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Chapter one



Not long before this all happened, I discovered that my wife had what I know now is referred to as "hotpast."

I've never been much of an internet forum junkie, so the exact definition of this term eluded me, and it eludes me still.

Is it just women who were huge sluts when they were younger? Women who were willing to do unthinkably kinky things? Women who had a ton of partners, or affairs, or a hotwife agreement with their exes?

It really doesn't matter what the definition is, because in the case of Lana Cuervo Robertson, my wife: she meets any of those criteria.

You can comfortably say that Lana's sexual past is "hot."

Scorching hot.

This was, at first, totally unbelievable.

The Lana Cuervo that I married is gorgeous: this part I obviously always knew about. She has big lips with sharp definition, toasted almond skin, firm little breasts with appealing mocha nubs for areolas, and an ass that is hard to describe with any exactitude. It's high, rounded, sourced inexplicably from her genetic line (Lana has, with only her backside and her long, black hair visible, been mistaken for a black woman on more than one occasion).

Very long, slender legs provide the base of her statuesque proportions. She's toned but not muscular, has a dense thicket of eyelashes that require no mascara, and velvety chocolate eyes.

But Lana, in the form that I married her, buttoned all of this up behind sensible clothing that was neither sexy nor ultra-conservative. She didn't walk around like an old woman coming home from Sunday service, but sleeveless and a low scoop neckline (showing no actual cleavage) were about as risque as Lana got. Her long hair was most often found in a bouncy ponytail (think: kindergarten teacher, not Lara Croft).

In bed - with me - Lana was, well... normal. She was willing and fun, and preferred missionary sex. Mild dirty talk was the wild side of Lana (and required hangover-causing amounts of alcohol to induce).

And me? Chad Robertson? Crobs? I was just an ordinary guy who had the good fortune of dumping a margarita on Lana Cuervo at a bar one night. My fortunes had always been good from the start: Lana was charmed by my offer to buy her dinner and a new shirt (from the bar) - which was done more on the advice of my buddy Jake than my own rizz. (More good fortune: Lana didn't fall for Jake, like most women do, and she ultimately gave me her number).

All the time I dated Lana, I was amazed at my continued good fortune. Picture me waiting for her to walk down the aisle: the only thing I could think was that I was in a coma and I was going to wake up any moment.

And until very recently, it was all marital bliss. The pandemic tarnished a few moments in our early marriage, but our sex life recovered and returned to its previous level of tame, frequent, normalcy.

I had a very hot wife who was generally conservative, and while my male mind - like anyone else's - produced filthy sexual fantasies starring my wife (all the time), I was content with what I actually had.

And then one night my boss, Nick Kane, invited me out with his girlfriend Brandy to salsa dancing.

And it's been a roller-coaster ever since.

Nick - Dominic - it turns out, was Lana's ex-boyfriend. 'Dom,' he went by then. Dom was made out to be a boring story that Lana glossed over with a dismissive story ('I dated this guy Dom, not very long, though...')

I didn't have any reason to go digging. Lana was a sensible girl. She had a conservative Mexican father who she attended (Catholic) church for at least six times a year.

Lana was no saint, and no strict Catholic, but she was rocking that semi-Catholic girl thing pretty hard. No kink, no sexy clothing, no profanity unless it was a really bad situation, profound guilt about all manner of minor transgressions, some signs of shyness in the bedroom.

So imagine my surprise when the details of her relationship with Nick began to emerge:

She had a piece of jewelry that turned out to be a kinky chastity piercing, made just for her. By Nick.

Which she had saved.

Oh yes. And she used to fuck other guys in front of Nick.

She claimed, initially, that she had broken up with Nick because he had become "too obsessive" about her sexual exploits, which I took to mean at the time that Nick had been pressuring her.

Imagine my surprise to discover, after a robust sexual encounter with Lana from Before Times (a woman who got on all fours and played with her ass before demanding that I "fuck her hard"), that Lana had broken up with Nick because she - not Nick - was "so out of control."

Which, I'm going to be honest and tell an honest story here: I didn't really believe.

Even after all that.

Even when all the pieces of the puzzle fit together to indicate that Lana was, in fact, out of control.

It just didn't seem believable. None of it seemed believable.

Maybe it was because I hadn't seen any of it with my own eyes.

Maybe it was because it seemed to good to be true.

Maybe because it also seemed to frightening to be true.

Maybe I was afraid of it.

I'll never really know what would have happened if I had never discovered Lana's past, or discovered it some other way. I guess we would have gone on living our lives the way we were until then. Surely it would have come out, eventually. We would have talked about it, I guess, and I would have found it to be so unbelievable I don't know if I would ever have done anything but fantasize alone in the shower with my hand on my cock about it.

But that isn't what happened.

What happened was: I caved to my own base instincts, and then Lana caved to hers. And then things really... changed.

***

After this first scorching hot, uncharacteristic, sex episode, I was disoriented. Lana had confessed her control issues to me, and then she had fallen into the blissful sleep of those who had confessed. Perhaps it was the Catholic in her. I thought she had felt absolved of her sins.

She got up the next morning, clearly refreshed. (I was not). She kissed me, blinked innocently at me, asked me if everything was still okay. Then, kissing me on the lips in the same old way she always had, she had stroked my cheek and said something like, "This doesn't change anything, except maybe it adds a little spice to things?"

She said it like a question, scrunching up her nose like she found the idea a little bit dangerous. Then she had hopped away, like a bunny, and taken a shower.

This was all fine by me. I felt like I was way, way, out on thin ice. If Lana had a hot past and wanted to insert any amount - even a trace amount - of spice into our sex life and no more, then it felt like more solid ground. Certainly more solid than what I had witnessed in a hotel room between Brandy, Nick, and an unnamed man of enormous cock size, just before going home the night before.

I rose, feeling guilty about my activities with Brandy and Nick the night before. Not enormously guilty: I hadn't touched anyone or committed any acts of real adultery. Sure, I had put myself in a room with people having sex, but really, this wasn't much worse than porn - which Lana tolerated.

Also, let's get real: I had felt entitled to step out of bounds a little.

Lana, after all, had apparently been a slut and never bothered telling me about it.

Still. All night in bed, half-awake, with thoughts of my "sins" and also Lana's - both of which I was repulsed by and very turned on by - had left a film of discomfort wrapped around my conscience.

Lana is a shower person, so there was no hope of her getting out of there in less than fifteen minutes. Anyway, I liked the idea of having her scent on me all day, even with - or maybe because of - all of this illicit sexual stuff going on in the background.

I made coffee. It was good to have something to do besides marinate in my thoughts.

Just as it started to percolate, I heard - very distantly - a huge thud and Lana's voice. "Oh my GOD!" Then the soft thumps of her feet as she ran about in the bedroom.

I headed to investigate, because the way Lana said this, it sounded like she'd fallen, or just had a crisis of conscience, or sliced an artery open.

She was alive and well and uninjured when I saw her, fluttering out of the closet with a shirt half-over her head. "I totally forgot I have to be downtown early this morning," she explained, tugging one of her signature business-casual shirts over a sensible white bra. She was at the dresser, tossing things out of it, and then ran back into the closet. "Honey, sorry, could you put some coffee in a travel mug for me?"

Happily. She smiled as she ran past me, her hair loose and damp and wild. She kissed my cheek.

Same old Lana.

I poured her coffee and set it out, and I was surprised that she ran into the kitchen almost immediately afterward. She gathered up her things from the kitchen counter and table - Lana left trails of items behind her wherever she went - and tossed them into a beige handbag as she went along.

She was running off lists of names and work-related things I had no real clue about (Mazzie is going to kill me if I'm not there by seven-thirty, she's still mad about the meeting last week, you know, because of Joanne...) and then stopped in front of me.

Somehow, in the space of two minutes, Lana had pulled her hair back neatly into a ponytail and slapped minimal makeup on, and she looked pretty good.

"How do I look?" she asked, and then leaned in and stood on her toes (because her heels, as always, were sensible) to kiss me again, very briefly. I put my hands on her elbow to try and keep her close to me, but she wriggled away, grinning. "Later," she said, giggling.

But this new Lana was a little more generous, a little more sexy. She leaned in, as though it was an afterthought, and grazed my cheek with hers to put her lips close to my ear. "Mmm," she said. "You need a shave... I'll see you tonight."

It's not so much what she said, as the way she said it, that made my cock thicken (it was already alive and well with all these thoughts in my head). I grasped at the air after she whirled around, lifted a coat from the rack (it was almost 80 outside in a late summer heat, but Lana likes to be prepared for winter storms taking her by surprise year-round), and made for the garage door.

She turned to face me, mischief in her eyes. "Don't shave that," she said, almost wickedly, and then spun around and departed.

So all in all, I was feeling pretty great for about ten minutes, after the door closed. I was thinking about sex the night before, thinking about the sex I had been implicitly promised that evening, and wondering what Lana wanted my stubble for (I was up for anything; I hoped her intentions had something to do with her thighs).

I was a man who had gotten away with something, a man whose already perfect wife had a dirty little side to her but evidently wanted to just season (not soak) our life with it, and while none of that was absolute perfection, it was all pretty good.

I opted for a shower after all, because I was dog-tired, and also, I could get Lana all over me again tonight, evidently.

I didn't shave. If my boss - Lana's ex, Nick – had a problem with that, I'd be surprised. He would not be getting to work fresh as a daisy, either. When I had left the hotel room last night, his girlfriend Brandy had been planning on calling yet another man up there, later on.

When I got back out to the kitchen, my phone screen was lit up and it was vibrating softly on the counter, spinning slightly on the marble with each zap. Hopeful that it was Lana, calling to say one last sexy thing, I was smiling broadly when I looked down at it.

I stared, comprehending nothing.

"Margarita Guy" was calling.

Margarita Guy was me. It was what Lana had entered me as, in her contacts, when we first met, and she'd left it like that for sentimental reasons. I was so disoriented (Lana's phone case is pink, for the record, and my phone does not have a case. The phone I was holding also did not have a case, adding to the confusion).

I held up the phone, not believing what I was seeing, and in those few seconds I lost the call.

I tried, but failed, to enter my password. This was such a mindfuck that it didn't initially occur to me to try and enter Lana's security code at all. A message indicator beeped. I tried again, and again, and locked the phone.

"What the FUCK?!" I demanded. Only then did it occur to me that I was - for some reason - holding Lana's phone. Who knew why it was out of its case?

I could only surmise that she was calling me in a panic because she had taken my phone.

"Fuck!" I yelled. I was locked out for fifteen minutes. I started pacing, trying to make sure I remembered Lana's password. Could I answer a call if I was locked out?

"Call again!" I demanded.

I covered my face, sighed, put my mind to work on how Lana's mind worked: what would she do next? Surely she would try to call again? Why didn't she just come back here?

I needed my phone. We had no landline. What the hell was I supposed to do?

Where had Lana said she was -

My heart, I swear to God, stopped cold and dead in my chest.

Lana had my phone.

Lana had accessed my phone to call me, which meant she remembered my password.

Lana was in my phone.

And in that phone, in the messages, was a texted picture from Nick that I would really, really rather Lana didn't see, along with the preceding text messages.

They contained… er, sensitive material.

"FUCK!"


Chapter two



Iwas acting like maniac for a few minutes, but then I gathered my wits and cranked up the desktop to send an email to Nick, who pushed notifications like they were lines of coke. Hopefully I made the cut.

PHONE EMERGENCY, I put in the subject line.

Nick,
Lana has my phone. I'm locked out of hers. I'm going to be a little late, I have no way to contact you.


Then I left him Lana's number and told him to call me stat, got my shit together, my mind reeling with a thousand terrible fantasies playing out in my head, all the while cradling Lana's phone and hoping it would ring.

Why did it not have a case? Was her password what I thought it was? Where the hell had Lana gone, besides "downtown?" Why wasn't she calling back again?

Well, that was actually easy. Lana wasn't exactly a demon of strategy or the best in this kind of situation. She probably had no idea how important my phone was to me, or suspected that I'd be dumb enough to lock myself out of hers.

Alternatively, she could have already seen Brandy's pussy full of cum in my messages, and I was never going to talk to her again.

The phone began to buzz as soon as I was in the car. Private number. Whatever.

Carefully, I answered it. "Lana Robertson's phone," I said, professional in spite of my panic.

"Crobs. Nick."

"Thank fuck. Listen, Nick, I got a problem -"

Nick was already chuckling. "Yeah, you do."

"Nick - jesus. Can you call my real number and ask Lana where she is, and then call me back? I can't get into Lana's phone, I can only answer."

"Already on it, Crobs," Nick was already saying. "She's at the, uh... coffee place by the sixth street office." Another laugh. "Man, you are either really stupid or really clever."

I had no idea what the fuck Nick meant by that, but I suspected he was, as usual, ten chess moves deeper than me in his sexual games. But my mind was too addled to deal with that now. Whether Lana had seen that photo or my texts with Nick was a done deal, but I needed my phone either way to get on with my life.

"How do you know all that?" I said, defying all reason. What fucking difference did it make?

"Lana called me."

I was stumped just long enough to give Nick the room to talk more. "Buddy, now that I think about it, maybe Lana -"

"What did she say?"

"Huh?"

"What did she say, Nick, when she called you?"

Nick immediately switched to his impression of a woman's voice, which was maudlin.

"Hi. Dominic? This is Lana Robertson. Long story, I have Chad's phone and he has mine and I don't think he knows the password, and he isn't answering, so can you please call my number and tell him to meet me at the coffee shop by our sixth street office? Please, please please, Dom, it's really important." Then he laughed again. "How did you -"

"Nick. I do not have time for this." I was backing out and almost struck a vehicle across the street. Six trillion things were going through my head, but the main thing rising to the surface was that text.

" - seriously, man," Nick had continued on his merry way. "Her phone is pink."

"I'm going to be late," I said tartly, and dropped the phone to the passenger seat without bothering to hang up.

***

A ton of things were bothering me as I drove downtown. There was the basic stress of a phone mixup like this, which was going to create an aggravation any way I sliced it. I had to go in the opposite direction to switch the phones, and I was missing calls and getting behind at work with each passing second.

I'd sorted out, to my satisfaction, why Lana had called Nick. And known his number. But this theory was held together by only the thinnest of weak glue: Lana would have had to know I wouldn't be able to get into her phone (I was locked out, again, as I was driving); and she had decided to call Nick after rifling through my contacts.

What this meant was that Lana knew I didn't have her password anymore. By itself, this fact was nothing, but in the context of all these secrets that I was unearthing, it seemed ominous.

I had known it before. Which meant she had changed it, and not told me.

Why?

It also meant that Lana felt comfortable calling Nick. This sort of interaction made my nerves tingle, for obvious reasons.

But most importantly, it was pretty much guaranteed that Lana had gone through my phone at least a little bit. It was very likely she'd seen the damning text message (Buddy we're not done yet) and photo sent from Nick the night before (Brandy's gaping pussy full of cum).

Also - and I was trying not to be paranoid - there was the matter of Lana's phone not being in her pink case, which is how the whole mix-up happened.

Sure, there could be a good explanation for this. There probably was. But with all of these other strange coincidences, and my guilty conscience about going to that hotel with Nick and Brandy, I could only think of the underhanded explanations.

I was relieved to see that Lana was seated at a small table covered in papers and binders, engaged in animated conversation with a woman who also seemed very task-oriented and busy. Lana wouldn't make a scene, no matter what had happened.

She saw me coming and held up a hand as she finished her sentence, then turned her head up brightly to me and smiled.

I read her face: she seemed perfectly happy to see me.

"Hey, sweetie," she said, her voice 100% neutral. "This is Mazzie from our downtown branch. Mazzie, this is Chad, my husband." She was pulling the phone - my phone - from her beige bag.

"Hi," I said to Mazzie, who seemed annoyed by my hurried tone. I had Lana's phone in my hand. "I got here as fast as I could, I'm locked out of your phone," I started babbling. "It's good that -"

"I know," Lana said, simply, slipping her phone out of my hand and replacing it with mine. She was smiling like she always smiled, pleasant and anodyne. Her tone was even and calm. "Dom - eh, Nick sent me a text."

She salvaged Nick's name by rolling her hesitation into one smooth word: "Dom-eh-Nick."

She smiled again and quickly swept open her own home screen.

I admit that I did not immediately feel the hard slam of shame that I should have, because I didn't immediately put the significance of this final piece of information together.

This was mostly due to Lana smiling so normally. No woman who found pussy pictures on her husband's phone could possibly smile like that. Right?

"Where'd your phone case go, sweetie?" I asked, genuinely curious. As soon as I said it, the weight of what Lana had just told me settled over me like the ashes of doom. My insides froze and I actually felt a little weakness in my left knee.

Oh God.

There was really no way that Nick had texted her without texting me, and if Lana had read that last message from Nick - to my phone - then there was also no way she hadn't read the previous ones.

And fucking Nick. You couldn't tell me the man hadn't thought of that himself.

