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   FOREWORD
 
    
 
   So concludes the story of Bill and Terri (for now, perhaps).

It took me a long time to write these last two books. At first, I was leery of embarking on this project because I liked where I had left things with them in the first book. Now, having written two more novellas about them, I can't imagine not having written this extension of the story. The first book now feels incomplete to me.

I don't want to make it seem like I consider myself a great writer, nor do I want to oversell my aspirations. This is... erotica, nothing more. But at the same time, I like to think that at least at times what I write can break out of the more cartoonish conventions of the genre. The reason I am pleased I came back to these characters is that while the first book ended in a comfortable spot, it was too comfortable, too convenient. It isn't that I wanted to make things difficult for Bill and Terri just for the hell of it, but the truth is that it would be difficult to simply live with the discoveries of the first book. Once the initial shock and excitement wore off, of course, things would become hard.

So a warning.... This is erotica. There are a lot of hot sex scenes. But there is also a lot of angst, of misunderstanding and miscommunication, of anger and maybe even cruelty. This is a story about two people trying hard to balance their desires and their fears and not always doing a good job with it. If you want easy solutions -- simple, decisive actions, no doubts, no hesitations -- you won't like this book. And that is fine. I don't claim to have universal appeal. But I do urge you to heed my warning. Don't read this book if you are only happy when characters behave as you'd like them to. They don't and they won't.

Why would I bother mentioning this? Because I've been getting hit with negative reviews recently that basically amount to "I wish this had been a burn-the-bitch story." Fine. There is room for that too. But that isn't the kind of story I write. And I'd rather sell fewer books and have them be read by people who like my work rather than sell a few more copies only to disappoint readers looking for something very different.

Anyway... I hope you enjoy this book. I'd like to thank, yet again, Kenny Wright for advice, editorial support, and cover design. Reader Michael Kay did an amazing job editing for style and typos. And Robert C, Marge G and Rob P also caught numerous errors in the text. Thanks to all.
 
    
 
   Ben Boswell


 
   
  
 




 
   INTRODUCTION
 
    
 
   I know, I know. Be careful what you ask for, you just might get it. Terri had warned me. More than warned me, I now realize; she’d tried to wave me off again and again. 
 
   But I couldn’t or didn’t want to see it.
 
   She tried to provide alternatives. Fantasy. Playacting. It all made sense now. The way she’d shown me her toys. The tales she’d made up about the night at Bardos. The way she’d cast me as our friend Herb, and let him/me seduce her. It was all her way of saying, we don’t need to do this.
 
   But we don’t need to do this is not the same and I don’t want to do this. 
 
   Would she have been satisfied with just me, and our married-people-sex? Satisfied in teasing me with my obsessions, while leaving the exploration of hers in abeyance? Would she….
 
   Woulda, coulda, shoulda. That was all the past. A road not taken. Well, not a road. On a road, you can always turn around, walk back to the most recent fork, and start over. This was more like taking the wrong branch on a river. It is possible to turn around, but then you need to paddle against the current. And if the current is too fast, then it is impossible to make it back, and even if you do, you’re left too exhausted and rundown to proceed far along the other path. 
 
   It is a stupid metaphor, but that’s what I felt like. It didn’t help that the current seemed to be moving faster and faster. Months and months between Jean-Pierre and Brian. Then several more before Mike. But the dam had burst. The evening with Mike had led almost immediately into another visit to Brian.
 
   Worse… the experiences were getting more intense… dangerous. In the past, Terri had always remained, mostly, in control. Chucky had tested her limits. But what boundaries remained? 
 
   She’d surrendered completely to Mike. She’d allowed him to bind and gag her and then do with her literally whatever he wanted. What was terrifying was how obviously that situation turned her on. How the thought that he might buttfuck her or invite a friend to try her out didn’t make her recoil, but rather seemed to attract her even more. 
 
   But for some reason, what really wrecked me was the rose tattoo Brian had gotten her. It was lovely and delicate, a small masterpiece of tone and detail, classy, even if its placement inches from her pussy was aggressively intimate. It was also a terrifying escalation. A permanent reminder of her surrender to another man. He’d marked her, branded her as his own in a sense. That was his intention, of course, and worse, I knew Terri was too sophisticated not to understand the symbolism of it, which meant that it was a message she wanted to send to me as well. The problem was… I still didn’t quite understand what that message was.
 
   But if her goal was to make me uneasy, well, then mission accomplished. I was feeling desperate. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER ONE
 
    
 
   Now this will either seem crazy or very, very normal given the emotional roller coaster I’d been on, but desperation makes one think outside the box.  
 
   I needed to get a better handle on Terri. There was a part of her that I didn’t understand. But there was someone who did. Someone who seemed to understand her completely. Her needs, her wants, what made her tick. Chucky. 
 
   Her bad-boy ex. The man who’d bedded -- well, sinked -- her within minutes of meeting her. The man whose attractiveness to her was so overpowering it had threatened to break us apart.
 
   I needed to talk to Chucky.
 
   I’d met the guy twice in my life. Once by chance, when he’d run into Terri and me at dinner. He’d proceeded to taunt me viciously, telling me that my wife was the “best lay” he’d ever had and mockingly thanking me for giving him her ass, which I knew about, of course, since he’d insisted she call me and speak to me when he sodomized her for the first time. The second time we’d met had been as part of a little birthday surprise that Terri and Chucky planned for me, where he fucked her ass, her pussy, and her mouth in front of me. 
 
   It was, actually, hot to see them together like that, and yet it spoke to how much better he understood her than I did. Even now, I tiptoed around my desires, whereas Chucky had been able to talk her into what, by any definition, was an unusual scene. How? 
 
   I’m going to buttfuck you while you straddle your husband’s lap, and then you’re going to suck me hard again so I can fuck you in your marital bed.
 
   I needed to talk to the man who had been able to pull that off. Except that was crazy. Too dangerous, and I didn’t really trust myself to stay in control if I was alone with him. Somehow, he seemed to be a key to understanding my wife, but I needed to work up to Chucky. 
 
   So, the solution was obvious. I decided to go see Brian. If I was going to learn from my wife’s lovers, then he seemed like the easiest to approach. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I didn’t have the courage to go as myself -- openly as the man whose wife he was fucking. I would need to ease into that. Since Brian had only seen me once, I figured a relatively simple change in appearance would be a sufficient disguise. I eschewed shaving for a few days -- I told Terri I was thinking of growing a beard, a statement she accepted with a bemused expression – and bought a pair of hipster glasses with clear lenses. I’d been in a suit the last time, so I dressed down in khakis and a pullover sweater. 
 
   I wasn’t sure when Brian worked. We’d run into him that first night on a Friday evening, but Terri had hooked up with him at midday during the week….
 
   That thought suddenly gave me pause. Had she gone out just hoping to see him working that day? Had she gone before on another day and not found him? Or did she, somehow, know he’d be there?
 
   I tucked that away as I made my way downtown to the bar. I hadn’t noticed the name of the place at the time, but it turned out to be called the Stockyard, which, I mused darkly, seemed an appropriate place to track down my wife’s bull. 
 
   I went in the early-afternoon, after the lunchtime rush, roughly around the same time Terri had gone the previous week. There were still a few people scattered at tables, finishing off lunch. 
 
   There was a couple leaning in toward each other, talking ardently. Mid-twenties. She was a cutie, with dark hair in bangs and a precise, short ponytail fanned at the end. He was suited up and dark haired with the sort of thick stubble I was trying to cultivate without success due to my lighter coloration. They were young, earnest. She was married, or at least engaged judging by the ring on her left hand. I wondered if he was her husband or fiancé. They were young enough that they might still be in that first bloom of love, when even a lunchtime conversation might seem passionate. But her ring suggested a longer relationship. By the time people decide to get married, they’ve usually burned though that intensity already.
 
   So maybe they were just an intense young, engaged couple, but it wasn’t hard to imagine the alternative. Cutie-pie engaged to an older, settled gentleman, the kind who could afford the rock she was sporting. Working in an office with Mr. Tall, Dark, and Handsome. Talking about work, sharing jokes about colleagues, flirting. And now, with her wedding day looming, thinking about him, about a last fling. Lunch, a shared bottle of wine, stomach churning with excitement, panties dampening. A proposition. A fierce, passionate debate, about the pros and cons of it, both of them already knowing what would happen, but the process of talking themselves up to it a wicked aphrodisiac. 
 
   The Palmer House was around the corner with its romantic, old-fashioned lobby, plush armchairs, gilded-frame mirrors. The two of them now suddenly shy as the moment of truth approached. Awkward glances and hidden smiles in the elevator. Holding hands, not even noticing each other’s sweaty palms. Sliding into a room, and then combustion. Her perfect, little ponytail a reminder of the discipline lost in the moment of passion. Clothes shed, a button torn off a blouse. Then an adorable, young woman, betrothed to another, naked, riding her lover, her pert breasts crowned with rock hard erasers, her tongue swirling around his thumb.
 
   As if to confirm my suspicions, they both looked around furtively. I averted my gaze, but still noticed them quickly rise and move toward the exit, a respectable distance between them, but an almost visible energy seeming to bind their bodies together.
 
   I had crossed the room lost in thought, and was nearly at the bar before I looked up to see Brian watching me approach. I was momentarily startled. He seemed amused. I examined his face -- his fucking, annoyingly handsome face -- for signs that he recognized me. But he didn’t seem to. I was just another middle-aged schmuck, coming in for a midday drink, probably to get over the fact that I wasn’t a heavily muscled, square-jawed, blue-eyed, tattooed stud with a ten-inch cock. Or maybe I was just projecting. For all I knew, Brian was desperately sad and just wished he could have a well-paying office job, a wife, mortgage, and a couple of kids. Ha! who was I kidding?
 
   “Need a menu?”
 
   I shook my head. “No. Just a Maker’s Mark. Neat.”
 
   Fuck. Idiot. Why had I ordered the same drink as before?
 
   Happily he didn’t seem to make a connection. 
 
   “Want to start a tab?” 
 
   I nodded. He nodded, and stuck out his hand.
 
   “I’m Brian.”
 
   We shook. My hand seemed to disappear into his huge palm. 
 
   “Um, Tony,” I introduced myself.
 
   He turned to pour me the drink. I was annoyed with myself. The fake name was another dumb move. Now I couldn’t pay with my credit card. Though actually, as I thought about it, that was serendipitous since letting him see my last name would have probably been a mistake. In any case, I had a couple of twenties in my wallet, so I should be okay.
 
   I took a deep breath. I hadn’t thought through any of this. I guess at some level I felt that just seeing Brian again would provide me with some insights. It didn’t. He was a handsome fuck. There were a lot of handsome fucks in this world. My wife didn’t just sit on anyone’s dick… well, as far as I knew.
 
   I sometimes had a dark thought that what I knew about Terri, what she had exposed to me, was but a small percentage of what she really did when she was out of my sight. I alternated between this sort of feverish notion and the realization of the more prosaic reality. Terri probably didn’t exceed the quite generous boundaries we’d set anymore than the cute young woman with the short ponytail cheated on her fiancé. But I couldn’t help myself. Those lewd thoughts were insistent, and Terri was almost surely right in suggesting that I had them in part because I liked them.
 
   He delivered my drink.
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   He nodded. ”Let me know if you need anything else.”
 
   He began to move away, but I stopped him. “Actually….”
 
   “Menu?”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   He gave me a suspicious glance. I probably misread it, but I think he might have been worried I was going to make a pass at him.
 
   My throat tightened with anxiety, and when I spoke, my voice was oddly high pitched. “I was here the other day… and… um… I saw you with this hot blonde….”
 
   “Yeah?” he replied cautiously.
 
   “It’s just… it seemed like….”
 
   He grinned. “What day?”
 
   “Um, Wednesday? Last week.”
 
   “You were here?”
 
   “Yeah. Well. I was over there,” I gestured toward a booth mostly of sight of the bar. “But when I was leaving….”
 
   He grinned. “What, you want her number?”
 
   “What? No. Just seemed like you two were… um… close.”
 
