











The sound of the toilet
flushing announced the commencement
of my reckoning.

Behind my loud sobs,

I heard footsteps in front of me,
and I removed my hands
from my soaked face.




Christina stood
in front of me
with her bra
dangling from
her hand.




"So," she gaid, "care
to explain what this
ie about?"




I didn't say anything.

I couldn't say anything.
What wag even the
point?




All T could do was <it there,
looking at her with remokrge,
body vibrating, and tearg <till
streaming down my face.




Christina dropped her bra
onto the floor, sat down
begide me, and put her hand
on my thigh, rubbing it.




"Y... you won't?" I agked.
I felt a lot better already.
My wife learning about
this would most certainly
be the end of me.




"No, I won't. Thig ig just
between you and me,
but I would like to know
what you were doing
with my bra."




'I... um.." I began,
but to no avail




"No, don't tell me.

I know what you
were doing with it.
Have you done thig
before?"




"Uh... um... well..,
L." I suck at being
interrogated.




"How many timeg?"
she agked. "Twice?
Ten? Twenty?"




I closed my eyes
and lightly shook
my bowed head
with each number.
"A hundred?77"




I raised my head
at that number
and gave a light
nod.




"So.. every time

I came over to
vigit??77?7"

"L.. I'm sorry..."

I turned my head
to look at her.




Christina's kind eyes
looked at me.

"So you really do feel
that way about me,
huh?" she gaid, and
then she gmiled.




She removed
her hand from
my thigh and
lightly caressed
her right tit.




"But [ suppose ['ve
always known, and
that makeg all of
this eagier. I've seen
you look at my tits
many timeg before.

Marie's told me
you're a huge tit
lover."




I looked down
at her hand ag
she started from
the bottom and
ascended up the
large surface,

then I looked back
at her eyes, which
were still looking
at me.




"Would you like
to touch them?"
she agked.
"Would that
make you feel
better?"







