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Chapter 1

“Hurry up!” Sunny snapped. “I still need to find shoes to go with this dress!”

The salesgirl did her best to hide the eye roll. She caught me looking at her and panicked a little, but I gave her a reassuring smile, trying to convey my awareness how my wife can often be rude, especially under pressure. Sunny noticed a display of bracelets and wandered away from the cash register.

“I apologize,” I told the girl. “High pressure. Big event.”

The girl looked at the dress my wife was buying.

“Not a wedding,” she mused. “But not a funeral either.”

“High school reunion. My wife was the head cheerleader three out of four years. This will be the first time they have assembled again, and she wants everything to be perfect. I’m sorry she’s being rude.”

“What’s the big deal?”

I watched my wife flip through the selection of accessories. I ran my eyes down her back and over her firm ass, then up to her pretty face and down over her full tits.

“Glory days,” I said. “My wife believes she peaked in high school. She’s never felt as pretty or powerful since.”

“Sucks to be her.”

“It does. She finds little satisfaction in her current, adult world.”

“That’s stupid. She’s like what? Thirty? She’s totally hot.”

“Twenty-nine, and yes, she is. But she was the boss in high school with all the power and control yet now she has a job and must answer to someone she hates, someone less intelligent and less capable than her.”

“Tell me about it,” the salesgirl chuckled. “I’m eighteen and an honors student but my manager is twenty and a drop out. I get what you’re saying.”

“You’re also very pretty,” I added, not flirting at all. “I’m sure that bothers my wife too.”

She looked down, left, right, and up, but not at me.

“You think I’m pretty?”

“I do. But being an honors student is more important. Stay focused on that.”

She was smiling now. When Sunny returned with two bracelets to add to the bill, the salesgirl did not mind at all. We finished our transaction and went in search of the perfect pair of shoes. After that we stopped for lunch where she snarled at the waiter.

“Honey,” I cautioned. “Never treat your food server poorly. There is too much they can do by way of revenge they you will never know about.”

She took a long sip on her sweet tea.

“You’re right, Jude. I’m sorry. I’ll apologize when they come back. I’m so stressed out about this reunion. I need everything to be perfect.”

“Why? It’s just a high school reunion. They are people just like you.”

She shook her head sadly.

“It’s more than that. Way more. I was on top of the world back then. I was a princess. Everyone wanted to be my friend and hang out with me. I was invited to every party, every event. In high school, I could make someone’s day just by smiling at them. Then college came along and kicked my ass and then the working world did too. Guys stared when I walked by. I love male attention and I had more than I could handle back then. Now, the men I work with look away. You’re the only good thing I’ve gotten out of the last ten years. I simply cannot go to that reunion and see all those again people and have that turn to shit too. I want to feel special and important again and I need to look amazing to do it. I need to look even better now than I did back then.”

“You do.”

“You say that because you love me. They will be scrutinizing everything I say and do. They will examine my face and body with a microscope. I want them to see I still deserve to be on top. Hazel will be especially hard on me. She was always my biggest rival for the top position I held. She even dated some of my ex-boyfriends behind my back.”

“I thought you said these women are your friends.”

“They are, or they were. We’ve hardly spoken at all over the years. I’m sure at least one but maybe all will be trying to take my place at the top.”

“I think women are more naturally competitive than men. Men have the reputation for it, probably because of the vast array of televised sports, but I swear women battle each other more than we do.”

“I believe you.”

The restaurant was busy and our waiter happened by. Sunny got his attention and apologized for being rude, which he appreciated. Our food arrived and we ate but Sunny was in another world, a world of backstabbing, faithless, hollow friendships.

The reunion would be a three-day affair with a formal dinner party to start, the next day at the lake to barbecue and mix in the kids, if you had any, and then, if you still had the stamina by day three, a party at a club downtown to end things. People could attend one, two, or all three days if they wished. Sunny had shared little about her high school years over the course of our marriage, but I had the feeling she was not a nice person back in those days. She wasn’t much of a nice person now. Watching her prepare for the reunion only solidified those feelings. I imagined getting together again with my friends from high school and almost laughed out loud. We’d clown, drink, swap stories and laugh. We’d make fun of each other and take it in stride. Who’s on top would be a riddle to us. Geno could draw your face in ten minutes or less. Tony could sing and play guitar. John played linebacker and some colleges were interested in him, but he got Tina pregnant senior year and they got married. They still are. We had no interest in politics or a hierarchy. We all had our own individual skills and we supported each other. There was no competition between us but oh boy, let some outsider try to pick a fight with any one of us. We’d rain unholy hell down on his head.

I watched Sunny flip through pictures of purses on her phone.

“Finish eating, Baby,” she said. “Macy’s is having a sale on that Chanel bag I wanted.”


Chapter 2

We arrived in a limousine, because of course we did. I was surprised Sunny didn’t demand a helicopter. The dinner was held at a high-rise restaurant downtown. The floor plan was wide open, which allowed the reunion committee to rent the whole place and just let everyone mingle or eat, as they saw fit. The views from up here, with all four walls made of glass and the kitchen in the center, were spectacular. The clinking of silver against porcelain was a separate language in this room. It was a high, thin sound, cutting through the low, rumbling hum of a hundred conversations that all sounded pretty much the same.

Ten years.

Apparently, that was long enough for everyone to forget the acne and the awkwardness and the desperate, clawing ambition to get out of school and on with life. I was the outsider, the plus-one, the amateur anthropologist studying this bizarre and primitive tribe: the Class of a decade lost.

My tuxedo felt like a costume. The starched collar was a polite, persistent chokehold, and the bow tie, which Sunny had tied for me with a look of fond condescension, felt like a leash. I was her accessory tonight. Jude, the handsome and successful husband, the proof that she had won at life. I sipped my champagne, the bubbles fizzing against my teeth like tiny, insolent insects, and I watched her.

She was beautiful. Radiant. Not in the way she was in her senior year, all fresh-faced and eager. This was a polished beauty. Her dark hair was swept up in an elegant twist that exposed the long, graceful line of her neck. A ruby necklace, my anniversary gift to her a few years ago, rested in the hollow of her throat, a drop of blood against her creamy skin. She wore a black and red dress that clung to her body like a second skin, a slash of fabric that was both sophisticated and sexy. She moved through the room with confidence and a constant drink in her hand. She was a predator in her natural habitat, and this prey was all too willing.

Her first target was a handsome man, almost certainly a former athlete, football was my guess, and I suspected an ex-boyfriend based on the looks she gave him. She wasn’t direct. She never is. But she put herself in his line of sight, ostensibly talking to some old friend, and then waited. He was a handsome slab of muscle softening around the edges, but he moved with the jock’s assumption of space. He cornered her near the ice sculpture of two dolphins, and I watched Sunny’s body language change. Her spine straightened just a fraction more. Her head tilted, a gesture of practiced interest. She laughed, a bright, musical sound that carried across the room, and laid a hand on his forearm. She needed to see him fall under her spell and she was quickly rewarded.

Once she was certain she held him in her palm, she ended that conversation and moved onto the next. Round and round she went, setting targets and assassinating unsuspecting males. She worked the room until every face she recognized acknowledged her. It was masterfully done. I was impressed.

Strangely, I also felt a rush of pride. These were the men from her past and to a man, each of them still wanted her. I watched their eyes follow my wife around the room. She filled them with naked lust. Smug arrogance on my part, but I liked that they wanted her, yet she was mine. Too bad, fuckers. I sat alone and watched her move through the room. Some guy in glasses, jeans, and a white dress shirt tried to talk to her, but she obviously did not know him. He insisted and then caught a full blast of her venom. He drifted away. Poor guy. He looked at my wife with the same lust all the other men did, maybe more. The longing in his eyes was hard to take. Sunny manipulated some other man to come over to talk to her, and after a few minutes my wife scanned the room for me and waved me in. I gulped my Jack Daniels and joined them.

“Jude,” Sunny said. “This is Mark. Mark, this is my husband, Jude.”

His grip was bone-crushing, a performance of masculinity.

“Good to meet you, man,” he grunted, his eyes already sliding back to Sunny. “Sunny here was something else in school. Homecoming queen, head cheerleader, resident Tasmanian Devil. She brought the whole school to their knees.”

“So I’ve heard,” I lied.

“You’re a lucky man.”

“Thanks,” I said, fully aware that any time a man says that to you about your wife, what he’s really saying is he wants to fuck her.

I was a prop in their little nostalgia play. Sunny’s hand, still on his arm, gave a little squeeze. She was feeding him, letting him bask in the glow of her attention. He talked about his car dealership, his kids, his golf handicap. She listened, nodding, her eyes wide with a feigned fascination that was so convincing it was almost insulting. She was a master of this, the art of making men feel like they were the most interesting person in the world, right before she dropped them to move on, but something told me Mark held a special place with her. I got the faint feeling they had been lovers. She soon excused herself, a whisper of perfume and silk, and drifted toward another group. Mark excused himself and went in the other direction. I refilled my whiskey glass.

This time her act was for a pair of former basketball players, twin giants who still had the loping gait of men who spent their youth being too tall for doorways. Her performance was even more refined now. She leaned in when they spoke, her laugh a little throatier, her smile a little wider. One of them said something and she threw her head back and laughed. Her hand brushed the man’s shoulder. It was a casual, accidental touch that was anything but. She stoked their egos, collecting their admiration like jewels. They were her trophies, the boys who had wanted her then and still desperately wanted her now.

Then it dawned on me, based on their collective body language, that these men were also former lovers. Did my wife have a threesome with them? Was my wife that promiscuous before I met her? I rewound the night in my head and played it again, scrutinizing her interactions with the other men. I began to suspect that if a man was an ex-boyfriend, that meant he was also an ex-lover. Sunny fucked around.

I watched her more closely now, testing my theory. I’d seen Sunny work the crowd before at corporate events and gallery openings, but those people had been strangers to her. Here, in the crown jewel of the city’s poshest restaurant, it felt different. More personal. This wasn’t about networking; it was about keeping a scorecard, and my wife was undefeated.

Then, the man in glasses, jeans, and white dress shirt reappeared.

I had to give him credit. When Sunny hits you with a withering stare, you wither. No man comes back for more. This guy was relentless. I’d looked through her yearbooks scattered around our living room for the last five weeks, and he was starting to look familiar. I wracked my brain to find the answer. He tried to speak to her again and she pushed him away. His expression turned to frustration. No way was he an ex-boyfriend. He lacked presence. I was about to write him off as yet another sycophant when a gorgeous woman approached him and they kissed. He took her hand and they walked away together.

At that moment, I recognized him from a faded photo in her senior yearbook.

Alan something. Geek. Nerd. Picked on by everyone. Bullied by most. I remembered seeing photos of him in the book which showed him being hazed, sprayed with whipped cream or held down and having a penis drawn on his face. I asked Sunny about it. Publishing photos like that in the yearbook seemed like an unnecessary level of bullying.

“Oh,” she’d said. “Yeah. Alan. Nobody liked him.”