   He shrugged. “She’s your usual hot and crazy combo. She’s actually married. Just likes to drop by and bounce on my dick sometimes. Guess she and her hubby have an arrangement or something.”
 
   “How do you know that?”
 
   He laughed. “He was with her the first time we hooked up. Just sat there and let me walk her into the storeroom to bang her.” He shrugged again. “Takes all kinds.”
 
   “What do you think --“
 
   He held up a finger and reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. I took a sip of my drink. He glanced at the screen and grinned. 
 
   “Speak of the devil. She’s in the neighborhood and looking for a little fun.”
 
   I nearly choked and was wracked with a coughing fit. He poured me a glass of water.
 
   “You okay?” he asked.
 
   I nodded, actually glad at half choking to death. It provided an alternative explanation for my red face. 
 
   “She’s… she’s coming by now?” I asked.
 
   My voice was now hoarse rather than squeaky, a development that left Brian more amused than confused. 
 
   “Hey, hold on a minute,” he said. 
 
   He walked away and I anxiously scanned the entrance. I need to get the fuck out of there. I didn’t want Terri to catch me… although, maybe I did? Jesus, why was this so complicated.
 
   “Manager’s out for the afternoon,” Brian noted as he returned.
 
   “Um…” I said, unsure why he’d said that.
 
   “So, you want to watch me pork your girlfriend?” he suggested.
 
   “My girlfriend?” I asked aghast. How had he….
 
   “Relax, man, I’m just busting balls.”
 
   I realized he was just referring to my apparent interest in this mystery woman.
 
   “But,” he continued, “if you want to watch, my manager’s office is a perfect set-up for that. He has a storage closet off the office with a curtain door. Just don’t come on his floor, okay?”
 
   “What? No… I….”
 
   “Look, buddy, she’s on her way. You in or out?”
 
   “What about her?”
 
   He laughed. “Don’t worry. She’ll be too busy creaming on my prick to notice. And anyway, if she does notice she’ll probably like it. Girl’s a freak.”
 
   I felt queasy. “Yeah?”
 
   He laughed. “Totally. I told you I picked her up right in front of her hubby, right? And last time she had me pose with my dick out for a bunch of selfies. Adrenaline slut, exhibitionist, you know? She’d probably love it if I just fucked her out here.”
 
   I looked around involuntarily.
 
   He laughed again. “Well, except she’d probably like it more crowded. And probably more dicks. She seems like the kind of girl who’d like to take on a whole room.”
 
   I shuddered a little as my mind again conspired against me by conjuring up a surprisingly vivid depiction of my wife, naked, spread eagle. One guy pulling out of her red, puffy pussy, his come dripping down to her ass, and another guy, dick out, stepping up and plunging into her.
 
   “Now or never,” he said.
 
   I nodded.
 
   He shook his head and grinned. He slid gracefully from behind the bar and turned toward the kitchen. I followed after him. He pulled out a set of keys, unlocked a door, and led me into cramped little office. I glanced around at the battered, mesh-back office chair tucked against a scratched and scuffed wooden desk. An unlit neon beer sign on the wall. An antique mini-tower computer. Seedy. But then again, what did I expect from a bar manager’s office? My heart sank as I realized this would actually be a step up for my wife compared with fucking him in a storeroom and a bathroom.
 
   Brian gestured toward a curtained doorway. I edged toward it and elbowed aside the fabric. I ducked behind, wedged in between an old, metal filing cabinet and flimsy side table stacked with obsolete computer equipment: an old monitor, three keyboards, a zip drive, something that may have been a modem. 
 
   He clapped me in the shoulder, hard enough to almost buckle my knees. “I’ll be back.”
 
   I nodded again.
 
   He adjusted the curtain so that it was open just a crack. And then he left.
 
   Time seemed to pass slowly. I wondered if this was all a gag. It was easy enough to imagine Brian back in the bar, bragging to the staff and regulars about the pervert holed up in the boss’s office, all of them just waiting for me to give up and reappear so they could mercilessly mock me. On the other hand, maybe that would be a good thing. At the very least, it would mean that my wife wasn’t really on her way to get laid by this big gorilla.
 
   I had almost worked myself up to welcoming the ballbusting that would occur if I exited the office when I heard it. Terri’s familiar, flirty giggle. Before I could steel myself, I heard the door open. I peered through the narrow gap between the curtain and door frame. Blond hair and heels. Tight red and black dress. A sexy bitch. My wife.
 
   He closed the door behind them and Terri spun around to face him, letting me catch just a quick glimpse of her face, smiling excitedly, lips pursed, a strand of blond hair loose across her face.
 
   They didn’t speak or embrace. For a moment it almost seemed as if they were uncertain how to proceed.
 
   “I missed this,” she gushed.
 
   Suddenly it was like a fuse has been lit. My wife was crudely rubbing his crotch. She dropped to her knees suddenly and clawed at his pants.
 
   “I want to suck it before it gets too big.”
 
   He helped her, freeing his massive prick. It dangled before her, soft and thick already. I noticed, to my chagrin, he was bigger flaccid than I was hard. She craned her neck forward and eagerly sucked him into her mouth, her hands massaging his heavy balls. 
 
   “That’s it, Baby. Suck it like a good little slut,” he growled.
 
   The office was so small, and I was so close, that I could hear her slurping on his oversized cock, the sound of her breathing through her nose as she took him deeper into her throat. She bobbed up and down as he stiffened, until finally she rocked back on her heels and let that obscenely long shaft slide from her mouth with a smack of her lips. 
 
   He continued to grow as she stroked him roughly with both hands, kissing and licking up and down his fat tool. When she tried to suck him again, all she could take was the tip of his wide, purplish mushroom head. She pulled back and a drop of pre-come appeared. Terri eagerly licked it away. 
 
   “Damn, you love cock,” he taunted.
 
   “I love your cock,” she cooed. 
 
   “Yeah?” He took his prick and slapped it wetly against her cheek.
 
   “Yeah,” she acknowledged, apparently not at all bothered by his efforts to demean her. 
 
   “Where do you want it?”
 
   He slapped her with his meat again and again, until she grabbed it herself and sucked the head into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed out and her tongue lapped wetly at his head. She let it slip from her mouth. 
 
   “In my cunt,” she replied.
 
   I barely suppressed a groan. I never heard her use that word in a sexual context. 
 
   “You wet for me?”
 
   “Always,” she grinned.
 
   “Show me.”
 
   Terri didn’t hesitate. She gracefully rose to her feet and pulled up the hem of her dress. Shapely legs, creamy thighs, no panties, a shaved snatch, glistening wetly even in the dim light of the office.
 
   He took her by the shoulders, spun her around, and without ceremony, bent her over the manager’s desk. Her palms slapped against the scuffed wood, but he continued to push down until her torso was flat against the desk, her arms stretched out above her head. He lifted her dress and bunched it around her waist. She spread her legs without prompting. 
 
   He sighed with pleasure and cupped her pretty, little ass with his meaty paws. He spread her cheeks apart, exposing not just her wet pussy but also her tiny, puckered asshole. He stepped in closer and walked his jutting erection into her. She moaned as the fat tip split her open and then gasped as he pulled back out and thrust in harder, getting about half of his cock inside her. He withdrew and thrust again. She squealed and slapped her palms against the desk in what might have been pain, but which I suspected was rather giddy intensity.
 
   Buried deep inside her, he paused to enjoy the sensation of her hot, tight pussy engulfing his prick. He peeled off his shirt and tossed it on the desk beside her. Terri grabbed it and nuzzled into it, breathing in his scent. He was even more powerfully built than I had realized, his back, shoulders, and chest bulging with muscles, and covered by a swirl of tattoos, tribal bands, and animals curled around provocative imagery. A snake wound around a cross. A dragon’s fiery breath blasting a hole in a brick wall. 
 
   He was kneading her ass, pulling her cheeks apart and admiring the sight of his prick stretching her pussy. If he was admiring the view, she was obviously relishing the sensation. Even though he wasn’t fucking her, just penetrating her, she was breathing rapidly, low moans mixed in with quick gasps.
 
   His thumbs pressed down on the skin on either side of her asshole, opening her up to him. She groaned softly.
 
   “You want it in the ass.”
 
   His tone was confident, that of a man whom women didn’t often refuse.
 
   “You’re too big,” she gasped. 
 
   A non-denial denial. She did want it. She just wasn’t sure she could take it. He caught her meaning. He dripped a gob of spit into her ass and followed it with his thumb.
 
   She grunted. “No, Baby –“
 
   He pulled his cock out and thrust back into her pussy, hard, deep, cutting off her protest. She moaned in pleasure instead. His thumb still in her ass, he began sawing back and forth into her tight snatch.
 
   “Don’t worry, Slut. Plenty of time for that later, after I’m done stretching out your cunt.”
 
   He thrust in hard, balls deep. She gasped. Again and again. Their bodies slapping together. The desk creaking ominously. Her eyelids fluttering, lips quivering, flecks of spit flying from her mouth as she moaned louder and louder. His thumb now churning deep into her ass. His muscles glistening with sweat. Her pussy clinging obscenely to his shaft, stretched taut as he pulled out, turned inside out as he plunged into her. It should have been too much, but she loved it. A high-pitched squeak and her body shivered. An orgasm? I couldn’t be sure. All I knew was, in that moment, she was totally and completely in his power.
 
   A vicious thrust. She reached her hand back to slow him. He grabbed it and pinned it against her lower back. No mercy. No pause. And no further protest. Just moans, gasps, groans, his pounding so fast that she couldn’t speak if she wanted to.
 
   A shivering squeal. My stomach did a flip. It was exactly the same sound I’d heard Melanie make all those years ago. Again and again and again. My dick was suddenly rock hard, and my head spun.
 
   Her legs twitched. She glared back at him, teeth bared, an unrecognizable expression. Challenging, angry, but also undeniably excited.
 
   He laughed, and withdrew his thumb from her ass and pressed it into her mouth. She didn’t resist. Her lips closed on his thumb, her tongue swirling around it. 
 
   He thrust harder. The heavy desk screeched as it edged across the floor. Thumb still in her mouth, he cupped her chin and pulled her upright. A hard thrust. Another. Another. Each making her gasp and lifting her momentarily off her feet.
 
   He grabbed her dress and yanked it up over her head as she wriggled to make it easier. She was braless as well. He resumed pounding into her from behind, making her big tits jiggle wildly. He pressed his thumb back into her mouth and she let out muffled mewls around it. He reached around, palming her flat belly, his fingers digging into her snatch, tormenting her clit. 
 
   She managed to spit out his thumb. “Oh fuck,” she gasped. “Oh fuck, I’m coming again.”
 
   Her body shuddered violently. Her orgasm a frightening near-seizure. No wonder she was so addicted to this. These men fucked her like I never could. It was a thought that filled me with despair. 
 
   Brian seemed to take mercy on her. He slowed down, now fucking her almost tenderly, with long, deep, slow strokes of his massive cock. He moved his hands from her chin and belly and cupped her big tits, mashing them in slow circles in time with his thrusts. As she recovered, she reached between her legs and with one hand and began massaging his plum-sized balls.
 
   “You know what I like about you?” he asked.
 
   “Is it my wit and love of theater?”
 
   He laughed. “No romance, no foreplay, you’re just in it for the cock.”
 
   She chuckled. “You know what I like about you?”
 
   “My big dick?”
 
   He thrust in hard to punctuate the response.
 
   She gasped.
 
   “Mmmm, yeah. You fuck like you’re angry.”
 
   I wouldn’t have thought that was a good thing. But obviously from her tone, it was.
 
   “Just giving you what a dirty slut like you needs.”
 
   “How do you know what I need?”
 
   Another hard thrust from him. A sultry gasp from her. 
 
   “I just do. All those things your hubby won’t give you. Rough. Sweaty. The kind of shit you won’t admit to him. Dirty. Crude. A roomful of strangers taking turns with you.”
 
   “No,” she moaned.
 
   “I felt your cunt twitch when I said it.”
 
   “No,” she repeated, her tone even deeper, throatier, belying her response. 
 
   He laughed. “You don’t know what you want.”
 
   “I do,” she protested.
 