No, I argued with myself. You're being paranoid because you feel guilty. Look. Lana is smiling! You're smiling! Everything is fine!

Lana tucked her phone into her purse without answering me. "Hey," she said, still smiling pleasantly. "Thank you so much for driving this down here. I'm really sorry about the mix-up, but, uh, this is sort of an emergency meeting, so..." Lana said.

"Right," I said. Strange that she didn't answer my question, but what could I do? Hound her about it? She was, in fact, in a meeting, after all.

"I'll be out of your hair."

Lana blew me a kiss and turned her attention back to Mazzie, who fluttered her eyes at me with annoyance. "Nice to meet you," she said. Mazzie seemed like the type of woman who didn't like any men, so I shouldn't have taken this personally.

But I kind of did. The number of things that seemed like conspiracy here were just adding up.

At the very bottom of that pile was, of course, my own foolish action the night before. But now I had a huge problem: if I came clean about it now, it would look to Lana like I was only doing it because I'd been caught.

A fair assessment, and one that would have been correct.

Maybe. Who knew? Maybe I would have told her, eventually.

Maybe she hadn't seen it, I consoled myself, climbing into the car. She was busy, after all...

I pulled up my text messages from Nick. At the bottom, the exchange between Nick and Lana:

Okay beautiful, I gave him your message. He's on his way locked out of phone you have to call him



K thanks D




How are you going to repay me? 



How about: your employee will have his phone back? 




xoxoxo L




I had to scroll to get up to the smoking-gun picture, and the "not-done-yet" text from Nick. But they were there, blaring at anyone who looked, and only a blind person could have mistaken that pussy picture for anything else.

So I had all of this to stew about as I drove back toward the office.

Trust me when I tell you, I came to no conclusions. A man who has done something wrong will look for anything and anyone else to blame his fate upon, and I talked myself into believing it was Lana - Lana with her hotpast and her pussy piercings and her hot sex last night and her still unexplained lack of phone case this morning of all mornings, and her "xoxoxo" to Nick, my boss and her former lover - who was to blame for it all, in the end.

Even if that didn't really hold water.

A man's self-exculpating is unbound by the laws of physics and reason.

***

I was furious with Nick.

But Nick is my boss, for one thing, and he's also the sort of guy who doesn't really give a shit if you're mad at him. You'd have to smash him in the face with it imprinted on a cast-iron anvil to get him to see the writing on the wall, and his reaction was likely to be something along the lines of: Interesting you feel that way.

So I fumed at my desk and got to work, which wasn't hard because missing a few calls and emails on a Friday morning in my line of work causes a landslide of problems. Nick was in his office, eyes wild with concentration, wheeling and dealing, like any other Friday.

"Crobs!" he yelled out the open door of his office, as Martin Redding exited, looking sheepish (probably, Martin had lost an insane amount of money recently). Nick beckoned me with a serious face and a clapping of his fingers against his upturned palm.

"The markets are shit today," Nick complained, as I stepped into his office. He dumped something from a plastic container into his open throat and crunched it up in his mouth while glaring at one of his computer screens. He looked up briefly and a flicker of confusion came over his face. "Close the door, man."

I did, a tremor of involuntary fear traveling through me.

"Fucking Martin," Nick muttered, pointing his hands at the screen (which I couldn't see) as if contained an explanation of why Martin deserved this epithet. Then, as Nick is wont to do, he changed his demeanor and spun toward me, folding his hands over the desk and leaning some of his weight on his forearms. "You missed a wild evening, Crobs." He was smiling, his eyes lit up with lusty joy. "Brandy -"

"Nick, why in the fuck did you send Lana a text message this morning?"

Nick's brow furrowed. But nothing this mundane troubles a man like Nick for long. He makes too much money, he is a puppet-master of economic fortunes. He laughed, eyebrows arched, and then shook his head. "Oops," he said.

I'd have loved to grill Nick on how purposeful this had been, but the truth was, it seemed more like Nick to just not even think about a thing like that. Why would he? Nick was a self-centered person through and through.

He leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head, his eyes in the corner of the ceiling and a faint smile growing on his lips as he considered the repercussions of his texting actions, quite clearly for the first time.

"Tell me you already told Lana about that."

"I had not."

Nick barked a laugh. Then he shrugged. "Well. I mean, Lana can hardly get mad about that."

I glared at him.

Nick opened his hands wide, palms upturned. "Why did you leave your fucking phone out?"

"Nick," I said, exhaling loudly.

"You're the one who mixed your phone up. And why wouldn't you just delete a thing like that, man?" He was chuckling now, shaking his head, leaning back on his forearms. "If you didn't want your wife to see it?"

I didn't have any answers for any of this, mostly because none of these issues are issues I had ever, for a moment, thought I'd have to deal with.

"Lana won't care," he told me dismissively. He thought of something, and looked further amused. "Too bad you didn't stay for the whole thing, though, since you're gonna have your balls busted like you did. That guy that Brandy brought in?" Nick whistled.

"Filthy," he mouthed to me.

"So hot," he said aloud.

Nick seemed to genuinely want to share this with me.

I admit, I was partially interested in whatever it was that Brandy had done to warrant a man like Nick calling it "filthy." I wanted to know in detail.

More than that, I wanted to know what filthy things my own wife had done while Nick watched.

I closed my eyes. "Why did you want me in here, Nick?"

"Oh. That," Nick said, like it was something really important. His eyes went back to the computer and he clicked a few things. Then he turned back to me. "Brandy wants me to ask you and Lana to come to dinner with us on Saturday."

"Dinner," I repeated.

"Yes. At the... I don't know, some new restaurant. Something to do with a wharf."

I glared as skeptically as I could for a beat, and then opened my mouth.

"Listen," Nick said, holding his hands up, shaking his head. "Brandy's got it in her head that if she just keeps working on you, and Lana, you're going to give in to her. And I am just a man trying to keep his woman happy. What am I going to say to her?"

I could think of a one-word answer, but I could also see Nick's dilemma. Brandy was young, hot, and evidently cock-crazy. She was not in possession of what I'd call the most rigid "morals."

"We can't do it," I told Nick.

Nick was waiting for this. Like a fucking cat waiting for its prey. I could practically see a tail swishing behind his grinning face.

"Huh. Because I asked Lana and-"

"When?"

"This morning, man, when she was on the phone with me. And she said you could." Another wicked grin.

Great. "Before or after you texted her, Nick?"

Nick, very amused, shrugged. "Before."

"She may change her mind," I spat. I was so annoyed with Nick I could have punched him.

Nick was looking at me, his face like a mirror, the truth beaming right into my face. You're the one who went to a hotel to watch Brandy get fucked and didn't delete your messages when you had a picture of pussy in them and then left your phone out, bud. Not me.

But he said: "Well. Being what it may, let's plan on it if she doesn't."

"Yeah, Nick, okay then," I said, mocking him. I was pretty sure it would be long after Saturday by the time Lana cooled down. "Anything else?"

"Just one more thing," Nick said, picking up his phone. He did this with a business-like efficiency, and swiped through screens like he was looking at a UN flow chart or something. So I sat there, waiting professionally. Right through him turning the phone toward me to display...

...a picture of Brandy's ass, her red stockings crumpled to her knees, and a huge gaping hole between her buttocks, creamy liquid nestled in its maw and looking ready to spill over the thin stretched pink of her sphincter. Her head was slightly out of focus, lying on the bed, but her face was turned back toward the camera and a wide smile showed off her white teeth.

I could have disregarded this and left - I should have. But the temptation to look longer was just too strong.

"She took three loads from that first guy, and then had to switch to anal for that other guy," Nick told me, like he was talking about a car show.

My eyes were sticking to the screen, and Nick wasn't moving it away. My dick was getting hard, my mind playing the same tricks it had that night in the hotel: superimposing Lana's face and hair on Brandy's, imagining in lurid detail what it would be like to see Lana get fucked full of five loads of cum in a single night, all while she bounced and giggled and asked for a dick she could suck on.

A shudder at once erotic and frightening traveled through my entire nervous system and clanged away as a throb in my bones.

When I finally looked away, I saw that Nick had been watching my face the whole time over the edge of his phone. He grinned and tucked it away. Nick didn't need to say anything; he'd made his point.

Which was, I guess, that I liked pictures of ass as much as the next guy.

Or that he knew me.

That he recognized the beast inside me that was imagining my wife Lana doing the very same thing.

"Man, if I can give you one piece of advice," Nick said, before scowling at the computer screen. His attention became divided, and he furrowed his brow and tapped a few things before opening his mouth as if to continue.

I stood up, to get myself moving toward the door.

"... it would be - fuck!..." Nick continued, eyes moving back and forth, calculations practically steaming off his head. He brought a hand to his lower lip and stroked it thoughtfully with his fingers. This final expletive was for the markets, not for me.

But Nick didn't seem to care whether I knew that or not.

"... to just embrace it, man," he concluded. He shifted his eyes to me briefly and grinned again. "See you Saturday for sure," he told me, turning his attention back to his screen. "If Lana agrees still. Of course."

He said this with the air of a man who would have bet millions on Lana still agreeing.

"Right," I said, saluting him.

Nick was so deep in the bubble, though, I doubt he noticed the mockery.

And anyway, he would have found it amusing, like he did almost everything else.


Chapter three



It was Friday, and I wanted to get out from under Nick's gaze and maybe get a better grip on where I was with Lana.

I was banking on needing to apologize, and possibly having to spend an evening "talking." I stopped at the liquor store and bought a good wine, some whiskey, and some beer, figuring that I had myself covered for the best, worst, and medium-case scenarios.

I got home, tidied up the house (no reason not to put my best foot forward, regardless of the mood Lana was in), and rehearsed a few versions of The Story.

Why and how I came to be in a hotel room with Brandy and Nick the night before, watching Brandy fuck another guy and give Nick a blowjob. Something that would emphasize Lana's contribution to what led me to weaken my resolve and go with them (her secret hotpast).

And also emphasize the fact that I had only watched.

And left early.

And I had been planning to tell her all about it, but had been sidetracked by the hot sex we had when I came home.

I leaned on a broom and pondered that last bit. Something told me that Lana might not appreciate me telling her that her horny blowjob was the reason I hadn't been truthful with her.

It was the kind of excuse a man would accept, but maybe not a woman.

And yet... wasn't that the truth?

Maybe. I kind of doubted that I would have confessed to her, ever. But it was something that I needed to say now.

I cleaned the bathtub so Lana could have a lovely bath. This was always a good way to edge my way back into her heart, and into bed with her.

Sometimes I wanted to scream at Lana. After all: if our sex was hot last night (and it was) and I hadn't actually cheated on her, and I wasn't really mad about her hotpast... then why couldn't we just fuck like animals and get over all this?

Experience told me that technique would be a bust, but I still had to wonder why.

Women.

Time ticked away and I put a game on my phone - and cracked into some beer to pass the time and take my mind off my forthcoming apology. If it sounded too rehearsed, Lana would sniff that out and be kind of annoyed.

It grew darker outside with one of those sudden drops of light that passes a threshold and alerts you to the evening. I examined my phone: nothing from Lana, which was unusual.

I waited.

Finally, around 730, I ventured a text.

Are you working late tonight? 



Neutral. Maybe too neutral, especially for Lana, who did not like "being managed."

Little dots appeared at the bottom of the messenger app, but after teasing me for several minutes, they produced nothing. And then stopped.

I left the window open and walked around the counter to crack open another beer, staring at the screen.

More dots.

Then nothing.

I put the game back on but I was staring at a screen. It got darker. Soon it was 8pm.

Lana? Are you okay? 



The dots were set into motion again, this time bouncing and then stopping, bouncing and then stopping, in long intervals, driving me crazy.

Finally, produced in black and gray, in all of its passive-aggressive glory:

Sorry sweetie. I'm working late tonight and then me and the girls are going out. 




I stared at the message.

It wasn't like Lana - not at all. So I took from this that she had seen the pussy picture, and she was mad, and she was going to stay out late to prove a point.

It annoyed me that she was perfectly within her rights to do this: after all, I had done something similar to her.

I was disappointed - until that moment I had really believed that there was a slim chance that Lana hadn't even seen the picture from Nick, or maybe she hadn't cared.

Maybe the promise to repeat last night and take advantage of the beard I hadn't shaved would be forthcoming in spite of it all?

Like all men, I am capable of manufacturing a great deal of hope when it comes to sex.

***

The front door clicked open at around 230 am. I was still awake, of course. I'd gotten into the whiskey, but maintained some control, because I wanted to be lucid enough to know what time Lana came home, and in what state. I paced like a caged animal and checked my phone constantly, resisting the urge to call Lana.

I went into the kitchen and made myself busy rummaging in the fridge.

Lana strolled in and tossed her keys on the counter with a clink. I was behind the fridge door and I played it casual. "Hey, sweetie," I said.

Lana didn't say anything.

I shut the door.

Lana was leaning against the island in the middle of the kitchen. I was fully paralyzed for a moment, and burst of adrenaline gave me a kind of shaky, fearful energy as I stood there, wine in hand, looking at the woman in my kitchen.

It was Lana, but she looked nothing like herself.

She was clad in a pair of jeans that by themselves weren't scandalous, but they were skin-tight and made her legs look ten miles long, especially with the high heels on her feet.

It was the top: a gun-metal silver, shimmering slip of fabric that wrapped around her neck up high and then flapped, seemingly attached to nothing else, mid-abdomen. A healthy swath of her flat stomach was visible between the waist of the jeans and the edge of the "shirt."

Lana's hair was down and mussed in a way that could have been on purpose (what do I know about fashion?) or by having sex in a small space. Her eyes were blanketed by a heavy layer of slate-colored eyeshadow. Beneath this vampy hood, they were dark and mysterious.

She rolled her fingertips, and her long, carefully manicured nails along the counter top. "Hey yourself," she said, and the words left her smiling mouth sounding more like a purr. Her lips were glossy and pink, with an appetizing center of luscious red.

"You look so... hot," I said.

This might seem like something stupid to say, but you have to understand that Lana looked hot. Dick-melting, blindingly, five-alarm fire hot.

"I know," Lana said, smiling again. I couldn't tell if she was teasing me, admonishing me, or trying to seduce me.

It was terrifying.

She rolled around on her hip and turned her back to me. The reason for her doing this became apparent soon enough: the flimsy halter top she was wearing had no back at all. A thin string attached to the very bottom of the fabric was tied loosely in the middle of her spine, and the halter tied at her neck.

The jeans were plastered to her shapely ass and made her look like a model in a men's magazine. You could have put this ass on any product in the world and sold it to any man at any price.

Lana shifted her long locks to one shoulder so I got a good view of the bared skin on her back.

"Where'd...id, uh, you get that outfit?" I stammered.

Lana was walking around the island, one hand trailing along its surface, in a decidedly coquettish way. She was smiling, looking carefree and flirty. Her mouth opened into a big, teasing smile as she made her way to the center of the length of the island and paused as she turned toward me.

She shrugged, eyes alive with mischief. "I borrowed it," she said. Then she looked down at it and back up at me. "But it looks so good on me, Alexis told me I can keep it."

"It does... uh... look... really good on you," I said. I was confused. Lana looked hot as fuck and my interest in resolving our disagreement via fucking had not diminished any. But she was also disturbing and uncanny in this form. A ball of molten lava shifted painfully in my chest, even while chills traveled up and down my spine. The primary feeling was excitement: my nervous system was ready to fight, fuck, or flee - it just hadn't decided which one to do.

Lana lifted a hand to her neck and her fingers played with the skinny string holding the fabric up. She tugged on it while she spoke, undoing the bow knot, but not pulling it completely undone.

"So you've probably guessed by now that I saw your text messages with Dom. Or Nick, or whatever you want to call him," she said.

Her voice was like a liquid, and it snaked dangerously into my bloodstream. It was seductive and tinged with the possibility of poison.

"Lana," I said, having to close my eyes to break the spell she was weaving on me. "I was going to tell you a...bou..."

My words fell away and turned to an incoherent mush that sort of dripped out of my mouth, because I had opened my eyes to find Lana pulling the strings again, this time with her elbow twisted so she could reach the back of the skimpy shirt.

"I know why you did it," Lana said, her voice capturing me in its hypnotic trace again. She was still smiling. "You were just curious. Right?"

This sounded friendly, and Lana was taking her shirt off. But I'm in my mid-thirties and I'm not a fucking idiot: I have stepped on my own dick enough times to be on guard in a situation like this.

Mentally.

Somewhere in the back of my mind.

The sort of vigilance that is ultimately totally useless.

"You wanted to know what it's like," Lana continued, her hand back at the neck of the halter, pulling again on the strings.

With a flick that made it look like she stripteased all the time, she cast the strings away, and the flimsy shirt fell off her breasts and onto the counter. Lana tossed her long hair over her shoulder and put her hands on her hips for a moment. Her small breasts were thrust forward, a little shiny with sweat, gloriously shaped, her nipples hardened nubs of arousal.