“Seems cruel to forever enshrine his humiliation in the yearbook.”

“It’s just Alan,” she’d replied.

“I suppose you picked on him too?”

“Sure. Everybody did. He’s weird. He had this huge crush on me, and I was like, as if! I’d catch him staring at me all the time and tell him to fuck off.”

A woman laughed loudly and I snapped out of my reverie, scanning the restaurant to find Sunny. She had moved again, currently standing by the bar, bathed in soft, flattering light. She looked incredible. Her thick, dark hair was swept up, exposing the elegant line of her neck. The sound of her laughter, even from this distance, sliced through the din and hit me right in the gut. That was her real laugh, the one she usually saved for me late at night when we’re curled up on the couch and I make some stupid joke.

Tonight, she’s giving it away freely to other men.

She’s talking to three men, and it doesn’t take a genius to figure out who they are. They have the same look: a certain hardened confidence that comes from having been kings of a small kingdom a decade ago. Time and office jobs have softened them, but they are still recognizable. I can practically smell the stale locker room air from here. One of them, a guy built like a refrigerator with a smile full of teeth that are too white, says something, and Sunny throws her head back, her hand resting lightly on his forearm. It’s a casual gesture, one she’s made a thousand times with me, but seeing it on him makes my nuts tighten. I know I’m supposed to be a supportive husband. She was nervous about tonight.

What if they think I’m boring now? she asked this afternoon, her brow furrowed with that adorable anxiety I find so endearing. What if I’ve changed too much?

I kissed her and told her she was ridiculous, that she would be the most captivating person in the room. I saw now that I was right. Almost every man here wanted to drag her away and fuck her. I stared at her hand on his forearm, and a bolt of lightning struck me.

Sunny wanted that too. My wife wanted to be dragged away and fucked.

How could I have missed it? I was so busy keeping an eye on them, I never thought of applying the same scrutiny to her. As I watched her now a gong sounded in my head. My wife moved through the room, meeting former boyfriends who were also former lovers, and memories of sex with each returned to her. She was awash with the remembrances of steamy youthful lovemaking. She didn’t merely want them to want her. She wanted them too.

She moved from Refrigerator Guy to another man, this one taller, with a jawline that could cut glass. He leaned in, his mouth close to her ear, and she didn’t flinch or pull away. She tilted her head, listened, with a small, knowing smile spreading across her lips. It’s the same smile she gives me right before she’s about to tell me she’s horny. That little grin is always my sign to take her to bed.

This went beyond mere flirting. It’s obvious now that I know how to look for it. The arch of her back, the way she holds his gaze a beat too long, the subtle flick of her tongue against her lips as he speaks. My hand tightens around my whiskey. How far will she let this go? I intuitively understand that boundaries will vary depending on how much wine she’s consumed. Would she actually cross a line? 

The room seems to narrow, the background noise fading into a dull hum as my focus zeroes in on them. Her group is laughing about something, and Sunny is in the center of it. The tall one, Jawline, says something that makes her blush, a rose color that climbs her neck. Then, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world, his hand, which had been gesturing in the open air, comes to rest on the small of her back. It’s not a quick, friendly pat. It lingers. His thumb is splayed wide, comfortably familiar. His hand slides ever so slightly lower and now his pinkie rests on the little curve outward where her lower back ends and her butt cheek begins. She must feel him there. Everyone would agree that his hand had moved too low. It’s inappropriate. Yet Sunny did nothing. My wife felt his hand on her and allowed it to remain. She didn’t stiffen. She didn’t subtly shift away. In fact, she leans into it, just a fraction of an inch, a microscopic acquiescence that no one else would notice. But I do. I notice everything. She lifts her ass subtly, welcoming his touch. More importantly, letting him know she feels him back there and likes it, encourages it. My wife wants him to touch her like that.

My heart hammers against my ribs. This isn’t flirting anymore. We have crossed over the line into seduction.

I feel a surge of something hot in my gut. I want to stand up. I want to walk over there and put my hand on her shoulder, a clear, territorial gesture. I want to pull her away and ask her what the hell she thinks she’s doing. But I’m paralyzed by uncertainty, uncertainty, and something else. I wonder what her limit will turn out to be. I could barge in and remind everyone, including her, that I’m the husband, but if she’s the one egging them on, how does that make me look? I would sound pathetic. Jealous. Powerless. Small.

I watch as another guy, shorter, wiry, moves in, boxing her against the bar. These men are a pack of wolves, working together. She’s the lamb. I see her hand, the one with the gold band I put there years ago, move lower. It’s a small motion, mostly hidden by their bodies. I suspect she believes it is fully hidden by their bodies. Her fingers brush against Jawline’s thigh. It’s quick, subtle, and it could have been an accident. A misstep in the crowded space.

But it wasn’t.

I know it wasn’t but more importantly, Jawline knows it wasn’t. That move was not an accident. That was a response. Conformation. A secret conversation held in the space of a single second, under the cover of laughter and reunion nostalgia. She does it again, skimming the front of his crotch. Message sent.

The glass in my hand trembles. I set it down on a table with a soft click.

The room comes rushing back in. The clinking silverware, the booming music from the DJ, the sound of a hundred people catching up on a decade of life. But it all feels fake, like a movie set. The only thing that’s real is the cold dread seeping into my bones.

Sunny turns her head and scans the room, landing on me, watching her. For a moment, her mask drops. I see the old Sunny, my Sunny, and there’s a flicker of something in her expression. Guilt? Panic? Or is it just the surprise of being caught? But it’s gone as quickly as it appeared, replaced by a brilliant, dazzling smile. She gives me a little wave, as if to say, See? I’m having fun. Everything’s fine.

I lift my hand to wave back. I smile, or at least I think I do. It feels more like a grimace. She turns to her admirers, renewed confidence obvious, and I know that whatever just happened between us has passed. She’s made her choice for the evening. She’s not just Sunny, my wife, the woman who falls asleep on my shoulder each night. Tonight, she’s also Sunny, the girl who got away, the one they all wish they still had, the girl that wants to let them have her one last time.

I pick up my glass and drain the rest of the whiskey. I’m no longer her husband watching from a distance. I’m an audience member now, yet another man yearning for her. I’m watching a performance I never bought tickets for, and I have a terrible feeling that the main event has only just begun.


Chapter 3

The double doors open and three gorgeous women enter, each dressed sexier than the last. Heads turn at the sound of the intrusion and Sunny squeals with delight.

“Willow!” my wife calls out. “Hazel! Mia!”

Sunny abandons her pack of wolves and pushes through, running to embrace these three new women as they laugh and hug and jump around. I realize these are my wife’s cheerleader best friends, fashionably late. Their tight dresses cling to their womanly bodies, flashing skin and cleavage here and there as they move. Every person in that huge room watches them, including restaurant staff. The four women enter their own world. They know we are staring but they pretend they don’t care, talking fast, catching up, hugging again and again. They talk for so long that people return to what they were doing.

Eventually, Sunny gathers the women and leads them my way, introducing each to me. I shake their hands one by one. I listen to stories from their past, anecdotes of good times and wild adventures. My eyes roam the women every chance I get. Sunny is the best looking, but Mia is Hollywood starlet beautiful and Hazel has a body that puts bikini models to shame. Willow is quiet and polite but so pretty and feminine she makes my eyeballs ache. I’m careful that Sunny never catches me gawking but then I wonder why hide it? She certainly had her fun with other men tonight. But I do hide it. Disrespecting Sunny is simply not my thing. I love her.

After a while this group breaks apart and Sunny leads Mia and Willow off to flirt with a group of men. Hazel stays with me and our conversation continues. I glance to see what my wife is up to and find her leaning against a broad-shouldered man with long black hair.

“She’s a cheater,” Hazel says.

“Pardon?”

“Sunny. She cheated on every boyfriend she had. You know that about her, right?”

“No.”

“It’s true. It was always her favorite game. Have you ever seen the movie, Dangerous Liaisons? That’s Sunny. Make a boy fall in love then cheat on him and make sure he finds out, then see if she can win him back, which she always did. It was such an ego boost for her. We called it Sunny’s game. I’m surprised you don’t know that about her. I figured you for one of those guys.”

“What guys?”

“The guys that like their women unfaithful. Sorry. I thought you knew.”

“I didn’t give her a questionnaire to fill out when we first started dating.”

Hazel laughed.

“I know that. I just thought Sunny would have bragged about it to you. She does that. That probably means she’s never cheated on you. I guess the fact that she kept it secret says a lot about how much she loves you.”

I lifted my eyes to my wife. Men had crowded around Sunny, Willow, and Mia and I saw body contact everywhere. My wife was leaning against Black Hair again.

“That’s Darren,” Hazel offered. “He was a senior when we were all freshmen. He had a thing for the young, pretty cheerleaders. He stayed in touch with all of us. His dick is kind of big and he knows how to use it. I lost my virginity to him. It hurt a little, but it was awesome.”

I turned to look at Hazel.

“Why are you telling me all this?” I asked.

“I thought you should know. If it was me, I’d want to know.”

She had a point.

“Her rules might be different now that she’s married,” Hazel casually continued. “Maybe she’s stopped cheating. Or maybe she still cheats but has stopped confessing. I could see her making that change if she wanted to stay married to a certain guy. Oops. Look. There goes Darren out the door. Watch. I bet Sunny waits a few minutes and then comes up with an excuse to step outside. I’ll bet you twenty bucks she at least blows him. I’m sure she’s dying to get her hands on that big cock again.”

This was all too much. I tried to think of what to say and just ended up asking Hazel what she did now for a living.

“Office assistant,” she said. “I work in a law office with five lawyers. Nothing big but we all get along great. I know the senior partner hired me because he wanted to fuck me but that’s the life of an ex-cheerleader. Our looks come first. I’ve since proven myself to them many times over, but he still wants me. I use that to my advantage. Here she comes.”

I turned to follow her gaze.

“Hi, Baby,” Sunny said, kissing my mouth. “I’m going to the roof for some fresh air. I’ll be back soon.”

“I’ll come with you,” I blurted.

“No need. Stay and keep Hazel company. Ask her about the trip to Big Bear. See if you can get her to tell you the truth.”

“I always tell the truth,” Hazel complained.

Sunny kissed me again. How quickly my mood had changed. A few words from Hazel and I now saw my lovely wife in a different light. Hazel claims to always speak the truth and for some reason I believed her. I watched my wife head towards the exit and vanish through the double doors.

“There she goes,” Hazel said, stating the obvious. “Twenty bucks.”

I gave her a hard stare. All around us the party swirled. People ate and drank and laughed and talked.

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

Sit here? I wondered. Or chase Sunny?

I liked none of my options.

“We could follow her,” Hazel suggested. “Hang back. Stay out of sight. Maybe they just want to talk. Heck, maybe Sunny is really going out for fresh air. We can spy and see.”

I liked that option best. Sunny had done nothing wrong yet, not really. I couldn’t confront her, but I also couldn’t simply sit here and sip whiskey and wait. If others at this party had noticed Sunny and Darren leaving separately, they would be watching me and feeling pity. I needed to move, to take some kind of action.