   He laughed again. I could see why. Despite her objection, she remained his to do with as he pleased. It wasn’t just her tone, which dripped with sexual excitement, but also her body, undulating slowly as his fat prick churned inside her, the way she thrust her ass toward him, molding herself to him, the way her lips trembled, the way her face glowed. 
 
   “Get on your knees,” he growled. “I want to nut in your mouth.”
 
   Such was his command over her that not only didn’t she protest, she didn’t even hesitate. She spun gracefully and squatted down before him. She spread her knees apart, exposing her battered pussy, red and gaping, obscenely incongruous beside the little rose tattoo.
 
   With both hands she gripped his fat, slick prick and stroked it up and down.
 
   “Yeah, Baby, open up.”
 
   Again my wife complied.
 
   “Like this?” she asked.
 
   She opened her mouth wide, tongue flicking at the head of his prick as she continued to work his cock. 
 
   “Yeah, Slut, here it comes….”
 
   A thick spurt of creamy jism shot into her mouth.
 
   “Don’t swallow,” he commanded as he continued to rope onto her tongue.
 
   She knelt submissively, naked, mouth full of his come, until both corners of her mouth leaked a thin stream of jism and spit, sliding down her cheeks and meeting at her chin. A drop fell onto her heaving breasts.
 
   “Go ahead and swallow.”
 
   She nodded, and with a loud gulp, drank his heavy load. She wiped her chin and licked that up too. And then, unbidden, she licked a last drop of come off his prick.
 
   He chuckled.
 
   “Thanks, Babe,” he grunted curtly as he pulled up his pants. “Let yourself out,” he added. He grabbed his shirt off the desk and pulled it on as he left the room.
 
   Terri and I were alone in the office, though she didn’t know I was there. I felt suddenly uncomfortable. Most people, of course, would think watching their wife getting fucked by a well-hung, tattooed ape was pretty strange. I did as well, but somehow, watching her naked and alone, slowly pulling herself together felt even more transgressive. I felt more like a voyeur now than when she’d been coming again and again as Brian fucked her. 
 
   Terri didn’t help matters. I’d expected her to turn suddenly sheepish. With his sexual hold over her broken, I thought she’d quickly dress and scurry out of there, embarrassed, maybe tearful even. She was none of those things. Instead, she seemed quite pleased with herself. 
 
   She rose and leaned back against the desk still naked. I shrank back into the closet. She was facing me, but she didn’t seem to see me. I wasn’t sure she was seeing anything really. Her gaze seemed directed into the middle distance.
 
   She seemed to be taking stock. Her hands slowly explored her body, tracing those places where he’d touched her. Her fingers touched her chin and mouth, then her breasts where he’d massaged her. She lingered over her stomach, maybe remembering how much she’d enjoyed his strong hand on her belly, his fingers probing her slit. She ran her fingertips over the tattoo and smiled. 
 
   I barely suppressed a gasp as she spread her legs slightly, fully exposing her battered pussy.
 
   I knew it would go back to normal. But at the moment, it was almost unrecognizable, swollen, very wet, her lips dark red, not quite gaping, but visibly open. I knew if I burst from my hiding place and jammed my hard cock into her, she would probably have trouble feeling it. She seemed to have the same thought as she curiously pressed a finger into her freshly-fucked cunt. She added a second and then a third as she sought to approximate the sensation of Brian’s cock or to at least feel something.
 
   I watched in shock as she slowly began pumping her digits in an out of her stretched-out twat. She let out a low moan. I looked up to see her still smiling, eyes closed. Her other hand was on her breast, twisting a hard nipple. 
 
   Brian was right. She was an insatiable slut, and I knew that if she had another cock available to her, she’d gladly, hungrily, take it inside her. Two men, three men, a roomful. When she was in one of her sexual fugues, anything was possible. 
 
   I could hear her fingers squishing wetly into her worn pussy, a sound that was even more obscene than the sight of it, which was pornographic enough. She lifted her breast to her mouth and sucked on her own nipple, gripping it between her front teeth, hissing even as she did. 
 
   She let out a sexy little sigh. Her body shuddered on the edge of the desk. And she slowly recomposed herself, she withdrew her fingers from her pussy. She chuckled softly. Finally, she looked about the room for her dress. 
 
   She pulled it over her head and straightened herself out. She ran her fingers through her hair to restore a modicum of order to her mane. Another pause. Another grin. And then with a self-satisfied strut she slipped out the door and back into the bar. 
 
   I waited a few moments. The last thing I wanted was to run into her in the bar, probably exchanging a last, lingering kiss with her studly lover, his hand cupping her ass, letting everyone in the bar know that this married slut was his for the taking. When I finally ducked out, I made a beeline for the exit. 
 
   I had come to speak to Brian and learn something about my wife. He hadn’t given me much, but what he’d shown me confirmed all my suspicions.  She was no longer mine. Not really. She craved things that were just not in my nature to provide. 
 
   I headed home. It was my turn to pick up the kids from after school care and get dinner started. It was a task I looked forward to and enjoyed. But at the same time, today, with my wife returning to work with her pussy throbbing from Brian’s huge prick and her mouth salty from his jism, it made me feel like less than a man. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWO 
 
    
 
   I hid my moroseness from the kids as best as I could. Whatever was going on between their mother and me, I wanted to keep it from them. It was exhausting. 
 
   When Annabelle asked me “Where’s mommy?” it took a conscious effort to resist lashing out and replying, Probably out getting her cunt stuffed. 
 
   Okay, in truth, I would never do that, but I couldn’t control the thoughts and emotions swirling through my mind. Hurtful, ugly words. Dirty slut. Cheap whore. Dumb cunt. Bitch. Cheater. 
 
   As much as I hated her, I hated myself more. Weak. Pathetic. Cuckold. Sissy. 
 
   I knew what Terri would say. I had brought this on myself. I had pushed her into it. I had done it from the beginning. I’d pushed her to renew contact with Chucky. I’d thrown her at Jean-Pierre. I’d been right there and done nothing when she’d first gone off with Brian. I’d given her the free pass, and encouraged her to use it, that led her into Mike’s bed. And I was doing it all to feed my own obsessions and desires, conceived of my experience with April, born in the collapse of my relationship with Melanie, and reawakened with the revelations about Chucky.
 
   But if it was all about me -- about my needs and desires – then why did it leave me feeling so awful? So drained and battered. Depressed. Yes, periodically aroused, but even that was largely contagion from Terri’s excitement. I didn’t, at least not often, jerk myself off thinking of my wife with other men, though yes, when she was all hot and bothered and recounting her adventures my revulsion was overwhelmed by lust. Okay, so it was complicated.
 
   When Terri did get home late – “Sorry, honey, something unexpectedly came up” – she had an unsurprising gleam in her eyes. But she didn’t let on that anything had happened during the day. Usually, she would have found a way to drop a hint. Something about running into an old friend or maybe a mention of the bar. Something. But not that afternoon. 
 
   And not that evening either. Not before bed. And not in bed either. It fell to me to press the issue. She was sitting beside me, immersed in some police procedural. S is for Slut or some such. She’d decided to forego her flannels for an oversized tee shirt with a happy face on it. Her nipples punctuated the eyes. I presumed it was some sort of joke. 
 
   “So did anything interesting happen today?” I asked pointedly.
 
   She batted her eyelashes at me. “Whatever do you mean?”
 
   “Did you, um, happen to see Brian today?”
 
   “You know I did.”
 
   “Why didn’t you say anything?” I challenged.
 
   “Why didn’t you? she replied.
 
   “What?”
 
   “You were there,” she said accusingly.
 
   “You… saw me?”
 
   “Behind the curtain, right?” she asked. “Actually, no, it was pretty dark in there and you were quiet.”
 
   “So…?”
 
   She laughed. “He texted me when you walked in. Said you were trying to pull a Clark Kent, but that he recognized you right away.”
 
   My stomach sank. I felt sick… and humiliated. I had just confirmed for Brian that I was this… pathetic… cuckold… who liked to watch my wife fuck other men. It was mortifying, especially since it was sort of true.
 
   “What did you…?” I trailed off.
 
   She shrugged. “I figured you wanted a show but were too embarrassed to ask. Next time, let me know and I can plan something special. As it was, I just had time to pull off my underwear and Uber over.”
 
   I shook my head, incredulous. “So it was just a performance?”
 
   She sighed. “No. You always want to make it black or white. My desires or yours. As if there were no overlap. I wasn’t actually planning on visiting Brian today, but once I heard you were there….”
 
   “I was just there to talk to him.”
 
   She snorted. “About what?”
 
   “About what makes you tick.”
 
   “Because he knows me better than you do?”
 
   “Maybe, in some ways,” I noted.
 
   “What makes you think that?”
 
   I rolled my eyes.
 
   “Because he makes me come?” she asked.
 
   I felt my cock twitch despite myself.
 
   “More than I do,” I noted
 
   She didn’t deny it. “Knowing I was putting on a show for you helped, but yeah he has an amazing body. A really big prick. And he’s pretty fearless about getting what he wants.”
 
   “Maybe you should see him more often,” I snarked.
 
   She shook her head. “Funny how you bury your true desires beneath a hostile tone.”
 
   “What are you saying?”
 
   She shrugged. You know what I am saying.
 
   Her eyes locked on mine, challenging. A stare down with my wife. I looked away.
 
   “Do you want me to stop?” she asked.
 
   “No. Do whatever you want,” I snapped. 
 
   She paused and then nodded. “Okay, well, good then. Because I have a date with Mike Friday. He wants me to spend the night.”
 
   I was taken aback. How much more clear could I be that I didn’t like this? That I didn’t want it to go on? Did she expect me to beg her not to fuck other men?
 
   “What about the kids?” I blurted out finally.
 
   “I’ll go after they’re down. This isn’t a dinner-and-a-movie kind of date.”
 
   “No. Just go over to his place and fuck. That’s more your speed,” I spat venomously. 
 
   “Exactly,” she replied, her voice icy, yet seductive. “Because I am a cheap slut. Poor you, Bill. You married a whore.”
 
   Before I could respond, she lunged at me and straddled my waist. I shielded my face, only to feel her yanking down my PJs instead.
 
   “No, Terri, get off me,” I hissed. 
 
   I flailed at her. She grabbed my arms and shoved them over my head. She grabbed my already hard cock and stroked it roughly, almost as if she wanted to tear it off. It hurt, but her urgency was exciting. She adjusted her position and impaled herself on me. She leaned forward and kissed me hard, almost painfully. 
 
   “That’s it, Bill, fuck my cheating cunt.”
 
   “No, Terri, not like this.”
 
   “What’s the matter, Bill,” she asked as she ground against me. “Didn’t I put on a good enough show? What should I have done differently? Did you want me to take it in the ass?”
 
   I remembered him pulling her anus apart with his thumbs. Pictured him pressing that fat tool in her tight butthole. Imagine her squealing in pain… excitement… lust. 
 
   “Oh God, Terri,” I groaned as I came inside her.
 
   She laughed softly.
 
   “This isn’t a game,” I grumbled, although I couldn’t help continuing to pump inside her once-again-tight pussy.
 
   “You could have fooled me,” she replied.
 
   “Terri….”
 
   She leaned in and buried her face in my neck.
 
   “So, what do you think Bill? I know I need to be a little rested for Mike. God only knows what he’s going to do to me…”
 
   My cock had been threatening to slid out of her gooey twat but now it stiffened back up. 
 
   “…but it is only Tuesday, so I do have a little time. Think I should go visit Brian again tomorrow?”
 
   I groaned, but my prick was now hard enough that Terri was able to roll her hips, moving me in and out of her.
 
   “I’m pretty sure he’d like to see me every day. May I should just cancel my gym membership. An hour a day with Brian definitely counts as a workout. Or maybe not,” she added thoughtfully. She rose up and peeled off her shirt. Then she continued grinding into me. “Truth is, he just pummels me so hard that all I can really do is take it.”
 
   She was putty in his hands. He bent her and molded her to his desires. And she submitted to it completely, without hesitation.
 
   “So what was your favorite part?” she asked. 
 