She smiled in triumph after reading my face, and seeing that I had been actually struck dumb. The wine bottle almost slipped out of my hand, and I had to make a fast reach for it to catch it before it shattered on the floor. Amusement and power glimmered in Lana's eyes.

"Good save," she said, turning to the side, trailing her hand along as she continued her walk around the island. "Is that for me?"

"It... was, uh... yes... if..."

Lana was rounding the island as I blathered, and now she was facing me. "I don't need any more," she said.

I set the bottle down on the counter.

I had no idea what to do with this woman in my kitchen.

"All this time, I've been trying to hide my past from you," Lana said, stepping closer. She was insanely seductive. I have never had a woman approach me like this in my life, so I was extra afraid of it.

She was close now, her fingers moving over my shirt, lightly caressing my chest. Her eyes were on my face, her head tipped, but she was looking at me like she'd never looked at me before.

"But maybe I just should have shown you. Maybe you just want to know what it's like, to wait up all night for your wife to come home. To know she's out there, drinking, going to dance clubs, getting all hot and sweaty on the dance floor, men hitting on her everywhere."

She lowered her eyes to follow her hands as they made their way down my torso to the boxer shorts I was wearing, which did not constrain my very erect cock.

Lana's lips turned up in a pouty smile as she brushed her fingertips over my dick. My eyes were drawn to her tits, but also to her face: she was gloriously scary and foreign.

"Maybe you're thinking, in a getup like this one, how hard it must have been for me to avoid men hitting on me," she said. Her eyes fluttered up to mine. "And you'd be right."

"Lana..." I breathed.

She moved in close to me, but when I moved my hands to touch her, she forcefully put the left one back on the counter and swatted the right one away.

"Just like that," she said, smiling. "I had to swat away so many hands." Her lips were very close to mine, and an urge to fuck was boiling so intensely in my gut I thought my cock was going to melt.

Her breath, and the briefest touch of her glossy lips, grazed mine as she said, "Maybe I didn't get them all."

I exhaled, frozen. Lana smiled, satisfied with what she had brought out in me. She had been drinking, at least enough to leave sweet alcohol on her breath. But she was no sloppy drunk, and she was in total control of at least one thing: me.

"Maybe," she said, stepping back, moving her own fingers along her collarbone, "I got a little too turned on, out there on the dance floor..." She stepped back again, her fingers coming to the button of her jeans.

I shuddered when she flicked the button free, still smiling. When her hand plunged into her jeans and moved over her mound, an unauthorized sound left my lips.

"Maybe I got carried away," she said, driving her fingers deeper. Her eyes half-closed when they reached the sweet spot of her pussy, and she gasped. Lana played with herself a little as I stared at her.

"Maybe," she said, withdrawing her hand from jeans, holding one long finger out to show me it was shiny and wet, "my pussy is full of another man's cum... and you just want to know what that's like."

I was physically incapable of moving now. Fully paralyzed. I stared at her finger as she held it between us, wondering what I would do if she offered it to me, spiraling into an erotic and fearful frenzy.

Lana didn't let the moment linger too long, though. She put her wet finger in her mouth and sucked the juices - whatever their provenance - off with a noisy and spectacularly sexy display.

Then she turned around, and stalked back around the counter, and out of the door. "But maybe, you don't get to find out."

Lana was gone, heading to the bedroom.

I was stunned only for a moment. Then I spun around and followed her, with a parting glance for the wine. Forget it.


Chapter four



Lana's ass looked so good my mouth watered in the darkness of the hallway as she sashayed like a queen to the master bedroom. She entered, flicking on lights imperiously, striding half-naked in her tight jeans with her long, loose hair swishing. She was so confident she made my heart ache, inspired envy and lust and basically ever single sin known to man.

She also broadcast clearly that she would be directing this scene, and that was that.

"Sit on the bed," she told me, with a backward glance, and a severe look that still contained a bit of - I hoped - playfulness.

Once she was in the ensuite, the huge mirror over the vanity gave me a view of her breasts. She leaned in and examined her lips - for show, pulling on them and making them pouty.

"I'm," she said, hooking her hands on the loose waist of her jeans, "going to freshen myself up."

As she pulled the jeans down over her ass, she leaned in a little on the counter. It was very clear to me that I was to stay put and watch, from the way Lana emphasized "I'm," to the dangerous glare in her eyes in the mirror.

The jeans peeled away from her bottom, and the firm flesh barely changed shape once bared. She left her underwear on, and I struggled to remember if they were the same pair she had been wearing in the morning. They were black, a cut that was almost a thong, but with an ample flurry of wide black lace that framed each of her spherical ass-cheeks enticingly.

Once the jeans were halfway down her thigh, however, they were stuck. Lana turned and looked over her shoulder at her own ass. "Oops. You better come over here and help me get these off."

I was shaking a little as I stood up, and I stumbled toward her. Lana put both hands on the edge of the counter and stepped out of one of the heels she was still wearing, lifting her calf. "You'll have to get on your knees," she said casually, twisting her foot.

I fell, happily, on my knees, and worked the jeans off her calf. She put her bare foot down and then lifted her other leg, and I did the same. But when I moved in to put my hands on her hips and tug on the panties, moving my face into the sweet spot between her luscious buttocks, Lana slipped away.

She strode over to the shower, leaving me on my knees with her jeans crumpled before me and her empty shoes.

"I made... I cleaned the... tub..." I stammered.

Lana was stepping into the shower. Her underwear were still on.

"I just need a rinse," she said. She turned on the water and then played with the edges of her panties. "These, too."

She turned to step into the shower, but then she hesitated.

"Oh," she said. She put her hands up and pushed her hair up with her fingers, playing with it and piling it above her shoulders. "I don't want to get my hair wet."

I rose to my feet, pulled in by her seductive look. My hands went to my shirt and pulled it off, but when I went for the shorts, Lana shook her head slowly and tisked. "I just need you to hold the shower head for me, baby."

She stepped into the shower before I could touch her, and skirted the water to sit down on the tiled bench at the back, still holding her hair up. She opened her legs wide and posed, like a swimsuit model with half a suit.

I fumbled under her inviting and steely gaze with the shower head - a big, over-sized thing that had twenty settings. I approached her tentatively, feeling the temperature of the water, setting the spray to a smaller radius.

Lana's eyes twinkled. "Rinse," she told me.

I applied water all over her, while Lana smiled sexily and gave me instructions with her eyes.

"Turn it on massage," she ordered me, after I had watched the water streaming over her curves for several minutes.

I held the shower head and stared at her. She leaned back, legs open, amused. A challenging look in her eyes.

I fumbled to turn on the massage, and when it began to violently pulse a stream of high-pressure water, I looked at Lana again, with it pointed toward the floor.

Lana shifted her hair to one hand and looked down, between her legs, as she pointed her finger at the center of her panties and tapped just above her clit.

I looked at the water stream again.

"It's not too hard," Lana told me. "I do it all the time."

I must have looked helpless. Lana, still smiling deviously, reached a hand toward it and flapped her fingers open and closed. Give it to me.

Well. What could I do? I handed her the shower head, and Lana managed to make even the baton-pass between us sensual.

Her hair was piled up and suspended by one hand and the wall, tendrils falling sexily around her shoulders. She seemed to be enjoying the fact that she obviously didn't care one whit for her hair getting wet or not: this was all a show, and all I was allowed to do was go along with it.

She turned her head and put the massager on her shoulder, then moved it down, down, straight to the center of her panties.

When the pressurized pulse of the massager hit her sweet spot, she gave a little jerk and laughed. "Oh!" she exclaimed, and moved it, but slowly adjusted it back into place.

The teasing light in her eyes dulled to one of concentration, and she looked at me and bit her lip - still grinning - as the massager pulsed her closer and closer to orgasm.

I started to remove my boxers, which were soaked by now, but Lana cut me off with a not-very-subtle shake of her head, and an intensified grin. "No," she said, when I didn't seem to get it.

Her lips turned serious again and her eyes locked on mine. "I'm going to come," she said, deliciously, her hips rocking slightly.

"Take your panties off," I pleaded with her, but Lana moved her head slightly again: No.

"Oh... no... I have to... oh my... ohhhhhh!" Lana tipped her head back and let out a moan. She held the massager steady her in her hand as her legs closed and she squeaked out in pleasure. Then she let it fall and it bounced around crazily, whipping water into the bathroom and across my shins.

I caught it and turned it on regular flow, then, clumsily - looking back at Lana and fumbling with it, I secured it in its socket.

Lana was laughing, her ankles crossed, her hands between her squeezing thighs. Her hair had been let go to tumble around her shoulders, sticking to her skin.

I was probably staring at her like a hungry dog. My hands went to the waist of my shorts again, but by then Lana was up to something new.

She let her legs fall to the floor, and lifted her hips - balancing her weight against the wall behind her, tipping her chin to her chest. She slid the panties off and tossed them onto the floor of the shower. They landed with a sloppy splat that was in itself arousing, and Lana picked up a bottle of liquid soap as her eyes went to my hands.

"I need you to help me soap up," she told me, pouring some soap into one palm and extending her hand toward me. I took the bottle as Lana rubbed the soap to a lather in her hands and then cupped her mound and started to wash it.

"Now you'll never know, will you?" she asked, a hint of malice in her eyes and her voice. I stared at the frothy soap between her legs as she moved her fingers into her engorged lips, hiding whatever there was for me to see there behind a film of soap suds.

Lana's eyes went to the bottle in my hand. I imagined myself standing there, soaking wet, in my boxer shorts, looking like a moron. My mouth was hanging open.

Lana stood up, and approached me sexily. "Maybe you just wanted to know what it was like," she said, arranging my hands so that I could squeeze the soap into my upturned palm.

She abandoned her pussy, pulled her hair up with two hands, and turned her back to me. "Soap, please," she said. "Make sure to get it everywhere... you never know what got on me."

My cock flexed into just above her right buttock, something I knew she felt. Part of me wanted her to know that she had this power over me, but part of me wished I could get myself under control.

No part of me was able to do anything but obey her commands. I worked my hands around her body, starting with her breasts, pleased when she murmured pleasantly as I paid special attention to her nipples. I moved around to her back, and grasped her luscious ass in both hands, massaging it with soap.

She turned her head slightly, smiling again. "Make sure you get me all cleaned up," she told me, and when my fingers felt the puckered tightness of her ass, a very tiny jolt traveled through her. "Ooooh," she cooed, grinning. "Be careful, I'm very sensitive down there..."

"Lana," I growled, losing my patience suddenly. I slipped my fingers down further, back up, into the folds of her pussy, searching for... well, whatever I could find.

Lana laughed and twisted around, backing away. Her eyes were challenging me when she came back around to face me. Again, she slowly shook her head. Her eyes dropped to my boxers, to emphasize the point.

"No," she said. And then bit her lip, very amused with herself. "You wanted the real experience, didn't you?"

She seemed to know she wasn't going to elicit an answer - at least nothing intelligible - from me, so instead she nudged me out of the way and stepped under the shower stream to rinse the soap suds from her body.

"So I'm going to let you have it," she said, after a long pause and a half-turn under the water. Facing me now, she put her hand out to my chest and gently pushed me, enough to make me understand that I was expected to fall down to sitting on the tile bench.

I hated this fucking tile bench up until now, and we had never used it for anything but glorified shampoo storage and mildew gathering. Now I was very pleased with it.

Lana continued to turn under the shower. "Now you won't be able to tell," she said, tipping her head to get her neck under the stream, still holding her hair, "if my pussy is so wet because it's full of cum, or because I'm excited. Will you?"

I shook my head, like she had so many times already. She was coming toward me, still balancing her hair on the top of her head. The soap had washed away in a final shoreline of foam down her thigh, and now she was shiny and slick everywhere.

"Do you want to eat my pussy now?" she asked, and I had started nodding, in slavish, loyal-dog kind of way, wondering how the logistics of this would work. But only vaguely, only distantly. Mostly I was just gawking at her, trying to have a coherent thought with all of my blood going to my dick and leaving my brain in a total haze.

"Slide down," she told me. As I started to go, Lana frowned. "You're going to be there a long, long time," she said. She stepped to the side, balancing on one leg gracefully - and dangerously - to pull down a towel that had been left hanging over the glass wall, all while still holding up her hair.

"Roll it up and put it behind your neck," she said.

I did this - rolling it up - without thinking, just staring, as I slid down to the floor and tipped my head to look up at her pussy. She bent slightly to take the roll from me, stuffed it behind my shoulders and neck, and then put her hand out to the wall behind the bench, and climbed onto it. One knee first, then the other, my neck bending to keep my face right where I wanted it: with my mouth angled toward her pussy.

Lana remained high up on her knees, straddling my face, while I moved the towel around, trying to get it comfortable, fantasizing and salivating for the next thing. Her pussy was almost a foot from my lips, and her clit was swollen and obviously tender.

"You're going to have to really work hard," Lana said, her hips lowering as her knees slid on the tiles toward the back wall. She wriggled her hips as she settled down on my face, pushing her pussy right into my mouth.

For a moment, I was lost in a sea of wet and rubbery flesh, slick flesh, engorged as hard flesh, fatty soft flesh, and no way of knowing what was what. I tasted soap, then the sweetness of her pussy, and I plunged my tongue in fearlessly.

It was bitter and wet and sweet and rubbery, and impossible to tell much else. Could Lana have had someone else's cum in her pussy? Maybe. Maybe the bitterness was just soap.

She laughed when I hit her clit, and rose up a little. My hands went to her ass and pulled her down to me, and I began to get to work in earnest when I felt her muscles tense and a little jump because I had struck her nerves just right.

She looked down at me, grinning, and let her weight sink slowly onto my face until my nostrils were blocked by her mound and I could only gulp at air between taking huge laps at her pussy.

Lana let go of her hair and pushed her arms out in either direction to brace herself between the sidewalls.

"I don't even know if you can make me come," Lana told me, "after all that."

I worked harder, massaging her clit until my tongue was aching. I knew she was getting closer when she began to grind her hips against me a little. "All that," circulated through my brain - all that shower head?

Or "all that," the shower head plus whatever she had done before that?

And who in the hell was this woman, looking down at me lustily, demanding me to finish off her at least second orgasm of the night, in the shower, with her pussy parked on my face?

I didn't care. All I could think of was how much I wanted her to come. Even as I analyzed the taste of her, moved my fingers to her tiny asshole to make sure it was still a little puckered rosette, and not the gaping yaw that had seen in Nick's picture of Brandy.

"Keep going," Lana moaned, tipping her head back. She started to bounce on my face. Her pussy sloshed and clung to my lips and my chin, making grotesque spurts each time she bounced. "Oh, yeah, don't stop, keep going, make me come again!"

When she finally came, her thighs squeezed tight on my head like a vice, so hard that pressure gathered in my temples. She mashed her squirting pussy onto my mouth and hot, viscous liquid streamed into my mouth and down my chin. I couldn't breath, and Lana's quivering weight pressed my neck into the tiles hard - the towel had slipped.

She rose up to her knees again, lifting her weight from my face, just in time: I was about to shove her off so I could breathe. I heaved, panting for air, and blinked up at Lana. She stared me down over the length of her firm navel and the soft rise of her bare mound, water and everything else dripping onto my lips and chin.

"Good boy," she said, smiling.

And then she got off the bench and got into the stream of water. "Can you go get me a towel?"

I reached for her ankle and she saw me, and laughed and pulled it away, giggling. I tried again, for the other side.

Lana laughed at me, and kicked playfully at my hands.

"Lana," I begged her, shifting to my knees to get up. My cock was so hard I felt mildly sick. My eyes were focused on her pussy, and she twirled slowly, seeming to know that even a momentary loss of the sight of it felt devastating.

Then she was gone, as I started to stand up. She dashed out of the shower, laughing. She got a towel and began to dry herself off - ostentatiously, sexily - while she watched me get to my feet.

She brought the towel to her hair and hung her head sideways, leaning to the left.

"Oh, baby," she said, shaking her head as I started to peel my boxers away. "I'm way too tender... I'm afraid you're just going to have to take care of yourself."

Lana's face suddenly changed. Her chin tilted up, and she smiled - but wickedly - before backing up to the counter and resting her ass against it. I was standing in the shower, still dripping, my mouth open in shock. My shorts had fallen to the tile floor.

"You wanted to know what it was like," Lana told me, watching her hands as she pulled the towel around herself in the standard body wrap all women are so expert at. "Didn't you? When I would go out and do... whatever I did... and then come home with my pussy all locked up?"

Lana shrugged at the end of this sentence, and hopped her butt onto the counter, to cross her legs. Her eyes were on my cock, and she smiled as I put my hand on it.

"I'm much too tired," Lana said, turning her attention suddenly to the collection of bottles on her side of the twin sink counter, "to do anything else tonight, but get moisturized, and go to bed."

I stared as Lana, having fun in a way that I couldn't believe - devilishly - began to rub lotion on herself, starting with her arms, then her throat, then letting the towel fall apart and rubbing her tits. She spread her legs open while she moved her hands around her thighs, putting on an incredible show, driving me insane.