“I’ll go,” I told Hazel. “You wait here.”

She scoffed.

“No way. I’m coming with you. I need to see for myself too.”

“Then we leave like they did, separately. Wait for me down by the elevators. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

“Good idea. Give them time to get started.”

I gave her another hard stare. She gulped her wine and scurried off. I wrestled with the idea of following my wife. I truly did. Was this something I actually wanted to see?

Fresh air.

The words landed like lead weight in my gut. I finished my whiskey and circled around the room, carefully slipping out a side door. I hurried to the elevator and found Hazel waiting. I was momentarily distracted by her body in this better lighting. Her dress flowed over every curve and her puffy nipples were obvious under the thin fabric. She was cute as hell but also sexy. I gawked for a moment too long.

“Take a picture,” she teased.

“Sorry. Sunny’s friends are gorgeous.”

“Am I one of Sunny’s friends?”

“That is my presumption. Am I wrong?”

She put her purse in both hands behind her and pulled her elbows back in a nonchalant but fake stretch. The wispy material drew tightly across her breasts, turning it just a little bit sheer. I stared at the pinkish circles of areola.

“Time will tell,” she murmured.

She punched the button to call the elevator, but I took her hand.

“Let’s take the stairs,” I said.

“Good idea. Sneakier.”

I held the door and we began to climb. I watched her firm ass and toned legs. When we reached the roof, we found the door propped open about an inch, held by a broken mop handle. Cigarette butts littered the floor.

“I guess we found the spot where the staff takes their breaks,” she chuckled.

I didn’t laugh. I hated what we were doing. I resented Hazel for filling my head with doubt. I’d always trusted Sunny, until now. I eased the door open and we crept onto the roof, listening closely for any sound. I thought I heard voices around the other side, behind the massive air conditioning units, so we carefully inched closer. I heard the clink of a belt buckle.

My mouth was dry. My legs trembled.

Don’t be an idiot, the voice in my head said. She’s just grabbing some air. It’s a loud party. She needs a minute. That was probably her purse.

But the other voice, the one that had been simmering with low-grade anxiety since we entered that stairwell, knew better. It knew that the way her eyes had found Darren’s across the room, the microscopic flicker of acknowledgment between them, the leaning of her body against his, the familiar unspoken language of former lovers, all combined to tell me I was about to see something awful. I waited a full sixty seconds. I counted them off in my head. Hazel took my hand, eager to peek around the corner, but I had to wait. When I had my feet emotionally under me, I looked. The city sprawled below, a glittering carpet of lights. The air up here was sharp and clean.

But Sunny wasn’t here.

Panic, cold and sharp, pierced through me. Hazel had been wrong. Sunny was simply getting air. I was a paranoid, jealous fool. I turned to Hazel and she saw my expression. I had opened my mouth to speak, to tell her we had to go back, when I heard it, another soft, metallic click from the far side of the unit, a side shielded from every angle except one. Hazel raised an eyebrow. I moved silently, taking her hand behind me, my dress shoes pressing softly into the composite shingles. I peered around the corner of the large, humming air conditioner.

There they were.

Sunny and Darren.

He leaned against the brick wall of the elevator housing. Sunny was in front of him, squatting, her hands resting on his thighs. His pants were open and down to his knees, his thick cock arching out from his body to disappear into her mouth. Her red lips were stretched wide to envelop his girth. I almost gasped out loud.

Darren’s head was tilted back slightly, his face turned up to the vast, starry night sky. His hand was tangled in Sunny’s hair, not gripping it, but holding it, his fingers buried in the dark strands. Her head moved in a rhythmic, subtle bobbing in the shadows. The hem of her red and black dress had ridden up, revealing toned and sexy thighs. Either she or Darren had opened the front, spilling her bare tits. He reached down to lift one, filling his big palm.

My eyes saw everything. I felt Hazel’s warm body move up next to mine.

“See?” she whispered. “Sunny cheats.”

I ignored her. My attention was focused on the scene before me. The way my wife’s hands rested on Darren’s legs. The soft, wet sounds her mouth was making in the quiet night. The way her breasts swayed with the slow back-and-forth motion of her head.  Time stopped. My world fell away. There was only the humming of the air conditioning unit and the slow slurping sounds coming from my wife. She relished his cock in her mouth. She savored her struggles with it. The woman I love, on her knees for another man.

My first emotion was a white-hot, blinding agony. It was a physical pain, a tearing in my chest so severe I thought I might collapse. It was betrayal in its purest, most venomous form. Every memory, every shared moment, every whispered I love you was instantly corroded, turned to ash in my mouth. My vision swam with tears of rage and hurt. I wanted to scream, to rush forward and drag them apart, to smash my fist into Darren’s smug, satisfied face.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t. My feet were rooted to the spot, my body paralyzed by the shock. My heart thudded in my chest like cannon fire. Hazel moved closer, pressing her body against mine in an effort to see more. I stood there, a voyeur to my own heartbreak, and felt a horrifying, alien sensation begin to bloom in the wreckage of my pain. I needed several heartbeats to recognize it, because it seemed impossible to live in this terrible moment.

But it did.

Arousal. It was arousal.

It started deep in my gut, a warm, unwelcome heat that spread through my veins like a poison. It was a traitorous response, a physical betrayal that mirrored her emotional one. My cock, which should have been shriveling in my pants, began to stir, to harden.

I was disgusted with myself. Revolted. But I couldn’t look away.

In that moment, she wasn’t merely my wife. She was a woman I was seeing for the first time. There was a raw, unapologetic hunger in her actions, a kind of feral grace that was both terrifying and mesmerizing. She wasn’t the woman the neighbors knew or the loving partner who shared my bed. She was this, this creature of pure, uninhibited desire. I watched her act on that desire, and it turned me on.

“Why aren’t you freaking out?” Hazel murmured.

I shrugged.

“I must admit she looks sexy as hell. I’ve never seen someone give a blowjob. It’s wild erotic. Is that what you’re thinking?”

I did not answer. My mind tripped all over itself.

“Sunny should have gone into porn after high school,” Hazel said. “Look how much she loves that cock. She devours his cock. It’s not Darren at all. Sunny loves dick.”

Hazel was right. My wife lovingly attacked Darren’s meat, but it was his penis she loved.

“I hope I look that sexy giving blowjobs,” she added.

I watched the muscles in Darren’s thighs tense. I heard his sharp intake of breath, a low groan that was swallowed by the night. I watched Sunny’s movements quicken, her purpose singular. I watched her efforts to please him and noted her efforts to please herself. She loved sucking that cock. She loved choking on his girth. She loved forcing him all the way in, dominating his thick dick, controlling the man through his penis. This was emotionally connected porn at its best. I knew the star! She rolled her head around and savored every pulsating inch. She sucked cock like a woman captured by her own lusts, and she looked sexy as fuck doing it. The most shocking part of all, the part that sent a jolt of electricity through my traitorous body, was the awareness of how much it turned me on. This incredible, passionate, sexual woman was my wife! I was heartbroken, shattered into a million pieces, and I was harder than I had been in years. The contradiction tortured me. The two sensations warred inside, a dizzying, nauseating cocktail of agony and lust. I was watching my life burn down, and I was getting turned on by the heat.

“It’s coming,” we heard him say.

Hazel grabbed my crotch, then turned a shocked face to look at me. Confused to find me hard, she wrapped her fingers around my erection and squeezed. The heat of the moment had gotten to her as well and she simply wanted a penis to hold. She was stunned to find me fully engorged. I returned my attention to Sunny. Hazel can figure her own shit out. Darren’s hand tightened in my wife’s hair, his body turning rigid. Strangely, I realized his imminent orgasm did not motivate me to suddenly intervene. Quite the opposite. I wanted to see it. I yearned to watch him blast jets of hot cum down her cheating throat. Did I secretly resent my wife and her bitchy ways? Maybe. She’s rough around the edges and can get under anyone’s skin, including mine.

“Open wide,” he growled. “Drink it. Swallow me.”

Sunny moaned agreement, bobbing faster, taking all the dick she could. Darren suddenly grunted and shuddered. His legs trembled wildly and I knew he was pumping hot sperm up, out, and down her throat. My wife chugged his load, gulping for air at the same time she gulped his salty semen. He groaned as his body shook and pulled her face forward, stuffing another inch. She gagged but tried to take it instead of trying to get away. She loved the ways he used her. Her fingers dug into his thighs and she drained him.

He moaned softly, and then it was over.

Sunny pulled back like a sword-swallower, dragging his long pipe out of her throat and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand in a gesture that was shockingly casual. She stood up, lifted the front of her dress, and said something to him I couldn’t hear. He just nodded, a lazy, self-satisfied smirk on his face as he tucked himself into his pants. Sunny whipped Darren away from the wall and took his place, lifting her foot to an air duct and gathering her dress in her hands. She worked her panties down with her free hand and then grabbed Darren’s tie, pulling the stumbling man forward. My wife pushed and pulled until Darren knelt before her, his face level with her exposed pussy.

“She keeps it bald now,” Hazel whispered. “In high school she wore a landing strip. Almost every girl in gym class copied her.”

Darren leaned in and began to kiss all around my wife’s pussy. Sunny grabbed his head and shoved his face into her crotch. He had his fun. Now it was her turn. My wife sent her eyes around their hiding place, checking to make sure they were still alone. I shrank into the shadows, taking Hazel with me. My heart hammered against my ribs like a drum. Sunny dropped her dress over his head to use both hands on her tits. She lifted and caressed and tweaked her nipples until she moaned from pleasure. Darren licked and sucked obediently until Sunny orgasmed hard.

They took a moment to catch their breath and adjust their clothing and then Sunny walked back towards the elevator, her steps steady, her posture composed. She looked exactly the same as when she left me downstairs, but for me, everything was different. She held the elevator doors for him and Darren joined her. The doors closed. I heard the hum of the elevator descending. I intended to wait another minute, just to be sure, but Hazel squatted before me and unzipped my pants. I had no willpower to stop her. My body still buzzed with the toxic mix of pain and arousal. I felt my stiff cock enveloped by the hot, wet flesh of her mouth and I moaned, all guilt fleeing.

If she can, I can, I thought.

Hazel was hungry for cock. What we’d just witnessed had lit a fire of need in her. She instinctively knew I wouldn’t fuck her but that’s not what she wanted most anyway. She’d just seen the hottest blowjob of her life, and she needed some of that for herself. I grabbed her head and stared down into her pretty face, fucking her willing mouth. I palmed her tits, enjoying the weight of them. I flicked her stiff nipples through her bra.

She reached under her dress to masturbate as she sucked the penis belonging to the husband of her greatest rival. She paused long enough to tell me to shoot down her throat, and then she was at it again, stroking with one hand, sucking and licking, hungry. She brought herself to orgasm sooner than me and I used her sweet sounds to get there myself. I blasted my huge load straight into her belly, overcome by the hurricane of emotions this night had brought.

