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Chapter 1


I watched my wife Andie get undressed for
bed. I was already under the sheets and had been waiting for her to come to the
bedroom for almost an hour. We hadn’t had sex in over three
weeks—twenty two days, six hours, to be exact. At first I had joked about it,
then had got angry, and then had practically begged. 


This morning she had finally relented. A little. She
had said ‘maybe.’


So here I was, praying that she’d follow through. I
was already rock hard, just thinking about it and looking at her. Her back was
to me, she wasn’t doing any kind of strip tease, in fact she was pretty much
ignoring me. She reached back to unzip her dress, and after slipping it off,
she carefully hung it up. She was wearing a sexy lacy pink bra and panties, neither
of which I had seen before. Truth be told, though, I hadn’t seen her in
underwear for a while, so maybe I just didn’t know. These days she was asleep
before I got to bed, or came in after I was sleeping.


Had she bought them for me?


The very thought of it quickened my breathing. Maybe
we were finally going to rekindle our love life. Not that it had been much to
begin with, even five years ago when we had met and three years ago when we had
been married. Sure, she had always excited me from the minute I had laid eyes
on her, a tall, willowy, natural curly-haired blonde, svelte, with the longest
legs, slim hips, handful sized boobs, and a round, nicely defined ass. The kind
of woman I had always dreamed about, but had never even dated, let alone had
sex with.


And to top it off, she was almost fifteen years
younger than I was, guaranteeing that she’d look good for a very long time.


And yet, two years after I had met her, we were
married. I wondered if she really wasn’t into me, that maybe she wanted me just
for my good income and nice house and means of providing. I was just an average
looking guy. But I didn’t care. She said all the right things, treated me, my
friends, and my family perfectly well, and I was happy as could be. And while I
realized that I might not have been the kind of guy a woman like her lusted
over, after a time I came to realize that she loved me in her own way.


Andie sat at her dressing table and brushed her
hair. With each stroke, her back arched, making me think of what she must look
like when making love, what it would look like if I could be suspended above
the bed, watching us, watching her wrap her legs around me, her back in a
graceful curve. I fantasized about things like this all the time. In my
fantasies, Andie would moan and cry out my name, lost in bliss, telling me it
was the best she’s ever had.


In real life she did none of that. In the beginning
of our relationship things had been better, but they never reached anything
that you’d call passionate. She could of course get me off in a matter of
minutes; she’d simply use her hands on me, and just the thought of a woman so
beautiful stroking my cock would make be blow my load. She had given me head a
few times, but had never swallowed, usually just squeezing my cock between her
tits until I came on her chest. 


I’d try to make her feel good too, although I didn’t
always have success. Sometimes I’d lick her until my jaw hurt, but I never
could get her to orgasm that way. She claimed to have a problem with
lubrication, and so always had to put in some gel before we had intercourse,
and then I’d get so turned on that I’d shoot off prematurely, and she’d have to
resort to using her fingers or a dildo to get herself off.


Over time our sex became more mechanical, almost
like a formula. I would go down on her, savoring her taste, so turned on by the
feeling of her thighs against my cheeks and her legs spread for me that I would
almost come without her even touching my cock. Then she’d slip her hand between
her legs, signaling that my turn was over, and she’d play with her pussy, her
eyes closed. I always wondered what she was thinking as she got aroused. Was
she thinking of me, fantasizing that I had been able to stay hard, and was
inside her? 


Or was she thinking of someone else, some nameless,
faceless perfect lover?


Other times I would watch her masturbate, touching
myself, attempting to hold back, desperately trying to wait, so that I could be
inside her, or hoping that she’d put her lips on me. But as I would watch her
nipples harden and her breathing quicken and her eyelids flutter I’d lose it,
ejaculating wildly, totally overtaken by the very change in the atmosphere
created by her sexuality.


Just as I was now. I had to fight to not touch
myself as she finished up her hair and turned slightly to get something out of
the dresser drawer, giving me a profile look at her wonderful breasts,
perfectly sized for her body, not small but not heavy. If they were smaller
they would be called perky, but they had that same erect look, jutting out from
her tight frame.


Twenty two days, six hours. That’s how long it had
been since I had fondled those breasts, sucked on the nipples that were hidden
under that bra. My hand strayed to my cock, I couldn’t help it now.


I hoped she’d hurry to bed.


Maybe tonight would be different. The last few
months had not been especially good; it was as if our routine was no longer
enough for her. More often than not she’d lie rather stiffly, not exactly as if
she didn’t want me to do anything, but as if it didn’t matter to her either
way. She still got off, or to be precise, still got herself off, but often I
felt like it had nothing to do with me.


I had to do something different. Starting with
lasting longer. Reluctantly I stopped stroking myself.


“I like your bra,” I said. “Is that new?”


Andie glanced over at me, as if surprised that I was
there. “As a matter of fact it is.”


“Any special occasion?” I asked, hoping she’d say it
was for me.


“Just thought I needed a change. You know, something
new.”


“Maybe we could try something new, if that’s what
you need,” I said, a little tentatively.


She gave me a half smile. “Oh Peter, you’re
so—nice.” Then she turned back to the mirror and began to take off her makeup.


Nice. That’s what Andie thought of
me. Not sexy, or someone she couldn’t resist. Nice.


That might have been enough to deflate not only my
ego but my hard on as well, but her casual beauty, and the fact that I hadn’t
had sex for so long, other than the self induced kind, kept me aroused.


When she finally finished with her routine she undid
her bra and tossed it aside. Her back was still to me, but I could see her
breasts in the mirror for just an instant. I hoped she was going to come to bed
naked, but she reached for her pajamas and slipped them on.


Before getting into bed she turned off the light, as
she had started to do a few months ago. The room was plunged into darkness.


“I thought maybe we could leave the light on for a
while,” I said.


“I’m kind of tired, dear.”


“I thought maybe, you know, you said this morning. . .”
I tried to hide my disappointment.


Andie sighed. “Okay.”


That was it. Okay. Like it was a chore she
had to get out of the way. 


Now I didn’t know what to do. I wanted her so badly,
and she had basically said yes, but she hadn’t moved from her side of the bed.
I hesitated just a bit, and maybe I should have said something, this would have
been the perfect time to talk about all this, to really get into what was
wrong, but I just couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to risk spoiling what little
mood there was, or my opportunity.


I turned toward her, and the mere brushing of the
sheets on my cock nearly set me off. I nuzzled close, feeling for her in the
darkness, kissing her neck.


“That tickles,” she said, and cringed away.


“Sorry,” I muttered. “I should have shaved again.”


“No, that’s all right. Just be careful.”


On pins and needles now, I gingerly reached for her
breast. I cupped it in my hand, as gentle as I could be, running my fingers
over her nipple. Then I leaned over her, balancing myself on my arm, and put my
mouth over her teat, careful not to let my late night stubble scrape her skin.


I suckled on each breast, using my tongue, pulling
her nipples into my mouth. As usual I couldn’t get enough of her. I glanced up,
hoping to see her head thrown back in ecstasy, but her features were hidden in
the dark. Were her eyes closed? Was she thinking of me?


I slid my hands down her body. Her slim thighs were
pulled together, giving me no access to her. I gently pushed my fingers between
her legs, seeking a way to her pussy. After a while she opened her legs
slightly, as if she was reluctant to let me in.


Even with all that, I couldn’t help myself, I was so
turned on by her, as always. I kept going.


Now I finally had my fingers on her, exploring the closed
folds of her pussy. I continued to suck on her nipples, I knew she liked that,
or she used to. My fingers probed, trying to entice her. My hands met only dry
skin.


I stopped, at a loss.


For what must have been a whole minute she didn’t
say or do anything, and I wondered if she had fallen asleep. Maybe she was
really tired. Maybe I was being unfair.


Just as I was about to roll over, she said, “Why did
you stop? That was nice.”


Nice. That word again.


“I didn’t think you were in the mood,” I said.


“No, it’s fine. I said I would do it.” She didn’t
sound angry, or peeved, just. . .unemotional.


Again I wondered if I should try to talk to her.
Maybe this was something better done here in the dark, where we could share our
innermost thoughts. I didn’t want Andie to be having sex just because I wanted
it. I wanted her to want it just as much as me.


Maybe after we made love. . .then I’d
bring it up.


I resumed my stroking, and her body shifted a
little, as if she was starting to respond. I increased the pace, searching for
that special sensitive spot that had been so elusive for me.


I ducked under the covers and softly licked her
mound, then pushed my tongue into her.


But nothing I tried worked. She made a few sounds,
but they seemed disconnected from anything I was doing. It was as if she was
going through the motions.


Finally Andie pulled me up by the shoulders until I
was next to her. “It’s okay. I’m just tired.”


Now I was glad that the light was off, so she
couldn’t see my disappointment at not having succeeded in getting her even remotely
turned on. I started to roll away toward my side of the bed, but she grabbed my
cock and started stroking it.


“I thought you were tired,” I said, as I hardened
even more under her fingers.


“You obviously aren’t,” she said. “Besides, it won’t
take long for you, will it? And I guess I promised.”


Andie started to stroke me faster, her leg curling
over mine. The tip of my cock brushed against her belly, and it made me think
of her mouth, wishing it was her tongue instead of just her fingers surrounding
the head of my cock.


I reached out for her lips with my mouth, but she
turned away a little, so I had to settle for her cheek. Her lips grazed my
face, and her tongue touched me briefly, making me groan. Her hand moved
faster, and using just her palm she slid my cock up and down against her smooth
skin.


Now there was no way I could fuck her or be in her
mouth, I’d never make it that far, just the thought and the movement to do it
would set me off—


Andie pulled down on my shaft and I grabbed at the
sheets as I shot my pent up load over her belly. I had masturbated every day
for the last few weeks but even after that I had so much cum in me, so much
frustration and waiting built up inside, that I spurted a dozen times onto her.


When I was finished Andie let go of me and slid her
hand up my chest, leaving a trail of my cum on me. She gave me a little kiss on
the cheek.


“See, that didn’t take long at all,” she said.


Then she turned over and went to sleep.









Chapter 2


That one episode of sex should have sated
me for at least a couple of days, but instead it made me even hornier. I had a
hard time concentrating at work, thinking of Andie’s hands on me, how fast she
could get me aroused. I was frustrated that I couldn’t return the favor to her,
and promised myself I’d find a way to get her as interested in me as I was in
her. Or at least interested enough to get aroused and have an orgasm now and
then that I made happen.


The last thing I wanted was for her to totally give
up on sex. Sure, that’s not the only reason why I married her, but I always
felt that sex was an important part of a marriage. Though I was relatively
young, over time our sex drives might naturally wane, and the day would come
when we wouldn’t be able to have sex at all. So now was the time to be
having fun.


Before I was married I had a healthy string of
girlfriends, and thought I had pretty good sex, although of course I didn’t
know what kind of sex other guys had. I didn’t date the most beautiful women,
in fact I thought in a lot of cases I was better looking than the guys they had
been with before me. I know that sounds sexist and condescending, but I was a
little full of myself, and while they were all good women, they just didn’t
have the looks that turned men’s heads. Although no one really screamed my name
out during sex, I didn’t get any complaints, so I thought I was at least good
enough in bed.


Until Andie. Maybe it was because I thought she was
so far beyond what I could normally attain with a woman in the looks
department. I was probably in awe, or subconsciously feeling unworthy. But any
feeling like that should have been long gone by now. I should have learned what
she liked. I should know her body.


And from her side, I always had heard that women
fall in love and then in lust. Andie is a smart woman, she wouldn’t have
married me if it was just a lark. She said she loved me and I believed her.


But I was still waiting for the lust.


I remembered Andie’s comment about wanting
something new. She was talking about her bra, but maybe there was something
else she needed, something new from me. In the bedroom. Did she want me to do
something different? Did she want to watch porn? Role play? I just wasn’t sure,
and was embarrassed to ask her right out. I just didn’t have the courage.


But I could at least start with the clothes. That
very Saturday, the first thing I said to her when she woke up was, “I’d like to
buy you some new outfits.”


Andie opened one eye, she was still half asleep.
“What did you have in mind?”


Something sexy, I thought. Something you’d
wear for me. But I bit my tongue; I didn’t want to suggest that she wasn’t sexy
now. “Just something new for you.”


“Would you even know my size?”


Of course I did. I knew her bra size, her underwear
size, her dress size, her shoe size. “Why don’t we go together? That way you
can try things on.”


For a second Andie looked a little disappointed. Had
I missed my opportunity to surprise her with some sassy underwear?


“You’d be able to pick out exactly what you like,” I
said.


Andie looked wistful. “Well, I could use a change.
Okay, let’s go.”


Andie seemed more excited as we drove to
the mall, starting to get into her shopping trip. As soon as we arrived she went
into a boutique I had never heard of, and I was immediately relieved that we
were doing this together—I would never have walked into this particular store. 


She pulled something off a rack and showed it to me,
and I nodded appreciatively; it was a dressy but conservative mid length dress.
Andie shook her head at my reaction, and I thought, What? Didn’t she want me
to like that if she pulled it out?


Andie put the dress back and proceeded to show me
half a dozen others, and I wasn’t sure how to react. I tried just smiling, then
guessing, then I gave up. “All of them would look great on you.”


“Maybe you would think so, but you’re my husband,
you already like the way I look. But a woman needs to think of how others see
her, not just her husband.”


She said it offhand, and immediately went back to
her shopping. What did she mean? Who else would she be dressing for? She didn’t
work, so it wasn’t like she needed to look a certain way at the office.


After a while I got bored and wandered off. As long
as she found something she liked it would be fine with me. But I was still
bothered by her comment.


By the third store I had decided to just wait
outside while she shopped. It was pretty clear that I wasn’t being useful,
other than being the one ultimately responsible for paying the credit card bill.
Sitting on a bench, I watched Andie through the large window as she shopped. It
was one of those wide open stores that didn’t seem to have much on display,
which usually meant everything was very expensive.


A very good looking tall black man with broad
shoulders was helping her out, and at first I suspected he was gay. What straight
guy would be working in a women’s clothing boutique? Andie seemed quite
animated, and every time the clerk pulled out an outfit she rushed to try it
on, then returned for his reaction. Even though I couldn’t hear her she seemed
very intent on what he thought. At one point he turned her toward the mirror,
and then stood behind her, obviously showing her some aspect of how the blouse
and skirt fit. He was standing very close to her, talking over her shoulder,
and then he pulled the blouse away from her body on each side, as if to say it
was too large.


Then the black man cinched the blouse tight, maybe
to show her what it would look like if it were more fitting. I could almost
sense Andie gasp as the fabric pulled against her breasts, making them much more
prominent. I was watching her profile, and the result was dramatic; the look
went from dressy to almost slutty. I expected Andie to slap his hand and pull
away, but instead she just moved her head to meet the black man’s eyes in the
mirror. And then she nodded.


I was shocked. Was this how the clerks in this store
treated customers? I couldn’t imagine me shopping for a pair of pants, and after
trying them on some woman clerk pulling at my waistband to make my cock more
prominent. Yet that was what this guy was doing.


I tried to calm myself. Andie obviously thought
nothing of it, so why should I? Plus, they were in a public store. It wasn’t
like the guy was hitting on her.


Or was he? Maybe he didn’t know I was right outside.
He had to have seen her wedding ring, though.


After what seemed like a long time, but was probably
just a few seconds, the man finally released his hold on Andie’s blouse. I let
out the breath I had been unconsciously holding.


I laughed at myself. What was I thinking?


The black man said something to Andie. She slowly
reached down and fingered the skirt by the hem, and after hesitating a moment,
lifted it a little, so it was just above her knee. The black man, still
standing extremely close behind her, made a keep going motion with his
hand, and Andie lifted the skirt a little higher. Her eyes were on the mirror,
but I couldn’t tell if she was focused at how the skirt would look if shorter,
or if she was staring at the reflection of the big black man. 


The clerk motioned again, and Andie lifted the skirt
even higher. It was now well above her knees, showing a lot of her thighs. The
black man reached for her blouse and again pulled it tighter, and Andie’s
breasts once again burst out prominently. 


I was about to jump up but I suddenly had the
strangest reaction. My cock swelled, and at first I thought it was because my
wife looked so beautiful, more of her shapely legs visible, her breasts
straining against the silky fabric. But I had seen her naked, why was this mere
peek of her legs getting to me?


The black man nodded, as if satisfied, but Andie
grinned, and lifted the skirt a little higher. I could tell the back man was
laughing. Andie turned her head to look directly at him, she would have seen me
if she had looked my way, but she seemed to have forgotten about me; did she
even know I was sitting right outside the store? 


Then, as Andie stared into the black man’s eyes, her
face inches from his, she lifted her skirt once more. With each inch she raised
it up, my cock grew. And then it hit me, I wasn’t just reacting to Andie’s show
of leg. I was reacting to the black man’s hands on her, to how close they were,
and to how she was responding to him, to what she was doing with him.


Once again I had the urge to jump up, but was afraid
my now full erection would be noticeable. And what would I do? Barge into the
store to stop a clerk from helping my wife pick out an outfit?


Now Andie was laughing, and while still looking over
her shoulder she lifted her skirt even higher, and she must have lost track of
how high it was, because now I could see a lot of thigh, almost as if
she was wearing a micro mini. The black man shook his head, but I could tell he
was doing it in jest, as if he was pretending to be offended, that Andie had
gone too far. 


Now I was really mad, not only at the clerk,
but at Andie. She seemed to be flirting.


I tried to reason with myself. Andie was very
friendly, she had always been that way. She made everyone feel at ease. She was
just having a bit of fun, and besides, the clerk was probably gay anyway.


Andie turned away from the mirror. Instead of
backing away, the black man stood his ground, and now Andie was pressed against
his broad chest. I was enraged to see that he still hadn’t let go of her
blouse, making it almost look like he was hugging her.  


Erection or not, I started to stand up. I was
interrupted by a chuckle coming from the bench next to me. A man about my age
was also sitting and looking through the window at Andie and the black clerk.


“He’s got her now,” said the man.


“Huh? What do you mean?” I asked, slowly sitting
back down.


The man nodded toward the window. “Once they let him
put his hands on them, that’s it. They’ll do anything after that.”


I glanced at the man on the bench, who seemed like a
normal guy, and then looked back inside the store. The black clerk had finally
separated himself slightly from my wife, but as he moved away Andie’s body
followed his, like she didn’t want to lose the connection. The clerk walked
over to get another outfit, and Andie was right behind him. He gave her the
outfit and motioned to the dressing room. Part way there she looked back over her
shoulder. Had he said something? Was that a coy glance?


“You’ve seen this before?” I asked the guy next to
me.


“Almost every day. Watch this part,” he replied, leaning
forward.


For a few seconds nothing happened, then the black
man picked up a pair of shoes, handed them to Andie, and pointed to the
dressing room. She hesitated, as if considering something. Was that a look of
disappointment?


Andie disappeared into the back room.


The man next to me let out a laugh. “He’s toying
with her.”


“What are you talking about?” 


The guy looked over at me. “She wanted him to go
into the dressing room with her. He sometimes does, although not usually on
their first visit. He makes them practically beg for it.”


I was flabbergasted. That was my wife the guy
was talking about. But for some reason I couldn’t admit it to him, or agree
that she was flirting, because it would make her sound like a slut. And
obviously he was wrong, of course Andie didn’t want the black clerk to go in
the dressing room with her. To see her in the outfit, okay, I understood that.
But nothing more.


“I think you must be imagining things,” I said.


The guy laughed again. “Believe what you want. But
this is like free real life porn, which is why I hang out here. I’ve seen women
practically drag him back into the dressing room.”


“Maybe they just want some help with their outfits,”
I said.


“They want some help all right, but not with their
outfits.”


I shook my head. “It’s a public store. He can’t be
coming on to them, he’d get fired.”


“I think he owns the place. Besides, what better way
to hook up with hot women? He gets to pick and choose. I bet a lot of women are
bored with their husbands and just salivate over the attention. Not to mention
over his cock.”


I still refused to believe it. “I think he’s gay.” 


“Really? Why don’t you find out? Go in there and hit
on him, see if he’s interested in a man.”


“I’m not gay,” I said.


The guy shrugged. “Doesn’t matter to me either way.
But I know what I’ve seen. He pulls that Wouldn’t this top look better if it
were tighter ploy all the time. Once I even saw this married woman pull his
hands right on top of her tits! And there were other people in the store! It was
like she just got lost in it.”


“How do you know she was married?” I asked, blown
away by the thought of the clerk fondling a woman’s breasts. Fondling Andie’s
breasts. 


“I saw her ring.”


“Didn’t anyone say anything?”


“The other women in the store seemed envious, not
upset. I bet they wanted those big black hands on their breasts.”


I imagined Andie standing there, resting her hands
over his as he tugged on her blouse, guiding his hands to her breasts. . .


She’d never do that. She was my wife.


“That woman who was just there,” I said. “She didn’t
do anything at all like that.”


“No, she didn’t.” The voyeur sounded disappointed.
“But did you see how she hiked up her skirt? And man, that look she gave him as
she went into the dressing room? She wanted it.”


“No, she didn’t,” I protested. But now I was
starting to wonder.


“I guess we’ll have no way of telling,” said the
man. “Although I bet I see her here again. He especially likes the married
ones. She’s got a rock on her finger, her husband must be loaded. He’s off
somewhere, playing golf or something, thinking his wife is out shopping,
totally oblivious to what his wife is really shopping for.”


At that moment Andie emerged from the dressing room.
She was now dressed in a short, very tight knit dress which squeezed her thighs
together. Her breasts pushed against the form fitting fabric. And she had on
four inch heels, something I had never seen her wear.


She looked amazing. Sexy without being slutty. Or
maybe just a little slutty.


The black man waited as Andie approached. She stood
before him, posing, one leg out a little. The clerk twirled his finger, and
Andie dutifully turned around, showing off. The back of the dress was cut low,
revealing a lot of skin. My eyes followed it down to the sharp outline of her
ass.  


I gasped.


Andie finished her twirl, and the black man nodded
slowly, giving his approval. Andie beamed.


“Wow,” said the guy next to me, clearly in awe.
“That’s hot.”


“Yes, she is,” I managed to say.


“I bet the next time she’s here she’ll come out of
that dressing room looking a little more disheveled. I’m definitely coming back
tomorrow.”


The two of us watched in silence as Andie returned
to the dressing room. She was in there quite a while.


“Composing herself,” said the voyeur. “Or maybe
masturbating.”


The same thought had crossed my mind. Could she be?
The idea was terrifying, and oddly exciting. 


Finally she emerged, dressed in her original outfit.



“Not wearing it home, I see,” said my companion.


“She’s probably going to save it for her husband,” I
said.


The man laughed. “You think she bought that for her
husband? She bought it for him.”


And as I watched Andie sign the undoubtedly
expensive credit card receipt, all I could think about was the look on her face
as she modeled the outfit for the black man. Was she thinking of what she
looked like to him in it? Or was she thinking of what she would look like out
if it?


As Andie headed for the door I got up quickly and
walked away, trying desperately to hunch over and hide my erection, still
confused as to what exactly had made me so aroused. After leaving the store,
Andie didn’t mention a thing. In fact, she was a little subdued, her earlier
excitement about shopping no longer evident. What was she thinking about?
Who was she thinking about?


I asked her if she wanted to shop some more, but she
just wanted to go home. “I don’t think I’ll find anything better than what I
did,” she said, and even though she seemed happy with her purchase, for some
reason her voice had a hint of sadness in it.


“Did you get everything you wanted today?” I asked.


Andie gave me an odd look. “Does anyone ever get
everything they want?” She looked away. “Sometimes we have to just be happy
with what we have.”


That night the strangest thing happened.
Not strange as in bad, but as in unexpected. I went up to be unusually early,
the events of the day wearing on me, my head hurting from thinking about it so
much, trying to decide if I should say something to Andie. I figured she would
be in the shower, or reading. But the lights were off, and I could tell Andie
was already in bed.


I quietly climbed in next to her, in case she was
sleeping. Instead, she said, “I’ve been waiting for you.”


I was shocked as she leaned over to kiss me, and
even more shocked to find out she was totally naked. I couldn’t remember the
last time Andie had gone to bed naked. In the beginning of our relationship,
sure, and maybe a few times after we got married. That was it.


Andie’s mouth was all over mine, her hands already
reaching for my cock. Surprised as I was, I responded instantly. This wasn’t
the time to wonder about her desire, I wanted it so badly I couldn’t think of
anything else but her and what she was doing. 


Andie stripped off my underwear with one hand as she
pulled my hand onto her breast with the other. She moaned as she mashed my hand
into her chest, guiding my fingers onto her nipples, forcing me to squeeze
them, much harder than I ever would have on my own. I even tried to pull my
hand away. I didn’t want to hurt her, but she made me squeeze even harder,
pinching her teats, and her moans told me she liked it, something I never would
have expected.


She pulled me on top of her, grabbing the back of my
head, pulling it against her, our mouths now pressed together, her tongue
diving into my mouth. Her hand was still on my cock, stiff between us. I 
thought she’d guide me into her, but her legs were locked together, and I suspected
she wasn’t wet, that she was trying to get herself excited, so that maybe we
could have sex without some artificial lubrication for a change.


I reached my hand down between us, touching her
thigh, thinking I could try to get her wet with my fingers or my mouth. But she
forced her hip into mine, and I couldn’t get my fingers between her legs. What
was she doing? I didn’t understand the mixed signals, attacking me, but then
not letting me touch her.


I tried one more time, forcing my hand in, and she
let up just a little, giving me a hint of access. I took that as a signal, and
I groped forward, but she said, “No, no,” even as she was opening up a little
more, and I froze, not sure what to do. Andie hesitated, then I felt her legs
spread beneath me, and my cock was poised at her entrance, and just my weight
pushed me toward her. 