   She began to ride me up and down, her juices and my come running down the length of my cock and pooling in my pubes. I reached around and grabbed her hard ass, remembering how he’d spread her cheeks and admired the sight of his cock stretching her out. I shuddered and bit my lip to keep from coming again.
 
   She smirked at me. “Are you enjoying this?” she asked as she rolled her hips, creating a delicious swirling sensation around my prick with her hot, drenched sleeve. “Or thinking about this afternoon?”
 
   My cock twitched noticeably.
 
   “Hmm, that’s what I thought,” she gushed. “So what part did you like best? Was it when I sucked his cock? When he bent me over? When I swallowed his load?”
 
   Each phrase caused a corresponding vision to flash into my brain. I didn’t want to answer. She rode me harder. “Come on, Bill. Tell me. There are no secrets between us.”
 
   I didn’t answer.
 
   “Was it when he stood me up and rubbed my clit while he fucked me from behind?”
 
   “No,” I grunted.
 
   “What then?” She was getting increasingly frenzied. Sweat dripped off her and onto my chest. “Was it when I jerked his cock into my mouth?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Tell me.”
 
   I didn’t want to, but she forced it out of me. Something about her insistent tone and even more insistent bouncing on my prick.
 
   “When you sucked his thumb.”
 
   She hesitated a second as if to recall the circumstance. Then she smiled and again lowered herself onto me. Her body was sweaty. Her breath hot and moist.
 
   “Oh, you’re a dirty, dirty boy,” she cooed. “I did that one just for you.”
 
   “Yeah, right.”
 
   “Oh, but it is. I had a feeling you’d like that. You like it when I’m dirty. When I’m so worked up I can’t say no to anything.”
 
   “Oh God,” I groaned as I came a second time in about ten minutes.
 
   Terri started humping me faster, almost wildly. I could feel my cock beginning to soften, but she didn’t slow. And then, just as my prick was about to slide from her wet channel, I felt her tense, felt her pussy clenching on the tip of my cock that remained inside her. 
 
   She laughed. “Just under the wire.”
 
   She rolled off me and laid beside me, naked, gravity flattening her large breasts across her chest. 
 
   “Bill, this is a game. And it ends when you want it to end.”
 
   “It isn’t up to me,” I replied with the same mulish intensity that seemed to overcome me whenever she tried to put it all on me.
 
   “Then, it continues.”
 
   She took a deep breath and rose. I couldn’t help but watch her gorgeous ass as she crossed the room and disappeared into the bathroom to clean up. It was only when the door to the bathroom was safely closed that I managed to say what I really wanted to say. And even then, I said it in a croaked whisper that guaranteed she wouldn’t hear it. 
 
   “Terri. Stop.”
 
   Or maybe that’s what I wished I wanted to say because ultimately, saying it that way was my own way of answering the old question about the tree falling in the forest with no one there to hear it. Of course it makes a sound. And yet that doesn’t change a thing.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was my turn to get the kids off to school in the morning. Normally, Terri would have quickly slipped away to work early, but when I woke up still a few minutes before needing to wake the kids, she was only just coming out of the shower. Naked, with a towel wrapped around her hair, she strode around the bedroom without a trace of self-consciousness.
 
   She noticed I was awake. 
 
   “Good morning, Sweetie,” she chimed. 
 
   “Mornin’.”
 
   She leaned over and gave me a kiss. She smelled of soap and baby powder. She ran her hand over her shaved pussy. 
 
   “I always love the way my, um, coochie feels right after I shave,” she noted. “Want to feel?”
 
   “Coochie?”
 
   “Just trying to mix things up,” she smiled. “So, wanna touch?”
 
   “Did you touch it up for Brian?”
 
   “Brian. Mike. You. Maybe someone new? I’ve certainly been getting around recently, haven’t I?”
 
   I grunted. 
 
   She laughed and turned away. “Okay. No touchy for you.”
 
   She reached into her closet and selected a pair of thigh-high stockings. She leaned against the wall and gracefully pulled them on, smoothing the tops around her creamy thighs. She gave me a smile. Then she returned to the bathroom, and with the door open, she blow dried her hair. There is something oddly sexy about a woman in nothing but thigh-high stockings blow drying her hair. Or maybe it was mostly the realization that she was getting ready for the day with another man in mind, a thought that continued to be as infuriating as it was disturbingly exciting.
 
   That thought stayed with me as she carefully applied her makeup. Eyeliner, mascara, lip liner, lipstick, and gloss. A spritz of perfume behind each ear, another into the valley between her breasts.
 
   Then back into the bedroom, still naked, big tits hanging out, shaved pussy on display, rose tattoo demanding attention. She turned and reached into her closet, bending at the waist, thrusting her ass in my direction, giving me a flash of vag from behind, the same view I’d gotten yesterday just before Brian stepped forward and shoved his thick tool into my oh-so-eager wife. She pulled out a set of pumps, green and shiny, with wicked, stiletto heels.
 
   “A bit much for work,” I noted with something approximating sangfroid.
 
   She looked at me like I was a dunce. “Well, of course, silly. I’ll change into them before I go over.”
 
   “So you’re going to see him today?” 
 
   The question came out before I could catch myself, and worse, my tone was needy, whiny.
 
   “Do you not want me to?” she asked in honeyed tones.
 
   I stewed. “You can do what you want.”
 
   She smiled and reached back into her closet to pull out a green wrap dress, with the V-neck that showed off her cleavage. Curve hugging and easy opening, it was implicitly sexual even had she been wearing a bra and panties. She fastened it closed, and when she walked I could see the lace of her thigh highs peeking out under the above-the-knee hem.
 
   “Well, then I’m going to see Brian.”
 
   “You’re going to a lot of effort just to get bent over a desk,” I sneered.
 
   She smiled sweetly, and I knew I’d walked into another trap. “Oh, he’s not working today. I’m going to go over to his place.” She paused to make sure I was paying attention. “The quickies have been fun, but I’m thinking I’d like to see what he can do with a little more time.” She noted my stricken expression. “That’s still okay, isn’t it?”
 
   I swallowed hard. “Of course.”
 
   She grinned. “You’re the best.” She paused as if suddenly remembering something. “Oh, and Friday? I arranged for the kids to go to my mom’s. So I thought maybe you and I could have dinner and then you could drive me over to Mike’s?”
 
   I stared at her mutely.
 
   “Is that okay Bill?”
 
   Another hard swallow.
 
   “Whatever you want, Dear.”
 
   She leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “Have a good day. I know I will.”
 
   She swiveled and walked out the door, stiletto heels swinging in her hand. 
 
   Dirty slut. Cheap whore. Dumb cunt. Bitch. Cheater. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
    
 
   It is hard enough to stay focused on a spreadsheet without distractions, and the knowledge that Terri was going to be spending part of the day with Brian was a monster of a distraction. I couldn’t even begin to pretend that this was just a tease. 
 
   I didn’t understand what Terri was doing. Somehow, we’d driven off a cliff. What had been a game, a perverse, hard-to-explain game between the two of us, and some lucky but clearly secondary other characters, had transformed. I was no longer the pilot or even the co-pilot. Terri was running the show now, and I didn’t know where things would lead.
 
   Mangoes. I thought about our safe word, and the way it had brought the situation with Chucky to a screeching halt. But now I wondered if she would respect it. Terri kept asking me whether I wanted to stop. I did. Or at least I thought I did. So why didn’t I put my foot down? She thought it was because I secretly liked it, but really it was because I secretly suspected that she wouldn’t honor my request. That instead, her desires would push her to continue behind my back. As difficult as it was to deal with my wife sleeping with other men openly, I knew it would kill me if I were to find out she was doing it in secret. 
 
   Or… I don’t know. I couldn’t get out of my head. The truth was, I did find it exciting. I wasn’t just stewing morosely. No, what I was doing instead of checking my spreadsheet was imagining Terri with Brian. Fantasizing about it in a way that left me frustrated, ashamed, and yes... excited. 
 
   Could I maximize the one emotion without triggering the others? I didn’t know how. I liked the idea of my wife as a lusty vixen. And I knew that if I tried to control it, the excitement would fade… for both of us. I had pushed her toward Chucky, but she’d chosen him. With Jean-Pierre, anyone could see the chemistry developing. That is why the thing with Herb had never gone anywhere. Even if she’d been really into him, I think she would have held back simply to prove to me that I wasn’t in control. 
 
   It seemed to me that Terri was saying that my choice was binary. We were in or out. I could determine the whether. But the who, what, where, when of the thing were at her discretion. I accepted that intellectually. It was her body after all. But where did that leave me? And how could things remain in balance? The key was for Terri to read me. To know when enough was enough, when too much was too much. 
 
   That was what really scared me. I’d seen it with Chucky, and I thought I was seeing it again now. Once launched, Terri’s sense of perspective faded. She could be reckless, even hurtful in feeding her passions. And that is where we were now. Even though I said to myself that I wanted her to stop, what I really wanted was for her to slow down. But that wasn’t an option she left me. On or off. Dichotomous. No shades of grey. Just black and white.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I realized something was wrong the moment Terri came home. Her trysts usually left her confident, a little giddy, but today she was oddly subdued. 
 
   “Hey,” she said quietly as she entered. 
 
   She didn’t make eye contact with me, even as she dropped down and gave each kid a hug. As usual, the requirements of parenting came first, and we both tiptoed around each other as long as they were awake. There was clearly something wrong, but it was nothing we could discuss until they were down.
 
   She quickly disappeared upstairs and changed out of her wrap dress and into jeans and a college sweatshirt. She cleaned off her makeup and pulled her hair into a ponytail. Gone was the hungry vixen who’d left in the morning, replaced by a soccer mom. And yet, I still found her beautiful in her stripped down, casual attire. She was sexy clothed or unclothed, formal or causal.
 
   I’d spent much of the day jealous and angry, but my main emotion at seeing Terri in some distress was concern. She didn’t seem in any sort of physical pain, so I was pretty sure Brian hadn’t hurt her. But something unexpected had happened. 
 
   I can’t pretend that I didn’t feel a little schadenfreude. I did. But it didn’t last long. Whatever was going on between us couldn’t change the fact that I was desperately in love with my wife, that I wanted her to be happy above all else. That’s why we were here, after all, I was addicted to seeing her gloriously resplendent.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she said from behind me.
 
   I startled. I hadn’t expected her back so soon from putting the kids to bed. I turned to see her standing in the kitchen, legs crossed, a sheepish expression on her face.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
   I approached her slowly. She shrank from me almost imperceptibly. It reminded me of a skittish kitten.
 
   “Did he hurt you?” I persisted. 
 
   She shook her head. “No. It’s not like that, but things got a little… out of hand.”
 
   My mind raced. What did that even mean? I’d seen her suck and fuck this man. I’d seen her take his cock in her pussy, drink down his come, take his thumb in her ass. What did she think would shock me? What had shocked her?
 
   And then I thought about what he’d told me about Terri. That was she was a wild slut. That if given the opportunity, she’d take on a roomful of guys.
 
   My mind, always hyperactive when it came to Terri’s sexuality, helpfully conjured up a lurid scene. My wife naked on a messy bed, surrounded by tattooed muscleheads in various states of undress. Some enthralled by the sight of a hot blond getting pounded, others laughing and joking at the dirty slut Brian had provided and what they would do to her. A tawdry scene. Dark. 
 
   My mind’s eye focused on Terri. Had it bothered her to be used like that? Or, and now I shuddered slightly, was her embarrassment precisely because it hadn’t bothered her? Was she struggling with the fact that each time she broke through a new taboo, she hadn’t found that she’d gone too far, but rather than she’d wished she’d done it sooner.
 
   “He shared you,” I said. It came out surprisingly calm. I realized I was numb.
 
   She hesitated and then nodded.
 
   “Did they… hurt you?”
 
   She shook her head. “No, it wasn’t like that. It’s just….”
 
   She trailed off. 
 
   “Did you….”
 
   I trailed off as well.
 
   We just stared at each other for a few moments.
 
   “Terri,” I began. “It’s okay. Just… tell me what happened. Did you know these guys?”
 
   She tilted her head. “No. Bill. It wasn’t like that.”
 
