forward, driving his thick cock balls deep with every velvety thrust. He took control of her, using his big dick to dominate her completely, just like she wanted.

Soon the sound of their bodies slapping together, the wet, slick sounds of their fucking, filled the room. He became a relentless, powerful, primal force, and Faith orgasmed again, and, minutes later, again, almost sobbing from pleasure. She met his thrusts, her hips rising to meet his, her nails digging into his back.

“I want your cum,” I heard her groan.

I braced myself against the door, staggered by her potent words. My loving wife craved another man’s sperm! Her desire rocked me head to feet. I was unprepared to hear her say such a thing. Blood surged in my cock and I slowly lowered my zipper. I had intended to fuck her after he left but who knows when that would be? I needed relief right now. This was too much. Her hunger for him was too much. I freed my stiff dick and silently stroked.

“Risky,” he rumbled. “You sure? You know what can happen when I cum inside you. You want to risk that again?”

My wife moaned at the memory. I could only deduce conception. That man right there, fucking my wife, had already impregnated her at least once, maybe more. So much for condoms and birth control, right, Faith?

“God,” she croaked. “Yes. I want your cum.”

I was thunderstruck. I’d never look at her the same. I did not think less of her, but now she had an added layer of complexity. They’d created life together. That made him so much more than a simple hot fuck. I wondered if that emotional connection was part of the reason she wanted him so badly. Out of all her former lovers, she chose Kyle. That was a more frightening aspect. I reassured myself she wanted him for his big dick, nothing more.

His movements became more forceful, more demanding. He hooked his arms under her knees, pushing her legs back towards her chest, opening her up even more to his relentless assault. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper, and she cried out with every powerful thrust. He was hitting places inside her that hadn’t been touched since the last time they fucked. His thrust hurt her every now and then, but it was a hurt she relished, grabbing his ass and trying to pull him deeper.

He leaned down and his mouth found her breasts again; his teeth nipped at her sensitive nipples as he continued to pound her pussy. The combination of sensations was overwhelming. Soon she was babbling, a stream of incoherent moans and groans. She knew he was building towards an explosion inside her and that’s what she craved more than anything. His unrelenting cock ripped another howling climax from her. I watched, my cock in my hand, and stroked in time with their frantic coupling. I never felt so aroused. Seeing my wife, the love of my life, so thoroughly and completely fucked by another man, by her well-hung ex, was the ultimate extension of our shared experiment.

Kyle's thrusts became erratic, his breathing ragged.

"Faith," he grunted. "Here it comes."

"Do it, Kyle!" she hissed. "Cum in me! Do it!"

With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep and bellowed, his body shuddering as he emptied his huge balls in her. Faith’s cries made me believe she was cumming with him, triggered by his swollen cock and the fact he was filling her with his seed. Her body convulsed along with his, their cries of pleasure echoing in our bedroom. He came over and over, fat nuts lifting with each new burst. He stopped his thrusting and pushed as deep as he could, unloading his massive burden so far up in her it had to be directly into her womb.

Finally, he collapsed onto the bed, covering my wife in a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs. I watched them for a long moment and then released my penis. I’d missed my opportunity, but I suspect I would have another, maybe several more, before he went home and returned my wife to me.

For now, they were kissing again, soft, tender kisses, a stark contrast to the raw, primal fucking they just shared. I knew with certainty this was just the beginning of their night together.


Chapter 11

The silence in our living room was a heavy blanket that had settled over us hours ago and refused to lift. Faith sat on the opposite end of the couch, her knees pulled to her chest, looking smaller than I’d ever seen her. The last of the whiskey burned a slow path down my throat, warming my stomach. The cool glass felt heavy in my hand. I’d been staring at the bottle of amber liquid for so long I felt like I could see the entire history of our marriage reflected in its depths. Finally, I sat the glass down on the coaster with a soft click. The sound seemed to echo in the stillness.

“We have to talk about it,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

Faith flinched, just a tiny tightening of her shoulders, but I saw it. She didn’t look at me.

“I know,” she said. “I know we probably should.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Not probably. Definitely. We’ve been walking around this crater in the middle of our lives all day, pretending we are fine with it, pretending it’s not even there. But it is. I keep ignoring it, Faith, but it is.”

My confession hung in the air. I expected her to cry, or to get defensive, or to do anything but what she did.

“All right,” she said. She slowly unfolded herself and turned to face me, her eyes red-rimmed but clear. “What do you see,” she whispered, “when you replay last night?”

The question was so direct, so disarming, it knocked me back. I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, and stared at the floor. She wanted to confront this head-on. That surprised me, but I could handle it. I drew a deep breath.

“I see you,” I began. “I see the looks on your face, I see your many expressions of pleasure and desire, all the things he made you feel.”

“How does that make you feel?”

I exhaled. This was already harder than I thought it would be. I was reliving those moments, and they still held all the power they had originally. Now she wanted me to name the emotions I felt and that was difficult. That required precision and honesty and brutal self-reflection. It was so much easier to simply blame her for everything, but I am too grown-up for that.

“Frightened,” I said. “Aroused. Amazed. Enthralled. Envious.”

“Envious?”

“Sure. I wish I had a cock like his. I wish I could do those things to you. I’d love to be able to make you cum like that, to force sounds out of you like that. Hell, I’d love to make you get that wet just by showing you my big dick.”