“No!” she groaned, and again I was confused, I
thought she might be talking about not being ready, so I let up the pressure
and leaned over to the nightstand for the lubricant, but at that moment Andie
opened her legs wide and urgently whispered, “Take me!” and thrust her hips
forward, and, unbalanced, I fell on top of her and into her, and she was wet,
soaking, wetter than I ever remembered her being, even after long foreplay.


I didn’t need any more prompting, just her wetness
drove me wild. I was exciting her! Finally! I drove into her and again she
said, “No!” as her hands pushed against my chest, as if to ward me off, but her
voice and her hands had no conviction, and for some reason I understood that
she wasn’t telling me to stop, and I drove into her again, and now her arms
were around me, and she was repeating over and over, “Take me, take me!”


I’d never seen her this way or heard her talk like
this, and the combination of her dirty talk and her wetness and her desire
turned me on like I’d never been before, and way too fast I was out of control,
spurting into her. Andie kept grinding against me, but I was spent, and she
groaned, and in my post orgasmic clarity heard disappointment. I tried to keep
thrusting but my cock had gone flaccid. I reached for her clit and rubbed it
gently, but it obviously wasn’t enough, because Andie grabbed my hand and used
it like a sex toy, grinding my fingers on her. She couldn’t get much movement
because I was still on top, and with a strength I didn’t know she possessed she
pushed me off her. 


Without taking her hand from her clit Andie reached
into her nightstand drawer and pulled something out. My eyes had finally become
accustomed to the dark and I saw that it was a very large black dildo. I lay
there helpless, feeling useless, as she used both hands to drive it into her
pussy.


I had seen a small vibrator on her nightstand once,
but never a dildo. How long had she had this?


As if I wasn’t there, Andie fucked herself, hard,
the large dildo thrusting into her pussy, her hips reaching up, slamming into
the oversized black cock. It made me immediately think of a well hung black man
on top of her, taking her. Was that what Andie was thinking? Is that why she
had bought a black dildo?


The black man at the store popped into my mind. Had
she bought this dildo because of him? It had only been today. Or had she seen
him before? Or another black man she fantasized about?


And now I couldn’t help it, I was imagining a black
man on top of my wife, fucking her, and watching how excited she was getting,
and I felt humiliated, and jealous, and sad, but at the same time I couldn’t
help but notice how excited Andie was, how aroused, how crazed, and as I
watched her approach her orgasm I could only fear what she was thinking about
as she pushed herself over the edge into a shuttering climax.









Chapter 3


A week went by and we didn’t have sex
again. Each night I lay in bed hoping that she’d want to start something, but
it was pretty clear she wasn’t interested. If she got up before me in the
morning, which she often did, I would roll over to her side of the bed. I could
still feel her warmth, and the soft aroma of her scent. It would get me
immediately aroused, thinking of her, of those breasts, of her legs crossing
over mine. I would masturbate, guilty but not knowing why. After all, I was
thinking about her, not some other woman.


I wondered if she felt embarrassed about what she
had done and said to me during our last lovemaking. It was not the first time
she had finished herself when I had come too fast, but usually she had rolled
over and done it quietly, so quietly that I think she didn’t want me to hear. She’d
never used a dildo in front of me, and she’d never been so—crazed.


I decided I needed to try to change something else.
Something besides getting her new clothes.


The next morning, just as I was leaving for work, I
gave her a warm hug and a kiss on the neck. “You look beautiful,” I said.


Andie was in a robe, fresh out of the shower. “Thank
you, dear.”


“Let’s go out for a nice dinner tonight,” I said.
“That Italian place you like.”


She brightened. “That would be nice. We can people
watch.”


I frowned. “Sure,” I said, already thinking of ways
to make it more like a romantic interlude. “I’ll make a reservation at seven,
okay?” I hesitated. “Maybe you could wear your new outfit.”


Andie’s eyes glanced away. “I think I need to have
some alterations made on it. I’ll wear something else.”


I immediately thought of the comment the guy on the
bench had made, about how women would go back to that store just to see the
black man again. But I didn’t say anything.


But all that day I obsessed over whether I should
say anything to Andie about what I had seen. But what could I say? Where you
flirting with that guy? If I did that, I’d sound childish, and imply that I
didn’t trust her.


And what if she did want to see the black man
again?  


 At the restaurant that night, I said to
Andie, “You look amazing in that dress.”


“What? Oh, thanks, Peter.” She looked down at her
dress. “It’s getting a little old though. I was wondering, would you mind if I
bought a few more new outfits? You know, for when we go out.” 


“Sure, I guess. I actually thought that dress was
pretty new.”


Andie shrugged. “Half the fun of going out is to
wear something new. You know, something that makes me feel like I look good.”


“You look good to me in anything.”


She furrowed her eyebrows. “Don’t you want me to
look good for other people? I would have thought you’d like showing me off a
little.”


 “I thought you just bought some new outfits,” I
said. “At least, at that one store.”


“I did pick out one thing I really liked,” Andie
replied.


I wagged my eyebrows. “Maybe you can show it to me
after it’s altered.”


“I think I’ll save it for something special.” 


I tried to hide my disappointment, and could not
help but wonder if something special would include me. Gingerly I edged closer
to the topic that was consuming me. “It was interesting watching you shop,” I
said.


“Hmm?” Andie was intent on her wine.


“I don’t often get to do that, just watch you do
something.”


Andie put down her glass. “You can watch me anytime.
Why would shopping be interesting?”


“It’s not so much the shopping, but how other people
react to you.” I held my breath, wondering if Andie would realize what I was
talking about.


She didn’t seem to get it, or was pretending not to.
“What do you mean?”


“I—.” I didn’t want to embarrass her. Then I had an
idea. “I was sitting on a bench for a while, waiting for you. This guy was on
the next bench, just some regular guy. He saw you. Do you know what he said? He
said, ‘That’s hot.’ Meaning you.”


Andie frowned. “What did you say?”


“I agreed with him. I thought you looked pretty hot
too.”


Her eyes darkened. “Some guy was ogling your wife,
and you just let it go?”


“What did you expect me to do? Disagree with him?
You are hot. Besides, he didn’t know you were my wife.”


“And you didn’t tell him?”


“I didn’t want to embarrass him.”


“Oh, so it’s okay for me to be embarrassed by some
pervert eying me, but you’re worried about hurting his feelings?” Andie was
getting angry.


“No, no, that’s not it. I don’t think he was a pervert.
Just a healthy guy appreciating a beautiful woman.”


“A guy making lewd comments about your wife?”


The guy actually had been a little lewd, but
this wasn’t the time to bring that up. “It wasn’t like that. It’s just a normal
male reaction. You must realize that guys look at beautiful women. And you
certainly fit the bill. I bet men look at you all the time. It doesn’t mean they
are lewd, they just can’t help it.”


“I don’t think women notice that kind of thing.”
Andie stared at me, thoughtful. “So if men are staring at me, it doesn’t bother
you?”


“Not at all,” I replied. “I—I kind of like it.”


Andie put her menu down. “What? You want other
men to be staring at me?”


“No, that’s not what I meant.”


“So which is it? You don’t think I’m pretty enough
for men to want to look at me? Or it doesn’t bother you if they do?”


She was twisting all my words around. Was she teasing? “I—I’m just
not surprised if a guy looks at you, that’s all. You’re gorgeous and sexy.”


“I don’t want you to think I’m trying to attract
male attention.”


This dinner wasn’t going exactly like I had planned.
“I’m sorry. All I was trying to say was that you are very pretty, and that it
should come as no surprise to either one of us if a guy checks you out.”


Andie seemed to relax somewhat. “Well, okay. I guess
I’m kind of surprised it doesn’t bother you. I mean, if a guy is looking at me,
at my body, he might be thinking all kinds of nasty things.”


I couldn’t help but think of the way the guy at the
store had been looking at Andie, and how she had been looking at him, and
wondering what kind of nasty things they both had on their minds.


“I guess it makes me feel a little proud,” I
admitted.


Andie gave me a long look. “I’m not some kind of
slut, you know.”


I had never thought of Andie that way, but just her
mentioning it made my cock stir. I suddenly had this image of Andie with the
black man, his hands all over her, and Andie wanting it.


Why was I getting aroused thinking of Andie
shamelessly putting out for some stranger?


“I don’t think that,” I protested.


“Besides, I’m married,” said Andie. “I couldn’t just
go around fooling around with other men, could I?” Andie’s voice had a strange
inflection at the end. I couldn’t tell if her ‘Could I?’ was a
rhetorical question, or whether she was asking for my permission. 


How to answer that? Did I really want her to
know that I had been aroused thinking of her with someone else? Would she think
me any less of a man if I did?


“Well,” I said, dragging it out, watching her eyes,
trying to get a sense of what she meant. “Just because you are married, it
doesn’t mean you can’t, you know, be friendly to other men.” Andie’s eyes
widened, and I thought maybe I had gone too far. “I mean, talk to them, just be
sociable.”


Andie nodded slowly. “Oh, that’s what you
mean. For a minute there, I thought maybe you wanted me to do more than that.”


Which was exactly what I was thinking. And I
couldn’t help but feel that’s what Andie was thinking too.


“Like what?” I asked, as innocently as I could.


“Like flirt. Or—.” She let it hang.


I shifted uncomfortably. “There’s nothing wrong with
a little flirting. It’s all in fun.”


“So let me see if I understand you,” said Andie, her
voice flat. “You take me out for a nice dinner, and instead of being romantic you
tell me that you want to see me flirt with someone else?”


“That isn’t what I said,” I protested. “I just—”


Andie cut me off. “Let’s see. Maybe there is someone
here I can flirt with for you.” She turned toward the bar. “How about that guy
there, the one with the mustache?”


I was trapped now. I looked over at the bar. “Uh,
which guy?”


“The one with the leather jacket.”


The guy Andie was referring to looked kind of rough,
a little out of place at this nice restaurant. Actually he looked more than
rough, he looked like an outlaw biker, with longish hair and a three day beard.


“You think he’s good looking?” I asked.


“You tell me,” she said. “You’re the one who wants
me to flirt with someone.”


“Is he the kind of guy you would want to flirt
with?” I tried to deflect the conversation back on her, but I was holding my
breath to see how she would respond.


Andie gave him a long look. She sighed. “I
couldn’t.”


I felt an odd mixture of relief and disappointment.
“Because you’re married?”


Andie looked me right in the eye. “Are we being
completely truthful here?”


“Of course.”


“I couldn’t flirt with him because he looks like
he’s the kind of guy who takes what he wants. If I flirted with him he might
want to have me. And I don’t think I’d be strong enough to stop him.” She
paused a minute to let that settle in. “Do you think you could stop him, if he
wanted me?”


“I, uh, I’m not sure.”


Andie shook her head. “I thought we said we were
being truthful.”


I looked over at the biker guy again. At that moment
he turned toward us, maybe he had noticed us staring at him. I quickly looked
away.


“See?” said Andie. “You can’t even look at him. Is
that the kind of guy you want me flirting with?”


“Let’s just change the subject,” I said. Where was
the damn waiter?


“You’re the one who brought it up,” said Andie.
“Besides, it’s kind of fun. Let’s see. . .” She turned back toward
the bar. “How about that guy? The tall one with the elegant woman.”


I couldn’t help myself, and looked back toward the
bar, carefully keeping my eyes away from the biker. There were actually quite a
few tall men there. “Which one?”


“The very handsome one. If you don’t mind my
saying. I mean, if it’s okay for men to notice me, then I’m sure you
don’t mind if I notice a good looking man.”


“No, not at all, it’s only natural,” I said, still
trying to figure out who she was talking about. There was a tall blond man, but
he wasn’t with a woman. The only tall man with an elegant woman was—


“That big black guy? Is that who you mean?”


“Of course. He’s so hot, don’t you think?”


“I, uh, I wouldn’t know.” The black man was certainly
handsome, but he couldn’t have been more unlike me. He must have been six foot
three, with a wide, very muscular chest and a shaven head. A diamond glittered
from an earring he wore.


When had Andie developed this recent interest in
black men?


Or maybe it wasn’t so recent after all.


“He is—different,” I mumbled.


“Because he’s black?” 


“Well, that of course. But he also—.” I was about to
say, he doesn’t look at all like me. But of course then I’d be suggesting that
Andie could only like men who looked like me, and that certainly wasn’t
something I should expect. I’m sure none of the boyfriends she had before we
got married looked like me. And I could barely get her excited in bed. “I guess
I just never thought much about what kind of man you found attractive.” After
all, I felt like saying, you married me.


Was that it? Did she need someone like that black
man, or the biker, to get her turned on?


A sudden thought popped into my head, the black man
atop Andie, her legs spread wide as he rammed into her, her hands caressing his
shaven head. Begging him to take her. My cock began to harden again.


“What are you thinking?” asked Andie, as if she
could read my mind.


“Nothing. I’m just surprised, that’s all. I’ve never
heard you talk like this.”


“Like I said, you started it.” She picked up her
menu. Then, as if it was an afterthought, she added, “Now you can see why I
like to people watch.”


My jaw dropped. “You mean, you like to check out
men?”


“Is that such a surprise? Are you telling me you
don’t look at women?”


“I do. I mean, I notice them, but it’s not like I
want to—”


“Want to what? Sleep with them? Are you telling me
that if some good looking woman came up to you somewhere and wanted to have sex
with you, you wouldn’t do it?”


“No, I wouldn’t,” I said vehemently. “I’m married.”


Andie looked thoughtful. “What if said it was all
right?”


I glanced around nervously, hoping that no one could
hear us. Was she teasing me, or testing me? “I don’t want to sleep with anyone
but you.”


Andie sighed and shook her head. Was she
disappointed? Did she want me to sleep with someone else? 


Or did she want me to say it was okay for her
to sleep with someone else?


“What about you?” I mumbled, not sure if I wanted
the answer, but now that it was in my head I had to know. “Would you? If I said
it was all right?”


Andie gave me a long look. I couldn’t tell if she
was angry, or considering it. Finally she said, “If that’s what you wanted me
to do.”


I was saved from having to respond to this wild
proposition by the arrival of the waiter. But I could barely concentrate as he
rattled off the specials. My mind was awhirl at this turn of events. I’d
already been put into a frame of mind by watching Andie flirt—and now I was
convinced she had been flirting—and now this. Listening to Andie matter of
factly talk about us having sex with other people. Pointing out men at the bar
she thought were handsome. And seeming to know my inner secret, that for some
reason I was getting aroused thinking of her with another man, a thought that
had never occurred to me until seeing Andie at the store with the black man.


The hubbub of the restaurant grew to a crescendo in
my ears, blocking out the waiter. I was imagining my beautiful wife, naked,
kissing another man, stroking him, guiding him into her. . .My cock was
pushing up against my pants, and I hoped the waiter didn’t notice. 


“Sir?”


Andie kicked me under the table. “The waiter wants
to know if you want something else to drink, Peter.”


“Oh, sorry. I’ll have another red wine,” I said,
dragging my mind back to the present.


The waiter scurried off, shaking his head. How long
had I been in never never land?


 “Where were we?” Andie asked innocently. “Oh, yes,
I was asking you if you wanted me to sleep with someone else.”


So she wasn’t going to let me off that easily. “I—Andie,
what kind of question is that?” I asked, trying to buy time.


“It’s pretty straightforward.” She nodded toward the
bar. “The big black man. Would you want me to have sex with him?”


“No! I mean, I don’t want you to have sex with
anyone but me!” I tried to sound angry, but it came out pretty lame. “Unless—.”
I could feel my face flush with excitement.


Andie’s eyes opened in mock astonishment. “Unless
what?”


“Unless that’s what you wanted. I just want
you to be happy.”


Andie gave me a long stare. She tilted her head, as
if something had just occurred to her. “You have that same look on your face as
you do when you are horny.”


“No, that’s not it, I swear.”


“So you aren’t hard right now, getting excited
thinking of me naked, having sex?”


“Not with someone else!” I said, but I didn’t sound
very convincing.


“Let’s see.”


I felt Andie’s foot on my leg and I nearly jumped
out of the booth. She had dropped off her shoe, and she was riding her foot up
my calf, all the while freezing me with her eyes.


“Andie, what are you doing. . .”


“You said you weren’t horny. I just wanted to make
sure. You said we were being honest, remember?”


I squirmed as her foot slowly passed along my knee
and up my thigh. Andie has long legs, and she had no problem reaching me across
the table. I tried to mentally kill my erection, but it was impossible. Andie’s
toes slid over my cock, and then she almost drove her arch into me.


“Do you want to amend your statement?” she asked
slyly.


“You did that to me! With your foot!”


“Peter,” she said sadly, “you are confusing me. You
say you want to be honest, but then you don’t seem to be. It seems like you are
getting aroused thinking of me with another man. How am I to take that?”


She looked angry, but for some reason I thought she
might be pretending. She kept rubbing my cock with her feet, right in the
crowded restaurant, something I didn’t think she’d be doing if she was really
mad. Or maybe she was proving her point. We were in a booth, but if anyone
looked right at us, certainly they might see what was going on. They’d
certainly see how I was squirming.


“Why are you teasing me like this?” I pleaded.


“Teasing you? Teasing is when you do something
without any plan to follow through. It isn’t very nice. Is that what you want
me to do, flirt and tease with some man, and not follow through?”


“No!”


“But you said you want me to flirt with someone.
Does that mean you would want me to follow through?”


“You’ve got my head all twisted up.”


“I don’t know,” said Andie. “Judging from what I
feel, you don’t seem twisted at all. It seems pretty straight. I think
you know exactly what you want.” She gave my cock another hard shove with her
foot. “And I don’t like teasing. I mean to follow through. I’ll just keep doing
this until. . .”


At that moment the waiter returned with more drinks.
I thought I was free, that Andie would pull back her foot, but she kept rubbing
me right in front of the waiter. What was I to do? Tell her to stop it? Say
something like, ‘Hey, take your foot off my cock?’ It would be really
embarrassing. Besides, it felt so good.


And so what if a beautiful woman was giving me a
foot job? The waiter was probably jealous.


Still, I expected him to give us some privacy. Or
call the manager. Instead, he asked us what we wanted to order, all the time clearly
trying to keep his eyes out of my crotch, without much success. He tried
looking just at Andie, but that was even worse for him, as she shamelessly
shifted in the booth, thrusting her legs onto me.


I stumbled though my order, trying desperately to keep
my mind off of what Andie was doing, feeling my cheeks redden with
embarrassment. Andie, on the other hand, managed to place her order with
aplomb, even asking for details about the specials, all the while rubbing my
cock with her foot under—barely under—the table.


Andie appeared to be enjoying herself, dragging out
the entire discussion with the waiter. I couldn’t look him in the face, and as
my eyes drifted downward I couldn’t help but notice that he had an
erection too.


The waiter finally left, strategically holding the
menus over his crotch as he walked away.


I looked up to see Andie smiling at me. “I noticed
you weren’t looking at the waiter,” she said. “What if I had been having sex
with him? Would you be too embarrassed to watch?”


“I never said I wanted to watch you have sex!” I
hissed, looking around anxiously, envisioning the people at the next table
listening in to our conversation.


Andie stopped rubbing me with her foot. “Oh, I see.
You don’t want to be there when I have sex with someone.”


“Andie, I—. Can we just forget all about this?”


Andie leaned over the table toward me. “Will you be
able to forget about it? Remember now, we’re being honest.”


My first reaction was to say Of course I will, but
immediately I knew she’d never believe me. I wouldn’t believe me.


I grasped at my last hope. “What about you? You
sounded pretty interested there. Will you forget about it? Remember, honesty.”


Andie considered. “What exactly are you asking me?”


“Have you ever thought about sleeping with someone
else? Besides me?”


I saw her hesitate, and I knew her well enough to
know the answer. But I was a little angry too. She could have sex with me but
she thought about other men? As I saw the conflicted look on her face I was
suddenly mad at myself for painting her into a corner. “It’s okay,” I said
gently. “Everyone has fantasies.”


She gave me a little smile, her way of saying thanks
for letting her off the hook.  “Even you? You think about having sex with other
women?”


“All the time,” I lied.


“Bullshit,” she said. 


“Look, it doesn’t matter. It’s just a natural
thing.”


Andie hesitated. “I’m sorry I gave you such a hard
time. I was just a little surprised, that’s all. When you brought all this up.”
She giggled. “And what else got up.”


I laughed. “So all of that stuff you were saying,
about checking men out, about how attractive some of those men over there are,
you were just making all that up?”


Andie tilted her head. “Most of it.”


Just then the waiter arrived with the food. The rest
of the dinner was pretty quiet, leaving me to wonder which part Andie had been
making up, and which part she maybe imagined coming true.


As soon as we got home Andie led me by the
hand into the bedroom, even though it was barely nine o’clock. She looked into
my eyes. “I’m sorry if I teased you tonight. I don’t know what came over me. It
wasn’t fair. I let it go too far.”


She sounded genuinely remorseful, and simply stood
there in front of me, her arms at her sides, almost shy.


“That’s okay,” I said. “I guess I deserved it.”


“Not really,” she said. Then she put on a fake
frown. “Well, maybe a little. Anyway, I want to make it up to you. So. . .here
I am. What do you want to do?” she asked demurely, a tone I had never heard in
her voice.


I wasn’t sure what she wanted. Was she asking me for
sex?


Her face was hard to read, a mixture of waiting and
wanting and some kind of expectation. I could see her excited breathing, and as
my eyes strayed down I could have sworn her nipples had hardened.


“Andie, what do you want?”


For a brief second something else flashed in her
eyes. Disappointment? What was she looking for?


“Whatever you want to do to me,” she said. “I
deserve it. I teased you and implied that I wanted to sleep with someone else.”


Again she waited. But I couldn’t think of what she
wanted me to do. “I told you, it was okay.”


A long minute went by, her just standing there. What
was she expecting me to do? To punish her in some way? To demand sex? 


Finally Andie spoke, and this time I was sure I
heard disappointment in her voice. “I guess it’s up to me,” she said. She sat
me down on the bed and slowly dropped to her knees. Her eyes came up to meet
mine, as if she was giving me one last chance to do something. When I didn’t
move or say anything she sighed and buried her head in my crotch, her hair flowing
out over my lap.


I gasped as her mouth felt for my cock through my
pants, and I was instantly aroused. Andie’s lips grasped my erection and moved
up and down on my shaft, just as she had done with her foot in the restaurant.
Though she’d given me head before, it had never been like this, she’d never
gone on her knees for me.


I reached down and tried to lift her up; I didn’t
want her to be in this subservient position, and I wanted to look at her. But
she pushed aside my hands and shoved her face harder into me. I wasn’t sure
what had come over her, but it felt too good for me to think too much about.


I was so hard it was almost painful to be hemmed in
by my clothes. Andie seemed to sense this and unbuckled my belt, pulling down
my pants, and her lips were immediately locked onto the bare flesh of my cock.
I groaned as she licked the head, and then dove down the length of my shaft.
Now her hands were on me, her strokes matching the movement of her mouth, up
and down, hard and fast. For one of the few times since I had been with her I
really, really felt that she wanted me to come in her mouth, not for me, but
for her, that she wanted me to get off. I reached for her head again, to slow
her down, at this rate I wouldn’t last long. As I touched her she grabbed my
hands and put them behind her head, her hands on top of mine, pushing down,
like she wanted me to shove her head onto my cock. 


It wasn’t the kind of thing I normally did, in fact,
I’d never done anything like that, it seemed so—forceful. Demeaning. But Andie
appeared to want it, so I left my hands there, although I didn’t use any force.
But she did, pressuring my hands hard on the top of her head, pushing down,
down. . . she gagged, and I tried to pull myself away, but I had
nowhere to go.


I thought she’d stop, but this only seemed to urge
her on, and once again she pulled my hands against her head, and she gagged
again and again, and though part of me was confused and maybe a little weirded
out it started to get to me, this feeling of control. Or semblance of control,
because it was Andie who was really controlling things, and for just a moment I
let myself go, thinking of what it must look like from somewhere else in the
room, seeing a woman on her knees, beautiful, impeccably dressed, her head being
shoved down onto a guy’s cock, and her taking it, actually getting excited by
it. . .


Almost on their own accord my hands pressed down on
her head, I couldn’t help myself, and for some reason I thought of the rough
biker at the restaurant, the one Andie had said who would take what he wanted,
who she wouldn’t be able to stop, and suddenly in my mind it was the biker
Andie was sucking on, it was the biker who was driving her head into his cock,
and I was watching, but both of them were ignoring me, the biker not giving a
shit, and Andie not able to look up even if she wanted to.


The fantasy became a reality in my mind, and it made
me mad, her sucking some other guy, and when Andie’s mouth moved down on me I slapped
her hands away and pulled her head forward, hard, and this time it was me who
made her gag. Her hands flailed, and I panicked, thinking I had hurt her, but
she dove down even more, taking all of me, holding my cock deep in her throat
for long seconds, and when she finally let up I could hear her desperate intake
of breath. Then her fingers were on me, jerking me, and again I thought of the
biker, and Andie on her knees, and after having been taken by him she had fully
succumbed, and now wanted him, she wanted his cum, and the very thought of it
made me swell and before I had a chance to warn her I shot my load into Andie’s
eager mouth. I totally lost control, my hands still on her head, knowing she
would want to spit it out but still holding her head down, not letting her,
aroused and angry and excited and jealous and frenzied all at once.


After the last spurt I finally came to my senses and
pulled my hands away, aghast. Andie slowly looked up at me, her makeup smudged,
her face flushed. I watched, enthralled, as she licked her parted lips, as if
seeking out any vestiges of my cum. Her mouth opened more, and I realized with
a shock that she had swallowed all of it, something she had never done for me.