   “So --“ I began. 
 
   “It was just one other person... and it wasn’t a guy.”
 
   That rocked me. I reached out to steady myself. 
 
   “You had a threesome with another girl?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “And you and she…?”
 
   She nodded again.
 
   I finally understood her discomfort. Whatever she felt about what had happened with Brian and this other woman, she was even more worried about my reaction because she knew that this was something she could… should… have offered to me first.
 
   “I’m sorry Bill. I know we never discussed it.”
 
   “What have we discussed?” I snapped.
 
   “Well, that’s the exact point, isn’t it? Whenever I’ve tried to raise boundaries, you refuse. You say it is up to me.”
 
   It was true. She’s wasn’t the one to insist things were black or white. I was. But ultimately, it had to be her choice. 
 
   “It is,” I confirmed.
 
   “And so, I just need to, what, intuit what goes too far?”
 
   “It not about too far or too short. It is about….”
 
   “About what? What would hurt you?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “You put a lot of faith in my ability to make those kinds of judgments in difficult situations.”
 
   “But you do know.”
 
   “No, I don’t. Not for sure. Because Bill, at some level, you want to be hurt. You like the pain.”
 
   “I don’t,” I protested.
 
   “Okay, maybe you don’t… or maybe you do. I doubt you know because you keep wanting to make this about my needs and not yours. See, that’s the problem. How can I gauge you when you can’t even be honest with yourself.”
 
   “Let’s…. let’s…. can we just focus on today? Because, look, you came home and –”
 
   “Yeah, I knew you’d be upset. And yeah, I… at some level… knew it at the time. But it wasn’t just like, you know, bing, bam, boom, I show up at his place and immediately start eating pussy.”
 
   “You could have left when you saw another girl there. Another person even.”
 
   She nodded. “Yeah, but it wasn’t like that. They were both dressed. I wasn’t sure what was going on. She was, like, the opposite of me. Cute, but not really Fem. Short, dark-haired, piercings all over, in her lip, nose stud, eyebrows. Tats. Loose cargos pants, boots.”
 
   “Sounds a little dykey.” 
 
   She shrugged. “All real casual. They were drinking beer. I figured she was just a friend who would leave so Brian and I could....”
 
   “Fuck,” I grunted.
 
   “Yeah, Bill,” she teased. “So Brian and I could fuck.” She paused. “Do you see why this is complicated? You spit that out. It makes you angry. And at the same time, it is what you want. You want to hear about how he stretched me out with his great, big dick.”
 
   “No,” I muttered, even as I adjusted my pants to make my erection less obvious.
 
   She smirked. “Don’t worry, Bill. That happened too. It wasn’t all lesbo shit.”
 
   I shivered. God, she knew me better than I knew myself. I took a deep breath to steady myself. “So she didn’t leave,” I prompted.
 
   Terri shook her head. “Blah, blah, blah, Terri this is Cynthia. She’s an old friend. We shook hands. She said something to him about how he doesn’t usually like Barbie-types. He replied something about how most Barbies don’t fuck half as good as I do.
 
   “It was all very strange. You know, like they were in on something, and I was the third wheel, but you know it also got my competitive juices flowing. Like I wasn’t going to let this short butch put one over on me.”
 
   “Oh Terri…”
 
   She laughed. “What? You know I don’t like to lose. And, anyway, once she started, sort-of, just casually sucking on his cock –”
 
   “Wait, what?”
 
   “They sat down on his sofa, and she just reached out, pulled out his schlong and started slurping on it.”
 
   “And you just had to join in,” I said.
 
   “Look, I know this is something hard for a straight man to understand, but a hard cock almost, you know, demands to be sucked. I can’t explain it. But it is very primal.”
 
   “Terri –”
 
   “And Bill, I gotta say, she was really impressive.” 
 
   She paused, and I could see that her anxiety was overwhelmed by my reaction. She’d hooked me. And just as she couldn’t resist sucking on a hard prick when given the opportunity, she couldn’t resist jerking my chain when she saw I was hooked.
 
   “You know,” she continued, “how I can barely get more than the tip in my mouth?”
 
   I nodded. Flaccid she’d been able to take him deep, but once he was hard, all she’d been able to do was slobber on the head. Shame, embarrassment, excitement, all fighting for domination. What sort of “man” is so aware of his wife’s capabilities and limitations in dealing with oversized pricks.
 
   “Well,” she smiled, “that little bitch could deepthroat him, even when he was hard. It was… impressive.”
 
   I groaned as I imagined the small, dark haired woman, somehow, miraculously, inhaling Brian’s huge prick. Not that it was that difficult to imagine. Porn had preloaded my mind with endless images of petite, young women, performing extraordinary sword swallowing feats.
 
   “So you decided to help out.”
 
   Terri crossed over to me. She shoved me into our leather recliner and settled into my lap. She kissed me hard. 
 
   “I did what I could. I sucked on his balls.”
 
   I groaned. Fucking bitch. She’d kissed me just before reminding me that she’d had another man’s scrotum in her mouth hours earlier. And yet, I didn’t shove her away. I just kissed her hard. 
 
   “Slut,” I groaned.
 
   She grinned. “You know, some women would be offended.”
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “I don’t really think you’re a misogynist. But it is interesting what comes out sometimes.”
 
   “I can’t always help myself.”
 
   “Neither can I,” she noted pointedly.
 
   For a moment neither of us spoke. I wrapped my arms around her. As always, she felt fragile in my grasp, and at the same time, there was an energy, a powerful, undeniable, vitality within her. She was… a force of nature. Unconstrained. Unconstrainable.
 
   “I’ve always fantasized about having a threesome,” I noted.
 
   She kissed me. “I know. And… I’m sorry it didn’t happen with you first.”
 
   “Sorry, but no regrets.”
 
   She hesitated. “No regrets. No. I mean, it was….”
 
   She looked at me and palmed my cheeks. Another kiss. 
 
   “Bill, it just felt so right.”
 
   I didn’t respond. She didn’t want me to. And I didn’t have anything to say. Not really. Not anything more important than hearing her story. Terri read me perfectly this time. It was time to feed my obsession, and she was eager to play that role. 
 
   “I’ve never been particularly interested in being with another woman,” she began. “Just not the way I’m wired.”
 
   I laughed. “No. You’re all about the cock.”
 
   She kissed me. Her breath was hot, moist. “And the muscles. And strength. And power. I… I like being taken by a strong, powerful man. But this was different.”
 
   “How?”
 
   “Fuck. I don’t really know. I didn’t know this bitch from a hole in the wall, but there we were, both of us working Brian’s prick. I can’t explain it, but, you know, it was like suddenly she was my best friend.”
 
   I softened. Not my prick, which remained rock hard, but my attitude. That was the thing that was so difficult to explain and to understand. I empathized with my wife. No. Wrong word. Empathy is, paradoxically, too self-centered. I identified with her. It was something I never liked to admit, but the truth was,I envied Terri’s ability to achieve her desires.
 
   She was beautiful enough and gutsy enough to be able to write her own ticket. Gorgeous women have a whole different potential possibility frontier than the rest of us. No, that didn’t mean everything was open to her. It is true that she could only trade her body for a certain set of experiences. But, wow, what a freedom. What a God-given opportunity. 
 
   I realized in that moment part of my dilemma. I resented my wife’s opportunities and was also terribly envious of them. I wanted to judge her. But had I been the male equivalent of Terri – say, Brian, muscular and big cocked – would I be willing to forego being worshipped by hot women? And why? Out of what fucking principle?
 
   “You don’t eat your best friend’s pussy,” I noted.
 
   She grinned. “As far as you know.”
 
   I reached under her sweatshirt. She still wasn’t wearing a bra. I cupped her full, lovely breasts. My thumb teased her nipples. 
 
   “I’ve never even kissed another woman,” she noted. “I’m not sure I could have if we weren’t sharing a cock. It’s not gay, right, if there is a man’s prick between her tongue and yours?”
 
   I laughed. “In my case, yes, it would be very, very gay to tongue wrestle another man with a cock in between.”
 
   “Not that there is anything wrong with that,” she replied.
 
   I laughed. “Oh, is that right? You wouldn’t mind if I started making out with other men?”
 
   She hesitated and then answered firmly. “No. I would mind. I want my man to be a man.”
 
   “Your men, you mean.”
 
   She nodded. “Sorry, Honey, I’m a homophobic bitch.”
 
   “Only you get to experience strange cock.”
 
   “Bill…?”
 
   I laughed. “That’s one thing you don’t need to worry about. I don’t want dick. Fuck, I don’t even want any woman but you.”
 
   “Bill….”
 
   “Sit on my cock and finish your story.”
 
   “Bill….”
 
   I unzipped my pants and pulled out my hard prick. She slid out of my lap and removed her jeans. Sliding her panties aside, she eased herself back onto my hard cock with a sigh.
 
   “Oh God, Bill, why do we want more than this?”
 
   I squeezed her amazing ass and felt her pussy clench at my shaft. 
 
   “Tell me what happened,” I hissed.
 
   She took a few moments to ride me up and down, and then she spoke. “I… Baby… I was licking his balls, she was sucking him top-down, and then I worked my way up and she…”
 
   “… worked her way down,” I finished her sentence.
 
   “We met in the middle. And it was weird, but we kept our distance for a while, but then her tongue flicked against mine, and…”
 
   “Off to the races?”
 
   She laughed. “Something like that. Fuck. Hard to explain. Feeling another tongue, especially when you’re sucking cock, is just electric.”
 
   And bam, there I was, again, not a jealous husband but a co-conspirator. We were in this together. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. But that is life, isn’t it? We crave certainty and yet, always, always, reject it when given the choice.
 
   I had nothing more to say, and Terri, sensing it, continued. “We worked our way up his prick, each on either side, until we reached the head, and then it was, wow….”
 
   I could picture it. Terri and Cynthia, two pink tongues, one fat prick, licking, sucking.
 
   “We were making out, with him sort of the in the middle,” she continued. “Really sloppy. Wet. We took turns sucking on his cock then kissing each other. Then more licking.”
 
   “He must have liked that,” I said.
 
   “Mmmm hmmm,” she moaned. 
 
   I could feel her pussy getting wetter as she thought about it. For a few moments she just eased herself up and down in my lap, eyes closed.
 
    “Then what happened?”
 
   She opened her eyes and watched me intently. Once she realized that I was more excited than angry, she smiled, her gaze becoming playful.
 
   “Well, I guess I should have mentioned that they had already pulled open my dress. Unwrapped me if you will. And while Cyn and I were sucking his cock and kissing, he was playing with my pussy, teasing me, taunting me, and then sliding his fat fingers into my tight, little hole.
 
   “Cyn was egging him on. Telling him to ‘finger bang that little slut.’ I was so wet. I could feel it dripping down my thighs. I couldn’t take it anymore. So I climbed into his lap and just sank down on his huge cock.”
 
   “You’re a whore,” I grunted involuntarily. Sometimes when we were doing this, words just came out. “I’m sorry,” I quickly added.
 
   She leaned in, her ass rising and falling softly, and kissed my cheek.
 
   “It’s okay. I am a whore. Sometimes. But I can’t help myself. Feeling a really big cock going deeper and deeper, stretching me, imagining what my pussy looks like with that thing inside me, it just makes me nuts. Cyn started kissing me again. It was hot. Her lips were really soft, and I could also feel her piercing. She was good with her tongue, different, playful. I could tell she liked kissing me.”
 
   “And you liked it,” I noted.
 
   “Mmmm, yeah. Though, to tell you the truth, with Brian inside me and his hands on my ass, I was pretty well primed to like just about anything. But yeah, the two of them worked well together. I don’t think I’m the first girl they double-teamed.”
 
   “Did you, um, do anything to her?”
 
   She laughed softly. “Of course, Baby, but all in due time. I know you want to hear first about how she pinched my nipples until they ached. About how she soothingly sucked them into her mouth. All the while, Brian was hammering into me harder and harder from beneath. She licked the sweat off my tits, and then she dropped down between our legs. I could hear her lapping wetly at his balls, and then….”
 