Like Darren and Sunny, we caught our breath, we fixed our clothes. Hazel took the elevator; I took the stairs. I returned to the restaurant and found my wife, already talking to a new group of men. I looked at her in an entirely new light. I wondered why I wasn’t seething from a jealous rage, but I wasn’t. I was hurt but getting a blowjob from sexy Hazel was a wonderful salve. I’d stopped by the men’s room to grab a wet paper towel, and I wiped my hands now as if all I’d done was take a trip to the restroom. Sunny saw and relaxed. I’d successfully fooled her, and I had mixed feelings about that. Her lying to me does not excuse me from lying to her. Even the score? Yes. Make things right? No. I had no desire to continue down this path, stacking my lies on top of hers. That road led to divorce, and I wanted to stay married to Sunny. I love her. I may have had my eyes opened about who she truly is and what she’s capable of, but like I said, I wasn’t seething with jealous rage. Maybe there was a silver lining to this cloud.

Hazel found Mia and Willow, and the former cheerleaders grabbed a table against the far wall and began polishing off bottles of wine, talking constantly. I wondered if Hazel would reveal what we’d done. I concluded she would not. Those women may bow down to Sunny, but they don’t adore her. The level of competition is fierce. I suspected Hazel blew me just to be one-up on Sunny. She used me. I got used.

I was fine with that.


Chapter 4

The drive home was quiet until I mentioned I saw her blow Darren.

“What the fuck are you talking about?” she snapped.

“Drop the fake outrage. I followed up to the roof. I watched you suck his cock. I saw him eat your pussy.”

“I can’t believe you would doubt me like that.”

“Sunny. Stop. Drop that line of defense. I saw you. I watched you suck him off.”

She stared at me as I drove. There was no reason to mention Hazel, so I didn’t. Not yet. Maybe never. Sunny’s mind raced to find the best angle for handling this crisis.

“I’m not angry,” I said. “I’m hurt, but I’m not angry.”

I was confusing her. She had no idea how to respond. She dropped her gaze to stare at her hands in her lap.

“Why did you just watch?” she said, finally.

“I’ve been wrestling with that question for hours. I honestly don’t know. I felt a stab of anguish when I first saw it happening and then I froze. The only way I can explain it is to say you looked incredibly sexy. Not sexy like lingerie. Sexy like porn. It was graphic and hardcore and intense. It was your face, the face of the woman I love, the face of my wife, being stuffed with hard cock. I saw how much you loved doing it in every move you made. I was drawn into the extreme act. You looked so slutty, so whorish, so ravenous for his dick. How could I not be captured by the sight?”

“It says a lot about your self-confidence.”

“Thanks. Why did you do it? What does Darren mean to you?”

She shrugged a little.

“Almost nothing,” she said. “The more I drank, the more I remembered having sex with those guys. I got horny. Darren teased me about how much I used to love his dick, and how I still owed him a blowjob from a bet we made years ago. He offered to let me suck it and I said okay. I wanted to erase my debt, but I also wanted to say hello to his cock again. You saw it. The thing is awesome.”

“He’s pretty big. Bigger than me.”

“That’s what I’m saying. He’s an asshole but his dick is a prince.”

My stomach churned listening to her speak, but my cock was coming to life. I pondered my next question a while before asking it.

“Do you want to suck it again? Did you make plans to see him again?”

She shook her head.

“No,” she said. “No way. Darren already thinks he’s irresistible. A girl can’t give a guy like that any room. He’ll think you want to marry him or some shit. No, I got what I wanted from him, and I’ll never do that again. I promise.”

Her answer disappointed me, which was absolutely insane.

“Why?” she asked. “Are you just wondering if you can ever trust me again? Is that what you’re really asking? Because the answer is yes. I made one mistake because I was a little drunk. It’s no big deal.”

“I’m so relieved to hear you say that,” I said. “Because Hazel sucked my cock after you sucked Darren’s.”

Instant rage. Instant jealous fury.

“What the fuck, Jude! What are you talking about?”

“It’s true. I wasn’t on that roof alone. Hazel warned me about you and what you were about to do so we followed you to the roof. We watched what you did but we got turned on by it. She needed a dick to suck so she grabbed mine. How did you phrase it? I made one mistake because I was a little drunk. It’s no big deal.”

Oh boy, she was furious.

“That fucking cunt. I’ll kill her.”

“Cool. Then after that I’ll kill Darren.”

She saw where I was going with this.

“You’re being an asshole,” she said.

“Baby, I’m just trying to play fair.”

“Hazel is my friend. She shouldn’t have done that.”

“Then you need better friends. I think she proved she is not. You were friends, maybe, many years ago, but come on. You didn’t even invite those women to our wedding. How close are you, really?”

She punched the dashboard and screamed at the sunroof.

“Fuck!”

She was enraged, but she was also furious that she wasn’t free to be as furious as she wanted to be. I let her punch various parts of our car.

“Okay,” she said after a moment or two. “Fine, Jude. We’re even. Let’s call it a draw. I’ll never forgive her, but I will forgive you, if you promise to forgive me.”

“Done.”

“You answered too fast. Think about it. Really think about it.”

“I did. I had all night up until now.”

“I’m so mad at you. At both of you.”

“I know. I understand. I’m sorry I let it happen.”

We drove through the night.

“Was she any good?”

I had to be careful here.

“She was adequate.”

“Did you cum?” Sunny quickly asked.

“I did.”

“Did she swallow?”

“Did you?”

“Yes. Did she?”

“Yes.”

“Did you eat her pussy like Darren ate mine?”

“No.”

“Ha! Good. Did you fondle her tits?”

“Yes.”

“Bitch!” Sunny shouted again, punching the dashboard.

“Who’s the bitch? You or Hazel? You broke more rules than she did.”

“Shut up, Jude. God. What a shitty night. You can say she was only adequate, but you came. She had to be at least that good.”

“I had other things turning me on.”

“Yeah? Like what? Her tits?”

“No, Baby. Your tits. Your tits and watching the way you sucked his dick.”

She finally lifted her eyes to mine.

“Seriously?”

“Yes! I know that sounds strange, but you looked hot. I’m baffled but it’s true. I guess when you suck my dick, I’m too busy receiving a blowjob to think about anything else. I don’t watch you give me one, I experience you giving me one. Tonight, when I watched you give one, for the first time, really, all I could do was stand there and admire how hot and sexy you looked. You’re a fucking babe.”

She leaned back. I’d given her a lot to think about. The highway hummed beneath us, a steady vibration I felt more than heard. Streetlights flash past, filling the dark interior of the car in fleeting bursts of orange and white. I wondered what thoughts went through her head, but years of marriage had taught me I rarely get it right. Better to wait it out. I did not wait long. She reached some conclusions inside her skull and slipped her shoulder free of the seatbelt. Her head dropped to my lap. I tried to ignore the rush of adrenaline, telling myself she was tired and needed to rest, but still, I hoped.

My hope was rewarded. For reasons unknown, my wife felt the next best step to take was sucking her husband’s cock as he drove. Maybe it was her way of saying we were okay, or maybe it was her way of reclaiming my penis from Hazel. Don’t know, don’t care. Her hot and wet mouth engulfed me and I gasped. I rested my hand on the back of her head, my fingers tangled in the soft, familiar silk of her hair. She began to move with a slow, deliberate rhythm. I should watch the road, and I was watching the road, but my focus was fractured, split between the dashed white lines disappearing under the bumper and the incredible sensation building low in my balls. Her tongue swirled around the head, and my hips twitched involuntarily.

I gripped the steering wheel tighter and the leather creaked in protest. This wasn’t about forgiveness. It wasn’t about making up or forgetting. It’s about this. This raw, messy, honest moment. We went out and we sampled other people, like trying different flavors of ice cream, and now we’re coming back to our favorite. The one we know best, the one that satisfies us completely.

She pulled back for a second, her lips swollen and glossy, and looked up at me. Her eyes, mascara running a little, were dark and filled with need. I met her gaze in the dim light. There was no shame. No regret. Just a silent acknowledgment that we’re both terrible, and we’re perfect for each other because of it.

She grinned and I smiled back, a real, honest-to-God smile. I stroked her cheek with my thumb before my hand found a place in her hair, behind her ear, gently pulling her mouth down to my waving erection again. The tires beat a steady rhythm on the road, a syncopated patter for the private, filthy symphony she’s conducting between my legs. We’re not heading home to fix what’s broken. Nothing’s broken. We’re just driving, together, in the warm, shared aftermath of our mutual betrayals.

We got home and I pulled into the garage. She lifted her head from my lap and arranged things before exiting the car. We entered our bedroom and undressed, prepared for bed, and got comfortable under the covers. I never orgasmed as I drove and I knew that bothered her. She’s not satisfied unless I cum too. I expected her hand to find my soft penis and moments later, it did. Without a word, her head vanished under the blankets. Her warm mouth surrounded me. She stroked in time with her mouth traveling up and down my length. As soon as she had me hard, which was really fast, she slid her leg over me and got on top. Blowjobs are awesome but nothing compares to a hot, wet, tight pussy. I gasped as she descended on me.

“I must admit,” she began, using my dick to pleasure herself. “It turns me on that you watched me suck on Darren. It’s kinky.”

“You looked so hot.”

“I thought about trying porn after I graduated. I decided against it, but the idea of someone watching is exciting.”

“Especially if that someone is your loving husband?”

She pushed her pussy all the way down my length.

“Yes,” she purred. “Especially then.”

We talked dirty as we fucked, in n o hurry to orgasm, just saying nasty shit and fucking. She wanted every detail I could remember. She wanted to see herself sucking cock through her husband’s eyes.

I never felt closer to her.


Chapter 5

The sun was a relentless, high-noon hammer beating down on the lake where the huge crowd had gathered. Kids were included now, as well as other hangers on, and the reunion had taken on a sprawling outdoor concert persona. It felt fitting. Everything about this ten-year reunion was a little too bright, a little too loud, a little too desperate to recapture a lightning strike that had happened a long time ago. I leaned against the thick trunk of an old oak tree at the edge of the picnic area, a cold beer bottle sweating in my hand, and watched my wife work the masses. Even after ten years, she still commanded attention. Her and her consort; Hazel, Willow, and Mia, moved through the throng like they expected servility. Sunny and her Ladies In Waiting received the difference they desired. To a man every guy there wanted to fuck them or at least needed those women to like them. I knew now what those men craved was usually a repeat of times gone by and not an expectation for something new. Sunny was easy. So were her friends. These women had fucked most of these guys, and the guys wanted more. The only problem was that a lot of these men came by themselves last night but today, most had their wife and kids with them. Darren too. Sunny was disgusted to see Darren with his pretty wife and three kids. She hated what she’d done last night. Hazel had her boyfriend with her, as did Mia and Willow.

I avoided them all.

I left my tree to sit on a picnic bench under the shade and noticed a man doing the same. I recognized Alan, the loner, and decided that since no one else talked to him, I would. I grabbed another beer from the cooler and headed his way. I sat my beer on the bench and took the spot next to him.