At the base of my skull, cold fear was radiating, sending shivers along my spine. But between my legs, my cock was pounding, throbbing, so intensely hot and painful that all I could do was obey Lana's implicit commands. And then her explicit ones.

"Just imagine that my pussy is all... locked... up," she said. "And that's all you get tonight. Do you want to jerk off?"

I nodded, making a terrible sound.

Lana grinned. "So do it."

And then she crossed her legs, and watched me.

Then she hopped off the counter, came to me, and kissed me on the mouth. I was leaning precariously against the glass wall with one hand, and panting from the exertion - and the dizzying high of my orgasm.

She bit my lip, the way she had done the night before, before releasing me. "I'm still mad at you," she said.

She smiled. "Sleep on the couch."


Chapter five



Imoved myself to the couch, taking the darkened lights and Lana's posture - on her side, under the covers, hair spread out neatly behind her - as my only cues in this new, fleshy labyrinth I did not know how to navigate. I made sure I had my phone in my possession, and stared at the ceiling for hours.

Then I crawled back to her in the early hours of dawn. She was exactly as I had left her, still asleep. One light was still on in the bathroom, a dim light over the shower.

I crept into bed and inhaled her smell without waking her. And that was how I got a little bit of sleep.

When she stirred, it woke me up. My cock was aching and hard, because even in my sleep I had only been able to think of sex, only able to feel the rush of lust that Lana's scary, beautiful personality in the shower had given me.

Lana rolled over, sleepy and sweet.

And then she folded into my chest like she usually did, her fingers playing with my chest hairs and her body warm against mine. And we made love, like we usually did, and Lana behaved exactly like the Lana I had always known.

Her pussy was especially wet, though, and when she met my eyes and smiled just before we both came, they seemed to be taunting me.

You'll never know, she seemed to be saying, why I'm so wet.

***

After lying on the bed with Lana's cheek on my chest, staring at the ceiling, for what seemed like a long time after we had sex that morning, I got to the point where I decided I needed to be frank with her.

As fun as this fantasy role-playing was, it was skirting dangerously close to real things. Whether I knew what I wanted, exactly - or not, it seemed like we needed to at least agree which part of this was reality, and which part wasn't.

The good thing was, we were at least lying in bed after having sex, and Lana seemed content.

I decided to break the ice with the text messages and my night out with Nick and Brandy.

"Lana," I began, and I felt a little ripple of tension in her body. I rubbed her shoulder and pulled her close. Physically, I was signaling to her to just stay in the same mood and hear me out.

"I only ended up in that hotel room with Nick and Brandy because... it was a poor decision, okay? I was having trouble processing this thing about you and Nick, and then they just kind of worked on me, together, and I was curious, more than anything... but I left, I also want you to know. Long before the end, and I didn't get involved in any of it."

Lana was quiet. She stretched an arm out and looked at her fingers. Then she pulled them back in and shifted her head to look at me.

"I believe you," she said.

I stared at her. I was sure of what I wanted to know, but not sure how I wanted to say it. I was new to this - any of it - and new to this side of Lana's personality.

"So was all this, last night... like, because you were mad at me?" I asked, when Lana offered no more information.

Lana shifted to put her head in her hand and lean on one elbow. "Well. Let's just say I wanted to give you a taste of your own medicine. So I was a little mad." She paused, grinning. "But I didn't do anything. At the club, I mean."

"That was all just fake?" I asked, wanting inscrutable clarification from her.

She pushed up, resting on her hip now. She slapped my shoulder playfully. "Of course it was," she laughed. She made everything seem totally lighthearted, no more than dressing up in a maid's costume.

It was momentary.

Her face got a little more serious, and thoughts darkened her gaze. She chewed on her lower lip. Her eyes drifted to my cock, and back. It was a moment of curiously high sexual tension: I was getting hard again.

"The thing is," she began, sort of wiggling so that her breasts bounced delightfully, and even her somber tone seemed fun and sexy. Her eyes darted to my cock yet again, then back to my eyes. "It seems like you kind of... like it." She lowered her eyes. "Is that true?"

"It's obviously true," I told her.

But what part did I like about it? The teasing? Or did I want the real thing? Even I didn't know the answer to that question.

"But do you like it..." Lana said, her eyes resting on my chest. Her hand followed, walking her fingers up my chest, then slowly down. "As just... you know... dirty talk? Or do you like it.... like.... you would want me to actually do it?"

But Lana had already done it. That was the part that made this all hard.

I didn't know to what extent. I didn't know how dirty or how perverse Lana had gotten. Was she a size queen like Brandy, did she handle more than one cock at a time? Her sexy routine in the shower didn't seem like her first rodeo... was that her routine with Nick, in the past? Did I really want to be cucked that way? Because it seemed like Nick had a lot more action going on with Brandy, than what had just taken place.

"You're thinking something," Lana murmured, moving her hand over my chest. "Why don't we just agree to just say it? Whatever we're thinking? And then, if it doesn't work out or the other person doesn't like it, we'll... I don't know.... agree to disagree. But not get mad about what it is?"

This was very rational. Maybe it was too rational for me.

"Okay," I said, turning on my side. "Tell me the truth. Was that what you used to do with Nick?"

"Um..." Lana said. "Well, I used to think I shouldn't just tell you that, you know? Like, it was kind of Nick's private business?"

This got me fired up quick. "Lana. You're my wife." I was getting an intense erection, quite suddenly. I rolled toward Lana, who seemed delighted with it, almost like she planned it. "Your pussy is my business."

Lana seemed to like this. "Exactly," she said, squirming under me. "So I'm going to tell you. Yes, that's kind of what I used to do with Nick. I'd go out, all dressed up like that, and come home late at night... he asked me to, so... and he liked to find out that way."

"Find out...?"

"Like, eat my pussy and find out that way if I'd been with another guy."

I growled. Lana smiled.

"But you weren't, right? Last night?"

Lana moved her head and laughed. "What? I would never do that without like, asking you!"

I had moved my hand to her pussy now, and I was slipping two fingers inside her. She was very, very wet with a load of cum inside her, but I wouldn't have immediately been able to tell the difference between the wetness before I fucked her full of cum, and after.

I shuddered with erotic pleasure at the thought.

"And all this time that we've been married, all these... conservative clothes, all that?" I asked.

"I mean," Lana said. "I thought that was what you wanted. I thought it was... what I wanted, too. Really, until I saw Dom again, I had put it all out of my mind. And then, I thought it would just be fun to show you, you know, this is what it's like. I guess I didn't expect you to like it so much."

She opened her legs for me and moved her own hand between them. She used her free hand to pull me toward her, her message clear: she wanted me inside her.

When I was inside her, she looked at my eyes. "Do you? Like it so much?"

I groaned, my cock flexing inside her. A part of my brain was fully occupied with disbelief: I was ready to come again, this soon after fucking Lana.

Did I like it?

"It's so hot Lana," I murmured.

"Do you really want me to do it?" she whispered in my ear.

"I - oh, God," I was struggling to keep my cum in my dick. Lana was grinning, in complete control of herself.

She pulled me toward her, her fingers in my hair, pulling it. "I just have to warn you," she said, and I groaned. "I can get a little out of control."

"Lana..."

"So you're going to have to make some rules for me...."

Oh God. Lana was grinding against me, her own orgasm beneath layers and layers of the soreness she already felt. I was about to burst, but I wanted to make sure she got off first. I groaned.

"... and be ready to enforce them..." she continued.

"Lana," I groaned. My abdomen hurt.

"Oh, don't come yet," Lana whined, a devious grin on her lips. She began to push against me, and I wasn't sure what was going on, until I started to roll onto my back. Lana climbed on top of me and settled her body onto my pelvis, with my twitching cock inside her. She squeezed her thighs together and rose up, so that about two inches of my dick was outside her pussy.

She looked down at me. "You have to make me come again before you fill my pussy up," she told me. She guided my hand to her clit and pressed my thumb into it.

I started to play with her clit, while struggling to keep my own lust at bay. Lana kept squirming atop me, and even though she wasn't bouncing on my dick, she was putting me closer and closer with each squirm and contraction inside her pussy.

"If you make me come before you do," Lana said, grinning. "Then you can tell me to do whatever you want tonight. And if you don't... uhn, yeah, baby, I'm so close, don't stop - then... you... have to let... me... do... oh, oh my..."

I was already coming when she said I could tell her to do whatever I wanted her to do tonight, but I smothered my actual reaction. This only intensified it, and so my mouth fell open and I groaned, even as I continued to play with her clit and try to get her to tip over the edge.

She did, as my cum was pouring into her. Her pussy was suddenly so wet that the liquid began to pour over my balls, hot and sticky. Lana smashed her body onto me, grinning. "Oh, oh, oh!" she said.

And then she threw herself down on the bed, laughing.

"I guess it's a tie, " she told me.

***

"So how did this work? With you and Nick?"

Lana was leaning into the bathroom mirror and applying some bright, sexy lipstick. I'd convinced her to wear her sexy top again to dinner, and she'd agreed, but added a black jacket to it, so it looked a little less like a clubbing outfit and more like high fashion.

Still nothing like what Lana ordinarily wore.

Lana smiled at me in the mirror. She shrugged. "I mean, Dom liked what he liked. He likes... you know, anything, basically, but after a while we kind of got into a routine."

"That's what I mean. Like, what?"

"Like, I would go find a hot guy -"

"How? Where?"

Lana looked over at me and snapped a makeup compact closed. "I don't know... at a bar, sometimes Tinder, sometimes just... you know, a friend. A party."

"And then what happened?"

"What do you mean, then what happened?"

"Well, did he... watch you? Or did you do it somewhere alone?"

Lana turned away from the mirror after a very self-satisfied glance, and then leaned on the counter. "Dom liked it... all those ways."

"Did you get out of control? Is that what really happened?"

"You mean the piercing," Lana said, looking down. She shrugged. "Kind of. But it was also, you know... what he wanted."

"But you kept it," I said.

Lana shrugged, nonchalantly. She pulled me close to her. "I can get pierced again, if you want."

I didn't know what I wanted. I made a feral noise. Lana smiled.

She pulled me in close. "I was so ashamed, all this time... that's why I didn't tell you. And I really thought... I don't know. I had it all out of my system. But the truth is... maybe this is good, you finding out about it. You seem to like it. Maybe we can just... try it, and see how it goes?"

I was stunned.

You have to understand, months ago, I would have bet all my money and my own dick that this kind of conversation, with my wife, was never going to happen. I was still struggling with the vague belief that it was somehow all AI-generated.

The danger, of course, was that it was not: the woman with her tight jeans who had her legs wrapped around me while she played with my tie and joked about fucking other men and "just trying it" to see how it went was my wife, in flesh and blood.

This was real life.

"I don't want you to sleep with Nick," I said.

"Mmm," Lana said, turning her attention to a makeup compact on the counter, her legs loosening to set me free. "Okay." Then she laughed. "I mean, you know that's not what Dom is angling for, either?"

"I... what?"

Lana let her feet drop and did a hop off the counter with a twist to put her facing the mirror again. Her ass looked so luscious in the super-tight jeans that my eyes went there and I had to actively tell my hands not to join them.

"You know Dom is just hoping to get me and Brandy doing guys while he watches. And Brandy is like... she's hot for it, too." Lana gave me a glance and a severe one, at that. "Brandy's hoping to bag you."

I didn't fight her on this one.

"So," she said, dusting something on her eyes. She was putting on a disturbing amount of makeup with a disturbing amount of skill, looking more hot to trot with every second and every application of mascara. "I don't sleep with Dom... inic, Nick. And you don't let Brandy get her claws into you... any other rules?"

"I don't..." I stammered.

Lana turned around to face me, and used a hand to play with her strappy shirt. "Do you want me to really do it?" she asked me, point-blank. "Or just pretend?"

I wondered if it mattered what I said. Lana was leaning on one hand, her strappy shirt flapping against her taut stomach, the curve of her hips beneath her narrow waist some kind of magnetic, perfect proportion in jeans and flesh and sparkly metallic that I couldn't look away from. Not even to see the mischief in her eyes or the smile on her lips, or her cascade of loose hair.

"I just want you to have a good time," I told her - truthfully, I might add.

Something darkened Lana's face temporarily. She tossed her hair, as if tossing the thought away, and brightened. "Okay. But remember..." she slid from the counter. She put her fingers to my lips, and tapped as she spoke. "You have to be the one to tell me to stop."

Lana was smiling. She was being cute, flirtatious. Sure, the content of the words was ominous, and maybe I should have thought about that more.

But what had really happened here? In our marriage? Nothing but teasing.

Nothing but fantasy.

I didn't really believe that Lana would get out of control. That was Lana from the past, and this Lana was a different person.

And there was a part of me - I don't have any idea what percentage - that wanted to see for myself just how out of control Lana could get. Because that part of me just couldn't believe that my sweet little wife could really be like Brandy, or "out of control."

The Venn diagram of that part of me lined up almost perfectly with the part of me that kind of wanted to see if it was even true.

And my dick, as always, was getting hard again.

"Okay," I told her.

What could go wrong?


Chapter six



Dinner was not exactly dinner. Nick had made reservations at a place called D' Wharf, which turned out to have zero to do with seafood (other than an abundance of expensive seafood appetizers) and almost nothing to do with being a restaurant.

I remember thinking I should have expected this from Brandy and Nick, who did not seem to eat anything but cock and pussy.

On the way in, Lana walked ahead of me, confidently strutting in her very high heels, tight jeans, and with her long hair flowing. She looked like an older model, one who was moving on to recruitment or photos ahead of her career falling apart for the grave sin of appearing to be over twelve years old.

She had, to my surprise, the same kind of swagger she'd always had, just... with less clothing on, it turned into something different.

Men's eyes followed her, but they were more brazen about it.

And Lana didn't politely ignore any of it.

She smiled back and met their hungry eyes, and it rippled over their faces as dirty, lusty hope.

She was ahead of me, so I don't know what she was doing - winking? Smiling? Mouthing, "call me, my number is...?" Whatever it was, I felt like a schmuck being dangled along behind her, holding onto her hand, as she flirted with any man who looked at her.

It was profoundly unsettling, but I didn't stop it. It was turning me on, it was making me sick, it was alluring and it was awful. I just didn't know what to do.

We were there before Brandy and Nick. It was eight thirty and it almost seemed like the place was just then beginning to pick up for dinner. This was one of those places where the crowd skewed a little younger, the club, bar and restaurant sort of blended together, and the only real thing you could be sure of was that it was a meat market.

Lana settled in, sitting on one leg across the table from me in a booth near the bar, and ordering a huge drink. I ordered a beer. I needed to keep my wits sharp, I decided. Lana already felt a little out of my control. I guess I had expected her to hesitate just a little before diving into this role with such gusto.

"This is fun," Lana reported to me, from across the table, after taking a sip of her margarita. She was making eye contact with someone behind me. A cool humiliation washed over me each time her eyes went over my shoulder and she brought her fingers to her lips.

I couldn't tell what was brewing in Lana's eyes when she looked back at me. It was almost a challenging look.

Was she daring me to stop her? Or daring me not to stop her? Or were we just playing chicken? Was Lana aware that I was a man, and so games of sexual chicken would go to the absolute max?

Or was I about to get my ass kicked by this woman? What was Lana's max? I didn't even know. I suppose I felt like she would chicken out any time, and I was morbidly curious.

So I just sat there and watched her unfold.

Lana's eyes lit up and started to track something behind me. I watched her face as she smiled and her head tilted to follow the man she was interested in, letting the humiliation wash pleasantly over me.

It was Nick. He had a loose, expensive shirt on, the kind of thing millionaires wore to the club or the yacht. The buttons were not entirely clasped, and his wiry hair sprung loose from the top.

Lana - or at least, Lana's mouth - found this very amusing. She opened her mouth in a wide smile and looked up at him, reaching for the buttons. She scooted backward as he slipped into the booth.

"Your buttons aren't matched up," she said, her fingers moving with familiarity, unsnapping one and lifting the material to click it to the next button up, and so on, while Nick watched on with his usual amused grin.

"There," Lana said, patting his chest.

"Well, thank you, luscious,'" Nick said, his voice about as smarmy as I'd ever heard it. He turned to me, grinning, but his eyes lingered on Lana's getup.

"Where's Brandy?" I asked Nick.

Nick was still pulling his eyes away from Lana, with whom he was unabashedly flirting. Not in a real way, in that kind of joking way that say, my buddy Jake would do, in appreciation of Lana.

With a lot more subtext.

Nick finally swung his lascivious eyes toward me. "Brandy... yeah. She'll be along... Lana, lookin' hot."

Nick grinned hard at me and raised his eyebrows.

I gave him a blank look. It was really all I could manage.

Lana took a drink from the waitress and popped the cherry into her mouth by darting her tongue out to scoop it up and whip it between her teeth, her chin tilted upward and her eyes full of mischief and delight. Then her teeth sank into the flesh of the fruit and bright red cherry juice dribbled onto her lip just before she closed her mouth.