   Terri paused and shuddered slightly. Not quite an orgasm, but a memory powerful enough that it disrupted her train of thought. She swallowed hard.
 
   “….and then, she licked my ass. He pulled my cheeks really wide apart, and she just starting licking me back there.”
 
   I remembered Mike had done the same thing. “You really like that.”
 
   She smiled. “I like a lot of things. But yeah, Bill, having a big dick inside me while getting my ass tongued was pretty intense.”
 
   “Did you come?”
 
   She nodded. “I came when I first sat on his prick. And again when she starting eating my ass. And then again when she pressed up against me and squeezed me between them. Feeling her humping up against me, her hard little titties in my back. Her hands pinching my tits. And Brian, God, Brian just driving into me again and again and again.”
 
   She shuddered again.
 
   “Then Brian pulled out and flipped me onto my hands and knees and took me from behind. I could barely handle it. I was moaning and gasping and whimpering. He just fucks me so, so hard. Like no one has. He uses me like a piece of meat.”
 
   “And you love it.”
 
   “And I love it,” she acknowledged excitedly. She paused. “You want to know what they made me do next?”
 
   I nodded. Of course. It was exactly what I would have wanted to do to her.
 
   She confirmed my suspicion. “Cyn got on her back and spread her legs wide. She grabbed my head and pulled me down. She has a little landing strip, and a stud in her clit. I’d never been that close to a pussy. I was just, like, taking it in. Brian spanked my ass. He told me to ‘eat that nasty little twat.’ So… Bill… I did.”
 
   I think it was her tone as much as anything else that sent me over the edge. The way she could so matter-of-factly talk about how lewd and dirty she was. Like it was nothing special. Like going to a virtual stranger’s house and sucking and fucking him and another woman was ordinary. Just a walk in the park. I gasped and squeezed her ass hard. She whimpered, but didn’t stop me. I came hard, an endless series of powerful spurts. 
 
   “Oh, God, Terri.”
 
   She grinned at me. “It made him come too.”
 
   She eased off me and dropped to the floor between my legs.
 
   “So,” she continued as she licked my messy cock, “we had to suck him hard so he could fuck us again.”
 
   “What else….”
 
   “I think I’ll save some of that for later,” she replied. “But I’ll leave you with one image. He put us side by side on his bed, on our hands and knees. And while we kissed, he went back and forth between us with his big cock.”
 
   She tongued my cock clean and then rose.  I was face to face with her pretty pussy, dripping my come, probably his too. I shook my head. This was crazy. Madness. Unthinkable. And yet, undeniably exciting.
 
   Later, in bed, just as she was about to drift off to sleep, she gave me a kiss. “I am sorry my first time with a woman was with another man.”
 
   I nodded. She’d had an amazing afternoon, and I didn’t want to ruin it for her by being negative. So I bit my tongue.
 
   But in the interim, the fears and doubts had returned and worsened. 
 
   The thing that really got me was that Terri and I were now moving along different paths. She was experiencing more and more with her other lovers. Excitement. New sensations. She shared them with me after the fact, but that didn’t make them our experiences no matter how much I wanted them to be. Not really.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
    
 
   At some level, I guess I’d always assumed that at some point enough would be enough for her. I don’t know. How much sexual novelty does anyone really need?
 
   And where would it stop?
 
   Terri, I was beginning to realize, had no internal governor. There was nothing that was going to make her step back and end things.
 
   There were times when she felt regret. That she knew, at some level, that I was more ambivalent about all of this than I let on. But it didn’t seem to have any real impact.
 
   She felt bad about having given a threesome to another man and not me. I would have thought that this regret might give her pause. That at the very least, she’d delay the planned overnight with Mike. So I have to admit, I was a little shocked when she informed me she was going ahead with it.
 
   “Informed me” is not quite right. As usual, she asked me if I was okay with it. And as always, I couldn’t bring myself to be the one who rained on her parade.
 
   She got all dressed up for him. She bought herself a new set of lingerie. White lace. Demi-cup strapless bra, tiny thong panties, garter belt and stockings. Over that she wore a shocking blue dress with exuberant décolletage, further emphasized by a large, costume jewelry, diamond pendant nestled into her cleavage.
 
   All through dinner, I kept expecting her to give me a little laugh and announce that she’d called off the date with Mike. That she was going to remain with me now and forever. But she didn’t.
 
   And even after, as I drove her to his apartment, I thought she might still pull the plug. But no.
 
   We parked across the street. I looked up at Mike’s modern, expensive building. I couldn’t bring myself to make eye contact with my wife. 
 
   Then suddenly, I felt her hand in my lap.
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
   “Well, honey, in a few minutes I am going to go in that building and give myself to another man.”
 
   I felt my prick stiffen under her touch. She pulled down my zipper.
 
   She continued, “He’s going to use my body for his pleasure.”
 
   Her hand closed on my cock. She stroked it firmly.
 
   “His hands all over me.”
 
   She leaned down into my lap. I felt her tongue flick out against my cock head. I moaned softly.
 
   “My mouth,” she bobbed down and swallowed me into her hot, velvety mouth.  She rose back up. “My pussy.” She slurped me again into her mouth, her tongue swirling around my shaft. Again she rose. “My ass.”  I shuddered. She took me again into her mouth just as I began to come. Breathing through her nose, she easily gulped down my load.
 
   She straightened again after I was done. She gave me a grin. “See you tomorrow, Honey…. Unless…. Would you rather I didn’t go?”
 
   I stared at her red lips. At her glorious cleavage. God, all I wanted to do was take her home and ravage her. But I couldn’t. She had to decide for herself.
 
   I shook my head. “I’m not your boss.”
 
   She laughed softly, a quiet, rueful chuckle. “Okay. Well, sleep well, okay?”
 
   She paused another second, but when I didn’t speak, she pushed open the car door and got out. She didn’t look back as she sashayed across the street and into Mike’s building.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I didn’t sleep. I couldn’t. He made sure of that.
 
   The first video arrived just as I got home, announced by a text from Terri’s phone directing me to check my email. I sat in the driveway and watched it on my cell phone.
 
   It began with Terri, stripped of her dress, but still in her white lingerie. She was on her knees, blindfolded, with her arms stretched out over her head and bound to something out of the picture’s frame. The camera lingered on her voyeuristically, focusing on her deep cleavage, on her red lips. 
 
   She didn’t speak, and neither did he, which added a creepy vibe to the scene. Then the camera approached and moved a bit to the left, suddenly stabilizing as it was placed on a tripod or some other surface. Zoomed in on her face, I could hear a rustling off-screen. 
 
   Even though I knew what was coming, I still startled when his cock, jutted into the frame. Although as with Chucky and Jean-Pierre, she’d assured me Mike was just average, he still looked huge to me. She seemed to sense him approaching her. Her lips parted. He traced the outline of her lips with prick, his precome making them glisten, as if he’d applied a particularly lewd layer of gloss. 
 
   Even as he traced her lips, her tongue flicked out, trying to taste him. Her mouth opened wider as if to beckon him in. 
 
   Still no words, even as he ran his fingers through her hair. And now a soft gurgling as he pressed his cock into her willing mouth. Holding her head steady, he began fucking her face with his jutting prick. In and out, deeper and deeper, until her face was nuzzled in his trimmed, graying pubes. Her cheeks hollowed out, her throat bobbed up and down as she swallowed spit mixed with pre-come. 
 
   He faced fucked her harder. She slurped on his prick, the obscene sound of her sloppy blowjob the only thing I could hear. Still harder now, his strokes sloppier, and then suddenly she gagged wetly. He pulled away and I could see he’d come in her mouth, her tongue coated in his thick, white goo. He spurted again, this time across her face. She flinched, but didn’t duck away. Another rope on the bridge of her nose. And then he stepped in close again and wiped himself on her shiny, red cheeks.
 
   His hands reached for the camera and then suddenly, the video was over. I was shaking. Rage, excitement, disappointment, God only knew how many other emotions. It was a good ten minutes before I could pull myself together enough to walk into the house, but even still, I felt dizzy, sweaty, a little nauseous.
 
   It was over an hour before the next video arrived. This one was shorter. Terri now stripped naked other than her pendant and her heels. She was standing, hands still bound above her head, gagged as well as blindfolded. Her circled around her as if examining a particularly fetching piece of livestock. He tweaked her erect nipples. His fingers casually explored her wet snatch. She moaned through her gag. I wondered if he’d already fucked her. He moved around back. He spread her buttcheeks. His finger traced her puckered little anus. He lingered there, letting both her and me know that he intended to have her there this evening. 
 
   SMACK! He spanked her ass hard. She whimpered. And then click, the camera shut off again.
 
   Another hour and then another short video. Terri still strung up, covered in sweat, red-faced, her nipples dark red and puffy, her pussy gaping now, also crimson, her ass covered in palm prints.
 
   Now past midnight and yet another video. My wife on her back on his bed, naked, splayed open, with her wrists shackled to her ankles. Ungagged, she moaned softly and writhed lazily.
 
   “Beg for it,” he commanded off screen. 
 
   She didn’t hesitate. “Fuck me Mike. Please fuck me.”
 
   He approached her. The camera scanned downward and centered on his prick, hard and red with excitement. He climbed between my wife’s legs and rubbed his cock head against her wet pussy. It pulsed with excitement and she tilted her hips upward to try to capture his prick. He didn’t hesitate. He entered he with one firm, powerful thrust. She gasped excitedly as he began to fuck her. 
 
   At that point he seemed to lose interest in filming. He dropped the camera on the bed, and for a long time I was treated to a shaky view of his ceiling as my wife moaned and sighed with pleasure as he fucked her forcefully. Her sounds getting higher and higher, until suddenly she squealed orgasmically to end this particular video.
 
   It was a while before the next video arrived, but when it did, it was the one I’d been dreading and yet, I guess, also awaiting. The camera was tight on Terri’s face. She was again gagged and red-faced. Her eyes were squinting as she was jolted back and forth. 
 
   Slowly the image shifted as the camera panned over her head and down her sexy, slender back. He paused at her lower back, so that I could see just the top of her ass, making slow circles. Then finally a little lower, and I could see that she was reaching back with both hands, holding herself open for him, as his fat cock pumped in and out of her tight, little ass.
 
   With the camera now centered on her butt, he began ramming in harder. She squealed through the gag, but she continued to hold herself open, and even more shockingly, I could see that the harder her fucked her, the harder she thrust back against him. 
 
   I only got one more video. It was from the next morning and in some ways it was the hardest to take. They weren’t even fucking. It was just Terri, naked, in his kitchen making herself a cup of coffee. I’m not sure why it hit me so hard. But I guess it was the casualness of it. How normal it seemed to be for Terri to be nude in another man’s home. No shame at having been used as his personal whore all night. No discomfort at being filmed and having the videos sent to me.
 
   There was no disconnect, and I realized for the first time, that there might really be no end point to this. That this wasn’t an adventure. For Terri this was a perfectly sustainable lifestyle. Loving wife and mother, and at the same time, a shameless slut for any man who could handle her.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
    
 
   Terri’s ability to treat all of this as normal made me doubt myself even more. I mean, maybe this was a reasonable way to go through life. I couldn’t quite get my arms around that. I felt like there had to be some conclusion. But really, why? I was a married to a hotwife. We were essentially now members of the cuckolding lifestyle. That was the fact, and yet, I couldn’t shake the sensation that this wasn’t the end, that this was a path to something.
 
   What kept me awake, what gave me the biggest pit in my stomach was the fear that one day she would just walk away. But she gave no sign of it.
 
   It was me she still came home to after. It was with me that she relived her experiences. I was part of this. I just wasn’t sure exactly what my part was.
 
   I won’t say it was getting routine. It can’t. It just can’t. When the woman you love is recounting to you how it felt to have another man’s dick in her ass, it doesn’t matter that you’ve just shared a fun family weekend, or a delicious home-cooked meal. It is just surreal. 
 
   Terri was building up stories faster than we could incorporate them. She continued to fill in the gaps from past encounters. 
 