“I’m Jude,” I said, offering a hand.

“Hi,” he squeaked, pushing glasses up his nose. “Alan.”

“You went to school with these people?” I asked.

“Yes. Well, some. There are husbands and wives mixed into that crowd. I didn’t go to school with any of them.”

“Me either.”

He smiled weakly. I thought he would ask who I knew at the party, but he didn’t.

“No kids?” I asked.

“Heck no. You need a wife for those.”

I shrugged, debating if I would argue the point with him and deciding to let it go.

“I thought I saw you at the restaurant last night with a girl.”

He got embarrassed.

“You did. She was a rental. I hated the idea of showing up alone, so I paid her to be my date. She was busy today.”

“I get it.”

“I’m so stupid,” he offered. “I only did it to get close to Sunny. I thought if she saw me with a hot babe she’d maybe think I’m something special and give me a chance.”

“A chance to do what?”

He turned shy. His expression said he’d already revealed more than he intended. I got intrigued.

“She’s married, isn’t she?” I asked. “I can see the ring on her finger from here.”

“She is but I don’t care. She owes me and I want to collect. I’ve been in love with her forever. I helped her all through high school. She’s mean and bitchy unless she wants something from you.”

“What did she want from you, Alan?”

He was growing agitated.

“Passing grades.”

“You helped her graduate?”

“I made sure she did.” He leaned in. “I hacked the school’s computer and made sure she passed. It was her idea.” He looked around to make sure nobody would hear. “She promised me oral sex.”

“I see. She never paid up.”

“Right. I want her to. Fair is fair.”

“Sure it is.”

“Plus, I love her. I’ve always loved her.”

“Coercion should never get in the way of love.”

“Exactly. Wait. What?”

“I’m just saying since she clearly doesn’t want to blow you, it’s okay to try to make her do it because you love her.”

He looked at me funny.

“Who are you here with?” he asked.

“Hazel. The cheerleader.”

“She’s nice. She’s pretty. All the cheerleaders are pretty. I thought another guy was Hazel’s boyfriend.”

“She has more than one.”

I watched Sunny work the crowd. Back in high school, she was the apex predator of the social jungle. Head cheerleader, the girl whose laugh could cut through the noise of a roaring crowd, the one every guy wanted and every girl wanted to be. She spotted me watching her from across the field and gave me a look, a quick, private flick of her eyes that was our entire marriage in a single glance.

Watch this, it said.


Chapter 6

She began to prowl. Sunny didn't walk. She flowed. Her sundress was a simple, cherry-red thing that hugged her curves in a way that was both elegant and lethal. She moved with the liquid grace of a natural athlete, a grace that ten years had only refined, adding a new layer of womanly confidence to teenage agility. She was hunting, and this park was her territory.

Her first target was Mark Reynolds, former quarterback and her first serious boyfriend when she was a freshman and he a senior. He was softer now, padded by a desk job and too many beers, but he still had that easy, jock confidence. His wife was a pretty blonde, but she was busy with the kids. Mark saw Sunny coming and his face lit up with the kind of nostalgic delight that was almost pitiable. He puffed out his chest. I felt bad for the guy. Sunny was a freight train barreling down the tracks. I realize my wife was not necessarily a nice person. That trait had never been a priority to me. But I found myself feeling pity for these men. My wife would trample what they had, dominating everyone she could.

Sunny turned her head slightly, just enough to catch my eye over his shoulder. Her lips curved into a wicked little smile. I was too far away to hear their conversation, but I had a sense of how it would go. Alan saw me staring and followed my gaze, pushing glasses up his nose.

“Yup,” he said. “That’s her. Sunny. None of us stand a chance. She’s the fantasy girl from our past. You probably have a girl like that too. I think every male does. For my grandpa it was Raquel Welch. For my dad it was Phoebe Cates. For us, in this graduating class, it’s Sunny.”

Mark glanced nervously at his blonde wife as Sunny took a step closer, lifting the man’s crotch and squeezing. She used her body to shield the view from the others.

“Poor Mark,” Alan said. “She turns him on just to make sure she can and then moves on to the next man.”

Alan was right. Sunny dropped Mark, leaving him sputtering, and drifted toward the coolers where Willow, Mia, and Hazel were holding court. I wondered if my wife had confronted Hazel about putting hands, and mouth, on me but I could tell by her body language she had not. It made Sunny feel like she had all the control to know Hazel’s secret but play ignorant. Hazel didn’t know that Sunny knew. That gave Sunny all the power.

These women were her former lieutenants, fellow cheerleaders who had also aged just as beautifully. They formed a constellation of past glory, a quartet of sparkling girls laughing at some private joke.

Hazel called out something and raised her plastic cup of wine. Willow, always the more observant one, elbowed Hazel in the ribs. They were predatory, assessing, watching the crowd watch them. Sunny stopped to talk with her entourage.

“You should talk to her,” I told Alan. “You seem like a nice enough guy. Smart.”

“I am smart. I run rings around these fools. I run my own software company, and my net worth is more than all these idiots combined. It doesn’t matter with Sunny. Nothing I do catches her eye. I just feel like if I can get her alone for five minutes, I can do something to change her mind about me.”

“What?”

He took a drink from his beer instead of answering.

Sunny moved onto another man, older.

“Who’s that?” I asked Alan.

“Liam O'Connell. History professor. There were rumors that Sunny fucked him too but no proof. No one ever caught them together or anything. The rumors took off when Sunny got an A in his class. That was one grade I did not need to alter.”

Obviously, Liam was different. He was dressed in all black, with a silver glint in his earlobe. He saw her staring and a slow, knowing smile spread across his face. This was a man who understood Sunny’s game. I watched her body language shift. The teasing performance for Mark and the others was gone. This was real. This was a spark of genuine, old fire. She excused herself from the girls and walked toward him, each step deliberate.

I couldn't hear their words from this distance, but I could read the conversation in their bodies. The tilt of her head, the way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The way he leaned in, his voice low, intimate. He reached out and tucked the same strand of hair back behind her ear, his fingers lingering on her cheek for a fraction of a second too long. A claim. Maybe a question too. My grip tightened on my beer bottle. This was the part of the game that wasn't just performance. This was the edge. Liam was one who made her feel things before I entered her life. The other men may have given her orgasms, but Liam knew how to touch her heart. The mutual attraction was strong.

“I see what you mean,” I mumbled.

“Right? Lovers. For sure.”

I watched her with Liam and found myself drawn in because all pretense was gone. With Mark, she was a goddess teasing a mortal. With Liam, she was a goddess meeting a god. They spoke the same language of intensity and passion. I saw the flicker in her eyes, the one that meant she was truly engaged, truly challenged. With Darren she’d wanted a reacquaintance with his dick. With Liam, she wanted something deeper. For a terrifying, albeit thrilling moment, I wondered if she would simply walk away with him. Disappear into the past and leave me standing here like a fool.

“Let’s see if she grabs his crotch,” Alan whined. “That’s her signature move.”

Sunny moved closer and the two former lovers began a conversation in earnest. The rest of us at this picnic fell away. These two might as well have been on the moon. Sunny moved closer still, tempting Liam with the nearness of her breasts. Would he take the bait?

Sunny lifted her left hand to show her wedding ring. What were they discussing, exactly? Liam said something and my wife looked down at her own ample cleavage and then laughed. She plucked at the strings which tied the front of her sundress, loosening them to expose more tit. Liam chuckled but kept his hands to himself. He simply enjoyed the view.

“I remember the first time I saw Sunny naked,” Alan stated.

“What? How?”

“I visited the school on a weekend and hid a camera in the girl’s locker room. I have video of all of them.”

“All of them meaning the cheerleaders?”

“No, all of them meaning the girls from our school.”

“Wow.”

“Yes. It’s quite a trove. Anyway, Sunny is spectacular. You wouldn’t believe how amazing she looks without clothes.”

“I might.”

He looked at me and then at Sunny standing in the sun in her bright red dress, the body beneath clearly outlined in silhouette.

“Okay,” he conceded. “You might have an idea just from looking at her right now.”

“She looks fantastic.”

Liam leaned closer to whisper something in my wife’s ear and Sunny took that opportunity to press both breasts against his chest. Alan adjusted his glasses.

“Why can’t that be me?” he whined. 

I wondered what Liam was saying. Sunny’s back straightened and her shoulders squared like what the man said was really getting to her. Sunny discreetly palmed his crotch, probably checking for an erection. Liam stepped back after a moment and my wife studied his face. She looked around as if she was seeking someplace private where they could go.

“Are they going to do it?” Alan wondered.

“Looks that way.”

“It does. God, where is her husband? If I was married to Sunny, I’d keep a constant eye on her. No way would I let her go off on her own.”

“That sounds exhausting. Maybe her husband likes it when she uses other men.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, maybe it gives her husband a sense of power to know his wife can bend men to her will. Maybe he likes the idea that others can be controlled, made to do things they know they shouldn’t. Maybe he feels pride that all these men want her, but she married him. She could have anyone, but she chooses him. Maybe, and this is a long shot, maybe he just likes that his wife is so sexual. He doesn’t care how she gets turned on or by whom, he just likes it when she is aroused.”

“Hm. I never thought of things that way.”

“Just some theories.”

Liam pointed at a path that vanished into the forest and Sunny gave him a nod and a smile. My wife started walking that way and Liam pretended to be disinterested. Sunny vanished under the green canopy and then Liam checked to make sure nobody noticed and then followed Sunny in a roundabout way.

“I believe they are going to have sex,” Alan said.

“I believe you are correct,” I said, controlling my voice to hide my emotions.

“We should follow.”

“How?”

“I scouted this park as soon as I got the invitation. I have it all mapped. I know how we can work our way through the trees and spy on them.”

“Why would you visit this park just to map it out?”

He chuckled like I was a naïve fool.

“Because I knew something like this would happen. Where Sunny and her girls are concerned, something like this always happens.”

“Is that right?”

He gestured towards the forest.

“It’s happening, isn’t it? What better proof is there that I’m right?”

“Good point.”


Chapter 7

I finished my beer. Alan did the same. He started walking towards the playground and I followed, then he took a sharp left. We entered the forest behind the park bathrooms, lifting branches out of our way until we happened upon a narrow game trail. Alan followed the trail, which he seemed to know, moving rapidly, until he slowed as we approached a small clearing. He put a finger to his lips to shush me. We crept forward.

Liam sat on a commemorative bench under a huge oak. I noticed the brass plaque set into the weathered wood. Sunny straddled Liam, her red sundress thrown wide open in front. No panties, no bra. She fed the man her titties, offering one nipple and then the other. Liam’s hard cock already filled her wet cunt and my wife bounced with slight ups and downs as he sucked. He reached for her ass, but she smacked his hand.

“Sit there,” she snarled. “Let me do it.”

She used him. He was hard and she was horny and she used his hard cock to fuck herself. The man had some girth, and I knew my wife would orgasm quickly.

“She’s bossy,” I murmured.