She looked so ravished, and almost slutty, but so
beautiful, all at the same time. I waited for her to open her gorgeous eyes,
but they remained closed, her breathing ragged, her breasts straining against
her blouse.


My mind was awhirl, wondering why I had been
picturing her with another man, on her knees in front of someone else. Instead
of with me.


And wondering, looking at her still closed eyes, whose
cock she had just pictured sucking, whose cum she had just swallowed.









Chapter 4


After finishing with me, I reached for
Andie, wanting to make her feel good, but she jumped up and ran into the
bathroom, closing the door behind her. I lay back on the bed in the dark,
replaying the entire evening in my head, the dinner, how I had instigated the
conversation about flirting, her reaction, my reaction to her reaction, not
only what she had said but what she had left unsaid.


Was Andie trying to tell me something? Did she want
to be with another man, other men? Or was it just some harmless fantasy, just
the idea of something new, and the novelty in itself exciting?


I certainly couldn’t fault her for that, after the way
I had reacted myself. Still, some of the things she had said implied something really
important was missing from our sex life, that maybe she had been having these
thoughts all along. Or others.


And certainly we hadn’t had much of a sex life. If I
was honest with myself, it was a bit of a letdown for me. Not that I wasn’t
turned on by her, totally. But she just didn’t seem to be as into me, or maybe
I was not good enough in bed. Or good looking enough. The only time I had
really, really seen her turned on was last week, when she had used the dildo on
herself.


I thought of the men she had picked out at the bar.
One of them tough looking, almost scary. The other a broad shouldered black
man, like a football player.


Had Andie just pointed them out because they were
there at the restaurant, and she was simply making a point, maybe trying to get
me to admit how foolish it was to suggest she be with someone else? By pointing
out the biggest, baddest men there?


But that didn’t explain her reaction to the black man
at the shop. 


She was in the bathroom so long I started to get
worried. When the door finally opened I saw her briefly silhouetted in the
bathroom light. Her face was in shadow so I couldn’t quite make out her
expression, but she seemed to be deciding something. Then she reached back and
clicked off the light, and the room was once again in darkness.


I heard her move across the floor, quiet; she had
taken off her heels. She sat by me on the bed, and even in the mostly dark room
I could see how stiffly she held herself, her hands in her lap.


After a long moment, she whispered, “I’m sorry.”


I reached out to touch her arm. “For what?”


“I haven’t been fair to you.”


The words sent a shock through me. What was she
saying? Was she going to confess that she was having an affair? Is that why she
hadn’t been interested in having sex with me? “What is it?” I asked, not sure
if I wanted to hear the answer.


“I don’t know how to say it without hurting you.”


I gulped. “Honesty, remember? It’s always best.”


She turned to me. “Is it? Even if it hurts?”


I took her in my arms. “I love you. And always will.
I would forgive you, if you did anything.”


Andie buried her head in my neck, and I could feel
her crying silently. After a long moment she said, “It’s not what I’ve done, but
what I haven’t done.”


I stroked her hair. “I don’t understand.”


She pulled her head back, looking me in the eye. “I
know I’ve not been—a good wife to you, in the bedroom.”


I shook my head. “What do you mean? Our sex has been
fine.”


Andie smiled sadly. “You are a terrible liar. And we
are being honest, aren’t we? I know our sex isn’t great, especially in terms of
frequency.”


“It’s okay, really.”


“No, it’s not. And I’ve known it for a while. I just
haven’t dealt with it. I’ve been selfish, ignoring it.”


I didn’t say anything, because she was right, we
didn’t have a great sex life. At first I had assumed it was the newness of
marriage, but as time wore on I concluded that she just didn’t like sex that
much. I should have had an inkling from our time together before we were
married, it had been much the same. I had always assumed that things would get
better, hotter, as time passed and we became more comfortable physically.


If anything, things had gotten worse. Now Andie was
saying that she knew about it, and had let it go on. “No one is to blame. We
can fix this. We can talk about it, maybe go to a therapist. . .”


“I know what is the matter,” Andie said.


I held my breath. “Are you okay? Healthy, I mean?”


“No, no, it’s nothing like that. Well, not
physically, anyway. Maybe it’s a psychological thing, but it’s not something to
do with my body. I wouldn’t keep that from you. I almost wish it was. The truth
is actually embarrassing.”


I thought about her comment about not wanting to
hurt me, and a sudden realization hit me. “It’s me, isn’t it. I’m just
not good enough for you in bed.” My shoulders sagged. This was maybe worse
than an affair.


Andie looked away, then with an obvious effort
forced her eyes back to mine. Even in the semi darkness I could see her
anguish. “It’s me,” she said. “I need—I need something more.”


“Then it is me,” I said. “I’m not giving you what
you need. You have to tell me.”


“It’s unfair. You give me so much already. You
support me, I don’t even have to work. We have a nice house. I get to do fun
things with my girlfriends anytime I want. We travel. It’s not right to ask for
more, to expect more.”


“Those are material things,” I said.


“I know. And I know that you love me. And I love you
too. And that’s why I married you. But physically—.”


This was something that every man dreaded, worse
than a slap in the face. The truth from someone who knew him best. The truth
that he didn’t measure up in bed. “What?” I croaked.


“Our sex. It’s warm, and loving, and I know you are
aroused, but. . .”


“Just say it, Andie. Please.”


“I need something rougher. Harder. More forceful.”
The words were a whisper, but the impact on me was as if she were screaming, You’re
not  man enough! 


“What makes you think that?” I asked, still
grasping, still hoping that it was something else. 


“Because I’ve—had that kind of sex before. And it’s
the only thing that ever really excited me.”


I turned away. This was hard to take, even though
Andie was trying to be gentle. “When?”


Andie touched my arm. “I haven’t cheated on you. It
was before I even knew you.”


“Maybe you just had a special chemistry with
someone,” I said. “It might have had nothing to do with—the roughness. Just
that it worked that way with one guy.”


There was a long silence. “It wasn’t one guy.”


My throat was dry, I couldn’t think. “More than one
guy?” We had never talked much about our sexual history.


“Peter, you know I wasn’t a virgin when we met. I
had dated quite a few men. Not that I had sex with all of them, but enough to
figure out what I liked, what I needed. You’re right, the first time I
was—treated that way, I thought it was because of the relationship I had with
that man. But after that relationship ended, I just couldn’t get excited by
anything else. I started gravitating to rough men, hard men. They were the only
ones who could arouse me, really turn me on. I thought it was a phase, I’d grow
out of it. After a while, with a little more maturity, I realized that sex was
only one part of a relationship. If I managed to find a guy who could excite me
that way, and still be good and loving and supportive, and I loved him, great,
that would be a guy to marry. But I never did. And when I met you, and you had
all of those other qualities, my—sexual needs—seemed a small price to pay.”


I had the sense that Andie had been holding this all
in for a long time, and now, unburdened, her voice came in a rush. Now she had
run down. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked.


Andie shook her head. “What was I going to say? That
I wanted you to be someone you aren’t? Besides, I knew that things change over
time. Maybe as we spent more time together in bed, I’d discover other things I
liked, things you did, or maybe my love for you would translate into more
physical desire.”


“But it didn’t.”


“What do you think?”


I didn’t say anything for a long time. This was
overwhelming. I appreciated the honesty, the closeness of this conversation,
but it also hurt. Andie had been keeping something from me.


And I didn’t measure up.


Still. . .I loved her. I’m sure other
couples had dealt with this. We could fix it. “I can—try. To give you what you
need.”


Andie looked at me and tried to smile. “I appreciate
that. But really, Peter, I don’t think it’s in you. Maybe that’s one of the
reasons I was attracted to you, I maybe thought, inside, that those other men and
how they treated me weren’t good for me. And that I needed someone kindler and
gentler.”


“Can’t someone be kind and gentle in a marriage and
also be a little more—forceful—in bed?”


“Maybe. That’s what I had hoped for. But I don’t
think it’s like a switch that you can turn on and off, it’s part of what makes
certain men what they are. It might not even be what they do in bed, it might
just be my reaction to the type of men they are. One man—I won’t mention
names—he actually wasn’t very rough when we had sex. But I just knew that he
could have whatever he wanted, with me or any other woman. He would just take
it. And just knowing he was like that, that he had that power, it
was—thrilling. Scary and exciting and dangerous all at once.”


I couldn’t keep myself from asking, “And I’m not
that type of man?”


Andie squeezed me in a loving hug. “No. And that’s a
good thing.”


“Except for our love life.”


She shrugged. “It’s a small price to pay.”


“It might get worse,” I said. “If you keep thinking
about it, it will weigh on you. On us.”


“I know that. It’s why I waited so long to bring it
up.” Andie moved her hair away from her face so I could see her clearly. “I
want you to know I love you.”


Suddenly something occurred to me that should have
been obvious, but I had been so flabbergasted by Andie’s admission it hadn’t
registered. “That’s what you were trying to do. Get me to—be rough with you.
Take control.”


“I’m sorry, I just thought, maybe—.”


“And I failed pretty miserably, didn’t I?”


“It’s not a failure. It just isn’t you.”


“We can still make it work,” I protested. “I can try
harder. Or you can—”


“Try harder?”


“I was going to say, you can—pretend. That you are
with someone else. I can be here with you, and we can keep the lights off, and
if you need to you can use your—.” Dildo. Your big black dildo. I
couldn’t even say the words. Would the kind of manly guy that Andie obviously
needed have any problem saying dildo? But of course she wouldn’t need a
dildo with a guy like that.


I turned away.


Andie reached for me, cradling me in her arms. “This
is why I didn’t want to bring it up,” she said soothingly.


“It’s okay,” I said. “About everything. You can do
what you need to do, you can—fantasize. I think it’s normal, anyway.”


There was a long silence, Andie holding me tight. “I—I’m
so sorry. I have a confession to make. I should have told you. I—I’ve done that
before. Thought about someone else.”


Finally. She’d admitted it. “It’s not a big
deal,” I said, not sure if I was trying to convince myself or her. “It’s no
different from a guy looking at porn.”


“Not if he’s in the middle of having sex with his
wife. I shouldn’t be doing something like that. It’s not fair.”


I pulled away from her just a bit so she could see
me. Confused and hurt as I was by all this, Andie’s words and selflessness made
it clear to me that she really did love me. I’d be the selfish one if I
couldn’t contribute to helping out with her problem. No, it wasn’t a problem, it
was a need.


“Andie, listen to me. I really mean this. I want you
to be happy. I want us to be happy, and I can’t and you can’t if we
leave this unresolved. I’m willing to try anything. If a few fantasies get you
excited, then that’s just fine with me. I think most couples do it anyway, at
least at some point in their relationships. As long as you are here with me,
you can—,” I tried to sound as convincing as I could, “you can think about
anyone else you want.”


“I don’t know, Peter. I appreciate what you are
saying, and trying to do, but I just don’t know.”


“You don’t know what? If you can try? Or—”


“If it will be enough,” she whispered. “I’m sorry. I
just don’t know if it will be enough for me.” 


Her lip quivered, and I thought she was going to
cry. I struggled to think of something else, anything that would make this
work. “You seemed pretty excited that time last week. Even though I—failed, you
seemed really aroused. Didn’t you enjoy that?” I still didn’t want to say I
thought she had been fantasizing about the black man at the store, because that
would mean admitting I had been spying on her. 


Andie didn’t respond, and even though I had myself
just kept a bit of the truth from her, I prompted, “Honesty, remember?”


Slowly she nodded once, her eyes never leaving mine.



“Were you thinking of someone else then?” I asked
gently.


After the briefest hesitation, Andie nodded again.


I gulped, not sure if I wanted to know more. But I’d
come this far. “Some random, faceless stranger? Or someone in particular?”


This time Andie hesitated for a long time. “It
doesn’t work if it’s someone I can’t picture. It—it has to be someone I’ve
seen. Someone real.”


“See? That wasn’t so hard.” I tried to sound happy,
though my stomach was flipping. It was one thing to suspect it, but another to
have your wife tell you that she was thinking about another man as you watched her
experience the biggest orgasm you had ever witnessed.


And maybe she had been doing this in the past,
thinking of men she knew. Men she had met. Men that maybe I knew as well.


“I doesn’t mean I don’t love you,” she said.


“I know that. And I admit it’s a little hard for me
to hear. But you can’t think it’s something you are doing wrong, or that you
are being selfish. I’m the one who would be selfish if I got upset about this.”


“I still don’t know.”


“Look, I’m sure you’ve done it before. Fantasized, I
mean.” I was thinking about her dildo; I’m sure she wasn’t thinking of me
whenever she had used it. Andie looked like she was going to say something but
I plowed ahead. “Think of it being something for me, too.”


Andie frowned. “What do you mean?”


“I really loved watching how excited you got. When
you were, you know. That look on your face, your arousal, it was glorious.”


“I think I can understand that. I like seeing you
get excited too.” She hesitated. “What I was teasing you about in the
restaurant. I was right, wasn’t I? It turned you on, thinking of me with
another man.”


“I, um—.” I didn’t know what to say.


“This works both ways. If I’m going to tell you what
I like, then you need to tell me what you like.”


“I like to think about you.”


“With another man?”


“I swear, I had never thought of that before. I
never would have imagined it would excite me. But once the thought was in my
head. . .”


“Yes?”


“Well, you saw my reaction in the restaurant. I
don’t know what came over me. I couldn’t help it, I couldn’t control it. I had
all of these wild thoughts. . .”


Andie’s eyes widened, and I thought I had gone too
far, maybe some things should be left unsaid. But then she smiled and said
coyly, “Let’s see if what you are saying is really true. That it would be for
your pleasure too.” She paused, considering. “Remember that guy at the
restaurant?”


“The one with the scruffy beard, the rough one?”


“Well, him, okay, but the other one.”


“The black guy?”


“Yes, him. Think about him for a minute. Imagine
that I’m with him somewhere, alone, and suddenly he pushes me up against a
wall, and starts kissing me, and his hands are all over me, and I struggle but
he’s so strong, and. . .”


I felt myself stir, the picture so clear in my head,
but in my mind I had replaced the black man at the bar with the one from the
store, seeing Andie in the dressing room, wearing the sexy new outfit, the
black man crowding her against the wall, her resistance half hearted. “And
what?” I whispered. 


Andie dropped her hand to my crotch, feeling my
growing erection. “I try to hold him off, but I’m frozen, I can’t scream or say
anything, and my mind is saying one thing but my body is telling me something
else, it’s telling him something else. He grabs my breasts and squeezes
my nipples, really hard, so hard it hurts.”


As Andie created her fantasy scene she stroked me,
and her other hand went down between her legs to rub herself. 


“Are you thinking of someone right now?” I
whispered.


“A black man,” Andie replied. “He’s big and powerful
and I can’t resist him, physically or mentally.”


I moaned, partially from the way Andie was jerking
me off, and even more because of what she was telling me, what she was sharing,
what she was confessing.


“What’s he doing now?” 


“He’s lifting up my skirt, and he’s forcing my legs
open, and, and. . .”


“What?” I croaked.


“He’s holding me in place with one hand against the
wall, he’s so strong, and with his other hand he’s freed himself, and his cock
is so big, and I’m scared, and he just grins at me and he’s coming closer,
closer. . .”


Andie was jerking me hard now, and both her
shoulders shook, as one hand stroked me and the other rubbed her pussy. “I
can’t take my eyes off him, and without any warning he just—pushes himself into
me.”


I wanted to look at Andie, I wanted to see her excitement,
but it was too much, my eyes were closed, fully lost in the scene Annie was
painting. I could hear her ragged breathing, knowing that’s exactly what she
would sound like if she was being taken against a wall by a dominant man,
fucking her in a way I had never done, would never have thought of doing, in a
dressing room, people not far away, not caring, forcing myself on a woman I had
just met, although not really against her will, because she wanted it so much.


“Can you see it?” Andie whispered, as she bent her
face over by cock.


“Yes, he’s—he’s fucking you.”


“Hard. He’s fucking me hard, he’s driving me
against the wall.”


Andie was rubbing herself so violently I could hear
it, her fingers grinding on her pussy, and in my ear it translated into the sound
of the black man’s cock driving into her. 


“You left something out,” I said, not wanting to
spoil the fantasy, but I couldn’t help it. “He hasn’t put on a condom, he can’t
be fucking you without—”


Andie interrupted me. “He’s not wearing one. He’s
taking me, he doesn’t care about condoms. And I don’t want one on him, I want
to feel his cum—”


That was too much for me. Without warning I shot my
load, just as I imagined him shooting into Andie, into my wife, as she grabbed
at him, pulling his seed into her. My eyes snapped open to see my hot cum
splashing over her face, another thing I’d never done, and as the first spurt
hit, Andie moaned loudly and her whole body shook violently, her orgasm ignited
by my cum, or more likely by the thought of the black man spurting inside her.
I continued to shoot onto her face, and instead of turning away she let herself
be covered, and her mouth opened in ecstasy, catching some of me.


When her spasms finally subsided she lay her head in
my lap for a few minutes as we both caught our breath.


Almost shyly she moved up on the bed to lie next to
me. “So you do get excited thinking about it,” she said.


I couldn’t reply, because she had seen the proof.


Andie reached up and touched her face, fingering a
little of the cum, and then slowly put her finger in her mouth. Then she did it
again, and I was mesmerized watching her, licking the cum, cleaning it all off
her face, again wondering if even right now she was thinking of it belonging to
someone else.


“I’m sorry, I couldn’t control myself,” I said. I’d
never come twice so close in time before. I usually needed more than an hour to
get ready to go again.


“Shh,” said Andie, and she brushed her fingers
across my lips, and involuntarily I licked them, even the smallest bit of the
salty taste making me gag, but also oddly exciting me. It’s only because of  what
she is doing, I told myself. It’s not the taste of the cum. It’s
because of her fantasy, and how excited she got. 


We lay there for a long time, each lost in our own
thoughts. Mine, confused, complicated. Feeling that something had changed with
us, and while the sex had been wonderful, not sure whether the change was
something good or bad.


As if reading my thoughts Andie said, “Was that too
much sharing?”


I thought a long time before replying. “I don’t
think so. I’m glad you told me all this. Even though some of it hurts a little.
But it’s good to know. And I’m so happy you got so aroused, it’s something I’ve
always wanted to see, and even though you might be thinking of someone else, I
still feel part of it.”


Andie pulled me close to her. “Thank you,” she
whispered. “For all of it. It was amazing.” She kissed me lightly on the cheek.



“We can do it, any time you want,” I said. “If it
helps.” I waited; part of me hoping she’d say, no, she wouldn’t need it, or
wouldn’t need it all the time, that I’d be enough for her, just me. That she
wouldn’t need to think of other men, other specific men, to get aroused.


But instead she repeated, “Thank you,” and I knew
that we truly had turned a page, that I had helped open up this Pandora’s box
and would now have to live with it. Because it would be impossible now to say
no, to refuse, to turn back the clock.


“I do have one thing I have to ask you,” she said.


My heart leapt, she was going to tell me that she’d
stop if it bothered me. Putting me in control.


 Then a harrowing thought: she was going to ask if
she could do it for real, if she could sleep with someone else, with that black
man from the store. “What is it?” 


“It’s another thing you said at the restaurant. About
me flirting. Is that something you’d want me to do? For real?”


I was so relieved that she hadn’t asked the other
thing, about her sleeping with someone, that without thinking I blurted out,
“Yes, that would be fun to watch.” Not for a second considering of the
ramifications of what I was saying.


“I think so too,” Andie mused. 


I have to admit I was intrigued. Seeing Andie flirt
with the clerk in the store had started it, of course, but I also wanted to
know why Andie would bring this up now. “Why is that?” I asked.


She gave me another kiss on the cheek. “It will be
better than just seeing a guy in a restaurant. If I talk to him, flirt with
him, it will give me someone real to fantasize about.” And then she turned on
her side, spooning with me, pulling my arm over hers.


I lay there awake for a long time, my mind spinning,
realizing that Pandora’s box was more alluring, and more dangerous, than I had
ever imagined.









Chapter 5


Two weeks went by, and we didn’t talk about
any of it at all. But it hung in the air, the words unsaid, and I could feel
subtle differences in Andie that suggested she was thinking about it just as
much as I was. We made love just once, both of us not mentioning any fantasy,
the sex good, Andie letting me lick her into an orgasm. Yet in the dark room I
had my suspicions of who she was thinking about, and I doubted it was me. 


For my part, as nervous and concerned as I was that
I was failing her sexually, none of that got in the way of my arousal. Andie
still did it for me; if anything I was more excited than ever, sometimes
thinking of what she was doing to me, but my mind drawn inexorably to her doing
it with someone else.


The next time I tried to initiate sex she didn’t
seem interested; as in the past before all the talk about flirting and
fantasizing came up I couldn’t do anything to get her aroused. She jerked me
off but it seemed mechanical, like she was doing a duty. I wanted it to be good
for her and was about to bring up some kind of fantasy, but I bit my tongue; I
wanted to see if she could get turned on with just me. But it didn’t work. I
resigned myself to using whatever help I could get, even if it meant another
man. At least for now, and certainly limited to someone in a fantasy.


I remembered—how could I forget?—Andie’s admission
that she needed something real, she wanted to fantasize about someone she had
seen in the flesh, someone she had spoken with. I tried to think of a way to
suggest she return to the shopping mall, to see the black man at the store, but
couldn’t bring myself to do it. Maybe I was afraid of what might happen. 


The next best thing would be what had led to the
entire discussion the first time, people watching at someplace public. So one
morning, with a lot of trepidation, I eased into the subject.


“How about dinner out tonight?”


Andie was reading the morning paper, and without
looking up, said, “Sure.”


I fiddled with my coffee cup. “I was thinking, maybe
we could go somewhere nice, where we can, where you can, you know, people
watch.” Man watch, is what I really meant.


That got her attention, and she looked up from the
paper. “What do you mean?”


“I think you know what I mean.”


Finally, very softly, she said, “I need to hear you
say it.”


I shrugged. “I want you to be able to see someone
specific who you’ll be able to fantasize about.”


She put down the paper. “I’m not sure it’s that
easy. I can’t force it. It just happens or it doesn’t.”


“How will we know if we don’t try?”


“I just don’t want you getting your expectations up.
I might not—see anyone interesting. And if we come home and I can’t. . .”
She let the thought trail off.


“I won’t have any expectations,” I said. “I promise.
But we had kind of turned a corner, don’t you think? I thought things were
getting better for us, and then it kind of stopped.”


Andie looked away briefly. “I know. I’m sorry. I
think I still might be feeling guilty.”


“We talked about that. You shouldn’t be.”


“Saying it doesn’t make it so. It’s just how I feel.
I’ve actually tried very hard to not have any fantasies. And to not
think of anyone in particular.”


“It’s hard not to think of something.” Or
someone. I wondered who she was trying to force out of her mind.


“Don’t I know it,” said Andie. Then, after a moment,
she said, “Sorry. I guess that came out wrong.”


I got up and went around the table and put my hands
on her shoulders. “Let’s just give it a try, okay? If it doesn’t work, we can
think of something else.”


Andie reached for my hand and held it. After a while
she said, “Okay. As long as we have our expectations straight.”


That night we went to a bar; I thought
there would be more opportunities for Andie to see some different men. We were
there for almost two hours, and I could tell Andie was as nervous as I was.
Whenever a new guy came in, she’d give him a quick glance, then turn her
attention back to me or to her drink.


I didn’t really know what to talk about. The usual
mindless chatter of married people? How was your day? Such and such happened to
me at work? We lapsed into long periods of silence. Every so often I’d check
out the men in the bar. Which ones would Andie be interested in? Should I ask,
or point them out? How about that one? Would you like to imagine him naked?
Would you like to think of him fucking you?


It was too artificial, too forced. Andie seemed to be
thinking the same thing, because at almost the same time we both said, “This
isn’t going to work.”


We both laughed, the tension broken. 


“Well, at least we tried,” I said.


“I don’t think it was a bad idea. Maybe I did at
first, but it should have worked, it kind of worked before.”


“Wrong bar? Wrong crowd?”


Andie looked around the room. “Maybe. I see a few
men that, well, at least would be interesting to look at.”


I quickly scanned the room. Who?


Andie went on. “It might be because you are here. I
can tell you are staring every time I turn my head.”


“Sorry,” I said sheepishly.


“Don’t be. If the roles were reversed I’d be doing
the same thing.”


“Maybe—maybe I could leave,” I said.


She shook her head. “I don’t think that would work
either. At least the first time.”


The first time. Like maybe she’d want to do
this again.


“Can you think of an alternative?” I asked
tentatively.


Andie considered. “Maybe if I was alone somewhere.
Without you there.”


I gulped. “You’d want to go out by yourself and
check out men?”


“I go out all the time by myself, or with my
girlfriends. You know that. And we’ve already admitted we look at other people.
Maybe I just need to let that happen naturally.”


“It seems different now,” I said. “Before, I didn’t
know about it, or think about it. Now it would almost seem like you are
cruising.”


Andie’s eyes flared. “I’m not some kind of slut. If
you think that way, this will never work.”


“No, that’s not what I meant.” She was right. What
difference did it make now? She’d probably been checking men out for years.
Just as I’d notice a good looking woman.


The difference was that I didn’t fantasize about
them when I was having sex with my spouse.


“You’re right,” I said. “I’m not sure I want to see
who you are looking at anyway.”


“I understand that, but if this starts to make you
jealous, I won’t do it. I know you might have mixed feeling, but if you are
going to be angry or jealous, then no deal.”


I nodded. I didn’t know if I could promise that, but
I understood. “So how do we do this? Do you want to just go out sometime by
yourself?”