   I got to hear about how Jean-Pierre had sodomized her – in the shower, standing, one leg perched on the edge of an old-fashioned iron tub. How Brian had gotten her and Cyn into a 69, with Cynthia on top, and Terri licking the other woman’s clit as Brian’s cock sawed into her just inches from my wife’s face. She told me how Mike had pressed a fat butt plug into her ass and left it there as she dangled by her wrists. The way he’d slapped at her nipples until she was gasping and worn out.
 
   She told me that last story as she slowly rode me. Her pussy was deliciously rising and falling on my cock, and I was gently fondling and admiring her beautiful, perfect breasts. 
 
   “And then,” she said, her voice throaty with excitement, “when I didn’t think I could stand any more, when my nipples were burning and sore, he pulled out these clamps. I could see the rippled, metal grips. I tried to squirm away, but I was already on my tip toes, my calves quivering, and I couldn’t move. He was quick. Bam and bam.”
 
   I gently ran my thumbs around her erect, raspberry nipples. Why would anyone want to do anything other than caress or suck on them?
 
   “Didn’t that hurt?” I asked.
 
   She nodded, still riding me, her body moving languidly, undulating sinuously. 
 
   “That’s why he gags me,” she noted. “Yes, of course. It felt like a red hot poker. But… it did keep me distracted from him pulling out the buttplug and shoving his dick up my ass.”
 
   “Oh God, Terri,” I gasped.
 
   She sensed my excitement and leaned in. Her breasts dragged against my chest. She rode me faster, faster. 
 
   “He loves fucking me up the ass,” she breathed. “And he does it so… fucking… hard...” She punctuated each word by slamming down hard on me. “Twisting the clamps. Going in so deep that it is a relief to feel his hot come filling my ass.”
 
   Maybe it was her excitement. Or maybe it was the thought of another man climaxing in my wife’s butt. Either way, I came hard myself. Terri continued to ride me until she was certain I was done, and then rolled off me and to the side.
 
   We laid in bed, facing each other. The excitement quickly replaced for me with that same vague anger and embarrassment, and still more, lack of comprehension.
 
   “Do you like the pain?” I asked
 
   She thought about it for a few moments. “No. Not really.”
 
   “So –”
 
   “So, why do it?” She hesitated again, but this time it was more about finding the right words. “I don’t like the pain, but I do like being with a man who is willing to hurt me to get his pleasure.”
 
   I shook my head. “I don’t understand.”
 
   She laughed. “I don’t either.”
 
   “I… I think you do. You have thought about it.”
 
   She hesitated. “Have I?”
 
   I loved her so much that I hated saying things that might be painful, even if they were true. “You’re not the most introspective person in the world,” I said finally.
 
   I saw a glimmer of hurt pass across her face… and also acknowledgement. It was something I hoped she’d explore, ideally with a trained professional. Maybe it was just temperament. But maybe she was also afraid of what she’d find if she looked too deep. And, to tell the truth, that was something I worried about as well. 
 
   “Maybe there are some things I don’t want to understand about myself? Maybe it is just easier to think this is just how I am.”
 
   I tried to compose my face into a mask of compassion, but it was hard. I’d shared my past with her. Relived for her the devastating story about Melanie’s infidelity. And now, she was holding back on me. 
 
   I challenged her on it. “There is something you’re not telling me.”
 
   There. Right there. I saw it. In that moment of hesitation, a look of… what? Fear? Embarrassment? Some intense emotion, but almost as quickly, it was gone. She chuckled, lightly yet forced.
 
   “Terri, are you okay?”
 
   “Of course. I’m just not sure what you are looking for.”
 
   “I… Terri, is there something I should know about this?”
 
   “How so?”
 
   “I feel like… like this isn’t just… isn’t just about your attractions. That this is… something deeper. More… important.”
 
   “You’re being silly,” she replied airily. “This is just about having a little fun. At least for me it is. I’m not the one with the dark secrets in my past. You’re projecting.”
 
   I knew I wasn’t, and yet I also knew better than to press her further. There was something about her fleeting expression that left me more than a little shaken. Perhaps it was better to let sleeping dogs lie. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I hate to continually put this back on her, but how was I supposed to let sleeping dogs lie, when she kept sleeping with dogs? Well, not sleeping, as she was always keen to remind me. No matter how much time she spent in bed with Brian and Mike, there was no sleeping involved. Just… fucking.
 
   Still, people can get used to all sort of things. We’re creatures of habit, and habits are relatively easily formed and broken. Give a man a fortune, and a lifetime of frugality and conscientiousness will go out the window in a heartbeat. On the other end of the scale, people live in abject poverty, day after day, and just, somehow, survive even if they don’t thrive. Humans can be celibate and they can also be wildly debauched. There is no “normal,” not really, not permanently. 
 
   I realized I was slowly becoming numb to Terri’s, what… transgressions? Surely of “normal” -- there is that word again -- standards of behavior, though as she’d point out, she wasn’t violating any of our understandings. Even if it sometimes felt like she was, she certainly had right on her side. At least in a legalistic sense, she hadn’t broken any contract. 
 
   Then again, we’d never set clear boundaries. I was holding her accountable to unenunciated standards. Unspeakable, because that was literally a conversation I could not imagine having. How would it even go?
 
   You can fuck other guys, even anal sex, but not if you’re tied up and gagged. 
 
   It’s okay to screw Brian at his bar, but I’d rather you didn’t go back to his place.
 
   You can have affairs with two different men, but not at the same time, although a threesome with another woman is okay.
 
   The “rules” I had in my head didn’t even make sense to me. I didn’t even know where they came from, or whether there were fleeting sentiments or deeply-held convictions. So, obviously, they wouldn’t make sense to Terri either. And anyway, the thought of having to talk through what was permissible and what wasn’t was mortifying.
 
   Part of what made it mortifying was my own embarrassment at what I had become and was becoming. Another part, though, was that I could imagine Terri’s reaction. The knowing smirk that would surely come across her face as we discussed it -- not quite condescension, but definitely something short of respect. She’d make me feel… foolish. Not in a nasty way, which would actually have been better. More in the way one treats a goofy child or a clumsy Lab, a mixture of affection and eye-rolling bemusement. Not emasculating, but perhaps patronizing. Hard to explain, and I’m not even sure Terri would have done it on purpose. But it was part of why a gulf was opening between us.
 
   Even still, I knew we had to talk. I’d been shying away from her. Pleading work, but really just staring at the same irrelevant spreadsheet for hours to avoid any sort of in-depth conversation. 
 
   I took a deep breath and slammed my laptop shut. It was time to talk.
 
   She was in her den, the door open just a crack. Even before I got close, I slowed my pace as I began to get cold feet on what would surely be an uncomfortable -- at least for me -- conversation. I slowed further when I heard voices from the room. A YouTube video? No. Terri was answering. Skype?
 
   I approached cautiously, staying well back in the shadows, but angling myself to peer into the room, close enough now to make out her words. She was staring at the monitor, so unlikely to see me even if she did peer into the darkness of the hall. I couldn’t see the screen, but I could see the glow of it playing across her face.
 
   “Ooh, that’s so dirty,” she cooed. 
 
   A masculine laugh. Then a deep, firm voice, “Just like you are, my sweet.”
 
   She giggled. Then she answered with a firm, “No.” Another giggle ruined the effect.
 
   “You know you’re going to.”
 
   She shook her head. “Nuh uh.” She lifted up her wrists. “You don’t have me tied up right now, so I can resist you this time.”
 
   Mike. She was Skyping with Mike. 
 
   She was still dressed in her work clothes -- a short, ruffled, navy blue skirt that ended above her knees and gave a tease of her creamy, white thighs, and a sheer white blouse that allowed a hint of her lacy, white bra, and generous cleavage to peek through. An outfit that was at once irreproachably professional, and yet also deliciously provocative. Normally she’d have changed into jeans or yoga pants and a tee shirt upon getting home, and I wondered whether she’d chosen not to this evening because she knew she’d be video-chatting with a man this evening. 
 
   “But you don’t want to resist me,” he replied confidently. 
 
   “You don’t know what I want,” she challenged.
 
   “You know I do.” He paused and then added, “Show me.”
 
   “No.” Another giggle. “And what if Bill walks in on me?”
 
   He laughed. “So much the better, right?”
 
   “No.” And then another, fucking, infuriating giggle. 
 
   “It’s cute the way you play hard to get only when I can’t get at you anyway. If I was in the same room as you, you’d already be naked and sucking my cock.”
 
   She nodded thoughtfully. “Probably. But you’re not in the same room, so what’s the point?”
 
   “Because I want to see it. I want a tease of what I’m going to get tomorrow night.”
 
   Tomorrow night? Did she have another date with him? She hadn’t mentioned that.
 
   “I never agreed to that,” she noted.
 
   “You will.”
 
   She smirked. “Maybe…. Or maybe I’m busy.”
 
   “What, with that meathead?”
 
   “Meathead with a huge prick,” Terri corrected.
 
   “That’s not enough for you.”
 
   She chuckled. “True that. Luckily he also has muscles to die for, an adorable face, and is young enough to reload in minutes.”
 
   I smiled involuntarily. There was something oddly reassuring about the way she was busting Mike’s balls too. Mike didn’t seem to agree.
 
   “Fuck him,” he grumbled.
 
   “Is that an order? A suggestion? What?” she smirked.
 
   “You know the real reason I gag you?” he asked. “You talk too much otherwise. Now, show me your cunt.”
 
   “Or what?”
 
   He laughed darkly. “Don’t worry, Slut, your backtalk has already earned you a major punishment the next time I see you.”
 
   “Oooh, that sounds scary.”
 
   He didn’t reply. I could see her watching the screen intently. What was he doing? Scowling at her angrily? Playing with himself? Demonstrating to her some instrument of torture he planned to use on her?
 
   “Cunt. Now,” he finally ordered.
 
   She hesitated. I could see her playing through the options in her mind. It’s funny because that was a part of it that I couldn’t see when she was doing it to me. When I was on the other end of the conversation, all I could do was react. But observing her messing with Mike I caught the nuances, the pauses as she considered which choice would most inflame him without pushing him over the edge. I wondered how much of that was really calculated, and how much was an instinct for manipulating men. 
 
   “Only if you say please.” Her eyes were shining, challenging.
 
   I imagined him on the other end, scowling probably, trying to contain his anger. Or maybe not. Maybe he was in on the game as well, suppressing a grin as he sought to maintain his dominant persona.
 
   “Show me your cunt, you stupid whore,” he growled before adding, almost as an afterthought, “please.”
 
   She grinned. I thought I could read her mind. Well played, Mike. Well played.
 
   “Okay, since you asked so nicely.”
 
   She pushed back her chair and stood up. She took a step back to center herself better in the camera. She shot a quick glance at the cracked open door, and even though I knew I was too far back in the shadows to be spotted, I shrank back further. For a second, I thought she might pause the proceeding to actually shut the door completely, but she didn’t.
 
   Instead, she reached down with both hands and grabbed ahold of the hem of her skirt. She smiled saucily as she slowly slid the fabric back and forth across her thighs, slowly, slowly raising it higher and higher, a slow motion version of a Can-Can dancer’s tease.
 
   He remained mute, eagerly, I’m sure, watching the progress of her skirt, enjoying both the growing expansion of skin on display and probably even more the power he had over this sexy, married woman. 
 
   She edged her legs apart slightly, her hands brushing against her inner thighs. I wondered if this turned her on as well. But of course it did. She loved her power over men and relished the opportunity to strip. It wasn’t just a show for Mike. Her thighs were probably tingling and sensitive, a true erogenous zone, and not just because of their proximity to her pussy, but also because of the association with sex. It’s the thighs a woman spreads to give a man access. It’s there that she feels the weight of his body, his hunger for her as he thrusts inside her. 
 
   Still higher, and I, and Mike, caught a glimpse of her sheer,  white, lace panties. So sexy against her pale skin. I thought I could catch the pink of her swollen sex, and I could definitely see the red of her rose tattoo midway between her pussy and her hip bone.
 
   I expected her to pause, to make Mike demand more, but she’d already taunted him as much as she planned to apparently. Holding her skirt up at her waist with one hand, she reached down with the other and pulled aside her panties, exposing her puffy lips. She began slowly massaging herself with two fingers, slow circles that gradually opened her up more fully and allowed herself access to her pink, glistening fold.
 