“She is. I’ve watched her fuck a few times. All through school I always knew where she was and what she was doing. I guess I’m kind of a stalker. She bosses everyone around during sex. I’ve seen her enough times to know she prefers bigger dicks. I’ve seen her reject guys that were too small, with little regard for their feelings. The big dick guys are the guys she always runs back to for more. Her husband must be huge. It would take a really big dick to tame her.”

This information surprised me.

“What makes you so sure?”

He shrugged.

“Observations. I’ve spied on her a lot. I have theories. No man ever conquered her until she husband. He must have done something right. I’m guessing it’s his dick.”

Sunny grabbed the back of the bench and lifted her ass higher. She pulled herself off Liam’s cock and turned around, reverse-cowgirl. She held his cock steady and lowered herself again, sighing with delight as the man filled her.

Our view was perfect. The front of her dress was wide open. As she dragged herself up and down his stiff meat, her tits bounced and swayed. Her pussy lips stretched around his veiny shaft. She reached behind with both arms, grabbing the back of the bench again, and shuffled her feet to each side of his ass. My wife rode the man like all she wanted was a hard orgasm. I thought I’d seen real feelings for Liam, but all Sunny was doing in that moment was remembering how hard this older man made her cum. She used him now like she used him then. I was once again forced to admit my wife was not a nice person. Not truly. She did look hot though. Watching her suck a dick was exciting. Watching this hit me in a totally different way. Still exciting, because hot sex is hot sex, but now she was taking another man inside her body, a far more intimate act. I felt a level of angst I hadn’t felt before. I watched his spear vanish and reappear as my wife rode him, inching ever closer to climax, and my stomach tightened into knots.

“You okay?” Alan whispered. “You look sick.”

“I’ve never watched live sex before,” I said, making up a lie on the spot. “I feel like we shouldn’t be here.”

Alan looked at me like I was crazy.

“That’s Sunny,” he whispered. “She’s the sexiest woman alive. How could you just walk away from watching her get fucked? Look at her. I mean, really look at her.”

I did, and he was right. She was sexy. More than sexy, she was erotic, sensual, spicy. She fucked with everything she had, every part of her involved and ravenous. The whole scene was intensely sexual. I was turned on by what I witnessed, but at the same time I felt uneasy about watching it. Also, his obsession with my wife, while flattering, made me a little uncomfortable

“If you weren’t here,” Alan whispered to himself, “I’d be jacking off right now.” He realized he’d shared that thought out loud and darted a look at me. He returned his attention to my wife. “Look at her. I want her so badly I can’t sleep most nights. God. Just look at her.”

Poor guy. The man suffered. He longed for my wife with a powerful need.

“I’m going to leave,” I said. “This feels wrong to me.”

“Okay.”

He seemed relieved. Now he would be able to jerk off. He nodded and we shook hands. I found my way back to the car and waited. About an hour later Sunny approached, red dress loosely tied.

“Ready to go?” she asked. “It’s too hot and there are too many kids. I’m sweating.”

“You’re not sweating from the heat. You’re sweating from too much fucking.”

Her eyes jumped to mine.

“You saw me? How?”

“I did. Alan gave me a guided tour of the forest. We need to talk about that guy. He’s crazy about you, and I do mean crazy. He thinks about you all day, every day.”

“Ew.”

“He’s not so bad. Odd, and he has his own way of seeing things, but he’s not a bad guy. He did go too far with the locker room camera though.”

“Like I said, ew. How much did you guys see?”

I explained watching her work the crowd and then bumping into Alan, and then when she left with Liam and we watched her from the forest.

“Did I look sexy?” she wondered.

“Wildly sexy.”

“I’m not thrilled that Alan saw me naked and I’m really not thrilled that he watched us girls in high school, but I am thrilled you got to see me be slutty again. Was I as hot as when I sucked off Darren?”

“I was a different kind of hot. I didn’t stay for the whole thing. Did you cum?”

“Hell yes. I don’t stop until I do. That’s the point.”

“Did Liam cum?”

She took my hand in hers.

“Yes, Baby. He did.”

I cleared my throat, surprisingly nervous to ask the next question.

“Where?” I said. “Where did he cum?”

“Are you asking if he came inside me?”

“I am.”

She hesitated and squeezed my hand.

“He didn’t,” she said. “I came first but I kept fucking him until he was close, then I whipped off his dick real fast and jerked him into my mouth. His cum tastes pretty good. Want to kiss?”

“No, thank you.”

“Ha! Are you going to run to Hazel now to keep things even?”

“No. I’m going to take you home and fuck your brains out.”

She chuckled but then turned thoughtful.

“I have a better idea,” she said. “Follow me. We’ll take the long way around.”

She climbed out of the car and circled wide around the park, leading us back to the forest. Her hand was small and warm in mine, a perfect fit, but her grip was firm, pulling me onward. The path through the woods was familiar, a soft carpet of pine needles and damp earth muffling our steps. Dappled sunlight filtered through the canopy, painting shifting patterns on the ground. Sunny didn’t look back at me, but I felt her energy, a bright, crackling thing, a teasing playful thing. I knew that energy, but I’d not seen it in her for a long time.

She stopped in a small clearing, the same place where the trees thinned and a commemorative bench sat. I read the plaque: For Candace, My Love. The air was thick, and I convinced myself I could still smell sweat and sex. My heart thumped in my chest.

This was it. This was the bench where Liam fucked her.

“Right here,” she said, pointing at the ground, her voice a little breathless.

She turned to me, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen and darker than usual. A few strands of her hair were stuck to her neck.

“We started on the bench, which you saw, but things got crazy. We ended on the mossy ground.” She pointed again at a patch of disturbed earth. “Right here is where I came the second time, on my back, legs spread wide.”

I looked past her, at the ground. It was obvious. A flattened patch of moss, a few disturbed leaves, the faint imprint of a body. The evidence was a love letter written in the dirt, and I read every word. A primal satisfaction, deep and resonant, hummed through me. My wife, desired. My wife, wild. My wife, the slut.

“Tell me,” I said, my voice low as I stepped closer.

I didn’t need to ask what happened. I wanted the story. A slow, knowing smile spread across her face. She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

“Liam is strong,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. “He doesn’t look it. He looks like the professor he is. But he has a strength. He took what he wanted, which is why I always loved fucking him so much after school.”

My cock, already half-hard from the anticipation, went rigid. I grabbed her, pulling her flush against me, my hands sliding down to cup her ass, feeling the heat of her through her thin dress. I felt the faint tremor still running through her muscles. I smelled him on her, a faint, unfamiliar cologne layered over her own scent, a most potent aphrodisiac.

“He lifted me off the bench and threw me down,” she continued. “He shouldered my legs wide open and buried his cock in me. I held him with arms and legs, happy to feel him buried deep again after so long.”

I could take no more.

“Come here,” I growled, crushing my mouth to hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. I tasted her, tasted the lingering hint of another man on her tongue, and I groaned into her mouth. Her hands fisted in my hair, pulling me closer, her own response just as hungry, just as desperate. This was our new ritual. This was our new truth. She pulled back just enough to untie and open her red dress again, revealing her bare breasts, her nipples peaked into hard, tight points from the cool air and lingering arousal. I bent my head to one, sucking it hard, feeling her arch against me, a gasp rising from her throat. I bit down gently, and she cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Now,” she demanded, her hands fumbling with the button of my jeans.

I spun her around, pushing her forward until her hands braced against the rough bark of a large oak tree. I lifted her dress, exposing her bare ass and legs to me. I sank to one knee and spread her butt cheeks, gazing at the sweet pussy I love so much, the sweet pussy I’d begun to share. Her little cunt was flushed, puffy, and glistening. She was so wet, so ready. I buried my face in her slit, licking a long, slow stripe from her clit to her hole.

She was salty.

She tasted of him. I groaned, the sound vibrating against her flesh as I ate her with a ferocious hunger. She’d lied to me. She hadn’t pulled off and taken his load in her mouth. He’d exploded deep inside her, filling my woman with his seed, inseminating her on this forest floor. Her lie only made her sexier, wilder, more out of control. The hotter she was to be fucked, the sexier she was to me. I cleaned her, reclaimed her, worshiped her. Her hips rocked back against my face, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

“Yes, Baby,” she panted. “Right there. God, yes.”

I spread her butt cheeks wide, pausing before I dove back in.

“He came inside you.” I rasped.

“That’s right,” she croaked. “He fucked me hard. I told him to.”

I feasted on her cheating cunt. God help me, the sluttier she acts, the more it turns me on. I licked all around, torturing her clit until she covered her mouth and orgasmed against the oak. She gushed, excited by her own chaotic behavior and my devotion. When her climax began to fade, I stood, freeing my aching cock. I lined myself up with her entrance, teasing her for just a moment, rubbing the head through her slick inner folds.

“Please,” she whimpered, pushing back against me. “Fuck me, Jude.”

I drove into her in one hard, deep stroke. We both cried out. She was impossibly wet, but of course all that slippery wasn’t just her. Her walls gripped me like a velvet vise. The image of her here, with another man, his body moving in this same rhythm, flashed in my mind, and it sent a bolt of pure fire through my veins. I didn’t feel jealous. I felt arousal. I felt an overwhelming, all-consuming love for the beautiful, sexual creature I was lucky enough to call my wife. I set a punishing pace, my hips slapping against her ass, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

“Did he fuck you like this?” I grated, my voice ragged.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Even harder. Cum in me like he did.”

That was all it took. Her unrepentant admission cooked my brain. The coil in my gut snapped, and I came with a throaty shout, exploding into her, marking her, at least in my mind, as mine again. I felt her pussy spasm around me, an orgasm of her own ripping through her, her body shaking against the tree.

We stayed like that for a long moment, panting, our bodies pressed together, the forest quiet around us. I slowly pulled out, watching, as some of my sperm mixed with his dribbled from her slit. I turned her and took her in my arms. Her face was tear-streaked and radiant. I kissed her gently, a soft, tender press of lips that was a stark contrast to the raw intensity of moments before. I cupped her face in my hands, my thumb stroking her cheek.

“I love you,” I said, and the words felt bigger than the trees, bigger than the sky.

She smiled, a real, brilliant Sunny smile.

“I love you, too.”

I stepped back to gaze at her standing there, pretty red dress wide open.

“We still have tomorrow night,” I said.

“The reunion that wouldn’t die,” she chuckled, leaving her dress wide open so her husband could gawk.


Chapter 8

The bass was a physical thing, a deep, insistent thumping that vibrated through the soles of my shoes and into my teeth. It was the soundtrack to a nightmare I’d walked into willingly. After years of marriage to Sunny, here I was, playing the dutiful husband, a glass of lukewarm gin and tonic sweating in my hand like a guilty conscience. I felt like a junkie. I still wasn’t comfortable with Sunny’s extracurricular sexual activities, but I found myself frequently wishing for more. I wanted her to do it again and again.

The club downtown, the final nigh of this insane reunion, was held in a cavern of flashing lights and screaming laughter, a place designed to make you feel either young and invigorated again, or profoundly old.

I felt old.