“You do make me wet, Dallas.”

“Not like that. Not like he does.”

She shrugged a little.

“Well,” she said. “Kyle is something extra. He always has been. I had a handful of guys like that back in school.”

Stop saying his name, I wanted to shout, remembering how she’d used his name when she told him to cum inside her. That was still a fresh wound. But that wasn’t the worst part. The worst part, the part that had been eating me alive from the inside out, was what came next.

I knew in my heart she’d want him again. And again. Again, and again and again and again. But that isn’t the problem. Her wanting isn’t the problem. The problem is me.

I know I will allow it.

I fear this will be the end of everything. I fear my whole world is collapsing.

“You left out jealousy,” she murmured. “In the list of emotions you named. You left out jealousy. I wonder why that is.”

I caught a whiff of her perfume right then, mixed with his cologne. My penis twitched but I ignored it.

“Let me finish,” I said. “I’m supposed to feel angry. I’m supposed to feel jealous. I don’t. I feel horny, but not for myself. No. I’m horny for you. I know that makes no sense so let me explain it another way. I’m specifically horny to watch you again. Not with Kyle. That level of familiar intimacy was hard to take. I’ll need time before we repeat that. But another man. Maybe another ex, I’m not sure, but one thing I do know with absolute certainty. He has to be hung. A big cock helps me remember this is all about the sex. You can have another lover, but he must be big. Bigger than me.”

She chuckled.

“I hope you’re not expecting me to argue.”

“No. I suppose not,” I admitted.

“This talk is not going the way I thought it would,” she said. “I expected you to stamp your foot and say never again. I know I got carried away by it all. I let myself go too far. I started to go too far while in his truck and then I did the same thing in our bedroom. It was easier the second time because I knew you were there, watching. I felt like that meant you excused anything I did. I felt free.”

I had a sudden flashback.

“I saw the way you arched,” I blurted. “I heard the sounds you made, sounds I’ve never heard you make. Kyle ripped them out of you. He unlocked this wild, beautiful creature that is my wife. Everything changed. Everything twisted. Everything became this intense, white-hot sexual thing. I was blown away. Jealousy or anger made no sense in the face of that. I felt like a voyeur. Maybe a little like a pervert too. I got so much pleasure out of watching. I was watching my wife and all I could think of was how stunning you were. My wife, with another man, and the sheer, visceral force of it was the most erotic thing ever. I hated him for being the one to do that to you, to be the one that gave you all that, but I was mesmerized by the fact.”

I leaned back. My confession left me feeling hollowed out and exposed. She had me. I was vulnerable, defenseless. I’d just admitted I could be taken advantage of. She held all the cards. I finally lifted my eyes to look at her, unsure of what I’d see. Glee?

I saw understanding.

She slid across the couch, closing the small distance between us. She didn’t touch me, not yet, but she was close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her.

“Do you want to know what I was thinking?”

I could only nod, my throat too tight to speak.

“Ben and Rachel are right, and this will work for us too. I’m not thrilled about seeing you with another woman, but I will take my lumps just like you did. The fire has been lit. We have discovered something amazing. We have recaptured something we lost. Last night wasn’t about Kyle, not specifically. It was about us.”

She took my hand and placed it over her warm pussy under her flannel pajamas, reminding me how much of him was in there.

“I felt you watching me. I felt your eyes all over me. My husband. The man I love. I wasn’t cheating on you. I was performing for you. I wanted you to see. I wanted you to see the part of me I thought you didn’t want anymore. I wanted you to see how sexual I can be.”

Her hand pressed my hand firmly against her swollen pussy. I felt the moisture of him leaking into her cotton panties. I pressed my middle finger between her pussy lips. She softly gasped, from arousal or from being tender after his thick cock, I didn’t know.

“What do we do with this?” I asked.

I knew, but I wanted to hear her speak the words.

“I know Kyle intimidates you,” she said. “I know you see clearly the intimacy we share, the passion for each other. I want him again, but I won’t if you say no.”

“Should we establish some kind of rules?”

“A little late for that, don’t you think?”

I nodded.

“I’ll text him,” she said. “In the meantime, you must be ready to burst. Poor baby. We never got around to taking care of you. Are your balls killing you?”

“Yes.”

“Let me suck you off. I want to save my pussy for him. I’m too tender to handle you both.”

A million volts raced through me. Save her pussy for him? God! This was going to be a journey of trial and error. I was going to get zapped like that plenty of times before we figured all this out. I opened my mouth to say something about the restriction she’d placed on her body for his benefit, but right then my phone buzzed. I checked the message. Ben, hours too late.

“Who’s that?” Faith asked.

“Ben. I texted him while you were blowing Kyle last night.”

“What?” she exclaimed. “You told him what I was doing?”

“I did. I blame him that we are in this position at all. His addiction to adrenaline ultimately led us to this place.”

“What does his text say?”

I opened the message and read his words out loud.

“Good,” I said. “I hope it’s a whopper. Rachel has several studs I know she’d be willing to share with Faith. When the time comes, I’ll let her know I told you guys about our dirty little secret. If you need to talk you know I’ll be there for you.”

“That’s thoughtful. He’s a good friend.”

“Is he?” I laughed. “You just made your pussy off limits to me and it’s all Ben’s fault.”

She laughed.

“It won’t be off limits for long,” she said.

End.
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