“Let’s not plan it. It will happen or it won’t.”


But there was a flush in Andie’s cheeks, and a
sparkle in her eye, making me think she was looking forward to it after all,
without me around.


All the next week I found myself thinking
about it all the time. At work, I imagined Andie out shopping, going back to
the store at the mall. Or sitting in some restaurant at lunch, checking out the
male diners. One night she went out with her girlfriends, and I pictured them
at some bar, laughing at men who were leering at them, and secretly, or not so
secretly, lusting at hulking men on the prowl.


Would Andie reveal our secret to her girlfriends? I
didn’t think so. But some of them were still single, and might be looking to
hook up. And even the married ones—what did they talk about? Did they check out
men just like men checked out women? Would it be harmless girl fun, or would
Andie be committing certain men to memory, guys she could fantasize about while
having sex with me? Or maybe she wouldn’t even wait for me, maybe she’d rush
home in the middle of the day after seeing some hot guy, and fuck herself with
her dildo, giving herself the pleasure I couldn’t.


I was going nuts.


I worked myself into a frenzy, and then into a bit
of anger. Andie hadn’t really given me the opportunity to give her what she
needed. Sure, she thought she had, but at the time I didn’t fully understand, I
didn’t know about her specific desires, her want of more forceful sex. She said
she had always hoped for someone who was kind but who could also be rough in
bed. I could do that.


I’d prove it to her.


The whole fantasizing about other men, that was just
a crutch, a foolish idea. We didn’t need that. Why should my wife need to be
thinking about some other guy when she had sex with me? I had been caught up in
it all, but it had gone too far. 


Sooner or later, Andie would compare those other men
to me. And find me lacking. Or the flirting would not be enough, she’d need
more and more. Maybe she’d even need to take it to the next step, and do more
than flirt. I’d have let it happen, and would be helpless to stop it.


I didn’t want us to go down that path. We might
never be able to get back. Instead, I’d take charge. I’d be the man Andie had
always dreamed about, the powerful, sexually dominant one.


Starting right now.


I called her up in the middle of the day from work.
In my most manly voice, I said, “I’m taking you to dinner tonight.” Not, Do
you want to go out? I just told her what I wanted her to do.


I don’t know whether Andie noticed anything
different in my voice, but she said, “Sure.”


I’ll pick you up on the way home from work.”


“I’m going to meet one of my girlfriends this
afternoon to go shopping, and then we were planning to have a quick drink.
Maybe I could just meet you at the restaurant?”


“Um, okay.” That wasn’t exactly how I had pictured
it, but I’d make the best of things. It wasn’t the dinner but what came after
that would be important. “Seven o’clock. See you then.”


While still at the office I made the reservation for
dinner and texted the information to Andie. I began planning the night out in
my head. I’d pick up some flowers at the end of the day, and a bottle of wine
better than what we kept at home, and after a candlelit dinner I’d take Andie
home and present her with the flowers. I’d open the wine and we’d sip it in the
dining room. That would be the gentle me. Then I’d ravage her in the
bedroom. Or maybe in the dining room, we’d certainly never had sex there. I’d
shock her with my aggressiveness, I’d tell her what to do. Maybe I’d even shove
her up against the wall, just like she had described to me when she talked
about the black man. During the day my mind strayed, thinking about how it
could play out.


I’d show her once and for all that she could get everything
she wanted from me. Just me.


I left the office extra early, wanting to leave
nothing to chance. But as luck would have it there was an accident on the
highway. I steamed as I waited for the traffic to clear. When I finally broke
free I thought about skipping the flowers and wine but I had the whole evening
so set in my head I didn’t want to change anything. I drove like crazy to the
wine shop, then to the florist. As I left the store I realized I was going to
be late, so I called Andie.


“Sorry, there was an accident, I’m going to be a few
minutes late.” I could hear laughter in the background.


“No problem, Peter.” Andie sounded animated. “I’m
already at the restaurant. I’ll just have a drink at the bar until you get
here.” I heard a deep voice in the background and then a little laugh from
Andie, like she was responding to someone. “No need to hurry.”


I was relieved. She had arrived at the restaurant
early, so she must be really looking forward to our evening together.


I relaxed a little as I drove. Nothing to worry
about.


The restaurant parking lot was jammed and I had to
park all the way in the back. I thought about bringing in the flowers to
surprise Andie, but realized they’d be better off in the car, and besides it
would give me a way to extend the soft romantic part of evening, and would make
a clear contrast to what was to come later.


The restaurant was one of those modern designs, all
glass and metal, set aside a manmade lake. The outdoor patio was closed, it was
a little too cold. The patio was set right off the massive bar, which looked
out over the lake. It was brightly lit, and I could easily see inside as I
circled around from the back toward the front entrance. 


Andie and I had been here a few times; she liked the
place. I realized now that it might have been because it gave her a chance to
people watch. I had never found it that interesting, just looking at other
people, but at the time her doing it seemed harmless enough. We’d have dinner
on the patio in the summer, or sit inside at a table where Andie could see the
bar patrons. Sometimes I thought it was our age difference; I was more
interested in talking, she was still young enough to be enamored by what people
were wearing, or how they looked.


Now I wondered if it had been more than that. If she
had secretly been picking out men. Men to fantasize about.


As I made my way up the walkway I glanced through
the big windows at the bar crowd out of habit. I figured Andie would be on the
other side, toward the front entrance, so she’d spot me when I came in. So I
did a double take when I saw her at the back end of the bar, not very far from
where I was walking. She was standing next to a broad shouldered guy who must
have been well over six feet, because Andie is pretty tall and he towered over
her. She was looking up at him, her face only partially visible to me, but even
in profile I could tell she was enthralled by whatever he was saying. She toyed
with her hair as he spoke, and in the floor to ceiling windows I could see her
shuffle her feet a little, like she was nervous or energized. 


I stopped short. Who was that guy? Someone she knew?


The man held up two fingers to get the bartender’s
attention. The bar was packed but the bartender hastened over to fill his
order.


The guy was buying drinks for my wife.


I stood there like a statue, probably visible to
anyone who looked out, although it was much brighter in the bar than out here.
But nobody looked my way. Certainly not Andie. All her attention was focused on
the man she was with.


I thought she’d shake her head, decline the drink,
say her husband was about to arrive, but she just kept listening raptly to the
guy. When the drinks were set on the bar the guy picked one of them up and
handed it to Andie. For a second their hands touched and I felt a shiver run
through me.


Get a hold of yourself, Peter. Andie’s an
attractive woman at a bar. You can’t blame some guy for buying her a drink.
He’s probably just being polite. For all you know his wife is in the ladies’
room.


But while my mind was telling me that, my body was
having the reaction I now recognized and understood. One part of me wanted to
burst in there and tell the guy to beat it. But another part of me swelled with
pride. My beautiful, sexy wife was drawing the attention of this stud guy. My
wife.


I couldn’t move, my plans for the evening suddenly
put on hold. I realized, with a sense of foreboding, that I needed to watch
this. I had started all this. 


I moved back toward the parking lot. There wasn’t
really any place to hide, but I stood behind a row of cars. No doubt I might be
spotted by Andie, but she might not even recognize me in the dark.


As her conversation with the tall stranger went on,
I noticed that she didn’t once look at her watch or her phone or glance toward
the front of the restaurant. Surely she’d be wondering where I was; it was well
past seven by now. And no other woman showed up; it seemed pretty clear that
the guy was alone.


With my wife.


Well, maybe not alone, they were in a crowded bar.
But everyone made a little space around them, as if the guy had some kind of
power. And he was standing very close to Andie, or she was standing very close
to him. I wasn’t sure whose decision it was, but they were definitely in each
other’s space.


At one point Andie threw back her head and laughed.
I don’t think I had seen her that animated in years, if ever. She placed her
hand on the guy’s arm, and I cringed as she touched him, even though it was
probably just some innocent gesture. But Andie wasn’t the touchy type, and to
top it off, she leaned in a little closer, and her leg bent at the knee, like
one of those pictures you see of a woman in the throes of a deep kiss.


My knees buckled too, as I saw her toned leg rise.
She was wearing a bright pink dress, short enough to show some leg, and she had
on a pair of sexy black pumps. I watched as the guy said something else and
Andie tossed her head and reach out again for the guy’s bicep, and this time
she didn’t take it away so quickly.


My heart was racing. This guy was obviously hitting
on my wife; he had to know she was married, she always wore the rather sizable ring
that I had bought her. And Andie must have told him she was married. I
think anyone seeing them, though, would have assumed they were together.


Still, because the guy must know she was married,
she was off limits, it was just a little flirting on his part. And hers. We had
talked about this. But talking about it, and seeing it, were two very different
things. 


Especially when it wasn’t just Andie giving a guy
some coy look, making a flirtatious comment. She was touching him.


I tried to relax. I focused on the fact that she was
mine, not in an ownership sense, but she was my wife. The fact that some
brawny guy was interested in her made me the lucky guy, not him.


Maybe I’d tease her about this later, pretend I was
the guy, acting all disappointed when her husband arrived.


I’d seen enough. I was just about to go inside, my
head now screwed on straight, when the guy leaned over and whispered something
in Andie’s ear. Instead of pulling back as he pushed into her personal space,
her arm came up behind him, touching his broad back, almost as if she were
giving him a hug. Whatever he said, it affected her. I knew her mannerisms, and
even through the glass I could tell she was reacting. She shook her head, but
it was a playful shake, like she was listening to a joke. The guy whispered
some more, and now she grew thoughtful, and this time her shake was less sure,
but not a refusal, it was like she was considering something.


When the guy straightened up Andie finally looked
away from him, her eyes glancing furtively around the bar, as if she had been
caught doing something. Or was afraid someone would see what she might be
doing. She didn’t look outside toward me, or she likely would have spotted me,
I had been drawn forward by all of this, and was now just a few yards from the
patio. 


My first thought was the worst. That he had
propositioned her. 


No, that wasn’t the worst thought. The worst thought
was that she hadn’t slapped him, or at least walked away.


She seemed to be considering it.


That couldn’t be it. You’re an idiot, Peter.
He probably just told her some off color joke, and she’s embarrassed, looking
around for me to come save her. 


Andie didn’t move, and now her eyes were back on the
guy, and he seemed to be waiting for her. She was staring into his eyes.


As I watched I should have been angry, I should have
been mad at him, even at her.


Instead, the pride I had felt earlier, the pride
about this beautiful woman being my wife, and capturing the obvious attention
of this big strong man, was overwhelming any thoughts I had of anger.


So much so that I wasn’t only proud, but I was
getting aroused.


I was watching some guy hit on my wife, and her
responding to him, and instead of being driven by jealousy I was suddenly rock
hard. I shifted from foot to foot as I felt my cock stiffen. Wild thoughts came
unbidden into my head. What if the plan hadn’t been for me to meet her tonight?
Would Andie have let this guy touch her some more? Would she have kissed him? 


Would she have gone somewhere with him? I had a
sudden vision of her hand, not just lingering on his arm but reaching around
his back, her legs wrapped around him.


This wasn’t harmless man watching, or even flirting.
This was something more, something else. Could this possibly be what Andie had
in mind when she had talked about checking out a guy? It seemed so risky, so
dangerous. 


She had told me that she didn’t like teasing. That if
she started something, she’d follow through.


I couldn’t take it any longer. I stumbled away, back
into the darkness of the parking lot, tripping over my own feet as I kept my
head twisted to see what they were doing. My heart was beating so fast and my
raging hard on would be noticeable to anyone, so I couldn’t go into the
restaurant, not yet. I practically ran back to the car and crawled inside.


It took me a few minutes to calm down. I kept
looking back toward the restaurant, but I couldn’t see into the bar from where
I was sitting, way at the back of the lot. A car drove by looking for a parking
space and I slunk down in the seat, for some reason not wanting to be seen.


All I could think about was what Andie was doing at
the bar. Did she still have her hand on the guy’s arm? Had he taken that as an
invitation to touch her? Everyone else there must be assuming they were
together. Nothing would stop him from putting his hand on her arm, on her leg,
on her thigh. . .


Or even kissing her.


Would Andie let him do that? 


Of course not. She was married to me! She was
expecting me any minute. She wouldn’t take the chance, even if she wanted to,
of being caught by me as I walked in.


I tried to think of any other explanation for her
actions. Maybe she knew the guy from somewhere. He might be an old friend, and
them standing so close together nothing more than being comfortable together.
Maybe they had even dated, way before we were married, and they were just
reminiscing. Or maybe he was gay.


Somehow I doubted that. 


Instead it seemed more like the guy had just claimed
her in that crowded bar, that he had decided she was available, or even if she
wasn’t, he didn’t care, he was going to take her. Obviously he could see the
ring. And certainly Andie would have told him that I was on the way.


He just didn’t care. He saw something beautiful that
he wanted, and he was going to take it.


Exactly the kind of guy that Andie fantasized about.
Had she been drawn to this guy? Had she come on to him, or made herself appear
available? 


I had no idea her flirting, if that was what I was
seeing, would be so—real. So intimate.


My only consolation was that they were in a public
place. He couldn’t really do much. Sure, he could touch her, even try to kiss
her, but all she had to do was yell, or slap him, and it would be over.


It was a good thing for me that Andie had met him
like this. Otherwise who knows what might have happened, if she had been out
drinking with her girlfriends, or met him at work. Then there would have been
nothing to stop him from making a move on her. The guy was much closer to
Andie’s age than I was, and he was certainly better looking than me. Maybe
Andie would succumb, and they might have ended up in motel, or at his place.


I had to get in there and stop it.


But the more I thought about it, about Andie
touching him, about how she reacted as he whispered in his ear, the more my
mind filled in what might have happened if it had been any other night. Andie
looking around to see if she recognized anyone in the restaurant. Maybe telling
the guy to meet her outside. Maybe walking to his car, right near where I was
parked, finally free of the crowd, and before getting in his car he would pull
her to him, push his mouth on her, and she would resist, of course, but she’d
be confused, and he’d be too strong, and she wouldn’t be able to keep from
being kissed, her arm would come up to ward him off, but he would be too
strong, his tongue would force itself into her mouth. . .


I groaned, I didn’t dare consider what might happen
next, but I couldn’t help it. I pulled at the door handle, and the interior
light came on, highlighting the bulge in my pants. There was no way I could
walk into the restaurant like that.


I closed the door and took a few deep breaths. Just
had to calm down. . .


But the more I tried to clear my head the more I
thought of Andie and the big man she was with. Would he try to cop a feel in
the bar? Maybe brush up against her breasts while pretending he was reaching
for his drink? Or maybe not bothering to pretend, just looking her right in the
eye, and slipping his hand onto her thigh, to see how she reacted.


My cock strained against my pants, threatening to
explode and make a mess. I had to do something.


I unzipped my fly to free myself. I looked around
furtively, making sure no one was in the parking lot. I closed my eyes,
picturing Andie and the big man, not in the bar, but next to his car, the guy
trying to convince my wife to go somewhere with him, Andie shaking her head no,
telling him she hadn’t been serious, but not walking away, and then the guy
grabbing her head, kissing her hard, and when he let her go she is panting, her
nipples hard, still shaking her head, but much less sure. The man brazenly cups
her breast, grabbing for her nipple, and Andie puts her hand on his, to pull it
away, but instead she wraps her fingers around his and her eyes close, and he
asks her again to go with him, and now she is nodding, saying, Yes yes yes. . .


It’s too much for me, and I grab for a tissue, but
the box is empty, and I have to use my hand to catch my cum as I explode, the
image of Andie in my head, being manhandled in a parking lot, agreeing to go
somewhere with another man, to do who knows what.









Chapter 6


I managed to clean myself off and tuck
myself in, and after a few moments to calm down I made my way back toward the
restaurant. Now that I’d taken the edge off things I can think a little more
clearly, and although I was incredibly aroused thinking about Andie with
another guy, now I’m a little pissed at what she’s done, it seems way more than
what I had expected. Even though my fantasies went way further than what I’d
seen Andie do in the restaurant, there was something about actually seeing it
for real, even if was just some flirting. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what
I’d feel like if I saw her doing more than that.


Through the window Andie and the guy were still at
the bar, and if anything they are closer together than before. Andie was now
sitting on a stool, facing the guy, and I stopped in horror and watch as he
puts his hand on her knee. I hold my breath, waiting for her to push him away,
but instead she puts her hand right on top of his and squeezes it, all the time
smiling.


Right in front of everyone.


If it goes any further than this I’ll be embarrassed
as I walk into the restaurant. I imagine the guy looking at me as I rush up,
and laughing, or ignoring me. What would I do? He’s so much bigger than I am.
I’d have to stand there helplessly and wait to see what Andie would do.


Would she pretend that she didn’t know who the guy
was? Or maybe pretend that she didn’t know who I was?


I couldn’t take that chance. I fumbled for my phone
and hit Andie’s number on speed dial.


I watched through the window as I listened to her
phone ring in my ear, expecting her to snatch her purse. But she didn’t do
anything. 


The call rolled over to voicemail.


She probably can’t hear the phone ring, I
thought. It must be too loud in there.


I dialed again. This time I could see Andie give her
purse a quick look. She held her finger up to the guy, like she was saying, don’t
go away, and felt in her purse, all the while not taking her eyes off the
handsome guy.


Andie glanced down at her phone. I watched her
closely, waiting to see if her face colored in embarrassment when she saw who
was calling.


Her face changed all right, but not to a look of embarrassment.
Instead she looked annoyed.


“Hello?”


I was so upset that I couldn’t talk. 


“Hello?” Andie repeated. Not, ‘Oh Peter, it’s you!’


“It’s me,” I said unnecessarily, because of
course she saw my name on her caller ID. My voice was hoarse.


“Yes, what is it?” she said, all the while holding up
her finger to the guy, as if to say, This will only take a second.


“I, uh, just wanted to let you know—.” Here’s where
I could say that I was watching her, that I had caught her. But for some reason
I couldn’t. I had planned this evening so carefully, I didn’t want to ruin it
with a fight, with accusing her of something.


Besides, maybe this was exactly what she said she
needed. I was thinking of something more subtle, but it wasn’t like she had
cheated or something. Who cares what started her engine, as long as I got to
drive the car?


So I didn’t let on that I could see her. “I’m just
about to arrive,” I said.


“Are you here already?” Andie looked toward the
front door, away from me.


“No, I’m in the parking lot.” Which technically was
true. “Do you have a table yet?”


“No, I’ll meet you by the door. Bye.” Andie hung up
before I could say anything else.


I watched as she said something to the guy. The guy
said something back, and jerked his hand over his shoulder in a Let’s go
gesture. Andie seemed to consider it, then shook her head. Then she said
something else to the guy and he pulled out his phone.


Andie was giving the guy her number. Or getting his.


When they finished she looked up into his eyes
again, now totally oblivious of anyone around them. The guy put his hand back
on Andie’s thigh, and she covered his hand with hers, and then pulled his hand
up higher, slipping it under the hem of her dress.


Like a promise for the future.


“Right this way,” said the hostess, and she
led us to our table. As I  walked behind Andie my eyes were glued to her
shapely legs, the same legs that she had just let some other man fondle. Her
dress had definitely been hiked up higher as she sat on the bar stool, and so
he actually had touched her thighs. 


And she had let him.


I looked over my shoulder to see if I could see the
guy Andie had been flirting with, but the restaurant was too crowded. I wasn’t
sure I wanted him to see me anyway, I’d be too humiliated.


I had seen Andie flirt with the black man at the
store, but in that case it seemed more like he was telling her what to do, she
was following along, maybe caught up in her fantasy of a powerful, directive
man. And she had admitted looking at men, but hadn’t said anything about touching.
Was this really her first foray into flirting? I would have thought she would
ease into it, maybe just a little eye contact across the bar, maybe just a
little chit chat, maybe accept a drink. Not brazenly putting her hands on
someone.


Weird as it may seem, I could only hope that the guy
had been some former lover.


At the table Andie demurely tucked her dress and sat
down. I couldn’t tell for sure, but I thought her face was a little flushed.


 I could barely concentrate. I kept thinking about
the guy and the way Andie had been acting. For her part she seemed distracted,
and from what I had seen, it was pretty obvious what she must have been
thinking about.


All my plans for the evening were dashed. Even if I
shifted into cave man mode later, there was no doubt in my mind who Andie would
be thinking of. It certainly wouldn’t be me. And I doubted that I had it in me
to seem as forceful as she imagined him being.


“See anyone interesting while you were waiting?” I
asked nonchalantly.


Andie picked up her menu, and in an offhand way
said, “Why do you ask?”


“This is a good place to people watch,” I said. “As
a matter of fact, as I was walking in I thought I saw you being admired.”


Andie’s started to turn slightly toward the bar, but
she caught herself and stopped. “Oh, Peter, you are imagining things.”


“No really, I thought I saw at least one guy
checking you out. Didn’t you notice?” This would be an easy way for Andie to
fess up.


“Notice what?”


“The guy that was—.” I didn’t want to admit that I had
been spying on Andie. “The guy who was looking at you.”


Andie looked at me over the top of her menu. “Now
Peter, you aren’t jealous, are you?” She lowered her voice just a bit. “We
talked about this.”


I was jealous as hell, but I wasn’t going to admit
it. “Nothing like that,” I said. “We also talked about, you know, just letting
it happen.”


“We didn’t talk about anything actually happening.
Or are you saying you want something to happen?”


 “I—.” Of course not, I thought. But I had certainly
been picturing it, and getting turned on. Wasn’t that the same as a fantasy? 


Did I want Andie to actually have sex with someone
else?


That seemed so far removed from where we had
started. From just some simple looking, using it as a crutch for our broken
love life. Now we were talking about cheating. Or adultery. Or swinging. Or an
open marriage.


I couldn’t even describe it.


Andie was staring at me. It hadn’t been some
rhetorical question, she was waiting for an answer.


She had dangled this before, but at the time I
thought she was testing me, or trying to make it clear how foolish I was being.
Now I wasn’t so sure.


“I just want you to have what you need,” I said.


“Really? Or is this something you need?”


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


“It’s the second time you’ve brought this up. If I
didn’t know better, I’d say that you have some kind of kink. That you’re trying
to get me to do more than just look around. You actually want me to have sex
with another man.”


“I’m not trying to get you to do anything,” I
protested, immediately realizing how weak that sounded, how it would confirm to
her just the kind of man I was, not the confident type she lusted over, the
kind that would take what he wanted.


The kind that would simply tell her to have sex with
someone else, if that’s what he wanted. And she’d do it, because he told her
to.


“Let’s just forget about it, okay?” I said.


Andie shrugged and picked up the menu. “You’re the
one who keeps bringing it up.”


I was about to say, You’re the one who is lusting
over other men. You’re the one I just saw put her hands on someone. But I
couldn’t. I was mad, and it would just be the anger speaking. And I knew if I
lashed out now, I’d lose any chance of using our little game to spice up our
sex life.


Not to mention ruin what little chance I had to
finish the evening off the way I had planned.


Andie studied her menu. I picked mine up but my eyes
couldn’t focus on the words, I was still focused on what she had implied with
her question. Did I want her to sleep with someone else? And if I did, was it
for her happiness or my arousal?


And what about her? Even after everything we talked
about, did she secretly want this, but just didn’t want to come right out and
say it, instead turning it on me, pretending it was something I wanted?


Lost in thought, my eyes drifted around the room. From
where I was sitting I had a view of part of the bar. I got a strange feeling,
and as my eyes refocused I noticed a man staring at me from across the room.


The big man who Andie had been flirting with.


He was still there. Everyone else at the bar was
laughing and talking, but he was silent as a rock, looking my way. I gulped and
tried not to stare back.


Was he looking at me, or at Andie? He could only see
her back. Maybe he was wondering who I was. Maybe he was thinking of making a
scene, coming over and claiming Andie. I pictured him striding over,
purposeful, ignoring me, Andie looking up, enthralled. He’d say “Come with me.”
And Andie would get up and follow him out, leaving me there alone, embarrassed.


Taking what he wanted.


Or maybe he’d just come over and tell her he wanted
to buy her a drink at the bar. She’d go with him, again leaving me, but now I’d
have to watch them together, the guy lording it over me. I’d wait helplessly at
the table, everyone knowing what was going on. Andie looking at me, as if to
say, This is what you wanted.


That might even be worse than them leaving together.


She’d never do any of that, I consoled myself. But
maybe she’d fantasize about it, because that was probably the kind of thing
that excited her.


Like I had said to Andie, once you got something in
your head, it was hard to shake. Now I couldn’t imagine Andie not doing
those things.


I had to find out. 


“Andie, I think I see a guy right now checking you
out.”


“What? Who?” She looked at the nearby tables.


“Behind you, at the bar.”


Andie glanced quickly behind her. She froze, and I
instantly knew she had spotted the big man, who hadn’t taken his eyes off her.


I turned my attention back to Andie. She was looking
away from me, so I couldn’t see her face, but she seemed to sit up taller, and
involuntarily she touched her hair, moving it away from her face, that gesture
women do when they are attracted to a man.


When she finally turned back to me her face was red,
and now I was certain.


But she just picked up her menu. “No one I could
see,” she said nonchalantly, but I heard the tension in her voice.


“Really? It looks like that guy is staring at you.”


“I don’t know who you mean. I don’t want to turn
around again, it’s embarrassing.”


Or maybe you’d get too aroused, I thought.


It was obvious Andie had seen the guy. Why was she
denying it? Was this someone she knew, someone she didn’t want to admit
knowing? Or was it just that she was doing her flirting, going way beyond what
I had thought of as flirting, and as she had said, just didn’t want me to see
her do it?