Lana wiped this away with a sexy sweep of her pointer finger, while Nick and I both stared slavishly at her. Her eyes dropped to her finger, her mouth turned up in a grin as she rotated the finger to an upturned pose. Like she was dangling meat in front of dogs, deciding which one to feed.

We sat like well-trained German shepherds. My cock was aching already. If I'd had a tail it would have been twitching in spasms against the booth.

Lana's eyes went to Nick, then to me, then tantalizingly back to her finger. Nick, being Nick, craned his neck to enclose her finger in his mouth and suck up the juice. Lana crumpled into a giggling heap of beautiful flesh, leaning with him as he pulled away, her finger obviously between his teeth.

She slapped him playfully.

"Stop it!" she said.

She pulled her finger from his mouth and looked over it at me. Her dark eyes popped from beneath the alluring shadow, and her red mouth curved invitingly. "That wasn't for you."

I didn't know who the comment was for, either.

"Mmmm," a sultry female voice purred.

Brandy's unsinkable breasts, to which scraps of mostly transparent fabric and a few well-placed knots of lace clung desperately, hovered into view. Her round and spectacular ass bumped my shoulder, forcing me into the booth. She barely sat on the edge and crossed her legs into the aisle, causing several passers-by to stop dead in their tracks and survey her bounty.

She was looking at them, happily smiling, when she said, "It looks like somebody's laid the groundwork here. How nice." Then she lifted her feet and twisted into the booth, holding a hand up and curling her fingers at the very young - and happy - men who walked by.

"Scoot in, Chad," Brandy complained, after smiling at them when their heads almost rotated clean off as they walked away. I saw them cluster together with wide eyes to ask themselves if they had all just seen that.

Lana had picked up her drink and was looking at Brandy. I could make nothing of her expression.

I scooted closer to Lana, and I was pleased that her mouth curled a little at the corners and her eyes glimmered.

I'm not usually one for cat fights, but whatever catty competition was brewing between super-slut Brandy and reformed super-slut Lana, I was definitely into.

Half-into. It also scared the fuck out of me.

Nick was watching me and shaking inwardly with his own amusement.

"Nick tells me you found out about Chad going to the hotel the other night," Brandy said.

Lana met her eyes and smiled before lifting her cosmo to her lips. I couldn't tell if these two were flirting or about to gauge each other's eyes out. Nick's eyes, moving quickly, betrayed that he wasn't 100% sure himself.

But Nick gets off on uncertainty. Me, not so much.

"He didn't do anything," Brandy told her, glancing at me with a grin. "Unfortunately."

Lana, without looking down, slipped a cherry out of Nick's drink, which had materialized next to him. Her eyes were glimmering with a competitive luster. "I know," she said, casually, before biting into the cherry and chewing it sexily with her eyes locked on Brandy's.

"Sorry about the pussy picture."

A knife of deep unease gouged me in the heart. Brandy was yelling over the music, which had lulled slightly at the exact moment she spoke. The effect rippled out from the table like a wave, jiggling eyes and shifting feet, making mouths part slightly and interest gravitate unsubtly to our table.

Not that it wasn't already there. Brandy was in another rave getup that barely qualified as clothing, and her tits were fake but impossible not to look at and appreciate.

Lana was not so obvious, but in many ways it seemed to drag more attention her way.

They were both too hot to ignore.

Lana smiled. She leaned in a little, sliding one hand to mine. She drew two fingers over and under my pointer finger, managing to make me think of my dick getting the same treatment.

"I'm thinking about getting my piercing put back in, actually. Because of it," Lana said, deadpan neutral.

Ever had four pints of blood go into your dick all in one go?

Nick held his glass up to his face in a clawed hold and opened his eyes wide at me between his fingers, I guess to avoid having to say anything. I stared at Lana, who smiled and gave her hair a toss.

Brandy slid a little to cross her legs beneath the table, made a feline noise, and grinned. I felt her calf slide past mine toward Nick. Or Lana.

"Oooh. Goody," she said. It was impossible not to register this as genuine interest in Lana's pussy.

"I'm not into girls," Lana told her, like she was speaking of a preference for cats or dogs.

"I know," Brandy laughed, imitating Lana's tone from earlier. She straightened herself up and smiled all around the table. "There's a lot of hot cock here tonight, so it's not a huge problem."

Lana sipped her drink with pointed politeness.

Nick looked at me with saucer eyes.

Brandy sighed. "Okay, I need to go to the ladies' room. Lana? Want to take a spin?"

Lana looked at me. I did nothing, so she shrugged. "Yeah, sure. I have to pee."

Brandy and Nick scooted out, and Brandy went to Nick and put her mouth next to his ear to tell him something.

Lana stood up and slid the jacket from her shoulders before tossing it into the booth next to me. She put a hand on her hip and ran her fingers through her hair. Behind her, guys were ogling her ass.

It was hard to tell what was happening between Brandy and Lana when they turned and sauntered away. They were engaged in the most confusing of female activity: they seemed at once competitive and conspiratorial.

"Holy shit what got into Lana?" Nick said, long before they were safely out of earshot. He gave me a big, wide grin and shook his head, like I'd just reeled in all the dark money in the state. His own drink had arrived somehow and he lifted it now to my untouched vodka soda to clink it. "Cheers, man."

"Why is it you wanted us here, again?" I asked him, picking up the drink.

Nick grinned smugly and shrugged. "That was Brandy." When I returned nothing but a blank look, he held his hands open in a display of Eddie Haskell innocence. "I told you that."

"Uh-huh." This answer wasn't very satisfying, even if it did ring true. Why?

I leaned in toward him. "What did you tell Lana, though?"

Nick genuinely did not seem to know what I was talking about. He also seemed to sense that I thought he should. The expressions that led me to believe these things played out on his face in rapid succession, and disappeared behind his hedge fund mask.

"Ah. Who can remember?" he began, an obvious play for time.

I saw the light glimmer in his eyes the moment he landed on the perfect explanation. "She owed me, for getting in touch with you. The phone thing. But..." he looked behind him with a sly grin - Brandy and Lana were long gone - before turning back to me. "... I did not expect to see her dressed like that. What did I tell you?"

Nick seemed to fall into what passed for deep thought immediately after saying this. A slightly troubled expression grew in his brow and squeezed his eyebrows together.

Momentarily.

"What is it?" I asked, just as he started to speak.

"As to why Brandy wants you here..." Nick was saying, shrugging playfully. He interrupted himself. "What's what?"

"The look."

This was not the first time Nick and I had a conversation this way, for the record. As a financial officer, I was required by federal law to chase down the meaning behind clouds in Nick's conscience. The brow was his tell: there was something a stiff like Crobs would not like, throwing shade on his sunny day.

So Nick didn't put up a big fight or try to play it off, because I had him cold. He tipped his head up, mirthfully, and fell back against the booth. "Ah, man... it isn't anything big. Just. You know. Lana has a vengeful streak." He lowered his chin, still grinning, and met my eyes. "But hey, it's hot. So there's that."

Two feelings.

One: rage. Boiling in my muscles. I have never wanted to hit Nick in the face as much as I did at that moment, and Nick is the kind of guy that racks up fantasy hits by the dozens every day.

A whole quarter of my brain imagined myself leaping onto the table and punching him repeatedly in the face with a fistful of his jet black hair in the other hand, blood staining his pristine white teeth.

Not many people know this about me, and fewer would believe it, but back in the day I was an enforcer in hockey. The sneaky kind. The kind you don't see coming. One game a season, out of nowhere.

This fucking guy was going to tell me what kind of wife I had?

Two: a more slippery feeling. That kind of wet, cold coil that makes you want to fuck for a reason you can't explain, turns your stomach, threatens you with the desire to cry like a little baby, makes cartoon pussy dance in front of your eyes.

"Lana has a vengeful streak."

This was my voice. Still as a frozen lake in the dead of winter.

Nick lost a beat to surprise, almost certainly because he didn't have any idea I had any of that in me, and say what you want about Nick: he can read people.

He stretched his arms out over the top of the booth and tipped his head, smiling congenially. Truthfully, congenially, because he seemed to know this was the end of pushing the envelope with me.

"Man, look, you know what I mean. If she saw that picture of Brandy, she's gonna wanna get even." He read my face. "It's a picture of pussy, bud. You went over the line."

My eyes moved above Nick's head, to where Brandy and Lana had parted a sea of men who were now milling about, awaiting their return and trying to look like they weren't.

Nick's face was thoroughly amused when my eyes went back to him. "You're the fucking idiot who let her see it. Just enjoy the ride," he told me, turning his palms up again.

"We don't have that kind of relationship."

Nick made a face like I'd just said I'd fuck myself with my own fork before I gave my money to him - which is something Nick has heard one version or another of many times. In Nick-body-language, this translated into a casual shrug, a leaning forward to pick up his drink, and a smile.

Your loss, idiot.

We sat for a moment in silence between us, the steady thud of the music and the loud talking of the patrons clanging away around us. I felt like I was on a very bad ride.

On the one hand, the music and the fleshy pulse all around me was intoxicating. My wife was in a scrap of fabric and tight jeans, flitting around with Brandy the blow-up superslut, and I couldn't deny to myself that I had a tingle everywhere: the tingle of sexual possibilities.

Anytime I tried to think straight about this stuff, I was transported back to the shower, Lana's mound in my face, the taste of soap and pussy in my mouth. A tortured ball sack.

What the hell angle was Nick playing, here? For a moment I was charitable: Brandy was hot and she wanted us here, what more explanation did I need? Wasn't I just following pussy and the promises of pussy and my dick around, too? Would I be here for any other reason? Or for that matter, any of this?

The girls were coming back. Together. Talking to each other.

They were stopped by the cluster of guys who had never really lost interest in them. And they stopped. Brandy, all tits and see-through fabric and a big, open mouth. Lana, a shy grin, a toss of her hair, the constant fluttering of that skimpy shirt away from her skin.

Nick turned fully to plant his feet in the walkway, his drink in hand, to see what I was looking at. He almost tripped a waitress, and started his usual shtick to make up for it.

"Gorgeous, I apologize. I'm an oaf, baby. Come back here when you get a chance, we need some drinks, and I promise to make it up to you." He took her hand smoothly and kissed it, sending her away with a forgiving smile horribly masked by a roll of her eyes.

Nick deigned to chuckle in my direction before taking up openly gawking at the ladies again.

Jesus.

I had moved incrementally to the other side of the booth, so I had a full-on view (through the crowd of what looked like whoreish babysitters and jocks in nice shirts) of Lana and Brandy.

Lana had climbed onto a swivel chair that abutted the bar, and she was twisting slowly back and forth, raised up on her knees so that her ass was rotating like a rotisserie for all to see at basically eye level.

And, aside from a man who had fallen straight into Brandy's tits, never to be heard from again (he looked hypnotized), everyone was enjoying the view with varying degrees of openness.

Nick smiled and sipped his drink. "Oh boy."

Lana tossed her hair to look down at a very young man standing next to her. She laughed at whatever he said, and slapped him playfully on the shoulder.

The waitress returned. She stood in front of Nick and faked a glare. "You're breaking fire code."

Nick loved this. He made a big, stupid deal of hopping his feet back in and facing me, folding his hands carefully in front of him. "My bad, sweetheart. I promise to behave."

I wasn't really paying attention to this: I'd seen Nick run this show a hundred times before. He'd tell her how he liked bossy women, offer to let her spank him, press a bunch of buttons and eventually have even the most psychotic bitch eating out of his hand.

Nick was the kind of guy who could charm butch lesbians.

Nick continued to work his magic on the waitress, but my attention was siphoned off to Lana. It was no surprise to see Brandy getting very close and personal with several of the men in that group, but Lana was still spinning in her chair, laughing and tossing her hair back, and one of the guys - a fit, young guy whose eyes occasionally darted over to our table - was getting special attention.

Nick finished his conversation with the waitress. It seemed to have involved instructions to go over to the group clustered at the bar and get something for them, because she trotted away, worked her way into the group, and started talking.

Lana stopped moving on her chair, leaned on the counter, and looked over her shoulder - at me - just before a look of confusion washed over all of the faces except Brandy's, and then a big cheer erupted.

Nick did not turn around to look at any of it. He sipped his drink casually and made a big deal of not even noticing, except to grin.

The bartender was now lining up shots in front of the group. Lana was talking to the same guy again, leaning toward him a little. A man moved himself directly behind her to get a better view of her ass.

A lot was happening here. Every man clustered by Brandy and Lana seemed to know that they were somehow attached to me and Nick.

Nick wasn't even feigning interest, but he seemed thoroughly secure with how this would all play out. I was sweating, staring at Lana, who was behaving like she was an eligible single lady on the prowl.

Nick set his drink down, and I suppose he studied my face for a bit. When I was finally able to tear my eyes away from the scene for a moment, I saw that he was amused. He had the cagey energy in him, the kind he got when he was circling in on a kill.

"What'd you do?" I asked, with some confrontation in my voice. "Buy a round of drinks?"

Nick smiled, shaking his head. The shake was for me - because I was naive, because I was asking stupid questions, because Nick had long ago figured out what I really wanted but couldn't admit to myself? Who knows?

"The thing is," he said, turning a little at that exact moment. It was too loud to have actually heard what he said, but I watched his lips moving and I got the gist. Just before Lana's new "friend" reached in to take a shot glass and lifted his left hand to her hip - more her ass - as he did.

"You can tell them to stop any time you want to..."

That's what I think Nick said, before he turned to look at me, and smiled. "…but you don't."

Brandy was looking at me, a hint of triumph on her saccharine, silicone, perfect face. She grinned.

The waitress came by with two of the shots a few minutes later.

The scene went on, and the hands of the man next to Lana kept brushing against her leg, her ass - nothing obvious, but not exactly hidden. Over the line.

I drank my shot. It was spicy - a chili pepper burned at the back of my throat and on my lips - but this barely registered.

I got up, like a zombie, without saying anything to Nick, and headed into the fray. Brandy watched me as I approached, smiling.

Lana was deep in "conversation" with the guy, and Brandy, unsurprisingly, was being downright forward - one hand was on the shoulder of the guy in front of her, and the other was hanging along the length of her flank, but I caught a glimpse of her fingers casually massaging a lump in the designer jeans of the man behind her.

I kept going, headed to the bathrooms. I caught Lana's eye as I walked by, and she smiled and returned her attention to the man she was talking to. He was young, light-haired, had the build of a gym rat: more biceps than chest, more showy than strong.

I could probably take him, I thought.

On skates.

My blood boiled. I turned the corner, which led to along hallway with nothing in it but the two respective bathroom doors - the ladies' was down further than the men's - and the typical flotsam of drunk women and prowling men that lingered at the edges of any bathroom at a meat market.

I went in and pissed quickly, something in the look on my face making guys clear out of my way. Was I angry? Even I couldn't tell. It was more the blur of feelings that used to fog my head in my youth: fucking, fighting, antagonizing, staring down... all the things I wanted to do had only one thing in common: they were potent.

Lana was in the corridor, by herself, looking like she had just rounded the corner. But she was waiting for me. I stood in front of her, still boiling. She reached for my waist, the belted top of it, and tugged me toward her.

"What are you doing?" I asked her, allowing myself to be pulled until I was inches from her lips. The heat between us was an echo of those intense, adolescent-feeling emotions, and the air practically warped between our eyes with the heat of it.

Lana was serious now. A smile fluttered at the corners of her mouth, but it was more sensual than anything. She moved her mouth even closer, and the rest of the world fell away. She brought her thumb up to my mouth and dragged it over my lower lip, pulling it down gently, her hips pushing into mine at the same time. There was no hiding my erection - it pressed against Lana's body.

She didn't kiss me. "What do you want me to do?" she asked me, her voice a throaty whisper. She locked eyes with me. My cock flexed, which gave the only answer I was capable of producing. I could feel every squeeze of my heart, cold coils of jealousy springing loose against my rib cage. I felt wildly drunk, or high, almost enough to question whether or not I had actually been drugged.

"You want me to stop?" Lana asked my ear, after moving her lips over my jawline, up to my earlobe, grazing and never touching. My respiration was rapid, useless, uncontrollable now.

This moment went on a long time. I guess it was an answer, in and of itself. Lana was looking right into my eyes, waiting patiently for me to speak, but I didn't. She tipped her head when I finally stepped back: one final chance to tell her, she seemed to be saying, to stop. We were a few feet apart now. She still had one hand dangling loosely on my waist.

She raised her eyebrows, bit her lip. Smiled.

Shrugged.

And then she stepped forward, gave a quarter-turn, and walked back out toward the bar. At the corner, she gave me one last glance.

And then she was on her way.

A guy leaving the bathroom, who caught the last few seconds of this interaction, gave me a wide-eyed look: damn, dude, he seemed to be saying.

He, like me, was unsure if I had just started a sexy fight or had landed a promise to get laid by that hot chick. He, like me, was unsure whether or not congratulations were in order, either way.