Sunny, of course, was invigorated.

My wife was a supernova in a sea of flickering candles. Her dress, a slash of crimson silk that clung to her like a second skin, was a beacon I couldn’t stop watching. She was magnetic, and the iron filings of her past were drawn to her from every corner of the room. Those fillings, of course, were former boyfriends.

“There she goes again,” Mia said, leaning close to be heard over the music. She nudged me with her elbow, her grin sharp and a little wicked. “Our reigning high school queen.”

Willow and Hazel flanked her, a matching set of amused onlookers. They were her court, her high school posse, and they looked at me with the same condescension they always had. I was just Sunny’s husband. I was either too stupid to realize she was fucking around or I knew she was and too weak to make her stop. They had no idea I actually liked it. They saw me as a footnote in her epic story, a victim of her uncontrollable lusts. I did nothing to change their minds. I had no interest in selling myself to them. Hazel kind of got it. 

“She’s merely saying hello,” I offered.

Nobody believed me, not even me. It was a lie, and we all knew it. This wasn’t my wife saying hello, this was a performance, a play in one act. Sunny knew we’d most likely go another ten years after tonight without seeing any of these people again and she wanted to make the evening memorable. After Darren and Liam, I already knew I’d never forget.

I watched as she wrapped her arms around the neck of a guy named Chad, a name so perfectly on the nose for how he looked it was almost funny. He’d been another of her high school lovers, but he was softer now, like all the men were. He had the same confident smirk plastered on his face as they all did. Sunny tilted her head back and laughed and then she kissed him. Sunny’s posse instantly turned to me, hoping to catch my reaction. The kiss was not a friendly peck on the cheek. It was a full, lingering kiss on the lips, possibly including tongue, with her hand cupped on the back of his neck. My stomach clenched, as it always does when my wife leaves the path and heads off into the jungle. We’d both strayed from faithfulness in recent days, but I was not yet accustomed to the sight.

Chad kissed her back, that same look of victory in his eyes all the men get. They think they are the reason they are being kissed. They give themselves all the credit. They don’t realize they are simple pawns in Sunny’s game. Maybe they don’t want to realize that. Maybe the last ten years have sucked some life out of them, sapped their confidence, knocked them down a peg or two. Sunny makes them feel special again, and they crave it. She can do that with a look.

She quickly moved on from Chad to Mark, whose wife was conveniently absent tonight and home with the kids, no doubt. Sunny touched Mark’s arm, her fingers trailing down his forearm as she listened to him talk about something important in his life, never realizing Sunny did not give a shit. She leaned in and kissed him, too. A softer, more intimate kiss, for her first serious boyfriend. My knuckles turned white around my glass.

Next came Kyle, the bad boy with the motorcycle. She didn’t even talk to him before acting. She just saw him, squealed his name, and launched herself into his arms. He spun her around, his hands low on her back, and when he set her down, she was breathless and beaming. The kiss she gave him was hungry, a quick, biting thing that promised more.

Each encounter was a deliberate act. A ritual. She was cataloging her conquests, reminding herself, and everyone else, of the power she once held, and could again if she so wished. I am her husband, but for these last three days, I was simply another spectator in the audience. She wanted me there to show the haters she was capable of settling down, to show everyone she was as normal as all of them. She flitted around the club, teasing, flirting, dancing and laughing, until she had made dicks hard everywhere. I watched the faces of the men. I saw how badly they wanted to hold her down and ravage her. This went beyond mere sexual desire. These men wanted to capture her, own her, teach her a lesson. She toyed with them and they knew it, but they also welcomed it. That dress exposed more skin than it hid. They couldn’t take their eyes off her. They were hungry for my woman and I loved it.

I stood apart, watching, and then, through it all, I saw Alan.

He stood near the bar, nursing what looked like a club soda. He was virtually invisible at this feast of strong personalities. I saw how awkward he felt inside this nightclub, how the specter of the quiet, nerdy kid still hung over him despite his successes later in life. He’d hacked her grades for graduation because of the deep longing he felt for her, but all the years between then and now had done nothing to ease his need. He was built like a scholar, slender, glasses, and a posture that screamed apology. Like me, he watched Sunny’s parade of exes, his face half-hidden in the club’s flashing lights and shifting shadows. I felt sorry for him. He was a piece of her past she fully ignored.

“God, look at her,” Hazel giggled. “She’s like a kid in a candy store. I have my fans, but every guy here craves Sunny.”

“Aren’t you worried, Jude?” Mia teased. “Aren’t you worried you might have to fight them off?”

I forced a smile.

“She’s just playing a game.”

My gaze darted to Hazel. Would she leave my lie alone? She knew I knew better. This was no game. Hazel and I had watched Sunny suck cock. Sunny would take what she wanted when she wanted it.

After her third, maybe her fourth, ex-boyfriend kiss, Sunny gave a little wave to her friends, her eyes finding mine for a split second. There was no apology in the look she gave me. No guilt. Just a flash of something wild and defiant. Then she turned and slipped away from the main dance floor, weaving through the crowd toward the hallway that led to the restrooms and the VIP lounges. Mark, former quarterback, followed a few moments later.

It’s happening again, I thought.


Chapter 9

My blood surged in my veins. I’d seen her do this three times now and it was always a mix of push and pull. I dreaded what she was about to do but I also yearned for it. Sunny looks wildly sexy taking cock. I concluded a rendezvous had been established earlier and she was on her way to meet Mark. This was the point of no return. My mind raced, a frantic, twisted, burning need to know. I had to see. I had to see my Sunny take cock.

“Excuse me,” I mumbled to her friends, setting my empty glass on a nearby table.

I pushed through the throng of bodies, the thumping bass now a war drum in my ears. The hallway was darker, quieter, the sounds from the main room muffled. I saw them at the far end, outside the unused coat-check room. No need for a jacket in this heat. She was pressed against the wall, kissing him, while Mark’s hands freely roamed the silk of her dress. Sunny soon threw her head back, offering her throat, and closed her eyes. A look of blissful abandon spread over her face. Mark was married with kids. Bending him to her will was especially thrilling.

But her surrender was a lie. Mark was tangled in her web without realizing it. His hands found her full breasts, and the sight was a physical blow, a punch to the gut that stole my breath. I leaned against the opposite wall, hidden in the shadows, a voyeur to my wife’s secret tryst and an eager spectator for my own lust. Mark tweaked her nipples through the silky material, ready to push her into the small unused room.

Then, a figure stepped out of the shadows near the corner.

Alan.

He said nothing. He stood there, a silent sentinel, watching the one he desired most in this world being mauled by another. I briefly wondered if I needed to worry about him. Could one so meek do violence?

Mark noticed him, pulling away from Sunny with an annoyed scowl.

“Can I help you, dude?”

Alan adjusted his glasses, his gaze fixed not on Mark, but on Sunny.

“I think you’re done here,” he said.

His voice was quiet, but it carried an authority I was shocked to hear coming from him. It was calm, level, and utterly devoid of fear.

Mark scoffed.

“Says who? Get lost, nerd.”

Sunny, however, had gone still. She was looking at Alan, her flirtatious mask melting away to reveal something else. Confusion? Curiosity? Why was Alan suddenly so bold, so confident? She pushed herself off the wall.

“Alan?” she asked. “What are you doing?”

“I’m stopping this,” he said, taking a step forward. “I’m taking you away from Mark. I’ve been trying to get you alone forever, but you won’t listen to me, so I’m forced to do this. He isn’t what you want. I know what you want. I have what you want and he doesn’t.”

Mark released Sunny and took a menacing step towards the smaller man. Alan did not shrink, did not step back. Alan stood his ground.

“It’s not up to you,” Alan told Mark. “Sunny chooses.”

“I already chose Mark,” she said, chuckling at the nerd. “But you know that, so I’ll ask you again: what are you doing? I’ve rejected you a thousand times, Alan. Get it through your head. I don’t want you.”

Alan laughed. I expected Sunny to lash out. To tear into Alan for ruining her fun, for embarrassing her. That was my Sunny. The queen, the bitch, the one who never tolerates being challenged.

“It’s true you don’t want me,” he said. “But you do want what I have.”

My wife just stood there, her chest rising and falling, her eyes locked on his.

“You don’t know what I want,” she muttered.

Alan took another step, now standing directly in front of her. He was still the same slender man, but in the dim light of the hallway, he seemed different. He stood taller.

“I do,” he said softly. He reached out and gently took her hand. “I know I’m a creep. I know I’m weird. I’ve done things I shouldn’t because of my need for you, but I learned so much about who you are and what you want. I’ve tried so hard to get your attention but failed. Finally, I’m forced to resort to this. I hope you can forgive me.

With his free hand, he calmly unzipped his pants. Mark laughed. I held my breath, expecting some pathetic, fumbling attempt at seduction and that Sunny would laugh his ass all the way out of the building.

But what Alan pulled out of his pants made my breath catch in my throat.

It was big. It was porn star big. Alan owned a thick, heavy cock that hung there, a silent testament to a power I could never have imagined, a stark contrast to his meek, scholarly persona. Sunny’s gasp was audible. Her eyes, wide with disbelief, traveled from his face down to his dangling beef and back again. The queen, the conqueror, the woman who had just had a lineup of men at her beck and call, was utterly, completely stupefied.

“Oh, my, God,” she breathed, the words a prayer of pure reverence.

All her bitchiness, all her arrogance, all the egotistical performance drained out of her. In its place was raw, naked lust. In a flash she realized she had judged and judged wrongly. Her definition of Alan vanished, instantly replaced by an updated version. My wife grinned broadly. Alan didn’t gloat, although that was his right. He didn’t even smile. He just stood there, letting her look, letting the moment settle.

“I’m not who you always assumed I was,” he said. “Don’t judge this book by its cover.”


Chapter 10

My wife, my beautiful Sunny, slowly, gracefully, dropped to her knees in the club hallway. The woman who wouldn’t be caught dead doing anything that wasn’t on her terms looked up at him with an expression of devotion. Her hands, which had been so confidently roaming over other men for the last hour, now trembled slightly as she gently reached out to touch him. She didn’t grab it. She reverently traced a single, shaking finger along its heavy length, from the base to the incredibly thick head, as if confirming this holy relic was real. A soft, strangled whimper escaped her lips, a sound I had never heard her make.

It was the sound of a dam breaking.

I watched, too stunned to act, as my wife began to transform right in front of me. Mark was crushed. Sunny had turned on him, forgetting his existence in a microsecond, and he stormed off, shouting at her to never speak to him again. Nobody cared. Nobody even watched him go. Her pink tongue darted out, a small flicker against the hole at the tip of Alan’s cock. She flinched as if tasting an electric current. Then she did it again, this time with a broad, flat stroke, and her eyes closed in concentration, savoring his flavor. I presumed the man was already leaking precum. I would be too with the woman of my dreams on her knees before me.