As always, I couldn’t let it go. “Maybe you could
just take a walk to the ladies room, you’d have to go right by the bar.”


Now Andie looked up at me sharply. “What are you
trying to do?”


“Just what we talked about. I’m trying to make it
easy for you.”


Andie stared at me for a long time. “I told you, I
don’t think I can do anything when you are around.”


That to me was an admission that she had seen the
guy, that she had been doing something already.


“If you were to do something, would you tell me?”


“I’m not sure. Maybe.” She considered. “Would you
want to know? Or just take advantage of what it might do for us?”


Now it was my turn to consider. This had all started
when I was trying to get Andie more interested in sex with me. Sure, the
flirting might help with that, and I’d know that Andie was probably fantasizing
about someone else, but did I really want it thrown up to my face?


On the other hand, when I had watched her through
the window, it had certainly affected me. I didn’t need extra arousal; I was
horny enough all the time as it was. I was trying to get Andie more aroused,
not me.


Still, it had been exciting to watch. . .


“I just want us to get back on track. Or finally get
on track. If you won’t be able to, you know, get in the mood with me around, I
understand that. As for watching you. . .I don’t know. But I don’t
want to you to feel like you are sneaking around. So if you wanted to tell me,
that would be fine I guess.”


“I’ll think about it,” said Andie. “Let’s not talk
about it any more now, okay?”


As Andie looked back down at her menu I took a quick
peek over her shoulder. The guy was finally gone. But certainly not forgotten.









Chapter 7


On the ride home I had a lot of time to
think, since Andie had to drive her own car back to the house. The rest of the
dinner had gone fine. I had gambled and gone back to Plan A, complimenting
Andie on how she looked, listening attentively to anything she said, and in
general acting the perfect gentleman. 


I’d change that when we got home.


The flowers and wine were on the seat next to me,
but after the scene in the restaurant I scrapped my idea of extending the sweet
part of the evening once at the house. 


I drove fast, wanting to get home before Andie. The
lights were still out when I turned into the driveway; she wasn’t there yet. I
rushed into the house, scoping out a place for making my move. The original
idea was to wait until after some wine, but I didn’t want Andie to get a chance
to settle down, I wanted to initiate my plan of action right away. 


I’d show Andie that I could take what I wanted. I’d
be the one to satisfy her every need. Mental and physical.


I was shaking with anticipation even before Andie
arrived. Just thinking of what I was going to do, how I was going to take back
my wife, free her from her need of fantasies of other men. By the time I heard
the garage door open, I already had an erection. I stood there in the semi dark
entryway, waiting, breathing hard.


“Peter? Why haven’t you turned on a light? Where are
you?”


I came out of the shadows. “Right here.” I grabbed
Andie’s arms and pushed my mouth against hers, hungry, insistent. 


Instead of returning my kiss, Andie turned her face.
“What are you doing?!”


I didn’t answer, but turned her head to face me and
kissed her again, even harder. 


Andie half heartedly kissed me back and then again
turned her head. “Wait, I need to. . .”


“I don’t care,” I said. I pushed her back against
the wall, angling my body into her so she couldn’t move. “I’m going to do what I
need to do.” I spread my fingers across her breast, pressing down. I’d never
done anything like this; we’d never had sex up against a wall. I don’t think I
had ever touched her breasts when she was fully dressed.


She stared at my hand, like she didn’t understand
what it was, and I squeezed, grasping for her nipple through the fabric. I
couldn’t tell if Andie was surprised or shocked or mesmerized, so I kept going.
With my other hand I grabbed a fistful of her hair and kissed her again. 


She still didn’t respond, and I had a moment of
panic. Was I being too rough? Not rough enough? I really didn’t know exactly what
she liked, what she wanted, what she had experienced in her past.


I plowed on, my mouth mashing into her, my hips
pinning her to the wall. 


With an effort Andie pulled her mouth away. “Peter,
no, I don’t want this, not now. . .”


Did she mean that? Or was she playing the weak
damsel, like the one she had told me about, not being able to resist the strong
black man?


I doubled down, lifting her skirt, my hand grasping her
thigh. 


“No, no,” she gasped, fighting me a little,
confusing me.


“You’d want it if it were someone else,” I growled, my
passion and intent easily giving way to some anger.


Andie’s eyes flared. “So that’s what this is all
about, is it?”


“It’s what you said you wanted.”


“Not from you.”


The words cut into me like a knife. “You’re not
giving me a chance.” I could feel myself deflate. The moment was over.


Andie must have seen my shoulders sag. “Peter, I’m
sorry. I didn’t mean that.” She put her arms around me and cradled my head.
“What I meant was, I don’t what you to change. I married you because of who you
are.”


“I just want you to be happy,” I murmured into her
hair.


“I am happy.”


I pulled back to look at her. “Really? Are you
really happy?”


She kissed me on the cheek. “Of course I am. Don’t
confuse having every little thing with happiness. No one can have everything.
Just because I mentioned something that I—liked—that doesn’t mean I’m not
happy.”


“But you could be happier,” I said, trying to smile.
“We could be happier.”


Andie’s face softened. “Oh, no. I’ve been so stupid.
I—this is really affecting you, isn’t it? It isn’t just that you want more sex.
You aren’t happy, are you?”


I hesitated. “I love you, you know that.”


“But you aren’t happy with me, with us?”


I looked away. “I guess the sex is just more
important for me. Maybe it’s a guy thing.”


Andie hugged me tight. “I’m so sorry. I hadn’t really
realized. . .I should have. I was thinking that you were just looking
for a little extra something, like some icing on the cake. But you aren’t even
getting the cake, are you?”


“I don’t want to be selfish,” I said.


“There’s nothing selfish about that. You either feel
it or you don’t. I’m the one who’s been selfish.” She took me by the hand.
“Let’s go upstairs right now.”


I shook my head. “No, really. I don’t want you to do
anything because you feel you need to.”


“I want to.” Andie put my hand back on her breast.
“Or we can do it right here, like you wanted.”


Her breast suddenly felt off limits, and I pulled my
hand away. “No, you are right. That isn’t me. Maybe we can do it like that
someday, but—I kind of lost the mood, you know?”


She reached for my hand and put in back on her
breast, not sexually, just warm, close. It was a good feeling, a loving
feeling. Was I the one being selfish? I had this wonderful woman, who said she
loved me, and I believed her. Shouldn’t that be enough?


Rationally, it was. But though my ardor had cooled,
I knew that another part of me wanted more, and always would. Guy thing or not,
it’s just the way it was.


“Are you sure?” she asked.


“I’m sure. Maybe later tonight. Let’s just sit for a
while. I have some new wine.”


We sat on the sofa, close, drinking the wine, not
saying much. I had only turned on a small light in the kitchen, and somehow the
darkness made it easier to relax a little, to put the evening, and everything
else, into perspective.


After a while Andie said, “This is nice, just
sitting here, relaxing, being together.”


“I think so too.”


“I know it might be hard for you to believe, but
this is something I never had in any relationship before. Even the longer
relationships I had before I met you, they never had this element of—I don’t
know what to call it. Relaxation. Togetherness. They all seemed to be based on
something else, activities in common, mutual friends. Sex. But just sex, if you
know what I mean. There was no real substance.”


I hadn’t had any relationships like that, so I
didn’t quite know what to say. I tried to imagine a relationship based just on
sex. From a guy’s point of view, it sounded pretty good. All the physical
connection, without the complication.


“The sex part sounds like fun,” I said.


“It was. But that isn’t any basis for a marriage.
What we are doing right now, sitting here together, talking, this is what I
wanted.”


“But don’t you really want both things? This
closeness, but the sex too? I mean, the kind of sex you like?”


The light was behind Andie, so I could just see her
in shadow. She turned to me, although I couldn’t make out her features clearly.
“I won’t lie to you. It would be great. But it’s a small price to pay for all
the rest.”


“Do you think you might come to regret that?”


Andie shook her head. “I can’t know for sure, but I
don’t think so.”


What she was telling me was that she could be happy
just the way things were. Married, but with a very limited sex life with me.
This isn’t exactly what I wanted to hear. It reinforced all my trepidations,
that I couldn’t satisfy her in the way she needed. 


“You’ll always have your fantasies,” I said, trying
to make light of it, trying to hide my disappointment. And my insecurity.


Andie reached over and touched me on the knee.
“Maybe I never should have mentioned that.”


“No, I’m glad you did. This is part of being
married. Knowing what the other person likes, what they want. And being
truthful.”


Andie paused, and I wondered if she was thinking of
the man at the bar, and how she hadn’t been truthful, at least by omission. 


“I know this has been painful,” said Andie. “But one
good thing has come out of it. I now realize what you want. And I’ll do
whatever I can to give it to you. I hadn’t really understood how frustrated you
were.”


“Like I said before, maybe it’s just a man thing.
Men just need more physical connection, more sex. It’s not that the other stuff
isn’t important, but—it’s not enough.”


“I hear you. But it’s hard for a woman to really
feel it. What would happen if I were in a car accident, and couldn’t have sex?
Would you stop loving me?”


“Of course not. And I know that someday we’ll be too
old to have sex, and a woman’s hormones changes her sex drive as she gets
older. But none of that is true now. Now’s the time we should be—sorry, can
be—having more sex.”


“What do your guy friends say? Do they have a lot of
sex?”


“Guys don’t talk about this as much as women think
they do. Single guys do, at least some. But married guys, not so much. What
about your women friends?”


Andie laughed. “They mostly complain about their
husbands.”


“And you?”


Andie put her wine down and lay against me on the
sofa. Now she was close enough for me to see her expressions clearly. She
looked right in my eyes and said, “Never. I told you I’m happy, and I have
nothing to complain about.”


I believed her. At least in terms of what she told
her friends.


About having nothing to complain about, I wasn’t so
sure. A part of me still wondered if Andie was trying not to hurt my feelings.


“What about you?” she asked. “If the topic came up,
what would you say to your best friends about me? Would you tell them we didn’t
have enough sex?”


“No.”


“But that’s what you think, isn’t it? Is it because
you’d be embarrassed?”


“Probably. It’s just not something I’d talk about.”


Andie’s head was on my chest, and I ran my fingers
through her hair, rolling through her waves. She felt good, her weight on top
of me, close.


I thought about what she had said, about what it
meant to be happy, about what she needed. About what she liked. About past
relationships based only on sex. What had that been like for her? Had the men
been rough, dominant? I couldn’t imagine Andie being submissive. Yet maybe that
was something she did only with certain types of men. The type of man I’d never
be.


“I’ll do better,” said Andie.


“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t feel
comfortable with. Sex shouldn’t be a wifely duty. I want you to be excited when
you are having sex with me.”


“I am.”


“Sometimes.”


There was a long silence. “I’m sorry,” she
whispered.


“Don’t apologize. I want more, I admit it. But I
don’t want you to fake it.”


“I’m sure a lot of women do.”


“I know. But I don’t want that.” I laughed, but
without humor. “Okay, maybe now and then it would be all right. To do it just
for me. But not most of the time.”


There was another silence. Finally Andie said
tentatively, “What you said the other day, about not minding if I was—thinking
about someone else—at least to get me aroused. Was that really true? Now that
you’ve had some time to think about it, I mean.”


I thought back to seeing Andie flirt, not once, but
twice now. And how I had reacted. And about how aroused she had been describing
her fantasy to me, and my reaction to that.


“It’s true. I’m a little bothered by it, my
insecurity I guess. But it does turn me on. All of it. Hearing you talk about
it. Seeing how aroused you get. You saw what it did to me.”


“Then maybe we have an answer. Or at least part of
one. If that works for you, if you would like it, then we can do it more often.
I can—talk about my fantasies with you.”


“I thought you said you needed more than that, you
need to have someone particular in mind.” 


“That certainly helps.”


I thought carefully about what I was going to say
next. I had a sense something was about to change in our relationship. “Then
you should do that.”


“Do what?”


“Whatever it takes to make it—real for you. Think
about real men. Meet them. Flirt with them. Get them locked in your mind so
that you’ll get really turned on, turned on enough to get excited when you are
with me.”


“That could be dangerous,” she said. “What if—what
if we start to rely on it?”


I shrugged. “Then we could stop. We’d be no worse
off than we are now. I mean, I’d be no worse off. I guess you might be. You’d
have to tell me if you thought that was happening, if you were going down that
path. Only you could answer that.”


It was so quiet for a such a long time I could hear
the little creaks that the house made. 


“I’ll do it,” said Andie. “Not just for you, for us.
I want you to be happy.”


I felt both elated and a little sad. Sad because we
had to do something so odd, something almost kinky, to have good, frequent sex.
Yet elated, since I knew that what we were planning was something that really
turned her on. And, if I was truthful, turned me on too, even if I didn’t
totally understand why.


“When do you want to start?” I asked.


Andie slid off the sofa and onto the floor. “Right
now.” 


Andie turned away from me, balancing on her hands
and knees, her ass up in the air, tightly outlined in her dress. I’d only seen
her on all fours like this once, naked. In some ways it was even more erotic
with her clothes on, especially when she looked over her shoulder at me. It was
too dark to know whether she had her eyes open or closed.


“I have this fantasy of someone breaking into the
house and finding me, and I want to scream but I can’t, I know I should, but
the man is so alluring, I’m speechless. I try to run but I trip and fall on the
floor like this, and I start to crawl away, but he grabs me by the ankles. . .”


Those few words drew a vivid picture for me, and
without even pausing I was off the sofa, my hands on Andie’s ankles, the image
so harsh and demeaning and terrible, yet I was powerless to resist. I tried to
remind myself that it was just a fantasy, Andie wouldn’t really want this to
happen, fantasies could be controlled, you could have the good without the bad. . .


“He pulls my legs apart, and lifts my dress. . .”


I did as she described, following the script like an
actor, yet I was no actor here, I was taking the part of someone real, someone
Andie was imagining. I bet her eyes were closed, a man in her head, not me, but
I didn’t care. My cock filled instantly as I lifted her dress, her ass now
thrust in my face.


“He yanks down my—oh!” she moaned, because before
she had even spoken I was pulling at her panties, anticipating her desire.


“I try to crawl away some more, but his hands are on
my hips, and I reach back to fend him off, and now my face is on the hard
floor, and I’m grabbing at his hands and trying to keep my panties up and my
legs together all at the same time. . .he pushes my hands away and
slaps my ass, hard, and it hurts so much I freeze. . .”


I’d never hit Andie before, I’d never hit any woman,
but her words set something off in me, it suddenly wasn’t me, and I spanked
her, hard I thought, I felt the sting in my palm, but she only said, “Then he
hit me harder,” and I tried, but even with the craziness that had overcome me I
somehow knew it wasn’t enough.


“Now I’m fighting him again, but he just laughs, and
he says, ‘I know you want it, bitch, so stop pretending,’ and I can’t
believe he’s seen right through me, he knows what I’m thinking, and I hear his
zipper and I know he’s taking out his cock. . .”


And I was too, rushing to get my pants down and
freeing myself, and then my hands were back on her hips, feeling her quivering anticipation.


“He says, ‘Show me how much you want it,’ and
I grab my ass and open myself up like this. . .”


I looked down at my wife, shoved against the floor,
offering up her pussy to me—no, to some stranger she had fixed in her mind,
some rough man who was going to take her, partially against her will, maybe
even the man she had been flirting with in the bar, or the black man, and all
of that should have disgusted me, my wife, some kind of slut, wanting to be
degraded, to be taken, but instead I plunged my cock into her, feeling her
wetness, and for the first time ever I heard her gasp, in pain, in desire, I
didn’t know what, and I didn’t care.


I rammed into her, over and over, her face and knees
roughly rasping against the floor, my grunts not faked at all, and neither were
her moans, and I shot my cum inside her, trying to claim what should have been
already mine.


The next day I lay in bed long after I
should have been getting ready for work. I had slept late, barely registering
Andie getting up.


After last night, things just felt different. I
still wasn’t sure whether it was better or worse. The sex—the sex had been
incredible, but bothersome as well. I had lost control in a way I never had
before. It was surreal, it didn’t even feel like me then, and now I could not
believe it was me, I couldn’t imagine doing that again.


And Andie—was this the same woman I had married? Was
this the way she had sex before she met me?


Was that the kind of sex she had hoped we’d be
having after we got married?


It wasn’t the act; we’d just had basic intercourse.
It was the way we had done it. The things she had said. Obviously it
hadn’t been for my benefit specifically—it wasn’t like I had been telling her I
wanted to be rough with her. It had been something she wanted. What had she
said the other day? The kind of sex she needed.


It just wasn’t me. And Andie knew that. Which meant
that during our sex, as I was fucking her, as I was cumming inside of her, as
she was moaning and having an orgasm, she was probably thinking of someone
else. 


Not just some faceless, romance novel cover model
stranger, but someone in particular. Maybe even someone I knew.


So now I might be getting what I had wanted. To see
Andie more excited, to have more sex. But at what cost?


Maybe it would be just a phase. Like a couple
exploring porn videos, or sex toys. She’d tire of it, and we’d move on.


But to what? Back to the infrequent sex of before?
With me always wondering if she was doing it just to keep me happy? And
wondering if she was instead taking care of her own needs by masturbating when
I wasn’t there, thinking of some almost forced encounter with some hot guy?


Or worse, that she’d need more than the fantasy,
that she’d need another man for real. She’d cheat, or leave me.


Yet Andie had said she loved me. Would that keep her
from cheating? From leaving me?


What if she wanted both? To keep me, and still be
with another man. At the restaurant she had said, “I couldn’t just go around
fooling around with other men, could I?”


Would she someday ask that of me? Would that be the
price I’d have to pay to keep Andie, letting her have sex with other men?


My stomach heaved. Just the thought of it made me
sick. Andie, telling me she couldn’t help it, it was my fault, she had
controlled these needs, but now I had awakened them, and she couldn’t resist.
If I wanted to keep her I’d have to let her stray.


I tried to calm down. I was getting too far ahead of
myself. Nothing yet bad had happened. Sure, I’d seen her flirting a few times,
but maybe that was all innocent. Or maybe she had been just trying it out,
seeing if it got her in the mood, and she was too embarrassed to share the
details with me.


I could live with that. No need to even bring it up.
What I didn’t know about, wouldn’t hurt me, as long as she drew the line
somewhere appropriate. It really was no different from me looking at some good
looking woman. I had never fantasized about anyone else when with Andie, but I
had to admit in the far past I had done that with other women, briefly
picturing someone else, a past girlfriend, when having sex. 


I’d never done that with Andie because I had never
needed to. Just because she did didn’t make her a bad person. It didn’t mean
she didn’t love me. I was getting worked up for nothing.


Feeling slightly better, I rolled over and got up.
Time to get a move on. I rushed through a shower, already thinking about work. 


Downstairs the coffee was already on, although there
was no sign of Andie. A note was next to the coffeemaker.


Gone to the gym. Need to get in shape.


The gym. Andie hadn’t been to the gym in
years. She was in pretty good shape, most of it genetics. Why on earth would
she suddenly feel she needed to tone up?


No. That couldn’t be it.


But there was no other answer. She wanted to look
her best, and feel her best, so she could be attractive to other men. To draw
their interest. To flirt with.


To fantasize about.


I had a hard time concentrating at work. My
head threatened to explode from all that had happened in the last day. Andie
flirting. My arousal at seeing it. Andie agreeing to do more to improve our
sex. Andie’s obvious fantasy, and my mixed feelings. My worries about losing
Andie, or her cheating. Finally talking myself down from my panic. Then the
note about the gym, making me think she’d started down a dangerous path, a path
I had set her on.


Though I had showed up for work late, I left the
office early; I just couldn’t focus. I needed to talk to Andie again. Maybe we
could rethink this. Try something else. I’d tell her I’d changed my mind, I
didn’t need sex this badly, what we had before would be fine. 


I had worked it all out in my head, a whole speech
that would clear the air and let us start over. Before it got out of hand.


I didn’t even take the time to park in the garage. I
just left the car in the drive and burst into the house. “Andie!”


No answer. I went from room to room, but she wasn’t
there.


She was usually home when I got back, we almost
always ate together. I was early though. She must be on her way home.


I grabbed a beer and sat on the sofa, rehearsing my
speech. After a few minutes I had calmed down, and decided maybe not to spring
it on her right away, maybe over dinner. Andie, I’ve been thinking, I love
you just the way you are, there’s no need to change anything. . .the
rest of the marriage seemed to be working for you the way things were. I won’t
be nagging you for sex, whenever you feel up for it will be fine with me. . .


By the time I heard Andie’s car in the driveway, I
had it down pat. Maybe I wouldn’t even need to say it all, partway through
she’d see where I was going and nod, then tell me she’d been thinking the same
thing, or even better, she’d be more attentive to my needs, and wouldn’t need
any fantasy, we could explore new experiences on our own. . .


The door opened. “Peter? Are you home already?”


“I’m right here—.” That was all I could muster. All
my well laid plans were dashed when I saw Andie.


She was dressed in the outfit she had picked out at
the mall, the one she had modeled for the big black man, the outfit he had
pulled tight around her, his hands on her body.


Only now the skirt was shorter, the blouse tighter,
the heels spiked. Exactly the way the black man she had been mooning over had
wanted her to look.


Telling me exactly where she had just been.









Chapter 8


We stood there staring at one another.
Andie’s eyes were wide. Was she just surprised I was home early? Or did she
feel she had been caught at something? 


Had she been so excited to start flirting that she
had run off to see the black man at the very first opportunity?


I finally got my wits about me. “I see you are
wearing your new outfit.”


Andie looked down self consciously at her tight,
almost slutty clothing. Not exactly something you’d see someone wearing in the
late afternoon.


“I wanted to surprise you,” she stammered.


“I’m surprised,” I admitted.


She still hadn’t closed the door, and for a minute I
thought she would run out. Then her eyes flared, and she shut the door hard. 


“What? You don’t like it?” She stood defiant, her
hand on her hip.


“I like it a lot. I’m just not used to seeing you
so—dressed up, especially in the middle of the day.”


Andie shrugged. “I just had some alterations done,
and I wanted to see how everything wore, just to make sure it got done right.”


“Did you get what you wanted?”


“What do you think?”


Andie walked into the room, turned, and walked back
the other way, like a model on a runway. The skirt rode up her legs, her thighs
pushing against the fabric, her smooth round ass clearly outlined. When she
came to stand before me, I noticed that she had left two of the buttons undone
on her blouse, creating a view of her cleavage. She didn’t have huge breasts,
but they were large enough so I could see the tops of them, pushing against her
top.


If I hadn’t know this was my wife, if I had seen her
on the street, I would certainly have looked at her, ogled, stared. She was so. . .hot.
Not quite a hussy, just hot, dressed to make men look. At everything. Her legs.
Her ass. Her breasts.


“Is that the look you wanted? Or what you think
someone else would want?”


Andie looked me right in the eyes. “Both.”


I started to breathe heavily, not only because of
how she was dressed, but because of what she was implying.


“Does it turn you on dressing like that?” I asked,
not sure I wanted to hear the answer.


“It’s not the outfit,” she said. “It’s what I
imagine the outfit doing for someone else.” She leaned close, her breasts
pushing against me, her hand sliding to my crotch. “Is it doing anything for
you?”


“You know the answer to that.” 


“So I guess it was money well spent,” she said,
rubbing me through my suit pants.


“I’ve never seen you like this.”


“Dressed like this?”


“Everything. The way you are dressed. The way you
are talking.”


“Maybe you’ve unlocked the real me. Isn’t this what you
wanted?”


“I just didn’t think it would happen so fast. It was
only last night. . .”


Andie frowned. “Are you changing your mind?”


It was hard to concentrate with my hot wife rubbing
my cock. She looked so alluring, her four inch heels making her taller than me,
forcing me to look right down her blouse. I could feel her excitement through
her hand, running directly to my cock.


Did I really want to stop this? Not just what she
was doing to me, but her arousal, the kind of arousal I had been dreaming
about?


“No, I don’t think so.”


“That’s good,” said Andie. “Because last night you
didn’t say anything about needing time to think about it, wanting to talk it
over. I said I was going to start right away, and you didn’t seem to mind at
all then.”


“I didn’t.”


“And you know me, once I get started on something,
once I get something in my head, I turn all my attention to it, right away.”
Andie unzipped my fly and eased my erection out. “I was thinking about it all
night. Did you hear me masturbate after you went to sleep?”


“No, I—”


“I’m surprised,” said Andie, as she continued to
stroke my cock, rubbing it against her tight skirt. “I made a lot of noise. I
was thinking about how I might do the flirting you wanted me to do. Just
thinking about it turned me on.”


“What did you think about?” I whispered, again not
certain I wanted to hear the answer.


“Who I could flirt with. So I’d have someone to
fantasize about.” She stopped jerking me off, and I almost fell forward,
craving her attention. “Isn’t that what you wanted me to do?” Andie stared into
my eyes, as if my answer was so important to her.


“Whatever it takes to get you excited,” I said.


Andie squeezed my cock, but did not resume her
ministrations. “That’s kind of vague. Exactly what do you want me to do?”


Her eyes were bright, alive, I’d never seen her like
this, it was like I was dangling some jewel in front of her, a jewel she wanted
so bad. “I want you to fantasize about someone else,” I said, almost hating
myself for saying it, but not able to deny what she so clearly wanted, and deep
down, what I’d come to realize I wanted.


Because I knew that this, crazy and dangerous and
kinky as it was, was better than what we had before, the mechanical, infrequent
sex. 


“Be more specific,” ordered Andie, giving my cock
one small stroke, a promise.


“I want you to fantasize about being with another
man. About having sex with another man. A man who’ll do things to you.”


She gave me another small stroke, a reward for the
right answer. “What kinds of things?”