Chapter seven



By the time I collected myself and went back to where we were sitting, Brandy and Lana had ushered a few of the guys toward our table.

Nick was chatting one of them up on the edge of the half-moon, and two of them were uneasily getting into the booth.

Including Lana's little friend.

Brandy patted the seat next to her, looking at me. She was now extremely amused, as opposed to merely amused. Nick was standing, leaning against a dividing wall and yelling into one guy's ear. Oddly enough, what I heard sounded like business.

Only Nick could troll for business in a meat market with his girlfriend hitting on other guys.

The place was picking up. I realized I was hungry, about the time I realized we were not here for "dinner." The thought came and went in an instant, because Lana was sitting next to the guy from the bar. She paid me no mind.

I collapsed into the booth next to Brandy - so I was on the edge, then Brandy, then the guy, then Lana, then another guy who looked as stunned as I was to be in this situation. He gave me a deliberate nod to signal his discomfort with the whole thing and lifted his hands from the table. I'm not here to fight, he seemed to be saying. But these hot chicks made us sit here. What the hell would you do?

Brandy threw her hair around and put her hand on my shoulder, leaning in to whisper at me as she stroked her long, manicured fingernails through my hairline along my neck. Lana watched this with amusement.

"This is a guy named Stefan," Brandy said to me, trailing her nails down my chest and letting her hand drop to Stefan's thigh without turning toward him. Brandy moved her mouth very close to my ear. "He says he has a ten-inch cock."

Brandy's arm moved, her shoulder twisting, and without seeing for myself, I knew she was trailing those delicious nails over the shape of Stefan's purported cock with her fingers.

"I think he's exaggerating a bit," Brandy said, with a smile. Then she leaned away and looked at me with an imitation of earnestness. "What do you think?"

I was staring at Lana this whole time. The heat from the hallway was still simmering between us. Brandy, bless her, seemed to be less interested in seducing me than helping Lana do… whatever this was.

Brandy smiled and turned, physically, toward the man called Stefan. Lana was still looking at me, her eyes heated, her skin flushed. I could see her pulse throbbing just beneath her chin: she was alive with pure, undiluted sexual energy.

Brandy was now cooing into Stefan's ear, and his eyes were getting wider even though he had obviously told himself not to react. They shifted toward me, fearful. I looked back at him with what I hoped was no expression. I also was not here to fight about this. But it did feel a little like being in a cage before a dog fight.

Brandy had put some question to Stefan, one that Lana had overheard. The man was looking blank, his eyes darting around for his friends' advice.

The temperature seemed to only go up: the music seemed louder, the patrons were piling in, the voices were getting drunkenly more exaggerated. More drinks arrived, Nick was smiling over the rim of his glass.

Stefan began to stare straight in front of him. His mouth fell open slightly. Nick looked from him to Brandy, then to me, grinned, and leaned into the booth to capture the attention of the friend at the other end.

"Hey buddy. Your guy here says you're in crypto?" I heard.

Nick didn't give a fuck about crypto and there wasn't anything anyone could tell him about it hat he didn't already know. It was pure bait, and the guy took it.

Nick started wearing his bullshit listening face, and once the guy was reeled in, he winked at Brandy discretely.

Brandy and Lana had put their heads together briefly during this interlude. Poor Stefan was looking sick, but he was wedged in between these two plotting, extremely hot women, and so there was no way for him to extricate himself.

He knew he should. He just couldn't. Hadn't I just been there myself? If he's had a chryon beneath him spelling his thoughts out, they'd have been just like mine back in Nick's office before I went on that crazy adventure with Brandy and Nick: get out, walk out the door, open the door to your car, get in, drive away...

But he was imprisoned. Brandy and Lana were going to do whatever they were going to do, and he was 99% sure now whatever that was involved his dick. The only thing left for him to calculate was whether or not me or Nick was going to kill him afterward.

Brandy leaned on my arm again to whisper to me. "You want in on this action?"

I took this as sexually, which made me instantly revolted. Brandy, savvy as ever in this one arena, let out a peal of laughter. Then she cupped her hands on my ear. "Not like that, silly," she giggled breathily. "On the size of his dick. Lana says it's as big as he says it is. I say eight, max. Fifty apiece, winner takes all?"

As I absorbed this information like a waterproof parka, Brandy smiled more and took out her phone. A glance at the screen told me she was texting Nick.

Nick reached for his phone a few seconds later, seamlessly checking it, responding to the text, and tucking it back into his pocket without ever losing the guy he was talking to.

Stefan's eyes were shifting around, looking for help, but Lana was turning slightly toward him, her right hand coming across her body, to his, beneath the table.

I looked around me. There were so many people in this place now that everyone was crammed up to the edge of the table like sardines. A few people wriggled through the logjam, but the wall of scantily-clad ladies and a male predators was acting like a curtain: hardly anyone was looking in at Lana and Brandy, because they were off-the-market for the night, snuggled in there with Stefan.

More texts. More smiles. Brandy gave Lana a look, and Lana snuggled closer to Stefan, her hands playing all over his shirt.

And then, resolutely, he stared straight ahead in front of him. Lana's right arm went down, twisting and rummaging, the muscles of her bicep revealing nothing about what she was doing.

Stefan's mouth dropped open a little. Lana moved in closer to him, her hand driving further under the table.

I lifted the drink in front of me - which was someone else's, but what did I care? The liquid sloshed with the tremble in my fingers, so I gripped it hard and took a sip as casually as I could, while Stefan's mouth fell open even more, and his eyes glazed over with a steely resolve.

The moment Lana found his cock and closed her fingers around him, it was very obvious. His eyes went to a new stage of deadness - to everything but the hand on his dick - and arousal, simultaneously. His lips parted further, and we could almost see sweat beading at his temples.

Lana gave Brandy a look, her eyebrows lifted. Brandy gave her some kind of look back. They seemed to be communicating telepathically. Brandy smiled.

"Luh... uh... ladies..." Stefan managed to say, at last. He started to lean forward, his eyes going to Nick (who cheerfully extended his hand with a drink in it and winked at him), and then to me.

I did nothing.

Stefan's eyes went down, as if he needed a visual confirmation that Lana's hand was on his dick and now she was stroking his cock. That much was obvious to anyone.

Lana put her elbow on the back of the booth and leaned her head against her own arm. This allowed her to turn more fully to him. He glanced at her, and she smiled blandly back at him, her other arm subtly moving as she stroked his dick.

Brandy put her fingers into his hair. "It's okay, it's okay, it's okay," she said, and then something else into his ear that made him resign himself to his fate. Brandy's right hand slipped under the table, and she smiled at Nick while she did whatever she was doing down there.

I had an out-of-body experience for the next few minutes. The music became louder until it turned into a single tone, and it was only later that I realized it was own blood pressure choking out the sound, pressing against my eardrum until everything became a tinny hum. Stefan stared admirably ahead, his features getting tighter and tighter, his mouth falling open a little with each passing second. Brandy giggled and leaned into me, but most of her efforts were dedicated to whatever she was doing under the table to Stefan.

Lana, however, was the one who was the most casual. She was leaning against her own hand, her fingers in her thick hair, her face turned toward Stefan as if she was deeply interested in him. But her dark irises were slanted to the side, looking right at me. When she ran her tongue along the edges of her teeth, or her smile grew, she was looking at me.

All the while, her right hand was working hard on Stefan's cock. Her shoulder jiggled discretely enough not to call attention to it, but it was obvious if anyone looked for more than a second that she was jacking him off.

A few of the guys who had been part of this group were taking notice of this, over by the bar where the ladies had originally snared them. They were straining to peer over the heads of the bar patrons, looking at each other in disbelief, obviously unable to see for sure that my wife was, in fact, jerking him off under the table.

In public.

A loud bang made Brandy snicker and Stefan look sick. His knee had hit the bottom of the table. The drinks jiggled.

"Easy, tiger," Brandy purred, but her mouth was closer to me than Stefan.

Lana's eyes shifted now to Stefan. He was distracted now, looking like he thought he should get out of there. Lana put her left hand up to his head to push his face close to hers, whispering something into his ear. Brandy's weight lifted from me, and she scooted in toward Stefan. She smiled at Lana, and turned the man's head toward her own hefty chest, which was spilling out all over the place.

Lana met my eyes, amused. Brandy pushed Stefan into her chest, engulfing his face in her bountiful silicone breasts as Lana leaned her head back against her hand, smiling, and finished him off.

I heard his yell, muffled by Brandy's tits, and felt his foot kick out hard, into my calf. Brandy smashed him into her tits and then tossed him back, so that he was resting his head against the ledge at the back of the booth, face up toward the ceiling. His entire head was bright red, veins rising from beneath the skin of his temples, throbbing. He was panting, staring into space.

Lana grinned and smoothly shifted around.

Nick was now staring at Lana, openly, a grin forming on his lips.

I was staring at Lana. My wife. She was looking at me as she extricated herself from the strange position she had contorted into, her hand still moving slowly under the table. Stefan jerked a little as she manipulated the last of his cum from him. And then she slid her hand out, wiped it on Stefan's shirt - he didn't notice - and sat up in her usual, prissy seating stance. She folded her fingers under her chin, knuckles grazing her jaw, and leaned on the table with her elbow.

Thusly poised, her dark eyes shifted to me. Her smile simmered for a moment, and then she drew her hand out from beneath her chin. Her fingertips grazed the sift underside of her throat, fluttered over her chin, and then came to rest in a sort of model-like pose near her lips.

Her middle finger, though, fell into the open wetness of her mouth, and her tongue darted to make a little swirl around it as her eyes twinkled. All the while she gave me a look of such thermonuclear heat I almost exploded, myself.

Brandy watched all this, let out a haughty laugh, and slid a new martini that had arrived, somehow, amid all of this, over to Lana by the neck of the glass. Lana let her hand fall lazily to the rim, which she traced with her fingers closed together at the tips, sucking at the edge of the glass like an octopus swimming - an obvious allusion to the way she had jacked Stefan off.

Brandy zipped Stefan up, kissed him on the mouth, and then began to scoot toward me. She pulled the poor, rumpled, confused, but also very satisfied Stefan with her. Lana just sat there, grinning, cum-stained fingers between her lips, tongue busy. He paused as we pushed out of the booth to let him out, and turned to look at Lana.

My wife looked like some other woman as her eyes left mine.

"Uh, thank...uh, thank... you..." the man sputtered. Lana just continued tonguing her fingertips, her expression the same. Brandy pulled Stefan out to standing and, in front of me, threw her arms over his shoulders and kissed him passionately.

Then she grinned at me, and Stefan gave me a look of terror before sucking into the crowd and making his way back to his buddies, a dazed expression on his face. The crypto guy tried to get his attention, but failed, and I sat back down next to Brandy.

This had all been noticed, to varying degrees, by everyone in the vicinity, but no one could really do anything about it but look at Lana and Brandy, then me and Nick, and make a snide comment or two. Stefan's buddies gave him a hero's welcome, and I heard some clapping.

They left D'Wharf, however, almost immediately - out the back. It's what I would have done.

And then for all of those people, the evening carried on much like before.

I was the only one adrift in a beautiful nightmare, and - I hoped - the only one who could pick out the origin of the tangy sweet scent that wafted in the air.

It was Lana's pussy, and it was wet and hot, and the only thing I could think about was loading it up with cum.

***

"Can you drive?"

"I've only had one drink."

This was the extent of conversation between me and Lana. I didn't last very long, sitting there. I was brewing, and the waters of my thoughts were getting darker and darker with each passing second. Dark with lust, dark with arousal, dark with a blend of other emotions I didn't know how to describe.

I wasn't exactly mad at Lana. The thing inside me was better classified as pure arousal: I could see better, I was on a high, I wanted to crush somebody or fuck. It was a mindless, intoxicating feeling, and it would run, like electricity, to the easiest path it found.

So I snatched Lana when I got a chance. I didn't explain it to Nick or Brandy, but who knew if those two even noticed? Lana came willingly, clacking behind me, imbalanced, when I jerked her by the wrist away from the bar. When I looked back at her she was smiling at me, a challenge in her eyes.

I opened the car door for her and she turned to face me, but Lana could read me better than I could even read myself: she saw, in her quick scan, that she could mine whatever was raging inside me. She dropped into her seat, and when I got in on the other side, she was already facing me.

She had her head in her hand the same way she had at the bar. The smile on her lips. The fingers of her free hand played with her lips, her bare stomach, her thigh.

We were in a parking lot, four stories below ground. No one was down here: the evening was young and the echoes of voices ricocheted above us, but not in our corner of the lot.

I stared in front of me after I got in the car.

"Are you mad?" Lana asked, but her voice held the tone of her knowledge that I wasn't really, that I could be persuaded away from anger, that I didn't know exactly what I was.

Under other circumstances, maybe that would have made me angry. Instead, I just got a surge of more of the same feeling. "I'm something, all right," I said.

"What do you -"

I turned to her, and her eyes lit up, but a streak of fear went through them. This only fueled my lust. "Did you jerk that guy off, back there? Really?"

Lana stared back at me. She seemed to be calculating something. Her eyes fell to my crotch, where my obvious sentiments bulged painfully in my pants.

"I can show you," Lana said, squirming deliciously.

I stared back at her, dumbfounded. Lana's eyes flitted around us, and she leaned her head to get a view of the whole section of our lot. Back to me. A twist of her mouth, something sexier than usual in them. My cock was throbbing now.

"Or..." Lana teased, gripping her jeans by the waist, pulling hard on them, not bothering with the button or the fly. She shimmied her hips side to side, taking her panties with her, until the jeans were bunched at her calves. She then pulled one leg out, then the other, very gracefully, leaving her heels on the floor with the jeans piled up loosely around them like firefighting gear ready to go.

When she moved, her pussy made sticky noises. The smell of her filled the car. Bare from the waist down, kicking her feet in front of the dash playfully, her hair caught on the back of the seat where she had slid down a little, Lana batted her eyelashes at me.

I fumbled to get my cock out of my pants. It was a hack job, the kind that left zipper teeth in a precarious position, the kind of adolescent hunger that makes it possible for you to ignore that, building to a crescendo. My cock sprung loose and swayed in my lap after I dropped my hand to find the button to move the seat back.

It was electronic. Almost comically slow. I would have laughed, but I was not in a laughing mood.

Lana glanced behind me before she climbed and oozed into the driver's seat. I wasn't expecting her - I was trying to figure out how I would get over to her and fuck her. She pinned me down with her legs as she climbed, her hands everywhere, her shirt flapping loose against her torso.

Once she was in the position she wanted - high on her knees, her pussy less than an inch from the tip of my cock - a drop of her sweet nectar fell onto my balls. Her fingers found the end of my dick, and she clamped the head with all five fingers. Then she slowly began to massage me with the floret of fingers, down no more than an inch, back to the tip, and again and again.

"This is all I did," she told me, looking down at me.

I looked between our bodies: Lana's fingers on my dick, her pussy frustratingly close. I was frustratingly close.

"It wasn't ten inches," Lana said, grinning.

The raging lust inside me burst. I seized her hips and pulled her down, hard, onto my cock. "Is that right?" I asked her, teeth gritted. I pushed with my hips to get deep inside her.

Lana surprised me by putting both hands up to the ceiling, bracing herself against it. Her hair swayed and became almost instantly messy. Voices echoed against the cement, coming louder.

Lana moved her hips, her mouth open. Her eyes were lit up in a way I'd never seen before.

I used her hips to bounce her on my cock - incoming voices be damned. Lana went along with this happily for a few bounces, and I wriggled to drive deeper into her.

"People are coming," Lana said, putting one hand down to my forearm and squeezing me tight. She locked her elbow so there was no way to thrust without hurting her. I groaned.

Lana shifted side to side, settling in on my cock, her pussy juices squelching before rolling in a cascade down my balls. She pushed my hand toward her pussy. "Make me come."

"Lana..." I began a protest, because we had little time, it seemed: the voices were getting louder, a group of loud, drunk people. But I dropped my objection as soon as it got started, because my thumb - thanks to Lana - found her swollen clit.

Lana abandoned my hand once I started rubbing her clit, and her pussy clamped and wriggled around my cock, her hips rolling in minute motions. "That's it, make me come, make me come and then fuck a load into me," she murmured.

God.

Only the nearing voices saved me from blowing up in her cunt right then and there. Lana let go of the ceiling and tipped her head back while her hands went under her shirt and she massaged her own tits. "Oh, I'm so close," she said.

I kept rubbing, feeling her muscles tense all around me. Lana started to howl, and I pushed the meat of my palm into her mouth as she started to scream sexily. She bit me - hard - as her pussy exploded around me. Her eyes fell closed, and I grabbed her hip with my free hand and thrust deep into her pussy. It only took three violent fucks for me to explode. I opened my mouth and tipped into Lana's breasts, still clamping her mouth closed, muffling her shrieks.

We froze as a group of people walked behind our car. We were both sweaty, panting, and I was smashed to Lana's tits but with my face turned - a ripple of goosebumps splashed down Lana's bare arm. She was getting the sudden chill that came after a wild romp, when all the sweat that was cooling the strained, violent exercise suddenly over-cooled her.