I saw it plainly on her face: Sunny wasn’t merely performing an act. My wife was communing with an object of worship. Her usual, smooth, practiced technique, the one she always used on me, was gone. This was clumsy, eager, frantic. Her curled fingers squeezed and slowly pulled, milking him for another drop of male essence. She opened her mouth wide, her jaw straining, and took the head inside, sliding Alan onto her flat tongue. Her lips closed around him and her cheeks hollowed as suction began.

A low groan rumbled in Alan’s chest, telling me of the intense pleasure he felt. He’d tried everything to get her attention for years, driven at last to one mad, desperate act. Pulling his cock out in front of her had produced unexpected results, surprising me, but surprising himself too. Most surprised was Sunny. She never connected anything masculine to poor Alan. Then, all at once, she’d had that understanding of him blown away, replaced by something she greatly desired, something she needed.

He placed a gentle hand on her head, not forcing her, just resting it there, a gesture of ownership that made my scalp tingle with jealousy. Sunny’s hands came up to rest on his thighs, her nails digging into the fabric of his trousers. She began to move, working him deeper, her saliva shiny on his shaft. She gagged, a harsh, wet sound, and pulled back, strings of spit connecting her lips to him. She laughed, looking up embarrassed.

“You’re the most beautiful woman on Earth,” he muttered, moved by her lust.

I tried to put myself in his shoes. How sweet must this moment be for him? How many times had he intensely fantasized about a moment just like this. Now, it happened for real. I expected him to cum quickly. 

Sunny wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and went right back for more. Her eyes watered, with mascara beginning to run in tiny black rivers down her cheeks. She quickly looked like a mess, and she looked gorgeous. She had submitted so completely, so willingly, so eagerly to the man. No, it wasn’t Alan that had swept her off her feet, it was his cock, the cock she couldn’t dominate, the cock she couldn’t tame. She couldn’t handle him and she loved it, as if, at last, here was a man to whom submission felt right, surrender felt good.

“Look at me,” Alan commanded, his voice cutting through the wet, slurping sounds.

She did. She tilted her head back, her tear-filled eyes locking onto his as she struggled to work him with her mouth. The sight of her, on her knees in a dirty hallway, eyes watering as she worshiped this man’s cock, was a tableau of such profound capitulation that I felt it physically, in my gut. This was the woman who trampled everyone, ran over waiters and salespeople, badgered girlfriends and colleagues, and berated subordinates and superiors alike. Now, here she was, on her knees, utterly broken and blissfully remade by a man I had dismissed as insignificant and unimportant, a man she had similarly dismissed too.

I began to worry someone would walk this way and he must have felt that way too. After what felt like an eternity, Alan gently pulled her greedy, gagging mouth off him.

“Stand up,” he said.

She obeyed instantly, rising to her feet on unsteady legs. Her crimson silk dress was rumpled, her lipstick was smeared, her face a tear-stained, glorious wreck. She stood before him, chest heaving, waiting for his next command.

“Into the coat room,” he said. “Turn around. Put your hands on the wall.”

Again, no hesitation. She hurried to obey. I saw on her face the worry that he’d only grant her a blowjob, when what she truly craved was his cock inside her. She gratefully opened the door and entered the room. I worried I’d lose sight of what they did so I boldly left the shadows and approached.

He took one look at me and grinned.

“I knew it,” he said. “When we were in the forest watching her with Liam. That look on your face gave you away. Then, I saw the girls teasing you as Sunny flirted with other men. That was the confirmation I needed. I knew then I could simply take her and you’d allow it.”

Sunny was looking over her shoulder to see who Alan spoke to, but also to gaze down at his rising cock. The hopeful anticipation of her expression stabbed me. She placed her palms flat against the fleur-de-lis wallpaper and presented herself to him, assuming the position females have been taking since humanity climbed down from the trees. He pressed one hand against the small of her back and reached under her dress with the other. With a single snap of his wrist, he ripped her thin, lacy panties right off her. Sunny gasped, arching her back in expectation. I stepped into the small room with them and closed the door. The single overhead light illuminated everything.

Alan positioned himself behind her, his straining cock dying to penetrate the woman to whom he’d given his heart. I saw him guide his monstrous dick to her lovely wet slit. He didn’t thrust. He pushed. A slow, inexorable, deep pressure push, drawing out the moment he had so longed for. Sunny whimpered and cried out, a long, shuddering moan that was pure ecstasy. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the wall. Her legs trembled. He was so much bigger than her tight opening, so much bigger than any man she’d ever had, that my wife froze, savoring every inch as it invaded her. The sight was mesmerizing. I was dazed. That thick cock was slowly sliding into her. He was stealing my wife from me one inch at a time. Her cries grew louder the deeper he traveled.

Eventually, he encountered a barrier. He was far deeper than any man had ever been. Sunny stared at the ceiling, head back, jaw slack, lips loose. A long moan floated from her throat. He stuffed her with cock and then he began to move. His strokes were short and slow, at first, growing into long and slow, each drawing a guttural whimper from my wife. He built strength and power gradually until he was fucking her deep: each withdrawal a torturous drag, each thrust a resounding, bone-jarring impact that shook her body. The sound of his hips slapping her ass most likely echoed in the quiet hallway outside, a lewd, percussive rhythm that drowned out the muffled thump of the club music.

“God,” she groveled, her voice ragged. “Oh God, Alan. Fuck me. FUCK me.”

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and picked up the pace. The power in his movements was breathtaking. This wasn’t the meek Alan I remembered. This was a primal force, a wiry man who had been hiding strength. He drove his cock into her, again and again, his breathing growing heavier, the low grunts in his chest becoming more pronounced. Here at last was his dream: Sunny, taking his cock and loving every inch of it the way he’d always fantasized. Reality had become better than the dream.

Sunny was completely lost. Her head was back, her mouth open. Her tight little body was no longer her own; it was an instrument he was playing with masterful, brutal skill. When her moans grew sharper, we knew she was getting close. I envied his ability to make my wife orgasm with merely his cock. Her fingernails scratched the wallpaper and her head fell forward. She filled her lungs. Her legs shook.

“Don’t stop,” she growled. “Alan. Please.”

The man grinned like a conquering villain. He brushed her hair off her shoulder and leaned in to bite her nape. Sunny climaxed in a sharp, violent convulsion that made her knees buckle. Alan held her up, grabbing handfuls of hair and not missing a beat, continuing his relentless assault. When she soon came again, this time screaming as the sensations washed over her, I unzipped and withdrew my dick. I could no longer simply watch. Her raw, piercing sound of total surrender would haunt my dreams for the rest of my life. I stroked as he thrust, granting my wife no respite. She pressed her cheek against the wall and gave herself up completely to his pumping cock. Her whole universe existed only inside that small room. His cock filled her body and filled her mind.

I lowered the front of her dress, releasing her swinging tits. I palmed the warm orbs and pinched her sensitive nipples and realized I was actively trying to make her orgasm on this man’s cock again. What kind of husband does that? I jerked off as he fucked her, devouring every sight, every sound, every smell. She looked like the embodiment of sex. I loved her complete obedience.

Alan groaned, and we all knew what that meant.

Sunny seemed to awaken from a stupor. My wife braced her hands against the wall and thrust her ass at him, driving his cock as deep as it would go. He pumped his hips faster, grabbing her waist to keep her exactly where it all felt best for him. He fucked her with decades of need and then he began to push inside and hold himself there for a heartbeat before pressing himself even deeper. Sunny groaned from a mixture of pleasure and pain, forced to take more cock than she could handle. Only a man of his size could do this to her and she knew it, welcoming the new ache. He slowed eventually, coming to a fully impaled stop. Pressed against her cervix and Sunny squirmed, moaning.

“It’s too much,” she groaned.

Alan would not be denied. His ass flexed and his grip tightened and he pressed firmly, forcing his cock in, expanding her cunt in every direction. Sunny groaned again and then that groan became a gasp. Alan’s cock began to ease deeper, passing through whatever had held him back. He pushed more cock deep, bringing his fat balls all the way up to her opening. My wife was going nuts, clawing the walls, chaotically cumming again, moaning, raving about all the cock inside her. He pumped his cock in short thrusts, farther up inside her than ever before. Sunny gasped.

“Oh my God!” she cried. “God! Fuck!”

“I’m in your womb,” he growled.

Sunny wailed, squeezed her eyes shut, sobbed at the overwhelming sensations. Her orgasm rocked every part of her. Bliss seized her. Her orgasm continued in a long arch, filled with more cock than she’d ever taken before.

Alan thrust one last time and held himself all the way up inside her. He roared as he turned loose his flood of steaming sperm, gushing semen deep. Sunny ground her hips and bawled, feeling his explosion. The man released gallons of jizz, at least that’s how it seemed to me, but what he really released was years and years of desperate want. The scene proved too much and I shot my load across the room to smack the wallpaper on the other side. I jerked and shot over and over as Alan emptied his big nuts in my wife. I staggered backward, bracing myself against the wall.

The lovers did not move. They both breathed hard and fast, sucking air, fighting to regain control. There were no smart-assed comments from Sunny, no commands, no sarcasm. She mewled softly, happily broken, happily owned. Alan left his cock inside her, so she would learn what he felt like in there, so she would learn and never forget.

When he finally pulled out, she sagged against the wall, panting, utterly spent. He turned her around to face him. His cock slick and deep red, still jutting out from his body like a weapon. He stroked it twice and then pressed the tip against her mouth. Sunny did not hesitate. Not even half a second. She parted her lips and let him glide deep, her gaze jumping over to me. Alan fucked her mouth with his softening cock.

“Don’t look at your husband,” he said. “Look at me.”

My wife hurried to obey.

“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

Sunny did as he commanded.

He squeezed the length of his cock like a pastry chef squeezed out icing, forcing a large dollop of sperm to ooze from the slit at the tip. He held it over her waiting tongue, and we watched as it slowly descended, coming to rest on her taste buds. Finally, he pinched the end of his dick and wiped the slit on her tongue.

His actions were an obscene display of virility, a final, definitive mark of his conquest.

Sunny just crouched there and took it, a small, blissful smile on her lips. She closed her mouth and made a show of swallowing his sperm. Her eyes shined with adoration. She reached out a hand and gently touched his leg.

“Damn,” she whispered.

That single word contained more true emotion than I’d heard from her in a long time.

Alan simply nodded, tucking himself back into his pants. He adjusted his glasses, and just like that, he was meek Alan again. Fucking Clark Kent. But I knew the truth. I had seen the man hiding inside the man. He lifted her purse and found her phone, which he handed to me.

“Put my number in there,” he said. “She’s going to want more, and we all want her to get what she wants.”

He spoke and I entered his digits into her phone. At last, he turned and opened the door. The rush of cooler air felt fantastic. He walked away, disappearing down the hall, heading back into the club.

Sunny leaned against the wall for a long moment, a shaky hand trying to smooth down her dress. She plucked her ruined panties off the floor and shrugged, just as quickly dropping them again. She looked down at herself, then at me, her natural defiance towards the world already returning. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face. It was the serene, radiant smile of the believer. She had been the hunter tonight, but she ended up being the hunted, and in the end, that was what she’d truly wanted all along.

End.
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