My mind flooded with different possibilities. Andie
being forced against a wall,  her skirt lifted up, her legs forced apart. Maybe
even the same skirt she was now wearing. Andie on her knees, being face fucked.
And the ultimate taboo, Andie being fucked in the ass, something we had never
done, something I’d never done with a woman, not even imagining it was
something I could do with Andie.


“Whatever he wants.” The words almost forced out of
my mouth.


Andie smiled, her eyes dancing, and she started to
stroke me again. “Good answer.” She used her other hand to pull my head
forward, down into her cleavage, mashing my mouth against her skin, all the
while stroking me. 


“Andie, if you don’t stop I’m going to—”


She pulled away, laughing, letting me go. “We can’t
have that, can we? You cumming on my nice new outfit. Which reminds me. . .”
She stepped back, modeling the outfit for me, leaving me looking like an idiot,
fully dressed, but with my erection poking out of my fly.


“You do recognize this outfit, don’t you?” She
twirled around to give me a good look.


“Yes, you bought it at the mall.”


“Actually, you bought it at the mall. Paid for it,
anyway. And I appreciate it. I really do. Do you remember exactly where I
bought it?”


I nodded. “The boutique, the one with the—”


“The handsome black man, the very big black man.
Isn’t that what you mean to say?”


“I did notice him,” I murmured.


“You seemed to do more than that. I think you were
staring at him. Or at me and him. He liked me in this outfit. How do you feel
knowing you bought me an outfit that another man wanted to see me in?” Andie
came back to me and grabbed my cock, pulling it down.


“Hey!” I involuntarily sank down, because she didn’t
let up. It was the only way to keep it from hurting.


“I don’t think you got a good look at this outfit
from every angle,” Andie said, and now her voice took on a little edge,
something more than playful. “I think you should see it from below.”


“From below?”


Andie continued to pull my cock until I was on my
knees. She bent at the waist, pulling me toward the floor, until I almost fell
on my ass.


“Andie! What are you doing?”


“I just want you to see what a nice outfit you
bought for me,” she said. “Why don’t you just kneel there and appreciate it.”
Andie had let go my cock and now cradled my head in her hands, pulling me
toward her crotch as she spread her legs. Her heels clicked on the hardwood
floor on either side of my knees, and my eyes were inches from her tight
thighs. The dress was so short that the hem was inches above my head.


“What do you think?” asked Andie, looking down at
me.


“It’s, uh, nice.” I said, confused, what did she
want me to say?


“Nice? Is that all you have to say?”


“It’s hot. You are hot, in it.”


“That’s better.” Andie bent her knees a little, and
swept the fabric of the skirt across my face. “Do you think other men would
find me hot in this?”


“Yes!”


“Is that what you were thinking when you were spying
on me as the black man told me to try it on?”


I looked up at her, but the dress was in my eyes. “I
wasn’t spying on you!”


“Well, looking. Do you think I really didn’t see
you?”


“I was just waiting for you!” I protested. “The
window was right there, I couldn’t help but see. . .”


“And what did you see?”


“I watched you trying on the outfits.”


Andie lifted the dress so that I could see her face again.
But she kept raising it, up past her waist, and I was stunned to find out she
wasn’t wearing underwear. Her musk flowed into my nostrils, her naked pussy
just inches from my face.


“Are you telling me you didn’t see the black man put
his hands on me?”


“I thought he was just helping you try on the
outfits, I thought he might be gay. . .”


Andie laughed. “Gay? He was so not gay that I
was getting wet right there in the store just looking at him. And when he
touched me. . .”


“You let him do that? Touch you?”


“What was I going to do? He was very big and strong.
I’m just a little woman. Besides—.”


“What?”


“I wanted to see what you would do.”


“I didn’t do anything.”


“Exactly. See how hard it is? What would you expect me
to do if you couldn’t do anything? Still, because I am married, I resisted him. . .then.
For you.”


“Then?” I croaked.


“Where do you think I was today? I went back there,
so I could get the alterations done. His name is Malcolm. He was very
attentive.”


I swayed on my knees. She had gone back to him.
To Malcolm. What had he done? What had she done? 


As I breathed in, the smell of Andie’s sex
overpowered me, and I almost feinted. Had she had sex with him? Had his cock
been in her pussy, the pussy just inches from my face?


I wanted to close my eyes, but instead I focused on
her clit, on her labia. Was it red? 


Andie pulled my head into her crotch. “Kiss it,” she
said.


I did as she told me, almost helpless, yet wanting
her, wanting her pussy.


“Tell me the truth,” she said. “When you were
watching me with him, did you think he was coming on to me? Did you think of
him having sex with me?”


I nodded, still kissing Andie’s pussy, her pubic
hair brushing against my face.


“I did too,” said Andie, and now she mashed my head
against her, pushing her legs open and thrusting at my face. “Lick me!”


And I did, my tongue slipping into her already wet
pussy, tasting her, and I could feel her moan right through her body. But
suddenly the reality of it hit me, and I pulled my face away, even though she
continued to force my head on her. “Did you do it? Today, when you went back?”


Andie thrust her hips forward. “Keep licking me and
I’ll tell you.”


I tasted the wetness, now wondering why she wasn’t
wearing underwear, why she was so wet. . .


“I wore the outfit into the store, and he came right
over to me and took me back to the dressing room . . .” 


As I licked her I pictured it, the black clerk
leaving some other customer to lead Andie to the back.


“He stood behind me, and he pulled at the blouse to
show how it would look if it were tighter, his hands were so close to my
breasts, I could see my nipples get hard in the mirror. . .”


I groaned, thinking of it, his big hands on her slim
waist, running up her sides. I started to lick Andie with abandon, and with my
other hand began stroking my cock.


“With one hand he held my blouse tight, and with the
other he lifted up the skirt, way past the knee, up my thigh, so far that I
could see my panties. . .”


My tongue reached for Andie’s clit, it was so
swollen, and I couldn’t help but wonder if this wasn’t the first time today it
had been so engorged.


“He said, ‘You can’t wear panties like those once we
do the alternations, they’ll show if you bend over or cross your legs, better to
just go without’. . .”


Andie’s voice came in a rush now, her hips moving
against my face, she was using my mouth and my tongue to get herself off. “Do
you know what I did?” She sounded amazed at herself. “I just slid them off,
right there. Right in front of him. Can you believe that?”


A month ago I would not, but after seeing the black
man and her reaction to him, now I wasn’t really surprised, yet the image was
still shocking. My wife, another man’s hands on her, in a private place, and
just like that she was dropping her underwear.


“As I took them off I realized another benefit of
being naked underneath such a small skirt. I thought that if he wanted to fuck
me, right there, all he had to do was lift it up a little higher, push me
against the wall. . .”


I started to shake, the image overwhelming, Andie’s
pussy grinding into my face, my cock rubbing against my zipper, hurting, but I
didn’t care, I jerked myself wildly.


Andie pulled my head away from her pussy, forcing me
to look up at her, powerful, in control, and in that moment I understood what
she had been talking about, what it felt like to be taken, to be forced, to be
made to do what the other person wanted, helpless to resist.


Maybe Andie was teaching me a different kind of
lesson. The joy of now and then being dominated. Of feeling helpless. Of being told exactly
what to do.


“Did he fuck you?” I asked. I had to know. . .


Andie stared at me, flushed, aroused, dominant,
making me suffer waiting for the answer, and all it’s implications.


“No. . .”


Relief surged over me, my wife hadn’t been cheating,
I hadn’t been licking her pussy right after another man had taken her, had
maybe. . .


And yet I felt a strange tinge of disappointment,
until she said, “Not this time.”


And she smiled, and I let out the breath I had been
holding, my emotions a confused mix, relief, arousal, excitement. Was she just
teasing me with that statement? Was this all part of a game?


“Is that why you are so wet now?” I asked. “You’re
thinking about him, licking you?”


“Oh, no, Peter. I’m thinking aboutyou. Besides, Malcolm would never let me do this
to him, put him on his knees.”


And with both hands she grabbed my hair and thrust
her pussy into my face, and, powerless, I opened my mouth to her, and as her
orgasm hit I was forced to swallow everything, her juices, my pride, my
equality.









Chapter 9


Andie had spooned with me that night in bed, a smile
on her face. She had fallen asleep immediately, and seemed quite content. I on
the other hand lay there wide awake, staring at the dark ceiling. I’d finally
made my wife happy, sexually, yet not in any way I could ever have imagined.


I had only myself to blame. I’d started this. And
now, how could I complain? I told Andie I had wanted to have more sex. We were
doing that. I told her I wanted her to be aroused. She certainly wasn’t having
a problem with that. 


That old warning about being careful about what you
wished for nagged at me. I had my wish, now I had to pay the price.


Complicating everything was my own reaction to all
of it. My fantasizes of Andie with another man. My arousal over seeing her
flirt. My loss of control as I was being dominated by her.


Was I some kind of weirdo, some sexual deviant?


I carefully disentangled myself from Andie and
quietly made my way down to the home office. In the dark, I started up the
laptop and pulled up a search engine. Maybe someone had written about this
particular. . .interest? Fetish? I didn’t even know what to call it.


What to even search on? I typed ‘husband aroused
thinking about wife with other men.’ There were thousands of hits, mostly from
psychology and marriage websites.


I read, fascinated. Wife watching was quite a common
fantasy, in fact, it was one of the top ten male fantasies. The underlying
reasons for it were varied, including voyeurism, which was no different than
looking at porn in some ways, as well as something called ‘sperm competition.’
This was biological; if a man sees a female having sex with another male, the
man (and often the woman) go into heat, causing the man to have greater sperm
production, stronger sperm, and more desire, so that when he gets his chance
with the woman, his sperm will win, his sperm will impregnate the woman.


Basically, everything I read said it was pretty
normal, especially as a fantasy. The fantasy was often shared with the wife,
who contributed to the scenarios.


Many couples also took it to the next level, and the
husband actually watched the wife do it, for real. I gulped when I read
this. I couldn’t believe people did it, but there were tons of blog posts and
comments from couples who had. As long as both partners agreed, it actually
seemed to contribute to their overall sexual satisfaction. Only when one
partner was talked into it against their will (usually the wife) did it not
work out.


Next I searched on ‘husband watching wife have sex.’
This time, instead of scholarly articles, I got porn. Lots of porn. I glanced
over my shoulder, a bit guilty about looking at porn with my wife upstairs.
Sure, I looked at porn, but never when Andie was home.


The first video I watched was obviously staged; some
fake breasted, breathless, platinum blonde having sex, her face contorted in a
moue, and another guy watching.


Another site I clicked on required a subscription,
which I  wasn’t about to do. But I did look at the list of ‘categories’ and saw
one that said ‘wives.’ When I clicked on that, I found an entire list of
sublinks: hotwife, wife watching, wife sharing, threeway, homemade, and
cuckold.


Wow.


I did a separate search on ‘homemade wife watching’.
Another massive list of sites, images, and videos. Amazingly, these in fact did
seem to be homemade. Just average looking people, no studio lighting, probably
even cell phone videos. In many of them, women having sex, and another man
either visible, or obviously running the camera.


Hotwife, it turned out, was the entire idea of a
wife flirting, or actually having sex, with another man. I came across a story
site where I read about wives titillating their husbands by dressing sexy and
then talking about how they picked up other men. Or the husbands would surreptitiously
watch, like in a bar, as the wives flirted with other men.


Just as I had watched Andie.


So I wasn’t weird. This was pretty
common. Or, at least not uncommon. And some of these people actually posted
images and videos of themselves doing it. with their faces, in most cases,
pretty visible.


What kind of people would do that? My career would
be ruined if anyone saw me in a porn video. I wondered if some couples got off
on it so much that they were willing to take the chance.


In one video a woman was lying on her stomach, a
young stud fucking her from behind. Another man sat by the bed, holding her
hand. She was being driven so hard into the bed her face was mashed into the
sheets, her hair wild. Her legs bent up, her feet curled, and she reached back
to grab the hip of the man fucking her, pulling him into her, harder. Her
wedding ring and diamond flashed in the lamplight.


The man holding her hand, obviously her husband,
said, ‘How does that feel?’ And the wife replied, “It’s amazing, he’s so
big!’ And behind her the man grunted and fucked her, slamming into her, and the
woman moaned, she was really getting off on it, and she reached for her
husband’s crotch, trying to free him, but the guy fucking her pulled her arms
away and pinned her to the bed, and the husband said, ‘It’s okay, honey, go
with it’, and the woman squeezed her husband’s hand as the stud slammed her, and
she was screaming. . . unfortunately, the video ended there, with a
solicitation to buy a subscription to the site.


My cock had grown rock hard watching, but I wasn’t
just thinking of the people in the video, I was thinking of Andie, and me
holding her hand as she was taken by another man. . .


I clicked on another link. I watched, shocked, as a
woman had sex with two black men, and a white man, supposedly her husband,
watched helplessly, lamely, from a chair in the corner. The woman got into it
slowly, every so often looking at her husband, mostly avoiding the camera. She
seemed, not quite reluctant, but at least hesitant. Until one of the black men
pulled out his cock and dangled it in front of her, and just like that, it was
like a switch going off, the woman stared at it, mesmerized. I haven’t gone
around checking out men’s cocks, especially erect ones, but this one was just
huge. Slowly she reached out to touch it, like she couldn’t believe it was
real. She wrapped both her hands around the shaft, and still a few inches were
left over, and almost reverently, she kissed the head, and within seconds was
sucking on it with abandon, her husband forgotten.


My cock twitched as I watched her have sex with both
men at the same time, on all fours, one guy in her mouth, one in her pussy. She
had what certainly looked like a real orgasm, and then another so fast I
couldn’t tell if it was a continuation of the first. She got rolled over, and
one man took charge, fucking her in the missionary position, her legs wrapped
around his back, spread wide, her face now visible to the camera, eyes closed
in ecstasy. The guy fucking her started to groan, and she whispered, Give it
to me, and he came. The woman grabbed onto him like she wanted to drain his
cum, although I assumed he was wearing a condom. Yet when he rolled off I could
see that he wasn’t. The other black guy shoved his cock in her mouth and she
sucked him until he came, shooting into her mouth.


The video was so hot I freed my cock from my pants
and started to stroke myself, praying that Andie wouldn’t come downstairs.


One of the black men picked up the camera and zoomed
in on the woman’s pussy, spreading her legs, and I could see the cum dripping
from her. Then the husband sat on the bed, and bent down toward his wife, and
she pulled him close, kissing him, even though he knew she had just swallowed
another man’s cum.


If that weren’t enough, the man slid down the bed,
his head between her legs, as if he wanted to see for himself what she had
done, the proof. His hand went to his own cock, he started to jerk himself off,
and then. . .


My eyes widened in disbelief as he buried his face
between his wife’s thighs and began licking her. Her hands went to his head, I
couldn’t tell if she at first was trying to push him away, but then she grabbed
him by the back of the head and pulled him into her, grinding her pussy against
his mouth.


Just as Andie had done to me earlier tonight.


Was this what Andie had been fantasizing about? Having
sex with another man, taking his cum, and then making me lick her?


Even as the thought grossed me out I couldn’t take
my eyes away from the screen, watching the man jerk himself off, just as I was
now. Abruptly, the woman rolled over so that she was straddling her husband,
sitting on his face, her head thrown back, smothering him. I could almost taste
the juices that must have been forced into his mouth, and the very thought of
it made my cock jerk, and I grabbed for a tissue as I shot my cum, my eyes
never leaving the woman’s face, her eyes alive, powerful, with the same
intensity I had seen on Andie just a few hours ago.


Over the next few weeks Andie and I had
more sex, better sex. In fact incredibly hot sex. Sometimes I’d barely be out
of the shower at night and she’d be all over me, pulling me onto the bed. She
would always turn the lights out, and I had no doubt that she was thinking
about other men sometimes, if not all the time. 


Often it bothered me, but one night she was on her
stomach, and I was on top of her, and I remembered the video of the guy holding
his wife’s hand as she was being fucked. In the dark I pretended it was someone
else on top of Andie, and I pulled her arms forward and held her hand as I
slammed into her. She squeezed my hand, and if she was thinking of someone else
I was as guilty as she was, because although I wasn’t thinking of another
woman, it was almost the same, I was getting myself off with not just my wife,
but with a fantasy.


Each time Andie had been soaking wet, so different
from before, always ready for me, even without foreplay, making me wonder how
much time she spent thinking about sex when she was alone, which of course made
me wonder if she had been out flirting, building up a library of new men to get
her worked up, to dwell on all day until she finally could use my cock as a
surrogate for them.


My suspicions were confirmed one morning when I
didn’t have to go into the office right away; I had a mid morning flight and I
was going to go to the airport from home. So I slept in a little, not in a
hurry to get up for once. 


I rarely got to see Andie get ready for her day, she
normally got out of bed well after I did. She had been going to the gym, so I
thought maybe today she’d put on a pair of yoga pants, or if she was going to
stay home, just some jeans, which is what she was usually wearing when I came
home from work.


Instead, when Andie emerged from the shower she sat
in front of the mirror and proceeded to carefully apply some makeup. She was
naked except for a towel wrapped around her chest, revealing her shoulders and
some of her back. Her arms and shoulders were definitely more toned; she had
been spending time at the gym. There’s something about seeing a woman who is in
good shape from behind, even if you can’t see any of her ass or legs; this is
what made dresses that were cut low in back so sexy if the woman had the right
build. And Andie did.


I pretended I was still asleep, watching her through
my half closed eyes. Andie’s focus was on the mirror, which was angled slightly
away from me, and I would be able to tell if she glanced my way.


After finishing her makeup Andie moved to the
dresser and pulled out her underwear. She hung up the towel and I almost gave
myself away; I hadn’t seen her body naked in the bright light in quite a while,
and she looked amazing. Small droplets of water glistened on her legs and arms.
Andie wasn’t one to parade around naked, yet this morning she didn’t seem at
all self conscious nude, maybe because she thought I was sleeping.


As she bent over to put on her panties her beautiful
ass was thrust toward me. Her legs were slim enough that I could see right
through her thighs, her pussy clearly visible. In some of the porn I had looked
at, many of the women were not in as good shape as Andie; the back of their
thighs and asses all ran together, and even if they were not overweight it was
just one mass of flesh. Not Andie. The top of her thighs were distinct from the
crease which outlined her butt. It wasn’t a tiny ass to be sure, but it was
firm and separate from her back and legs. Just before she finished pulling up
her panties I caught a glimpse of her labia, and I had to control myself from
jumping up and bending her over right there.


Then came the bra, which matched. Not a sports bra,
but a lacy, dressy bra. Andie gave it that little twist that women do, getting
it set right, and then disappeared into the closet for a moment.


She came back with a dress on a hanger. I’d never
seen it before, and I was a little surprised; it seemed awfully dressy for nine
o’clock in the morning. She hung the dress on the closet door. From the bureau
she pulled out a package. Stockings. 


She was putting on a dress and stockings. Where the
hell was she going?


Andie set her foot on the stool, pulling the top of
the stocking up to her thigh. She repeated this with the other leg, and then
gave her legs a brief once over, arching her feet and tightening her calf
muscles, turning her leg one way and another. 


She always had good legs, but seeing her like this, in
nothing but stocking and underwear. . .


I must have let out a little moan, because Andie
said, “See anything you like?”


Caught. I opened my eyes. “Everything.”


Andie smiled. “Well, now that you don’t have to
pretend you are sleeping anymore, you can help me with my zipper.” Andie slid
into the dress, not skintight, but not loose either; you could see the curves
of her hips and breasts.


“Is that for me?” I asked.


“You have a flight to catch, remember? You’d better
get going.”


“Are you going somewhere special?” I asked, still
not getting out of bed, just happy to be watching her get ready.


“No, just some shopping,” she said. Andie
disappeared into the closet again and emerged with two pairs of shoes. She
slipped into some classy pumps, kicked them off, and then tried on another pair
with even higher heels.


She looked at herself in the mirror, turning this
way and that, and smiled. I did too, seeing how the heels set off her legs. She
looked elegant and hot at the same time.


“Kind of dressy for just shopping, isn’t it?” I
asked, my cock jumping as it slid against the sheets. Andie looked sexier
dressed then she had undressed, if that were possible.


Andie didn’t turn to me, still intent on getting her
look just right in the mirror. “Depends on what you are shopping for.”


And then it hit me. She was getting all dressed up
to go looking for some men. She wanted to draw their attention, so she could
flirt with them.


I knew it, but I still wanted to hear her say it.
Not just for confirmation, but because. . .


“What are you shopping for?” I asked, holding my
breath.


Andie finally turned to me. “Well, you’ll be gone
tonight, and I’ll be all alone, and. . .”


“And what?”


“I thought that maybe I’d find someone to. . .”


My cock pushed the sheet into a mound. Andie noticed
it and came to stand by the bed, feeling for my erection.


“To what?”


“Well, first, to appreciate my outfit. It looks
good, doesn’t it?”


“So you dressed like that, for someone else?”


“Well, only a little.” Andie slowly stroked my cock
through the sheets. “Mostly I dressed like this because you were here, and I
wanted you to see me get dressed.”


“I’m glad you did.”


“I thought so. I thought you might get a little
excited seeing me get dressed up for other men.” She squeezed my cock. “And I
see that you did.”


“Uh, I, it’s because you look good.”


Andie gave me a doubting look. “You’ve seen me get
dressed before. I don’t remember this reaction. None of this is because you
thought I might be getting ready for someone else?”


Andie stared into my eyes as she continued to stroke
my cock, rubbing the fabric up and down the shaft. “I admit, it’s a little bit
of a turn on. Watching you. . .” I thought of the video. “I like to
watch.”


Andie’s eyes widened. “What would you like to watch
me do?” She stopped moving her hand on me, and waited for my answer, as if that
would make her decide whether to keep going. With stroking me. Or something
else.


I had been so excited seeing the guy in the video as
he watched his wife. Not looking at him, I had no interest in that. But the whole
scene, him holding his wife’s hand, the look on her face as she was being
fucked, so into it, maybe not just the sex, but because her husband was there.
I wasn’t sure if it was the sharing, or the voyeurism, or even some
humiliation, but it worked.


“Anything,” I whispered. “I’d watch anything you
wanted to do.”


Andie seemed to consider, a small smile playing over
her lips. “I’m not sure I’d want you to be there. I might be too nervous.”


What was she saying? That she was considering
actually doing something? Really having sex with someone else? Or was she just
teasing, playing along with my fantasy?


“Maybe you could make a video,” I said, offhandedly.


Andie raised her eyebrows. “Now that’s an idea. We
could watch it together, after.” And now she resumed stroking me, and  the
image was locked into my head, me watching a video of Andie stroking some guy,
just like she was stroking me now. And then fucking him. And later, we’d watch
it together, and maybe she’d make me. . .


“Wait!” I said, suddenly thinking of something.


Andie stopped stroking my cock. “What?”


“Not that,” I said. “I didn’t want you to stop that.
I just thought, since I’m not going to be here tonight, why are you going out
today, to, you know, find someone else, won’t that get you all worked up, and. . .”


“You’re right,” she said, sighing. “I hadn’t thought
of that. I just saw you lying there, and wanted to have some fun.” She resumed
stroking me. “I guess maybe I should take this outfit off, just stay home? Is
that what you want me to do?”


“Not if you don’t want to. If you think you can, you
know, not get frustrated in case you meet someone.”


Andie sighed again, dramatically. “I don’t know. I
could try. And I guess I could always use my dildo if I come home all wet and
turned on. I could think of some big black man fucking me. . .” Now
she was stroking me in earnest, still not touching my cock directly, just
wrapping the sheet around it, making a tent, massaging and pulling.


“Is that what you would do?” I said, barely able to
concentrate, both from what she was doing and now thinking of her lying in the
bed, her legs spread, plunging the dildo into her pussy.


“I guess that’s all I could do. You wouldn’t want me
to bring someone home here, would you? And let him fuck me, in our bed?” 


I groaned, the thought so outlandish, so taboo, her
lying where I was right now, a black man on top of her, slamming her into our
bed. “No, no,” I moaned, but my body betrayed me, and my cock tried to jump,
but Andie held it firm, smothered by the sheet, just as her pussy had smothered
me, and I shot my load, the stain spreading on the fabric, and then seeping
down my shaft, dripping onto me, just as Andie’s pussy juices had forced
themselves into my mouth as she sat on my face.









Chapter 10


At the hotel that night I pulled out my
laptop and did a quick check of my emails. It was still early. I had already left
a text for Andie that I had arrived safely. I was itching to call her up, see
how her day had gone, see if she had met anyone. Had she flirted? Had a drink
with a guy? Let him touch her in the bar?


Would she tell me if she did?


Had she gone home all worked up, needing to resort
to her sex toys?


If she didn’t call me. . .I didn’t think I’d be able to sleep, not
knowing, wondering what she might have done.


To take my mind off of it I decided to take
advantage of the fee I had to pay for using the hotel wifi. I propped up the
pillow and set the computer on my lap.


My joke to Andie about the video had given me an
idea. Maybe she would like to watch a video of people doing exactly what we had
been talking about, a wife having sex with another man. It might be fun for
both of us, maybe it would get her excited. I certainly wanted to see what her
reaction would be.


And deep down, I was hoping that maybe she wouldn’t
need to be constantly thinking of other men to get aroused enough to have sex
with me. Sure, this was kind of fun now, but after a while, would I be happy
knowing that my wife only get off thinking about someone else? Or would we go
back to the way things were, with us hardly having any sex?


Some porn might be the answer. I got off on it, most
men did, but I’d read that quite a few women liked it too. Andie had never
mentioned liking porn, but for all I knew, she looked at it too. So if I found
some videos that she liked, it might get her in the mood. The videos might be
real enough for her. Even if she fantasized about the men in the videos, that
would be much better than her flirting with real men. Because is she had to do
that, who knew what might eventually happen?