After they passed, she moved, shifting her position but staying on me. She pressed her forehead into mine. Her eyes were closed, or she was looking down. Her mouth was open, her breath hot against my chin.

"Did you like it?" she asked me again.

I grabbed one of her hands and squeezed it. We intertwined fingers.

"It was hot, Lana," I answered truthfully. "So hot."

Lana opened her eyes. She kissed me on the mouth after staring at me for a moment. Her tongue was busy, I was reminded that she had licked cum from her fingers less than an hour ago.

Fear came rushing in. I was worried Lana would demand more from me, or say she'd invited Stefan to our house, or start crying, or make me decide, now, if she should do it again. Or something else.

But she did none of those things. She smiled, got into her seat, struggled a little with the jeans, looked behind her, and then collapsed against the headrest. "Shhhhoot," she said.

I looked over at her, alarmed. She rolled her head to me, and lifted her arms sexily. Her bare legs and ass shifted and her shirt caught on the back of the seat and rode up to just below her breasts as she sort of twisted, morphing from one beautiful, slutty form to another, in the seat.

"I forgot my jacket," she complained, stretching her arms out.

I stared at her. I couldn't remember when it had come off, or where it could be.

"Oh well," she said.

She opened the door, swung her legs in her jeans and shoes to the outside of the car, and then, having decided the coast was clear, she tugged and pulled the panties, then the jeans, up and over her ass. I got to watch the whole sexy, fleshy thing.


Chapter eight



When we got home, we hadn't said anything to each other all the way back. It felt like having a totally different woman in my car - a new person, a first date that was too hot to handle - but also familiar. I stole glances at her to confirm what I knew to be true: this was Lana. My wife.

We sat in the car after I turned it off and the garage door went down behind us.

Lana tapped the useless window control. "I forgot to roll it up," she said. She had, inexplicably, rolled it down and let her hand glide in the wind as we drove home. Her hair was windswept. My cock was hard again, after stealing glances at her with her hair everywhere and her slightly smeared black shadow, her loose top askew, her legs akimbo, her thoughts somewhere I couldn't guess at them.

"Did you do this all the time with Nick?" I glanced at the control beneath her fingers, which she was still fiddling with. "It's fine," I snapped, with regard to the window. I was getting annoyed by her diverted attention.

Lana rolled her head toward me. "Why?"

"It's in the garage," I said, before realizing she was answering my first question – with a question. Not asking about the window.

Lana laughed. "I meant about Dom. Why do you want to know?"

There was a sexual edginess to Lana's voice, to the way she turned her whole body toward me, to the flutter of her fingertips near her mouth. Her eyes were big and alluring, but the emotion in them was unreadable.

I faced the front again. "Lana, seriously."

She rolled her head back. "I did it a lot. I told you that."

"Why are you doing it now? Why didn't you do it before?"

A pause. Lana sighed. She dropped a foot that had been swinging below her knee, pressed infuriatingly into the dash in a display of recklessness that I hated, to the floor. She put both of her hands between her thighs and intertwined the fingers, pressing her legs together as she shrugged her shoulders. "Not the same reason," she said.

Carefully.

She rolled her head back to me. "You don't exactly seem mad about it. Like Dom."

I shook my head and gripped the steering wheel. "Lana, whatever it is that's going on here, I have to make one thing clear, okay? I'm not Nick."

Lana lifted her torso from the seat with her formidable abs, and balanced there, in a kind of side-crunch. Her eyes were on fire. "And I'm not Nick's girlfriend. So that works out great for me."

We looked at each other. The heat of lust and sex for competitive reasons was building between us. It wasn't our usual thing - or anything that we'd ever shared, but I'd be lying if I said it wasn't hot as fuck.

"I'm only doing this because you like it," she told me.

"Give me a fucking break, Lana," I said, my eyes dropping to her crotch. "You like it, too."

Lana opened the door, which was great because the garage light blinkered out at that exact moment. "I never said I didn't," she said, stepping out of the car. She closed the door and leaned down to speak through the window. I squeezed my own door handle so the light wouldn't go out and leave us in darkness. "I said I'm doing it because you like it."

She walked around the front of the car and stood at the bottom of the steps. As she rose, she stepped out of one shoe, then the other, and her hands went to her waist and undid her button before fluttering up to the string that held her shirt closed (in the most technical of terms). She pulled on it and whipped it off as she opened the door to the house.

Bare-chested, her fly undone, one hand dipping into her jeans for her pussy, her shoes discarded on the stair with their long heels menacing, she looked right at me.

"You coming?"

***

"When did you get the piercing?"

Lana was on her stomach, her long, lean form stretched out beautifully for me. I was walking my fingers up and down the length of her, from mid-ribs, over her perfect ass, and as far as I could reach down her leg. Back up. Lana opened her eyes without changing her smiling mouth.

"Dom - Nick - made me get it," she said, in the exact tone she inevitably follows with "I told you that." I cut her off before she could say the actual words.

"When, though?"

Lana's eyes closed partially and she giggled, because I had run into the soft spot between her third and fourth ribs that made her laugh. "I don't have an exact date."

"How long into dating him? Estimate."

Lana's eyes opened again. She looked thoughtful. She shrugged, as much as she could with the pillows bunched under her. "Months... maybe a year later."

"Why?"

"He suggested it?" She smiled.

"How many guys did you sleep with before that? Other guys?"

Lana paused, and then she said, quietly, "A lot."

"I want a number."

Lana lifted her head and rolled slightly, taking her beautiful body with her. She put her head in her hand and leaned on her elbow, hugging the pillow to her chest with the other hand. "Why?" And then, without waiting, "I don't have one."

I let the blade of that slide right into my heart and twist.

"All of them in front of Nick?"

"No." Lana's eyes went down.

"All of them with Nick's permission?"

Lana moved her hand downward, forward, her fingers closer to my abdomen, but not touching me. Her eyes followed, surely seeing the contortions of my dick as it thudded back to a ready state.

"He isn't exactly a Nazi about rules," she said.

"But he wanted you to get a chastity piercing."

Lana's fingers brushed over my cock. She lifted her eyes to meet mine. Her fingers formed the same shape over the tip of my cock that she had imitated for me in the car, and started gently pumping. "Only Nick knows why he really wanted that."

"Why did you get it? Was it really because you were out of control?"

Lana rolled onto her back. She looked up at the ceiling, one arm above her head. She pulled a long strand of hair toward her mouth and ran it between her lips thoughtfully. "I don't know anymore. I was a different person then."

"Why did you break up with him?"

Lana rolled her head toward me. "You know Dominic as well as I do," she said. "Why? Because it was never enough with him. He always wanted more."

For a moment I just looked at her, trying to decide if this was the truth or not.

"I was never going to be happy with him. He was going to get bored, want more, and someday it would be too much. I was in my late twenties, I knew I needed to ... you know..." Lana closed her eyes. "I didn't think there was any way I could have like, a normal life with a normal person, if I was doing... that." She opened her eyes, and there was a tear in one corner. "I felt guilty."

I watched Lana, not knowing what to say, racking my brains for the right words. It would have been a lot easier if I knew what exactly I was feeling, or what I wanted.

She turned suddenly toward me, folding her elbows and putting her hands close to her chest. "When you went to the hotel with them, I got mad at you. So I decided to, you know, do what I did. Pretend. Teach you a lesson." She blinked. "But then it just kind of... you liked it. And I felt more like..."

Her eyes grew distant, and she retreated into herself.

"More like what?"

Her eyes flew open. They were deadly serious. "More like myself. I was happy you liked it. I was happy I told you everything."

We looked at each other. Her eyes were getting wet.

"Lana, hey... don't... cry." I pulled her close to me. This was more like us, the way we used to be. I spoke into her head, the messy hair, while I worked my arm under her to enclose her more fully. "I'm sorry, I just... I don't know... it's a big shock, you know, it's like the last thing I expected from you. Is all. Okay? I'm not mad, I'm not -" I cut myself off.

Lana started to move her head to look up at me. "What? You're not what?"

"I was going to say 'jealous.' But that isn't true. I am. I just - it's not... bad, not... all bad."

How to explain to Lana, when I couldn't even formulate the thought for myself.

There was another long silence.

"When you said," Lana said, in a small voice, "that you could forgive me for all of this, I was... that's why I felt so free, that morning. But then... I saw those texts and I just, I got the wrong idea... but then, after I teased you... I got another idea."

More silence, so thoughtful it practically hummed.

"Do you want to keep doing it?" I asked.

Lana moved her head, first side to side, then up and down, then in a confusing circle. "Maybe. I don't know. If you do."

"Will you really get out of control? You think?"

The woman I saw at the bar was not a person I recognized. She had been brazen - insanely sexy - but more formidably so than the Lana I knew, and married. I knew I was only dipping a toe in what Lana could be, what Lana was capable of doing.

And - being honest - I did know Nick. And Lana's assessment of him - being Dominic, never being satisfied, always looking for more - fit him to a "t." But Nick was not the driver of that scene at the bar, and Nick hadn't instructed Lana to go out and pretend to -

My heart stopped in my chest, actually missing a beat. For a moment, I was sure I would die. Then it spasmed, almost painfully, and I inhaled to be sure. Yes, still alive.

The thought that stopped my heart was sort of a cloud of suspicions that coalesced, in that moment, into a thought: Could I be getting taken for a ride? All of the suspicious texts, the weird incident with the phones, the way that Brandy and Nick had roped me into going with them to the bar... that all left enough dangling threads and strange coincidences for me to... what?

Not suspect Lana of something, necessarily. But it left a trail of breadcrumbs that I was suspicious of.

Lana wriggled away and looked at me, and for a second I was worried she could read my mind.

I realized she still hadn't answered my question. She lifted a hand and played with my hair. "I'm going to tell you the truth," she said quietly. The hand came back to her chest, so she looked childlike, nestled next to me. Her eyes went straight in front of her, to my throat. "I don't know."

I had to think hard: she didn't know what? But then I remembered. I had asked her if she would get out of control.

"You don't know, Lana?"

She shrugged a little. "How could I know? Dom had no rules."

I stared at her.

"You do," she said, looking back at my eyes. "Or you... could."

I'm ordinarily decent on my feet, but Lana was giving me whiplash. What did she even mean by this? What was I supposed to say?

If you think you have any idea what you would say to your wife, who had seemed until very recently to be a hottie who was, if anything, a little too reserved in bed but was now a certified vixen slut, lying next to you, telling you that you "could make some rules" about her promiscuity... well, you don't.

Lana's fingers returned to touching me, feeling for herself that whatever I was thinking with the head on my neck, there was some part of me that was of one mind about all of this.

So when I answered her, it was like hearing the voiceover from a scary thriller.

"What kind of rules?"

Lana rolled again, moving her arms over her own body, inviting me to go back in for more. She stretched her arms up above her head, and smiled at me. It wasn't a smile of sweetness or genuine laughter - there was a dangerous, dark, sexual "something" in it. A very scary thing, but also very hot.

Lana laughed - it was mirthful and sexual all at the same time.

"I don't know," she told me, her leg sliding against mine. "They're your rules."

***

I don't have the kind of relationship with Nick - and I didn't, and still don't, really want it - where I could just barge into his office and talk shop about hotwifing with any sincerity. Even after all of this. I didn't like that Nick had been in my wife, for one thing, but the man is a live wire.

Jake, my good buddy, was also out, at least until I had a better grip on what Jake would make of all this. Also, Jake was Jake. A great friend and a great man, but if it was open season on Lana, I didn't trust him not to jump in headfirst.

I got the sense, from our very limited "conversation" (mostly sex and dirty talk, and none of that entirely Lana's fault), that Lana didn't want to construct the rules. What I didn't know was whether she got off on this, or she got off on breaking them. And I still didn't have any complete picture of what happened with her phone, or the text messages to Nick - mainly because this was the kind of situation that required me to basically accuse her of wrongdoing to even ask about it.

Imagine: why did you take your phone case off? Was it so I would mix up our phones and you would have an excuse to text Nick and look through my messages? Did you really do nothing that first night you went out with your girlfriends?

There just wasn't any way to ask these questions and hide an implication: I didn't trust her.

And that was a bit of a molehill to be dying on, considering that Lana had discovered the pussy pictures and my trip to the hotel room that way.

It's hard to be asking someone if they were surveilling you and violating your trust, when you had just done the same thing, and the reason you were asking was because you'd been caught doing something that violated trust.

So the first rule was easy: you tell me everything, and I'll tell you everything.

"That's fine," Lana had purred, her lips close to mine, her body on top of me. "As long as you promise that you won't get mad. If I didn't break the rules."

Breaking "the rules," though, was pretty much what this was all about.

I tried the internet, which as usual resulted in me seeing a lot of naked women, and getting the standard advice packet: you can do this, this, and this, but it really depends on your situation.

No Nick. No Jake. No Lana for guidance. The internet sucked, too. So who?

This was the question I was pondering when Brandy strolled into the office at around 3pm on Friday, which is not the greatest time to come there if you need Nick's attention.

Nick had his office door closed and one blind down, which was useless for actually blocking out the pacing and angry face he was indulging. No one could hear him, but he was yelling, a cellphone in one hand, the speakerphone obviously on, and Milton facing him and visibly melding with the chair in fear.

"Hey hot stuff," Brandy said casually, as the very subtle tones of her expensive perfume caught up to her and began raining down on me like radioactive particles. She was squishing her way to the office in a pair of very short cutoff jeans and a white leotard, some kind of garish but obviously pricey and fashionable jacket loosely thrown over the getup, and some fuck-me boots that came up to her knees. As with everything Brandy wore, it was trashy and classy at the same time. No one on Earth would have been able to say why.

Say what you want about Brandy, but she had definitely taken the "dress for the job you want" advice to the pinnacle. She wanted to snag a rich man and be a sex symbol, and she didn't care what you thought about it.

"I wouldn't," I said quickly, glancing in the direction of Nick's office.

Brandy took this all in stride. Somehow managing to make it look like she had been headed to my desk all along, she swung around, placed a hand on the right-hand edge of my desk, swept the papers piled there into the center, and parked her ass on it in much the same way she had perched on Nick's desk.

"Is it about money?" she asked, glancing back at Nick's office. She said this with such authentic-sounding despair, and I was so distracted by the way her breasts - which were barely covered by the very, very deep and wide cut in the leotard, which was basically transparent - that I took her question kind of seriously.

"Almost everything is money with Nick," I said, earnestly.

Brandy was already laughing at me. She rolled her eyes. "God. I need to borrow his car." She crossed her legs and swung her foot a little, then dropped her eyes to the work on my desk. "Is this what you do?"

I opened my hands to encompass the desk and its myriad contents. "This is what everybody does."

Brandy was selecting a pen from my holder, and scanning the papers. "Can I write on this?" she asked, flitting a cover sheet in front of me.

"Uh..."

She was already writing.

"Sure," I said, annoyed, clicking to print myself a new one.

"Dork." Brandy got up, smiling at me, winked, and sauntered straight ahead toward Nick's office.

I let it happen. Controlling Brandy was one thing I knew for sure I did not have the mental space to make my problem. I also doubted my ability to do anything about her, anyway.

Brandy ignored everyone but caused a disturbance in the force as she passed by the desks toward Nick's house of glass. Nick saw her coming and didn't change expressions or his stride.

Brandy placed the paper against the window and held it with her hand, then moved it to in front of her tits when Nick paid her no mind.

I sighed, reaching for my phone, when Nick snatched the receiver from the cradle in his office after barking a few things. Brandy rotated, leaving the paper against the glass and using her ass to hold it there, a victorious smile on her lips.

"You got all your shit wrapped up?" Nick was yelling into his receiver before my phone even reached my ear.

"I -"

Other than the reprinted cover letter, yes.

"Take Brandy, okay? In your car. She knows where. Just get here out of here. I can't be fucking with this right now."

He slammed the phone down, and picked up right where he had been with Milton. Brandy was looking at me, amused. She lifted her butt from the glass and let the paper fall to the floor, sauntering back toward me. She just smiled as she walked by my desk.

***

"So that was pretty hot the other night," Brandy said, fiddling with the settings in my car, which really irritated me no matter how hot she was. Maybe more so because of it. Satisfied with whatever she'd done, she flopped back against the seat and crossed her legs. "Does this mean Lana's back in the game?"

"Where am I taking you?"

"Get on the expressway. You're getting off on Norton South. Is Lana really, really, not into girls?"

I closed my eyes for as long as I could justify given that I was driving.

Brandy found this amusing. "You know, Chad, there's nothing wrong with being turned on by it."

"I have no idea about that," I told her. I really didn't. I didn't really know what Lana was into and not into anymore.

"Mmm," Brandy said, disbelievingly – and obviously wanting me to know that.

"Where are you going?"

"None of your business," Brandy slurred, grinning. She was watching me, twirling her hair, giving me the same vague feeling of being a pedo with her half-adolescent, half-tramp act.

I said nothing.

"Unless you want it to be..."

I shot her a look, and she laughed, lifting her hands. "Okay, okay... I hear you got in deep shit about that pussy picture."

I shook my head minutely and concentrated on driving.

"Did you like it?" she said, after a while. Still smiling.

I didn't answer, so Brandy looked out the window. "So what's the deal with you, then, Chad? I mean, it's not like you can hide your cock getting hard, which -" she turned to me suddenly, a wicked new smile on her lips, "you know, is fine for all of us, but... you're so... uptight."

"Brandy, look." I began that sentence and didn't know how to finish it.

"Look, what?" she asked, shaking her head so her earring jangled, her shiny lips carved into a juvenile expression. She faced the front again and grinned more broadly - I could see it in my peripheral vision. "I just like hearing about other people's... you know... business. That's all."

"Why?"

Brandy seemed both surprised and delighted that I'd asked. "Well, maybe there's something to it, you know? Something I could try."

It seemed like a safe bet to me that Brandy had already tried everything there was to try, so this came across as bullshit. "Isn't that what the internet is for?"

"Ah," she cackled. "The internet is full of cranks. People bullshit too much."

Subconsciously, I must have removed my foot from the gas pedal, which I had been previously flooring to get this trip over with and Brandy - and all of her tits, ass, and lipstick - out of my car before something awful happened.

"You okay there, buddy?"

"I..."

No. No. No no no no no no.

Brandy rolled her head toward me, intrigued.

Do not ask Brandy of all people for help with your homework.

Brandy laughed. "You want to ask me something," she declared. She hooted with laughter. "Go ahead, Chad, I'm an open book."

I glanced at her.

"Really, really open," she teased.

"Where are we going, then, if you're so open?"

"Ask me the question you really want to ask me, and I'll tell you."

I resolved to not do that.

Brandy gave me directions - get off on Norton South, turn at Blake, follow it to Speer, turn left, turn left, turn left...

"Brandy," I said, exasperated.

"Chad," she echoed. She laughed again.

I pulled over and put the car in park so I could glare at her properly. "I," I began, "am trying to -"

"...am trying to do the right thing, here, missy..." Brandy said, with timing that spookily reminded me of Lana. She grinned. "Ask me your question, and I'll tell you where we're going."

"Where are we going?"

"The other question."

We stared at each other, Brandy extremely amused. She folded her fingers to examine her nails after a while. "There's a power imbalance here, Chad, and it's in my favor."

I had to, at this point, give Brandy some credit. She was definitely not as dumb as she pretended to be. This only made her more dangerous, but I had to admit I liked her more for it.

I sighed. "Okay."

She clapped and made a noise, turned fully toward me, and made her eyes wide and interested.

Definitely a woman who knew how to make a man receptive to opening up.

I was not dumb enough to think, though, that Brandy was capable of - or inclined - to keep a secret. And I really preferred if her pillow talk with Nick didn't consist of a story about me asking about Lana. So I balked.

"It's a question about Lana," Brandy prompted, waving her hand in a little circle to indicate that I should get on with it.

"I don't really... Brandy, jesus -"

"You don't really want me telling Nick..." she sang.

"Exactly."

"... but you know that I can't promise you I won't..." she continued.

"God, you are a piece of work."

"I know." She shrugged. "But I'm also very charming. Come on. Spit it out. I'll tell you a secret, if you want, to make it even."

"You just said -"

"I mean, yeah, it's not a secret-secret, but you seem like you need a... what is that called? Like, hostage or something. But it's not real. Placebo?"

I stared at her.

"Chad, oh my God," she complained. She sat back in the seat again. "It's fine. I have literally all day."

Several cars passed us. We were downtown, in the shadows. It was getting sketchy in the area since the pandemic.

"Lana wants me to set some rules," I said, robotically.

"Fun."

I had to grin at that.

"And you don't know what they should be," Brandy continued. "Did you try Chat GPT?"

I looked at her, slightly annoyed.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Well, Chad – and you should know this – it's just a system. So start with the outcomes you want. What do you want Lana not to do? And then, what do you want Lana to say she won't do, but actually you want her to do?"

Brandy imitated my face when I didn't answer. Every second with her, she was seeming more intelligent, and that made me very afraid of her.

"I do better with concrete examples," I said, giving in a little to Brandy's game and feeling slightly emasculated because of it.

Brandy liked this. "Oh, me too. Okay. Concrete example. So, say like, you're headed to a sex party -"

"That's a little more, uh..."

"Just, Chad... god. It's an example. So what Nick does is he says like, you can only share your pussy tonight." Brandy eyes dropped to register the effect this had on my cock, which was huge. "See? And that's hot."

"Uh," I laughed nervously. "I'm looking for more general...um, rules."

Brandy sighed, as if I had just asked her to recite all fifty states. "No friends, no guys with black hair, no bosses, condoms, no condoms, that kind of thing, yeah, sure. But let me do you a favor, Chad: those aren't the kind of rules Lana is talking about."

She waited.

"She wants rules that make her pussy wet, dumbass. 'You can only be a cum dumpster tonight. You can only fuck one guy, he has to have a huge dick, he has to be black, you have to wear your heels, you have to get your pussy full of cum and then lock me out of it and only give me ass when you come home." She grinned, obviously pleased with how this was affecting me. "Hot things. Not boring things." She puckered her lips and blew me a kiss. "You're welcome."

"I don't think..."

"She does." Brandy sat forward again. "Okay. So. I'm actually really in a hurry. Turn left on Speer but then go to Charleston."

I put the car in reverse to get myself out of what was now a parallel parking space.

"What do you mean, 'she does?'" I asked, still in the maneuver.

"Chad. Look. I know Lana really had a quincinera princess thing going on there, but Nick has told me some things. What is wrong with you? She had a chastity piercing. I hate to break it to you, but if you're looking for some PG-13, first-time, gentle cuckold action, like, I'm sure Lana is a very good actress, but like, that ship has sailed. Okay, once you're on Charleston, turn left."

I obeyed, chewing on her words, my cock fucking bursting at the seams.

"Up two blocks, pull over on the right somewhere. The thing you have to know is that this isn't about you. It's about Lana. So whatever rules you make - the boring ones - those are about you. The other rules are about making sure Lana gets what she wants."

"She doesn't - right here? - she doesn't want to make the rules."

I pulled over near the entrance to the downtown Hilton.

Brandy tipped her head back and let out a peal of laughter that was so shrill I looked in the rear-view for an ambulance at first.

She opened the door and stuck a foot out, leaning forward to look through her bag. "Oh my God. Oh my God, Chad. You are too much."

I was looking at her, annoyed again and blank.

She rolled her eyes, lifting her bag to her lap and turning to get fully out of the car. She held a fake microphone to her mouth.

"Breaking News: Woman Wants Man To Read Mind and Make Rules She Likes, Not Rules She Doesn't. God. That's almost as shocking as 'Man Wants Creative Whore and Blushing Virgin Wife.' I can't help you out with that, Chad." She stepped out and stretched, like she'd been on a long flight.

"Where are you going?" I repeated.

"I told you." She raised her eyebrows and made an alluring face. "A sex party. Why? Do you want to come?"

She was leaning in, her mouth open in a big, challenging smile, Pretty Woman vibes all over the place. She waited with what I would say genuine interest for a beat, and then opened her mouth wider to make a sound like, "yeaaaahhhhhh," before closing the door. "Toodles!" she said, loud enough for me to hear.

I sat in the car until a beat cop told me to beat it.

There was no way of knowing how long that was. I had been sucked into a vortex of thoughts and feelings about Brandy and Lana, and it was mayhem in my head.

I headed back to the office, because it was Friday, and I hadn't actually closed out the week.

I waited in a different lot until I saw Nick leave in his car.

He had already sent me a message asking me if I wanted to join him, and, I assumed, Brandy.

Bring Lana. (Winky face, tongue).


Chapter nine



Iwas not taking Lana to a sex party.

This didn't mean I thought Brandy's advice was totally useless: there was something about her assured manner, her overt sexiness, and the hidden cleverness she'd displayed, that made me think Brandy was actually a great person to mine for advice in this new chapter of my life. She'd been about a thousand times more helpful than the internet, anyway.

Lana was late getting home. It turned out to not take very long to wrap things up at the office, but I still expected her to be there when I arrived.

Instead, the dark and empty house, with no signs of Lana having blown through, sent my guts plunging - however arousingly - to my feet. I was already dealing with the ache in my cock left in the wake of Brandy's "lesson."

It only got worse.

I put things away, turned on lights, opened the fridge, resisted calling her for as long as could. While I did all this - it only lasted half an hour - I had Brandy's voice on repeat in my head:

I know Lana really had a quincinera princess thing going on there, but Nick has told me some things.

Things that, obviously, I didn't know about.

It was hot as fuck thinking about Brandy and Nick sharing stories of Lana in her sluttier years during pillow talk, but it was also infuriating. And as the minutes ticked by, and Lana still wasn't home, it was fertilizer on all of my worst nightmares.

And best nightmares.

Finally, I called.

"Hello," she said, cheerfully.

When I hear Lana on the phone, I always imagine her as the woman I had known up until recently: some anodyne floral shirt with ruffles, her bouncy ponytail, a fashionable and knee-length skirt. She sounded like that, on the phone right now. Like the woman I actually married.

But my mind was fickle and pictured everything beneath that image: the girl who gave a handjob to a stranger in a public place and then licked the cum from her fingers. The piercing, the face-sitting, the lethal sexiness all bottled up beneath her "quincinera princess thing."

"Hey," I said, tentatively, unsure of who I might be talking to.

Somehow, just this simple exchange had become hot. There was a simmering silence between us.

"Where are you?" I asked, and not because I wanted to know in the way I used to want to know - so I could time dinner, or confirm that she was okay. I wanted to picture her doing something terrible, skirting on the edge of misbehaving.

"Mmm. Driving."

"You're getting home late," I said. This conversation now had undercurrents of sexiness. My cock was so hard I thought I would get sick. The cold, exciting, adrenaline of our first encounters had come out of retirement, and it streamed into my blood. Would she, or wouldn't she? It didn't matter "what."

"I'm on the highway."

I didn't say anything to that.

"The exit to Speer is coming up."

Speer, which would take her nowhere near where she was supposed to be right now. Speer, which went right past the street to the hotel where I had dropped Brandy off.

The implication was exceedingly clear. Lana had Nick's number, and Nick had hers - I didn't need to know what had happened with that phone to know that. Nick had contacted her, and she was invited, and now she was placing that ball right in my court.

"Is it?"

"In about five miles."

I felt sick.

"Lana..."

"Chad."

I sighed. "What are you wearing?"

I could feel how this rippled on the other end of the line. No sound was transmitted, but I could see the twitch of Lana's lips as clearly as if we'd been on video.

"That's why I'm so late. I stopped off to go shopping."

"And so... what are you wearing?"

"Hmm," she said. "A red dress."

"Lana."

"It's skin-tight. The thing I like about it, is that it has no back."

"No back at all," I said, my voice wooden with disbelief – not about a dress, but about Lana.

"No. And it shows off my legs. I can send you a picture if you want."

"I want that. Does this mean you're getting off on Speer?"

There was a pause, during which it's anybody's guess what Lana did. Likely she smiled. I heard a siren in the background on the expressway.

"Do you want me to get off on Speer?"

I'm a modern man. I've had a sexy conversation or two on the phone with a woman before, and like anyone else, I've sent and received the kinds of photos that we could all be blackmailed by forever. Not with Lana, though. And not like this. This conversation had my cock so hard I could hardly breathe.

But breathing was all I did for a several moments.

"It's coming up," Lana said.

Time slowed so much that I could have avoided Agents in the Matrix. The sudden gush of adrenaline and testosterone almost knocked me down. My vision blurred and then sharpened, and the sexy cold of jealousy and searing heat of arousal clashed violently in my arteries.

"Take it," I said.

Silence again.

"Are you coming?"

I didn't answer. I didn't want to mumble incoherently. I was barely able to speak. I wanted to, and I didn't want to. I had a million questions, but they all floated in the air like delicate balloons, and I was hesitant to pop any of them.

"Do you have any rules for me, then?" Lana asked. There was sexiness and amusement in her voice.

I was breathless as I answered: Lana could easily have believed I had just run a marathon.

"I have... uh, will you follow them?"

Lana let out a quiet, throaty, and incredibly sexy laugh. The sound of it ran along the nerves of my body, sending a shudder through me. It tore across my back and into my shoulder blades, twisted like an animal in my ball sack, throbbed painfully in my dick.

"I always follow them. If somebody makes them."

What kind of rules needed to be explicitly stated for a woman like Lana? I wondered. Just weeks ago I would have found this question amusing. Brandy's advice, her words dripping like honeyed pussy juice, fluttered and sashayed in my head. The image of Lana licking her fingers at D'Wharf seeped across my vision, blocking out the dark and empty kitchen.

"Are you going to have sex with someone at this party?"

"If you tell me I can," she said, femme-fatale style, just before laughing again. "Well, and... you know, if I like someone."

"Not Nick."

Lana laughed at this again. "Of course not Nick. Anything else?"

"Not Brandy."

"I'm not into girls."

I had to actually catch my breath. I felt like a pressure cooker that had been set to high.

Lana wasn't going to help me out any more than that. I was suddenly overwhelmed by the fact that I'd told her to go, that I'd given my permission and I was afraid to take it back (because I was afraid that maybe she would ignore me, and because I didn't really want to).

"Lana, I guess I'm... I don't know... what, uh, what do you want to...?"

"I don't know. Maybe nothing. I won't do just anything, with anyone."

What a relief.

"And I won't do anything you tell me I can't..."

"Oh, God," I said, violently, suddenly, nauseated.

"Chad," Lana said, suddenly serious. "I'm only doing this because I thought you were okay with it."

"I know."

"Well, are you?"

For some reason, the voice and likeness that came into my head at that moment was Jake, of all people. His partial denture removed, so the gap of his missing teeth blared like a battle wound. Dude, don't be a fucking pussy.

"I am..."

This was intended to be the beginning of a sentence, but I had nothing left to follow it up with.

"So tell me what your rules are," Lana said. "They can be anything."

"And you'll follow them?"

"I will."

"You have to tell me everything."

"I know."

"No Nick, no Brandy," I said, repeating myself, to buy more time to think. But time was up, so I just blurted out the first thing that surfaced in my mind: "And you can only have sex with one guy."

A mirthful, dangerous warble came from Lana's throat. "Mmm. Okay. One guy." She sounded delighted, devious. "Anything else?"

This seemed like a challenge from Lana. Like I was being tricked into something.

But I was too far gone with the filthy ideas in my head, the promise of something as deliciously filthy as that impromptu night at the bar, a desire to know exactly how depraved Lana could actually be, even if I would regret it.

In reality, I didn't really think any of that, clearly. My dick had taken all the blood from my brain, and now I was just being led around like a thirteen-year old who stumbled onto PornHub.

"Nothing I can think of," I said.

"Baby," Lana responded, strangely. "No matter what, I want you to know, I love you. This is just... fun. I'm only doing it because you liked it. You know that, right?"

"I know."

"So then... I'm here."

I imagined her parking her car where I had dropped off Brandy. For a brief moment, I actually almost told her to find better parking.

"I love you, Lana," I told her, after a long pause.

"I love you, too."

"Follow the rules."

A click, a light laugh, the sound of voices echoing in the concrete urban jungle, a honk. "I always do."

Minutes later, I got a text:

I forgot to mention. I'm not wearing any underwear.

The comment was attached to a picture that I proceeded to stare at for the next several hours. Lana was in an elevator, mirrors in all directions. She was leaning forward, her hand on the handrail for the handicapped, the camera close to her face so that only her red-tinted lips and one nearly-closed eye made the cut.

But that wasn't what I would look at, anyway. In the mirror behind her, the reflection captured the backless, and indeed very skin-tight red dress. It barely gripped her shoulders at the top, and went way down to just above her ass.

The dress itself had been hiked up on one side, so that Lana's ass, and the pussy that lay between her legs, were caught in the image.

I stared and stared at it, as the hours ticked by: this last image of Lana's pussy as I had known it: mine, and mine alone. At least, in our marriage. As far as I knew.

I would have to wait all night to find out what she was doing it with it; what she would do with a rule so lax as "only have sex with one guy;" if she would come home and let me sink my cock into a pussy that overflowed with another man's cum.

Or maybe, she would break even that simple set of rules.

I no longer knew what Lana Cuervo would do. There was something inside her she couldn't control, and I had no idea if I could control her, either. I was destined to sit here, waiting.

I made myself a drink. After all, there was no one to really blame for this predicament but myself, no matter how hard Nick, Brandy, and Lana herself had attempted to give me an ostensible whipping boy. In the growing darkness that soon started to throb in my blood with the whiskey I poured, I could only sit passively while my imagination splayed Lana's legs wide and my own voice repeated endlessly:

Take it. Take it. Take it.
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