Plus, the research would certainly be fun. . .


I started surfing. What would she like? The ones
with the husband in the room? The ones with a black man? Or more than one?


A few of each, I thought. I was looking forward to
seeing what kind of porn Andie found interesting. I was surprised how easy it
was to find pretty good material; most of the sites actually allowed me to
download some videos to a thumbdrive. 


One site had a pretty comprehensive search feature.
I could just check off what I wanted, and it would find videos for me. After a
few combinations of search selections I honed in on what I needed.


On one video I saw a blonde woman with two black
men. She didn’t really look like Andie, but had a similar build, and it gave me
an idea. What if I could find someone who looked like Andie in a video. . .


I searched for an hour, but came up empty. I found
women with similar bodies, or similar hair, but not anything as close as I
wanted. Yet on a few, even the smallest thing that reminded me of Andie got me aroused.
It might be just a woman with the same bright silver blue eyes. Or a similar
facial expression. Or the same shape of ass. I found myself focusing on these
little things, sometimes not even the entire scene, just a part of the woman,
imagining it was Andie.


Which of course made me wonder again about what she
had done today. At home. Alone. Or maybe not alone.


I put aside the laptop and grabbed my phone to call
home. 


“Hey,” I said, when she picked up. 


“Hey yourself. What are you doing?”


“I’m actually lying here in bed, thinking of you.” I
didn’t mention that I’d been surfing porn. “I got so worked up I had to call
you.”


“What a coincidence. I’m lying in bed too, and I’m
really worked up as well.”


I waited, hoping she’d say more, that she was worked
up thinking of me, but she didn’t add anything. All I could hear was her
breathing.


“Andie? Are you there?”


“Sorry. I’m trying to catch my breath.”


Why was she out of breath? Was someone there? Had
she just. . .


As if reading my mind she said, “I just had an
orgasm.”


My cock jumped. Andie and I have never talked about
sex on the phone. “Are you alone?”


“What? Of course. . .you didn’t think that
I’d really have someone here? Did you?”


“No, no,” I said hastily. “Just, you know, playing
around.” But of course it had occurred to me, not that she’d really do it, but
it’s what I was thinking about, what she had said the night before, her getting
fucked in our bed.


“Oh, okay. For a minute there I thought you were
serious.”


“So you missed me so much you had to masturbate?” I
said, trying to redirect the subject.


“Well. . .I was just worked up after I
came home.”


Again she didn’t say she was thinking about me. “Did
you just get in?” It was kind of late.


“No, I’ve actually been back for a while.”


“So you must not have. . .had any luck
today, if you’re just getting worked up now.”


“Well, actually. . .”


“What?”


“The outfit worked pretty well. Maybe a little too
well.”


My fingers tightened on the phone. “What happened?”


“This morning—remember I told you that I had been just
teasing you this morning, all that stuff I had said about going out and looking
for men. I knew you had been pretending to be asleep, so I did the whole dress
up thing just to turn you on. It was fun. We’ve really never done anything like
that, and I must admit, we should have. I know I’ve—been focused on one thing
that I have missed sexually, but that’s no excuse for me not to try other
things.”


“Well, now we know,” I said. “And thanks for sharing
that.”


“Since we are sharing—somehow this is easier to do
on the phone for some reason. This whole new interest of yours, it really threw
me for a loop. But now that you’ve explained it, and I see how excited it gets
you, I understand it better. And once I got past the initial shock, I have to
admit, it actually turns me on.”


“What part of it?”


“All of it. Feeling desired. Seeing your reaction.
Even the idea of flirting. Imagining just what kind of man I might be having
sex with. Indulging in fantasies of things that I probably would never do in
real life, ever. Fantasies of what a man might do to me, things that I wouldn’t
want you to do.”


“Why not?”


“Because it wouldn’t be you. And because maybe some
things are better left as fantasies.”


“That makes sense,” I said.


“And sometimes—being treated like a sexual object,
someone wanting me for just my body, without any of the need for love—it’s
somewhat liberating.  I know that sounds weird, it makes me sound like a slut.
But at least in my fantasy, being a slut is exciting.” She paused. “I hope all
of that doesn’t disappoint you.”


“Why should it?” But I knew what she meant.


“Because I’m thinking of other men. I should be
thinking of you. I married you. I love you.”


“And I love you too. And I’m glad we found something
we can enjoy together, something that adds to our relationship. As long as we
talk about it, and only do what the other person agrees to, then it will be
okay. More than okay, it will be good.”


“I’m glad to hear you say that. Especially when I
tell you what happened today.”


She let it hang, and I couldn’t tell if she was
doing it again, teasing me. “What?”


“After you left this morning, I had that outfit on,
and I thought, why waste it? So I went and had a cup of coffee at a coffee shop
downtown, in the financial center. You know, the one near where all the office
buildings are? I wasn’t there ten minutes when this group of men came in, all
dressed up in suits, they probably worked in one of the offices upstairs. As
they were waiting in line I think they noticed me, I saw them looking my way
and talking to each other.”


That didn’t surprise me, a bunch of horny guys,
seeing a woman alone in the coffee shop, nudging each other, pointing her out.
Maybe commenting on her. “That’s just normal,” I said, relaxing a little
mentally, but physically, enthralled by the image. A bunch of powerful
executives checking out my wife.


“I know, but it was kind of fun. Did you know that
when I cross my legs in that dress it kind of runs up my thighs? I did that a
few times, just to see if I could get them to look.”


“Did it work?”


“What do you think?”


“I’d have been staring.”


“They were too. The people in line behind them had
to push them along, they weren’t concentrating on placing their order.”


“How did you feel about it?”


“It was—a rush. I was safe, in a public place, and
these handsome men were checking me out. I’d never done anything like that. I
mean, sure, before we were married I’d be out with my girlfriends at night,
looking to meet men, but today, hours before lunch, here I am, kind of
pretending I’m available.”


“I wonder if they knew you were pretending.”


“They didn’t.”


I gripped the phone again. “How do you know?”


“Well, as they were leaving, one of the men went out
of his way to walk by me. I smiled at him and he stopped. He looked me up and
down, he wasn’t ashamed at all, checking me out right there in front of
everyone. I don’t know if anyone was looking, because I was staring at him. He
was so—self assured. Like he was window shopping, and knowing he could have
whatever he wanted. He gave me this little nod, like I had passed his
inspection, and then pulled out his card, wrote something on the back and
handed it to me.”


“His card?”


“Yes, his business card. He’s some kind of big shot
investment advisor. He was wearing this expensive suit, with a Hermes tie and wonderful
shoes. He was a little older than me, very self confident. Really good looking.
And I think he must spend a lot time in the gym, he had great shoulders.”


“Maybe he thought you needed investment advice, he
was looking for a client.”


“I don’t think so. I turned the card over and it
said, Call me when you are ready.”


I shrugged. “Just some guy hitting on you, I bet he
does it all the time.” 


“I’m sure,” said Andie. “He was kind of cocky, too,
but he pulled it off.”


“Did he say anything?”


“He said he liked my dress.”


I chuckled. “That’s not much of a line.”


“He also said there was one thing that could make it
look better.”


“What is he, some kind of women’s fashion expert?” I
laughed, but was thinking of the black man at the boutique.


“I don’t think that’s what he had in mind.”


“Okay, I’ll bite. What did he say that would make
your dress look better?”


Andie hesitated. “He said it would look much better
if it was lying on the floor.”


“What?”


“You know, on the floor. After I took it off. Or
after he took it off.”


“Oh.” I pictured Andie, her body shaking in
anticipation as the faceless man reached for the zipper that I had pulled up
that morning, unzipping her, the dress falling to her feet, Andie left in just
her lacy underwear and stockings. 


“What did you say?” I asked.


“I was a little taken aback, so I didn’t know what
to say right away.”


“You were upset because he was so lewd?”


“Oh, no. It’s just that he was so close to me, and I
looked up at him, did I mention he was very tall? And he seemed so powerful,
towering over me, I had a hard time concentrating. He had the most amazing
eyes. They just bored into me, I had to look away, and when I did I found
myself staring right into his crotch, and it made me think. . .”


“Think of what?”


“I was wondering if the rest of him was as big and
powerful as he was.”


My stomach turned, hearing Andie talk about this
guy. I hated him already, this rich sonofabitch that probably got whatever
woman he wanted, using his money and his looks. “So you just sat there as he
put his crotch in your face?”


“What did you expect me to do?” Andie sounded
genuinely interested.


My first reaction was that she should have told him
to fuck off. But I knew she had been at that coffee shop, in that outfit,
mostly because of me. Cruising, looking for men. Just so we could have this very
conversation.


So I played my part. “Maybe you could have invited
him home, right then. Make him prove it, that he wanted you. See if he’d take
time out from his important meetings.”


“You mean, take him here?”


“Sure, why not,” I said breezily. “Show him if the
dress really did look better on the floor.”


There was a long silence. “The thought did cross my
mind,” she whispered.


“What?” I had only been kidding. Sort of.


“I wouldn’t have ever thought about it, taking
someone back here, but when you mentioned it this morning, I had the idea in my
head.”


I seemed to remember that she was the one who had
brought up the idea of her with another guy in our bed, but I didn’t correct
her. “So you thought of bringing him home? Didn’t he know you were married?”


“I would have told him you were out of town.”


“And then what?”


“Well, I didn’t think about this at the time, I was
too mesmerized by him, he was so good looking. But lying here in bed, later, I wondered
how it might have worked out. We’d be in the bedroom, and I’d ask him for some
help with my zipper. . .”


“The way you asked me this morning.”


“Well, yes, but this time I’d be asking for help
taking it off. Or maybe he’d just stand there, and tell me to take it off, and
I’d strip for him.”


This conversation had made my cock so hard that it
hurt, and I shifted the phone to my shoulder so I could free myself. “Then
you’d have sex with him?”


“Not right away. At first we’d kiss. . .I’d
be totally naked, waiting for him to tell me what to do. And he’d be touching
me, maybe checking out my body, squeezing my ass and breasts, hard. To see if I
was good enough for him. But he wouldn’t let me touch him, even though I wanted
to.”


I was amazed at how good Andie was at this, giving
me just enough information to paint a picture, yet nothing really specific. I
started stroking my cock as she talked.


“He wants me to beg for it. I can’t control myself,
I’d be so nervous, wanting to pass his approval. I’m half naked, trying to keep
from doing something I shouldn’t do. He tells me to take the rest of my clothes
off, and I want to. But I tell him, no, I’m a married woman.”


“What did you imagine him saying?”


“He just laughs. He says, ‘I can’t believe your
husband let’s you go out, dressed like a slut.’”


“That’s an odd thing to imagine him saying.”


“Well, that part, he really did say that.”


“What?” I was confused.


“In the coffee shop. When he gave me his card, I
told him thanks, but I was married, and that’s what he said. That he couldn’t
believe my husband let me out in the morning, dressed like I was.”


“What an asshole. You should have slapped him.”


“I told him I wasn’t a slut, thank you very much.
But he just laughed again and said that I was obviously on the prowl, he saw it
all the time, married women looking to hook up.”


“Jerk. What did you say?”


“I said, if I’m so slutty, why did you give me your
card? He leaned over and whispered in my ear, ‘Because you’re hot. And once
I get through with you, you’ll never dress like that for anyone but me.’”


I was amazed at the guy’s balls. I could never say
that to some strange woman. “You’re right, he’s cocky. I didn’t think you
looked slutty. And that crack about your husband, that was low.”


“I told him that. I said, my husband bought me this
dress. I don’t want you saying anything bad about him.”


That wasn’t exactly the ringing endorsement I was
hoping for, but I guess it was better than nothing. “What did he say?”


“He said, ‘Let’s go somewhere right now, and as I’m
taking it off you, you can call him up and tell him how much you like the
dress. How well the zipper works, as it’s pulled down. How good it looks on the
floor.’”


Wow. The guy was—dominant. Just like Andie liked.
Had her eyes lit up when he said that? “He said all this, right in the coffee
shop? Couldn’t other people hear?”


“Maybe. He wasn’t the kind of guy who cared.”


I tried to laugh. “Well, he’s also kind of nuts.
You’d never have done that. Talked to me on the phone, when, you know, another
guy was there, and you were. . .”


I heard a rustle on the phone, and Andie’s voice had
gone up a few notches when she said, “Having sex? I thought maybe you’d like
that, listening to me. That’s what actually got me excited when I came home
with. . .”


My heart stopped. “With him?”


“With nothing but my coffee. . .alone.”


She said ‘alone’ like she was disappointed. 


Andie continued, “I actually rushed back here, it
wasn’t even lunch time, and you know what I did? I pretended he was here. I
slipped out of the dress, letting it just drop to the floor. I fell back on the
bed, imagining that I was talking to you on the phone. I started to touch
myself, I was so wet already, if you hadn’t been on the plane I would have
called you up.”


“What would you have said?” I started to stroke
myself again, thinking of her lying there, the dress in a heap on the floor.


“Everything. That I was in our bedroom with him.
That he made me take off my dress. Oh god, it makes me wet again just thinking
about it.”


“What are you doing?”


“I’m touching myself,” she whispered. “But I’m kind
of sore. I’ve already done this a few times.”


“A few times?”


“Yes. I couldn’t even make it home from the coffee
shop, I was so turned on. I—I masturbated in the car.”


“In the car? While you were driving?”


“I couldn’t help it. I know, it sounds dangerous. I
purposely got stuck at a long light just so I could finish. I had to turn the
music up, I didn’t want anyone sitting in the cars at the light to hear me
scream.”


I didn’t know what to say. My wife, masturbating in
the car. Almost in pubic. Who was this woman?


“As soon as I got home I rushed upstairs to the
bedroom and I did it again. And then I took the dress off, and did it again.
And again. I’ve never masturbated that many times in one day in my life. Each
time thinking of different ways he’d take it off.”


“And talking to me on the phone?”


“Yes, he’s making me tell you everything, how he was
making me strip, what he was doing to me, how he was going to make me suck him
while I talked to you, how he was going to fuck me. . .” Andie’s was
talking faster now, and I was stroking myself to match her cadence.


“What are you doing?” she asked.


“The same thing you are, I’m touching myself.”


“That’s what I was imagining, I’m holding the phone,
and he is fucking me, and you’d not be able to control yourself, listening,
jerking yourself off as he. . .”


“As he what?” My voice was as excited as Andie’s.


“As he fucked me. In our bed. As I wrapped my arms
around his wonderful body. . .”


We were both silent for a minute, intent on the
images, on our own pleasure, and then I heard a sharp intake of breath, and
Andie asked, “Peter, what are you thinking about. . .”


“He’s fucking you,” I whispered. “He’s turned you
over on your stomach, and you are pressed against the bed, and he’s slamming
into you, and you have the phone in your hand, and I ask you how it feels.”


“What do I say?”


“You say it feels so good, and I’m happy for
you, and jealous, I want to be there, to see the look on your face, as he. . .”


“As he what?” Andie’s voice now, breathless.


“As he—as he comes.”


“Is that what you’d want? You’d want him to cum in
me?”


“Yes!” I said, and I had to slow down, I was on the
edge.


“That’s what I’d want too! Oh god Peter, I’m going
to come again, thinking about it. . .”


“Me too, I wish this was his cum, shooting into you. . .”
I moaned, hot jets of cum pulsing out of my cock.


“I can feel it,” whispered Andie. “I can feel the
cum, shooting into me. . .” Her voice trailed off, and I pictured her
rubbing her pussy hard, overcoming its rawness, then she cried out, and I knew
she had done it, pushed into her orgasm by thinking of another man shooting
into her.


After a long silence, while we both caught our
breaths, Andie said, “That was so hot.”


“I think so too. I’ve never had phone sex before.”


“Well, I have, but not like that.” Andie laughed.
“You’re pretty good at this fantasy thing.”


“I had another idea about that,” I said.


“What?” 


“It’ll be a surprise.”


“Come on, what kind of surprise?”


“I’m not going to tell you. I’m still working on it.
It will require a little—participation on your part.”


“Peter, give me a hint at least!”


“Well, it involves a video.”


Andie didn’t say anything for a while. Then she said,
“That sounds a little kinky. I’m not sure if I’d like that.”


“Andie, do you trust me?”


She didn’t hesitate. “I do.”


“Then just promise that you’ll take part.”


“I can’t promise if I don’t know what it is!”


“Stop trying to wheedle information out of me. No
more hints.” When she didn’t reply right away, I added, “You’ll like it, I’m
sure. Besides, it will be something I’m doing for you.”


“Okay. But I have to warn you, it would be hard to
top what we just did.”


Unless you did it for real, I thought. That
would certainly be something to think about.


“I hope you sleep well,” I said.


“I will now. Once I get this dress off.”


“You’re still in the dress?”


“I told you, I’ve had it on and off all day. The
last time, I was wondering what it would have been like to have had sex while
still in it.”


“We could try that sometime.”


“Maybe. I’ve kind of associated it with something
else now.”


She meant someone else. She was still
thinking about the guy from the coffee shop. The guy she had been fantasizing
about. “Andie, you never finished your story. How did you leave it with that
guy?”


Andie laughed. “What do you think I did?”


“I honestly don’t know. But I’d like to hear. No
matter what happened.”


“I smiled at him, and thanked him for his interest.
And. . .”


“And what?”


“And promised I’d keep his offer in mind.”


I held my breath. “What did he say?”


“He was a little speechless. I’m not sure other
women rejected him. But maybe that wasn’t it. You see, as I was saying it, I
was tucking his card down the top of my dress. Into my bra. I think he was so
focused on that he might not have been paying attention to what I was saying.
Standing over me the way he was, I’m sure he got an eyeful.”


“You kept his card?” I was amazed.


“Oh, yes. As a matter of fact I have it right here
on the nightstand. So you can see it. And of course, if I want to call him. Why
don’t you think about that as you fall asleep tonight dear? You can imagine that
it’s him, instead of his card, that is lying in bed next to me.”









Chapter 11


All the next week, whenever I was alone, I
looked at porn. I couldn’t help it.  Once I got something in my head, it was
hard to let it go. This idea I had, of finding a woman in one of the wife
sharing videos who looked like Andie, was just downright hot.


Andie knew something was up and tried to get me to
give her more hints, but I stuck to my guns. She probably thought I was
planning on making a video of us having sex, maybe with a hidden camera,
because I saw her looking around the bedroom whenever we were doing it. But
after a while she gave up.


Our sex was better than ever. Andie would crawl into
bed, telling me wild stories about meeting men and flirting with them. I never knew
if any of it was true, or how much was true. The descriptions were so detailed
that many of them probably were. Maybe she embellished some of the stories, for
my benefit, or hers. So I never quite knew what she was doing when she went
out. Did she really talk to men, lead them on? Touch them? I remembered what I
had seen her do in the store and in the restaurant. She was certainly capable
of it.


Whatever Andie was doing, it was certainly working
for both of us. Her stories became wilder, more wicked. Taking a man home.
Being taken somewhere, and being forced to have sex with multiple men. She’d
start a story, and then lead into something, getting a sense of whether I liked
it, and then she’d go down that path, only veering off if she sensed she had
gone too far, or toward something I might find really disturbing.


There wasn’t much chance of that. All of it turned
me on. Mostly it was just listening to her, hearing her talk about things she’d
never talked about. Learning more about my wife than I ever had before. Her
secret desires. Her needs.


I had another business trip, not an overnight, and
once again Andie made a show of dressing up in front of me, pretending that she
was going to go out and meet up with a guy. Or maybe not pretending, but
planning. This time, she didn’t put any underwear on. When I asked why, she
said, “We won’t have much time, so this way I won’t have to get undressed, he
can just lift up my dress and fuck me.”


It got us both so hot I almost missed my plane that
morning. When I got back that night, Andie was still wearing the dress. She told
me this long story about being bent over a table and being taken by a black
man, wanting to call me on the phone, but not having time, it all happened so
fast. She made me lie on the bed, lifting the dress up to reveal her pussy. It looked
like she had been masturbating, but it was the same as if she had been fucked.
She straddled my face, the swollen lips of her labia inches from my face,
teasing me, and when I asked her if she had let the stranger cum in her, she
said, “Lick it and find out for yourself.” And then she sat on my face, forcing
me to lick her, and although I knew she must have had more than one orgasm that
day she came fast, grinding into my mouth.


Of course, it was all just harmless fun. Now that we
had openly admitted our fantasies, and I could see how turned on she was with
me, it bothered me less and less. I was enjoying it, although I still thought
it would be something we’d move past. 


Until I found the video.


I was alone in my home office. Andie was in
bed, and I had snuck downstairs to surf for Andie’s surprise. I had found a few
videos that might work; one of them had a woman with the exact type of curly
hair that Andie had, the hair that looks like a perm but isn’t. It was the
right length, and her eyes were bright blue, not exactly the same, but close.
She was older than Andie, and had much bigger tits, so if you looked close
you’d find more differences than similarities.


But what was so hot about it was what was going on. There
were two black men in the video, and in the corner, a white man, average
looking, with a camera. One of the black men said, ‘Who’s the whitey?’ And the
woman said, ‘That’s my husband.’ The black man laughed and said, ‘I hope he has
fun with his camera, because he isn’t getting any of you. Take off your
clothes.’


The woman looks up at him meekly, he’s much bigger
than she is, even though she’s not petite. After a bit of hesitation she slowly
starts unbuttoning her blouse. The two black men just stand there as the woman
completely undresses, she’s standing there naked in front of them, and she
shyly puts her hands over her crotch and breasts. One of the black men pulls
her arms behind her back, not very gently, and she is helpless, naked and
visible. The other man reaches for her breasts and squeezes them hard, pinching
her nipples, and she yelps. She looks over to her husband, but the black man
says disdainfully, ‘He can’t help you.’


The two men proceed to fondle her, like a piece of
meat. They bend her over the bed and demand that she spread her legs. They make
her stay like that, shamelessly offering herself up, while the men joke around
and casually take their clothes off, like they do this all the time.


The two black men proceed to have their way with her,
hard, bordering on rough. Making her suck them. Taking turns fucking her. The
woman has her first orgasm almost against her will, maybe ashamed and amazed at
how excited she is. Later she rubs her pussy and cums again as she is being
fucked on all fours. All while the husband takes pictures. At the end the
camera zooms in to a closeup of cum dripping out of her pussy.


I had to resist the urge to constantly jerk off as I
watched, imagining Andie doing something like that.


The video was pretty close to what I thought Andie
might like, given what she had talked about. The entire rough aspect of it got
me thinking, and I started to do some more searches for videos with more of
that. 


I wasn’t exactly sure what to search on; I didn’t
want anything where the woman was being really forced, that turned me off
totally. But I’d read that one of the most common of female fantasies was to be
taken, not quite forced, but almost against her will. She still had some
control, she just didn’t use it, or at least in the fantasy, pretended she
couldn’t.


I stumbled across another site, all user submitted amateur
videos. I was pretty adept now at scanning through them by looking at
thumbnails, so I was hitting the next page key pretty fast when something
caught my eye. You know how you can pick out someone you know in a crowd really
fast? There’s something about a person you know well, how they stand, their
profile; just a glimpse is enough to make the connection in your brain.


I paged back. There. A blurry snap of a woman
who looked like Andie. That was worth checking out.


I clicked on the video. As soon as it started to
play, even before my mind processed the image, my entire body tightened up. My
stomach flipped, all my muscles tensed. Because the woman in the video looked
exactly like Andie. Exactly.


The video was low resolution, probably from a camera
phone. But the woman had the same build, the same hair. There was no clear shot
of her face though. She was with a very tall, very muscular white man. I also
could not get a good look at his face; the camera appeared to have been placed
somewhere with no one running it, and the screen didn’t quite capture the faces
of either the man or the woman. The room, maybe a hotel, was also lit by just
one lamp, and the camera was pointing right into it, casting the faces in
shadow.


Even though I couldn’t see her face, it looked so
much like Andie I shivered. I wasn’t sure if it was fear or arousal. The woman
was on her knees, looking up at the man. She had no top on, just a bra,
although she had on a skirt. She said something, but I couldn’t quite make out
the words; there was a radio playing. The man unbuckled his belt and dropped
his pants. He was semi erect, the camera showing his cock in profile. He
grabbed it and slapped it against the woman’s face, and then he said, ‘Suck it.’
The woman glanced over toward the camera, just for a second, but her hair
covered her face, I couldn’t get a good look. Did she know she was being
recorded? Or was she ashamed? Or wanting to make sure she was being captured?


She hesitated, and the man grabbed her by the hair
and pulled her head forward, forcing his cock into her mouth. That seemed to
trigger her, she started to suck on him. 


The man kept his hand on the back of her head, and
as she sucked him his erection grew, and she had to grab his shaft to keep from
choking. This didn’t deter the guy and he face fucked her, making her gag, but
still she kept at it, either because she wanted to or because of the force of
the man’s hand on her head.


‘Take off your clothes,’ he ordered. 


She let go of his cock to comply, but he kept
pushing into her face. ‘Don’t stop what you are doing.’


The woman had to undress herself while on her knees,
with his cock in her mouth. She fumbled at her clothes, pulling off her bra. Her
skirt was a little difficult, trying to maneuver on the floor, her legs caught
under her.


Every time she moved I focused on her body, just as
I had with the other videos. I kept seeing things that reminded me of Andie.
Her breasts, almost exactly the same size as Andie’s. The curve of her hip and
back. Even the way she moved her head. This was even better than the other
video. I was getting hard, imagining it was Andie, wondering how she would
react to this, seeing someone who looked a lot like her.


Suddenly the guy pulled her up by her hair. She
yelped in surprise or pain, but he didn’t seem to care. He pushed her onto the
bed.


Gruffly, the man said, ‘Don’t move,’ and disappeared
from the screen for a few seconds. When he came back into view he handed her a
condom and she put it on him, stretching it down all the way, and now the guy’s
cock seemed ever bigger. When she finished he grabbed her shoulders and turned
her around, shoving her onto the bed, flat on her stomach. Her face was pushed in
the pillow, so I couldn’t see her reaction. But her legs were squeezed
together, like she was protecting herself.


Then the camera jerked around, and when it settled
the view had changed; the guy had moved it to the nightstand next to the bed.
The camera no longer was pointed directly into the lamp, so though the woman
was still in profile, the image was clearer. When the big man came back into
the frame he was naked. He stood behind the bed, looking down at the woman’s
back and ass, leering.


 The man looked directly at the camera and smiled.
He put a finger to his lips and made the unmistakable gesture that says, ‘Shh,’
like he was going to do something secret. And he did. He removed the condom and
threw it over his shoulder.  I couldn’t hear him, but I pictured him laughing.


‘Spread your legs,’ he ordered.


The woman didn’t, or if she was going to she didn’t
do it fast enough, and the man grabbed her by the ankles and yanked her legs
apart. He knelt on the bed, and with his cock in his hand he positioned himself
over her. Then, with no foreplay, or preparation of any kind, he plunged his
cock in her pussy. Naked, unprotected.


I expected the woman to scream, but instead her body
convulsed and she moaned, and it made me wonder how wet she must have been to
have taken such a huge cock so quickly. The man began to fuck her, driving her
into the bed so hard that the springs squeaked and the headboard rattled
against the wall. Was this some game they played? What was all that about the
condom?


There was a brief pause in the music, a commercial,
and in the gap I could hear the man’s grunts, animalistic. The woman groaned,
and began to match his hard thrusts, pushing back against him, her hesitation
overcome, wanting it now.


The woman’s hair covered her face, and at one point
she moved it back over her ear. Maybe she did want to be seen by the
camera. Something in the gesture made me think of Andie, I had seen her do that
a hundred times. For an odd moment I thought it was actually a video of Andie,
maybe something she had done before we were married, that’s how much it looked
like her.


I forced myself to pause the video for just a second
and checked to see if it had a date. It was posted recently, so that didn’t
tell me anything. If this had been Andie, that would have been embarrassing,
some old sex tape of hers on the internet.


The video started again, and I freed myself from my
pants, slowly jerking off, almost impossible to not pretend this was a video of
Andie, already thinking of how she would respond when I showed it to her. It
had all the elements. A big man, who now that I checked him out more, looked
oddly familiar. The semi forced feeling. Everything was perfect.


The man’s grunts became harsher, the woman moaning
at virtually every thrust. I couldn’t take my eyes off her body, the way her
legs were spread, her feet arched, her ass pressing up, impatient for the next
thrust.


Finally the woman turned her head on the pillow, toward
the camera. I froze, stunned. She looked so much like Andie it could have been
her twin sister. But Andie didn’t have a twin sister. The top of her face was
the same, the same eyebrows. But I couldn’t see the rest of her face, it was pushed
into the sheets.


Once again she hooked her hair over her ear. I
caught a flash of a wedding ring. Then it was gone. I froze the video and
played it back. Something about it. . .


The man was now leaning on his arms, his forearm
blocking the woman’s face. I twisted my head unconsciously, as if that would
help me see around the guy’s arm.


The woman was now in a frenzy, squeezing the sheets,
grabbing at the guy’s wrist. Now I got a good look at her hand, and again I
froze.


The ring. The platinum wedding band with the
inlaid emerald stone, surrounded by diamonds. Exactly like the custom ring that
I had made for Andie.


Two things happened at once. The music changed, and
a part of me recognized the song, a popular new release. Current, as in a few
weeks ago.


And the woman lifted her head off the sheets,
looking right at the camera. Just her eyes were visible, the rest of her face
cut off in the shot because the camera was pointing too high. But I’d know
those eyes anywhere.


Andie. My wife. 


The realization hit me, and I felt feint, almost
falling out of my office chair. It wasn’t someone who looked like Andie, it was
Andie. And not some old sex tape, the ring and the music proved that. This video
had just been made.


Andie stared at the camera, and I had no doubt that
she knew she was being recorded. And then she winked at the camera.


Winked.


I was shaking, emotions overwhelming me. Andie
looked at the camera for a few seconds, and then her eyes closed, she was
getting lost in the sex, the man driving into her, and now she was moaning, and
I knew that sound, she was close to an orgasm.


“You’re such a slut,” the guy said.


When Andie didn’t respond, the guy demanded, “Say
it!”


“I’m a slut!”


“You want it, don’t you?” he said, his voice harsh.


 “I want it. . .” 


“Louder!”


“I want it!”


The guy’s grunts matched his thrusts, and then a
deep growl emerged from his throat, the unmistakable sound a man makes as he
shoots his load, and Andie matched him, shuddering, squeezing her legs together
to hold him inside her.


I had just watched someone cum inside my wife.


My hand had gone to my cock on it’s own. Here was my
fantasy come to life, but it was also evidence of my wife cheating on me.
Making a video of it. Getting off on it. Having a man cum inside her. She must
have known he had taken her unprotected, it was just as she had described in
her fantasies, a man taking her, fucking her, cumming inside her. . .


It was too much for me. A surge of cum shot from my
cock, I didn’t even have time to get a tissue, the strongest ejaculation of my
life, the first spurt hitting my computer screen. Right over the image of
Andie’s face.


Sperm competition. Seeing my wife being fucked,
driving me to new heights. Sending my squirt out all the way to the computer
screen. Watching her had literally made my ejaculation more powerful. Yet I was
helpless to take her now. To get my turn.


The guy rolled off her. Andie just lay there,
breathing hard, her eyes closed, in post coital bliss. I knew that look. If I
had any doubts before, even if I hadn’t seen her face or the ring, I would have
known for sure it was her. Just the way she lay there.


I sat there, breathless, overwhelmed. When had this
video been taken? I forced myself to watch it again, looking for any hint. I
thought back over the last few weeks. Andie had seemed even more worked up than
usual. A few nights, the descriptions of her fantasies so vivid, our lovemaking
ending with her sitting on my face. . .


Sitting on my face. Had she come home from
her tryst, after making this video, to sit on my face, after she had just been
fucked? 


I gagged, thinking about it, even as I realized it
was nothing more than what she had described to me, even as she had straddled
me. And how excited I had been, thinking about her fantasy, almost pretending
it was real, that she had really just been fucked by someone else.


I staggered out of my office, pulling at my pants. What
the hell was I going to do? 









Chapter 12


I sat on the sofa in the dark. Anger,
jealousy, pain, hurt, all welled up within me, competing for control. Part of
me wanted to walk out, leave the house right now. Another part of me wanted to
confront Andie, make her watch the video, and explain her betrayal. 


I lost track of time, the only sound the ticking of
the kitchen clock. Andie was still upstairs, sleeping through my discovery, my
shock. 


After all our discussions, all her professions of
love, she had cheated on me. Brazenly. Even making a video.


And yet. . .


Had I driven her to this? I’d given more than tacit
agreement to her flirting. I’d taken part in her fantasies, not only listening
to her stories of being with other men, but urging her on. Had she taken the
next step because of me? Or were the fantasies no longer enough, just as I had
feared, and she needed more?


Why the video? Had she meant to give it to me, to
show me she didn’t need me any longer?


And the guy. Who the fuck was the guy?


For some reason I had to know that. Even though it
was Andie who had cheated, who was ultimately responsible, I wanted to know who
the asshole was who had been with her. I jumped up and ran into the kitchen,
turning on the light, I didn’t care if Andie woke up. Her bag was on the
counter as usual and I dumped out the contents.


Her phone wasn’t password protected, I knew that
because I had set it up myself. I swiped it and scanned through the texts. I
didn’t find anything out of the ordinary. Texts to me, her girlfriends, the
usual. No smoking gun, no meet me at the hotel for sex proof of her
dalliance.


I thumbed through her contacts. Although she had
quite a few, I recognized most of the names and photos. There had to be
something. . .I tried the recent phone calls. A ton of calls, shit,
how did she have time to talk so much on the phone? Again, most were to or from
contacts I recognized. A few I didn’t, but a quick search engine check
identified them as stores, her dentist, and an incoming call from someone
selling alarm systems, probably a robo dial.


One number with a few calls in and out over the last
month looked familiar, but I couldn’t place it. I searched on it and discovered
why; it was my lawyer’s office. Why would Andie be talking to my lawyer? I
handled all of our legal needs. If the lawyers needed a signature, they would
have called me. 


Was Andie planning on divorcing me? That didn’t make
sense. She wouldn’t use my law firm to do that.


Fuck it. I had to know what was going on.


I ran up the stairs to the bedroom and pushed open
the door. The light from the hall carried into the room, where Andie lay
blissfully asleep. I stopped, my anger momentarily held at bay by her peaceful
beauty. She had curled over onto my side of the bed, her arm on my pillow, as
if she had turned to me for comfort in her dreams.


My heart leapt, both in love and in pain. How could
this woman I loved so much have done this to me? And how could she lie in my
bed, so soon after having been with someone else?


I stole into the room and gently sat on the bed next
to her. Maybe I could just ignore it, pretend I hadn’t seen the video. Suck it
up. Assume it had been a one time thing, a temptation, a mistake.


But the damage had been done. I’d seen it, in vivid
color. And she’d slept with someone else. I wouldn’t be able to forget either the
video or her transgression. Sooner or later, everything would come out. If she
didn’t admit it, I’d blurt it out. Better now, get it over with.


I wanted to be mad at her, I wanted to have enough
anger to protect myself. But as I gazed at her sleeping form all I wanted to do
was understand why.


One last kiss. I wanted to have one good, final
thing to remember.


I bent over and brushed my lips against Andie’s
check. She murmured, a smile breaking through her sleep, as if she was having a
happy dream. Her hand covered mine and her legs nestled closer to my side of
the bed, as if she were reaching out for me.


“Andie,” I said gently, trying to keep my voice from
breaking. “Andie, we need to talk about the video.”


“Mmm,” she said, her eyes still closed, not fully
awake. “Peter. . .the video. It was wonderful.” Her voice
dreamy, happy.


My worst fears realized. She had admitted it.


“Wonderful?” I croaked. I couldn’t believe she was
not only admitting to it, she was throwing it in my face as well.


“That was the best surprise I’ve ever received.
Thank you so much!” Andie’s eyes opened to a slit, finding me looking
down at her. She smiled, then reached up and pulled my face to hers, giving me
a passionate kiss. I was so flabbergasted I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t
really kiss her back, but she was still half asleep, I don’t think she noticed.


Andie lay back on the pillow, a big smile of
contentment on her face. She stretched, like a cat waking from a nap, her arms
over her head. Then she arched toward me, reaching out.  “Why are you up? Come
back to bed and snuggle.” Her voice was sleepy.


Snuggle? That was the last thing I wanted to
do right now. “Andie, the video.” I couldn’t think of what else to say, I was
so angry and flustered and sad.


Something in my tone must have caught her attention.
Andie’s eyes fully opened. “What is it?”


“I’ve seen the video.”


Andie frowned. “Already? Did Rick send it to you?”


“Rick? Who the hell is Rick?”


Andie wagged her finger at me. “Okay, I’ll play along.
He’s a guy I met at a restaurant, he was flirting with me, and. . .I
did what you wanted. What we’ve been fantasizing about.”


“Andie, I have no idea what you are talking about.”


“You want to keep pretending, is that it?”


“I’m not pretending.”


Andie sat upright. “You sound serious.”


“I am serious. Who’s Rick, and why is there a
video of you on the internet having sex?”


Andie’s eyes widened in shock. “On the internet?
That’s impossible!”


“It’s true. I just saw it.”


“What were you doing looking on the internet for
videos of me?”


“I wasn’t. Not of you. We can talk about that later.
Did you really have sex with someone else?” I knew she did, I had seen the
evidence, I just needed her to admit it to my face.


“I—I did. But I did it for you!”


“For me?”


Andie was hugging herself, a self defensive gesture.
“We’ve been talking about this for months! I thought you wanted me to do it,
you certainly mentioned it enough times, you wanted me to!”


“Maybe, but I thought we’d talk about it first.
Shit, Andie!”


“You set the whole thing up!”


“I didn’t do anything. What do you mean?”


“The guy at the restaurant! Rick. He works in the
law firm you use.”


Suddenly I realized why the guy in the video had
looked a little familiar. The guy in the restaurant Andie had been flirting with.
I just hadn’t recognized him without all his clothes on. “I don’t get it.”


Andie was staring at me wide eyed. “He said he had
worked on our prenup. There’s a vague moral clause it there. I don’t remember,
I didn’t pay much attention to it when I signed it. I didn’t care about your
money, I just wanted you. But Rick said you made up this whole hotwife thing so
you’d have a reason to divorce me. You’d claim that I was being slutty so you
would not have to give me any assets in the divorce. When we were at the
restaurant someone else was supposedly there, taking a video of me flirting
with Rick. He said it was proof that I was fooling around, and he was going to
give that video to you so you’d have evidence for a divorce. Unless I did exactly
what he wanted me to. Have sex on tape.”


I was stunned. “Andie, none of that is true. I don’t
want to divorce you.”


“I know. I knew it then, I went along with it,
because I thought you had made all that up. You kept talking about a surprise,
right? I thought this was the surprise, you set this whole thing up with Rick,
he pretended that he’d be blackmailing me, so I’d have to do what he said. I
was actually very touched you went to all the trouble, it was very creative.”
Andie searched my face. “You really aren’t kidding? You didn’t plan this?”


Could this be true? Andie thought I had arranged
everything? I tried, hard as it was, to put myself in her shoes. Our fantasy
talks had become more and more risqué, more and more specific. About her
imagining having sex with someone else. About her really doing it.


“I’m sorry, Andie, I didn’t. I had nothing to do
with this.”


“Oh my god.” Andie visibly shivered. “I—but the
video! You said the surprise was a video. I let them take a video! It
was going to be for you, Rick was going to send it to you, you know, as part of
the whole thing, it was going to have a pretend blackmail demand. Look what
your wife is doing. Something like that.”


“But the guy, Rick? I don’t know him!”


“I don’t understand. He knew all about you. And us.
And our prenup. I spoke to him at your law firm, he called me from there! I saw
it on the caller ID!”


I tried to calm myself enough to figure it out. “The
only thing I can think of is that he’s one of the associates there, he might
have been the one who drew up the prenup. I probably never met him. Just the
partner. When you met him at the restaurant, did you tell him your name before
he brought all this up?”


“I probably did. I thought he was hitting on me, and
so I told him I was married, and he asked about my husband, and I told him who
you were and what you did, and he said he knew you, he worked at the law firm
you used. He knew all about us, I had no reason to question him. I didn’t think
anything of it at the time. It wasn’t until much later, after we had talked
about our fantasies, and you mentioned the surprise video, that he called me
up, telling me that blackmail story.” Andie’s tone changed. “Peter, I’m so
sorry. I never would have done it if I didn’t think you had set it up.” 


She sounded truly contrite, but it was too much to
take in. “But you did it. You really did it. Had sex with someone else.”


“Because I thought it was your surprise! Can’t you
see? I wouldn’t have done it without talking to you, but I thought you had gone
to so much trouble, setting it up, I didn’t want to ruin it. I thought that
having Rick as the go between was your way of saying it was okay. That it was
what you wanted.”


I shook my head, I didn’t know what to think. “You
looked like you were enjoying it, in the video.”


Andie smiled sheepishly. “Everything about it turned
me on so much. I was excited even before I got to the hotel, simply by how much
you had done to get it just right. How did you ever manage to find such a hot
black man? He made me come three times.”


Now I was really confused. “Black man? What black
man?”


“In the video. The black man who—who I had sex with.
The one Rick set me up with. The one I thought you had set me up with.”


“Andie, I didn’t see you with a black man. Just with
a white guy. Rick.”


“Uh, that was after the black guy.”


“You had sex with two men?”


“Not at the same time! Rodney was the black guy.
Rick took the video of us having sex.”


“I just saw you with Rick.”


“Well—after Rodney left, I started to get dressed,
to leave, but Rick said I wasn’t done, that he was going to—to have his way
with me too. I thought this was all part of it, that the video was for you,
that you wanted it. You made me promise, remember? To take part
in your surprise.”


“That wasn’t my surprise!”


“I didn’t know that!” Andie pulled the sheets over
her, protectively. “Remember you told me you wanted to watch, and I said I’d be
nervous if you were there? I thought this was your plan, so you’d get to watch. . .shit,
that means there’s another video somewhere. You said it was on the internet? So
anyone can see it?”


“Well, anyone looking for this kind of porn. But you
can’t really tell it’s you, it’s mostly in shadow, and your face is cut off in
places. I only recognized you because, well, obviously I know you, and I saw
your ring.”


Andie held up her hand. “My ring?”


“I froze the video on it. I don’t think anyone else
would do that.”


“How did you find the video?”


“That was going to be my surprise. I wanted
to find a porn video—of a hotwife. A woman with another man, and maybe her
husband watching. I thought we could watch it together, that it might turn you
on. And maybe you’d—not need these fantasies anymore, that maybe you could just
be turned on by me. Or by us watching porn, something like that.”


“I can’t believe it.” 


Andie seemed totally stunned, and I believed her,
that she didn’t know. I took her in my arms. “I’m sorry about how hard I came
down on you. I—I thought you were cheating on me.”


Andie stared into my eyes. “Peter, I’d never cheat
on you. I know that it looks like I just did, but you have to believe me, I
thought this is what you wanted. Tell me you believe me.”


“I do. I really do.” I kissed her gently. “I’m so
sorry I started all this.”


“No, it wasn’t you. We went down this path together.
I was selfish, thinking only of my own needs. If I had been more attentive to
you, this wouldn’t have happened.”


“Well, it’s done now. I’ll deal with Rick. I’ve
given that law firm a lot of business. I’ll go to Rick and tell him that if he
doesn’t give me the videos, I’ll have him fired. Hopefully he hasn’t posted the
other video yet. After I get the videos I’ll get him fired anyway.”


“Maybe we should just leave well enough alone. After
you get the videos, of course. We wouldn’t want him to do something stupid if
you get him fired. He might have copies.”


I thought about that. “Okay.”


“Besides. . .I may have led him on a
little, when I first met him. I—I’m really embarrassed to say this now. But you
know how I like big, confident men? That night waiting for you, Rick had come
on to me, and, well, I let it go for a while, I flirted with him. Pretending he
would—you know.” Andie hugged me tighter. “I’m so sorry. If I hadn’t done that. . .”


“For all we know Rick had this planned for a while.
He would have just found another way to get to you. And I have a confession to
make, too.”


Andie looked at me quizzically. “What?”


“That night at the restaurant, when you flirted with
Rick. I saw you.”


“What? How?”


“I was outside. The big windows. I saw the whole
thing.”


Andie put her hand over her mouth. “I had no idea. I
can’t even remember exactly what I did. You must have been disgusted with me.”


“Well. . .actually it was kind of hot.
Watching you.”


“Really? You mean that? You’re not mad?”


“Well, I was at the time. A little. But seeing you
flirt like that, at one point he actually had his hand on you, I—I had to go
hide in the car. So I could masturbate.”


“You didn’t!”


“I did. Just watching you flirt got me so horny I
couldn’t control myself.”


Andie looked at me slyly. “If you got aroused
watching me flirt, what did you do when you saw the video?”


“I’ve never been so turned on in my life. I mean,
when I wasn’t actually with you. Seeing you—it was incredible. You were so into
it. I’ve never seen you so turned on. And that whole thing about Rick taking
off the condom. . .wow.”


“What thing about the condom?”


“You know, when he made you put on the condom, and
then flipped you over, and he made a big show to the camera of pretending it
was a secret when he took off the condom, before he fucked you.”


“He took it off? He wasn’t wearing the
condom?”


“No. I thought you knew that, it was something you
had set up with him.”


“That means—he must have cum inside me. . .”


“You looked like you wanted it, that you wanted to
make him come.”


“I did. But I didn’t know he wasn’t wearing a condom!
I made Rodney wear one. Well, two actually, he came twice. The same night the
video was made, I think we. . .you and I had sex, I was still so
worked up from the video, I think you. . .”


I gulped. I knew what she was thinking about. Was
that one of the nights I had licked her, when she had sat on my face? My cock
twitched at the thought of it.


Andie looked at me, her eyes pleading. “Now what are
we going to do? You need to decide.”


I thought about the video, about watching her have
sex, about how it had turned me on. About how much it had aroused her, bringing
her to heights I maybe never could achieve. Yet here she was, still with me,
still loving me, putting her future in my hands.


I gently cradled Andie’s face and stared into her
eyes. “I think we need to find that other video.” I guided one of Andie’s hands
to my stiff erection, and as her eyes widened in understanding, I said, “I want
to see how Rodney made you come three times.”


Andie began hastily unbuttoning my pants. “As long
as we watch it together,” she said. “From now on, everything we do, we’ll do
together.” She lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth.


I closed my eyes, savoring the sweet feeling,
already fantasizing about just what she might have in mind, about exactly what
we might do, together.


 


 


 


~  ~  The
End  ~  ~
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Discovering Her
Needs


 


Coming Soon


Awakening Her
Needs


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs


Want
to know of when more of the Her Needs books are released? Make sure you
sign up for our mailing list!


 


 


 


Want
more hotwife?


Make
sure to check out:


 


Discovering Her
Needs


 (A couple’s sex life gets spiced up when the wife meets up
with her ex boyfriends)


 


A Surprise Revelation


 (A husband
discovers his wife needs more than he can give her)


 


A Surprise Reunion


 (A wife
realizes only one man can please her, and it isn’t her husband)


 


 


Rules for the Billionaire


(A hotwife who calls
the shots)















 


If
you enjoyed this book, please check out our other stories—you can read
descriptions of a few of them on the following pages. Please check amazon for
the latest releases. You can also follow us on twitter or sign up for our
anonymous mailing list.


We love hearing from you! Reviews help new readers find our work and
accurately decide if the book is for them as well as provide valuable feedback
for future stories.


 


Thank you!
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that fall into the space between romance and erotica. I try to give enough
backstory and buildup so that the hot stuff has some context, instead of it just
hitting you out of the blue. On the other hand, I know a lot of readers don’t
want to wade through hundreds of pages of sometimes trivial information and
repetition to get to anything juicy.  So think of my stories as the best parts
of a steamy romance, or if you prefer, wild situations that you can actually
imagine coming true.


C. C. Morian. I write longer stories
filled with incredible realism which explore how couples discover something new
about their spouses—and themselves. Or how men and women learn what really
turns them on, often in unexpected, but perfectly believable, ways.
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Books by C. C. Morian


Rules for the Billionaire


 


Michael is handsome and powerful, plenty rich and soon to be
a billionaire. He sets the rules for his relationships and can’t be bothered by
any woman who will try to jerk him around, no matter how beautiful. 


 


Then he meets Joanne. For the first time in his life,
everything Michael wants in a woman is within his grasp. She’s so alluring he
breaks one of his rules. Then another. He vows it will be the last.


 


Until Michael discovers he’s not the only one who gets to set
the rules.


 


 


 


A Surprise Revelation (The
Surprise Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


Vern and Marcus forces Melissa  to confront the secret
uncontrollable need she has tried desperately to ignore, a need that, if she
succumbs to it, could devastate her husband Richard and destroy her marriage.


 


Yet Richard has a secret of his own. . . 


 


(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s
story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


Richard tells Melissa that he lovers he so much he wants her
to get back with Marcus to find out if that’s what she needs to make her really
happy.


 


There’s only one condition: Melissa has to tell Richard
everything that happens with Marcus.


 


Everything.


 


 


(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa
and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)


 


 


 


A Kiss to Start it All


(New Adult Romance)


 


Sassy Jackie is a harmless flirt, or so she thinks. Turns
out her flirtations earn her a reputation on campus, not for being loose, but
just the opposite, because she’s never actually gone all the way. With no end
of guys trying to ‘fix’ her, and surrounded by the exploits of her wild friend
Sue, who’s a poster child for bad influence, Jackie is under a lot of pressure
to do something.


 


Jackie doesn’t think she should have to defend herself for
not putting out, or to do something she isn’t ready for, just to be considered
normal. It’s a dilemma every young woman faces, and Jackie wants to get it
right.


 


Whatever that means.


 


This standalone story is the first of a new series about how
an innocent (or sometimes not so innocent!) kiss just might start something
new, exciting, sensuous, or even wild. . .


 











Books by C. C. Morian
and Blaise Quin


Discovering Her
Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


Satisfying Her Needs


 


Peter’s wife Andie is hot, but when it comes to sex, she
just goes through the motions, and not very often at that. She says she loves
him, but married him for all his good qualities, not anything physical. The
only way Andie can get excited is by fantasizing about other men. Not faceless,
nameless men, but real men she knows, men she has flirted with. Although Peter
wishes he alone could turn Andie on, her fantasies help rekindle their love
life. 


 


Until Peter finds the video. . .


 


 


Revenge Is Best Served Hot: Powerful
Women (3 novella bundle)


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Reversing
Roles


 


Even the strongest women can be made to feel powerless in
the face of a sexist boss, a cheating boyfriend, or even a devious girlfriend.
See how these women reclaim their power, and get their sexual revenge.


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds
out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and gets her
revenge.


 


            











Books by Blaise Quin 


Allie Shows Her True Colors


 


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.


 


* * * For Adult
Readers Only * * *
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