   “Show me your cock,” she breathed.
 
   He didn’t reply, but her eyes widened and she bit her lip, and I knew that he was exposing himself to her as well. 
 
   “You want to suck on this, don’t you?” he asked.
 
   She unconsciously licked her lips. “Yes,” she breathed softly.
 
   She rubbed herself faster. 
 
   “Tits too,” he rumbled. 
 
   No protest from her this time. She quickly undid the next two buttons on her blouse, and without removing her bra, pulled out her large breasts before beginning again to play with her snatch. 
 
   “Fuck you’re hot,” he said.
 
   She smiled. “So are you.”
 
   “You going to make yourself come?” 
 
   “Uh huh,” she sighed. 
 
   “Thinking about what I’m going to do to you tomorrow?”
 
   “What are you going to do to me?” she asked.
 
   I realized she’d now agreed to meet him after all. And then a moment later, I realized she’d always planned to.
 
   “Make you pay for being such a tease,” he replied.
 
   She rubbed herself faster. 
 
   “Come for me,” she moaned.
 
   She was almost there, and I realized that she’d been hugely worked up even before she started touching herself. She was glowing. Her nipples hard, areolas puffy. She licked her lips again.
 
   “Nuh uh,” he grunted. “I’m just churning up a nice big load for your mouth tomorrow.”
 
   “Oh God.”
 
   Her fingers disappeared deep inside her and she shuddered. Her knees seemed to buckle and she staggered a little with the force of her orgasm.
 
   “Lick ‘em clean,” he ordered. 
 
   She complied without hesitation, sucking her slick, shiny fingers into her mouth. 
 
   “Good girl,” he said patronizingly. “You have that address I gave you.”
 
   She nodded, but seemed still too dazed to actually respond.
 
   “Don’t be late,” he said tersely. 
 
   She reached back and pulled her chair beneath her. Dropping down heavily into the seat, she grabbed the mouse and shut the Skype window. She continued to gaze blankly at the screen, but it was obvious her mind was elsewhere… in Mike’s apartment perhaps, with his restraints and kinky imagination. Or in Brian’s bed, there with Cynthia and Brian’s huge prick. Or somewhere else. Who knew? Somewhere, anywhere but where she really was.
 
   She cast another quick glance in my direction, and then expertly pulled herself back together. She was once again her usual sexy but demure self, a million miles away from the slut she’d been moments before, with her tits hanging out, and her fingers jammed up her wet twat as she jerked off for a man on the other end of a webcam. She pushed back from the desk.
 
   I backpedaled down the hallway and padded down the stairs as quickly as I could without giving away my location.
 
   Standing at the top of the stairs, Terri called down to me. 
 
   “Are you coming to bed honey?”
 
   I took a deep breath to steady myself. “Be right there.”
 
   I waited a couple of minutes and then went back upstairs. Entering the bedroom, I found her reading in bed in one of my favorite outfits. It wasn’t sexy lingerie. Actually, it was a quite conventional pair of light cotton, flower print PJs, but there was something about the way she filled them out that was incongruous and undeniably erotic. Maybe it was that the legs were cut a little wide, giving me a peek at her inner thighs. Or perhaps that the fabric was sheer enough that her nipples poked through even when they weren’t particularly erect. Or maybe just those PJs, or others like them, were the ones I most associated with our lovemaking, back before the revelations and the madness... the delicious, devastating, addictive madness.
 
   She smiled up at me.
 
   “Get your work done?” 
 
   For a moment I forgot that was what I was ostensibly doing downstairs, shut up and away from her. “Um… yeah. Well… most of it.”
 
   She grinned, seeing right through me. 
 
   “What were you up to?” I asked.
 
   She shrugged. “This and that.”
 
   Tit for tat. A lie for a lie. If you won’t come clean, Bill, neither will I.
 
   I ducked into the bathroom and splashed some water on my face and brushed my teeth. When I came back out she put down her book. 
 
   “You want to read or sleep?”
 
   “Um --”
 
   “Or door number three?” she offered.
 
   “I… um….”
 
   “Don’t worry Bill. You don’t have to withhold sex just to get me to play with other men.”
 
   “I know,” I snorted.
 
   “What do you know?” she challenged.
 
   “What don’t I know?” I shot back.
 
   She laughed. “Oh good. I was worried I wouldn’t have the opportunity to talk in riddles anymore.”
 
   I remained stubbornly mute.
 
   She waited a moment and then cleared her throat. “I’m seeing Mike tomorrow night.”
 
   “And when were you going to tell me?”
 
   She smiled. “Probably while we were making love. Kick it up a notch.”
 
   “Or maybe take advantage of me while my resolve is compromised.”
 
   “Well,” she noted. “You don’t seem compromised now. Do you want me to break my date?”
 
   “You’d like that. It would show you as the mature, reasonable one willing to sacrifice for the relationship and me as the jealous, controlling jerk.”
 
   “Not at all, Honey. To tell you the truth, I’m actually quite looking forward to seeing Mike again. Even you have to admit, he’s got a knack for pushing the envelope.”
 
   “Well, there you have it,” I said. “At least now you’re admitting your desires.”
 
   “I never denied them,” she replied.
 
   I opened my mouth to protest, but realized she was right. She was always careful to distinguish between wants and needs. I closed my mouth again. She smirked. 
 
   “Okay, Bill, so if you’re not willing to deny me another evening with Mike, maybe you’d like to at least set limits on things.”
 
   I hesitated. Every conversation with Terri now seemed littered with carefully concealed landmines. 
 
   “What do you mean?” I asked.
 
   “I mean, maybe there are certain things you wouldn’t want me to do with him. Things I should reserve for you, maybe.”
 
   I snorted. “What would that be? Seems like you’ve already given him everything.”
 
   She smiled, and bam I realized I’d stepped on a landmine. 
 
   “Now, Bill, that isn’t true. I mean, yes, I’ve sucked his cock….”
 
   Had she ever! I thought what I’d heard and seen. Of how after they’d had sex for the first time, she dropped to her knees and sucked his slimy prick to thank him for fucking her so well. Of the time he’d strung her up and face fucked her until he blew a load all over her pretty face. 
 
   “...and he’s had my pussy…”
 
   I thought of him taking her from behind, doggy-style, hard, his thumb in her ass; of her on her back, wrists bound to ankles, open, vulnerable, his prick churning mercilessly into her defenseless pussy. 
 
   “...and my ass.”
 
   His fingers, his tongue, and then finally his cock plunging into her tight, little anus, leaving her gasping, face contorted with pain and also excitement. I shifted my feet awkwardly, trying, and failing, to hide my growing erection. 
 
   “But,” she continued, “I don’t think we’ve even scratched the surface of Mike’s kinks. Do you?”
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   “But surely you have your own imagination. Things you think he might want to do to me. Things you’d like to do, maybe, but can’t bring yourself to.”
 
   “I don’t know what you mean.”
 
   She fixed me with a piercing gaze as if she were trying to peer into my soul. “I don’t know, Bill. I sometimes think this is somehow about you opening me up to… something?”
 
   “Like what?”
 
   She shrugged. “I don’t know. You’re tormented, but you won’t pull the plug, which suggests some ulterior motive. So I keep thinking that… well, at some point, I’ll do something with one of them and you’ll say, ‘Aha! Now I can do this too.’”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   She chuckled ruefully. “Oh, that’s right. This isn’t about you at all. It is all about me. My needs. My wants. Yours don’t play a part. You’re a martyr in all of this.”
 
   “I’m not a martyr,” I replied. “Although….”
 
   She pounced. “Although what?”
 
   “What? You want me to pretend that this is easy for me? That this is what I really want.”
 
   “Then stop it. Just say the word and I’ll cancel my date tomorrow.”
 
   I snorted and thought about her Skyping with Mike just minutes earlier. About how she’d exposed herself to him, and masturbated for him. So eager, so… accommodating. At best, she was fooling herself. At worst, she was trying to fool me.
 
   “That’s your choice,” I said for what felt like the thousandth time.
 
   She sighed in exasperation. “Fine, Bill. Fine.”
 
   Then surprisingly, she yanked off her top, exposing her glorious boobs. A quick squirm and her bottoms came off as well.
 
   “Come on, Honey,” she taunted, “as long as your dick is hard half-fantasizing and half-dreading my date with Mike, you might as well put it to some use.”
 
   “Not like this,” I grumbled.
 
   She smiled and then quickly flipped over onto her hands and knees. She waved her tight little ass at me, her shaved snatch pink and glistening. I knew she still wet from Mike, and I could just ram it in. It made me furious, but at the same time, it was irresistible. 
 
   “How about like this?” she teased.
 
   What was that song from when I was a kid? 
 
   Now I know I should say "No"
 
   But that's kind of hard when she's ready to go
 
   I may be dumb but I'm not a dweeb
 
   I'm just a sucker with no self esteem
 
   I fumbled with my pants and climbed onto the bed. She thrust her ass back in my direction as I lunged towards her. She reached between her legs and deftly guided my prick into her steaming hole. Even that enraged me. No normal woman should have been so skilled at handling an aggressive cock. I entered her roughly. She moaned in pleasure. Another dagger to my heart. 
 
   She seemed to read my mind. “That’s it, Baby, fuck me like the whore you think I am.”
 
   “You are a whore,” I grunted. 
 
   “You’re… ugh... thinking of… ugh... Mike… ugh…  fucking me,” she gasped. “I can… ugh… tell.”
 
   “No,” I grunted.
 
   But I was. Except I knew he’d be doing it even rougher. Spanking her. Exploring her butthole with his fingers. Pinching her nipples until she screamed. Screamed into the gag he’d put in her mouth. Yanking back on her hair and palming her throat. Not just the way Mike fucked her, but Chucky and Jean-Pierre and Brian as well. 
 
   “Let go,” she said.
 
   For a second I was confused. And then I realized what she wanted. For me to give in to my swirling emotions. To just…. But even the thought of it made me feel preemptively guilty, like I had every time I’d gone over the line. 
 
   Fuck it. This time I’m going to do. Just take what I want.
 
   But then, I couldn’t do it. It just felt… wrong.
 
   I slowed and Terri  groaned in disappointment. 
 
   There was a line I couldn’t cross. It was, I realized, my line, not hers. My wife didn’t have a line. Or if she did, it was so far removed from mine as to be invisible. I didn’t want this. Instead, what I wanted was something that was both less and more. 
 
   Terri felt so good. She was so gorgeous. All I wanted to do was spend the rest of my life giving her slow, deep thrusts, feeling her hot wetness engulfing my prick, my hands massaging and relishing her smooth curves, the heft of her breasts. A finger running down the length of her spine. 
 
   I leaned forward and pressed her down onto the bed. She dropped to her stomach and I sprawled on top of her, slowly churning my prick inside her. She twisted her head and we kissed, wetly, awkwardly over her shoulder. Her lips were salty and I realized I was tasting the tears that ran down her cheek.
 
   “Oh God, Bill, I’m sorry,” she sighed. 
 
   “It’s okay. It’s okay,” I consoled her. “I’m sorry too.”
 
   More kisses. Tongues flicking. More tears. Soft moans. Our fingers intertwined above her head. Then a croaked sigh and I felt her body shudder as she came beneath me. The sensation, as usual, too much for me. Her pleasure becoming my own, pushing me over the edge. I came inside her. 
 
   After a few moments, I rolled onto my back. She peered over at me... expectantly, I thought. But I didn’t know what she expected. 
 
   She’d apologized and so had I, but for what?
 
   Were we apologizing for what she wanted and what I couldn’t provide? Or for how we each wielded cruelty in response to our frustrating lack of communication? I knew that, in theory, there were some words we could use to share our feelings, needs, and desires, but we hadn’t been able to find them. The gulf between us remained. If anything, it was growing wider, bridged still, but for how long, by a resilient yet slender connection of love. Of that, I had no doubt. She loved me and I loved her. But I didn’t think,that love was enough, not anymore. 
 
   I finished stripping off my clothes and we cuddled wordlessly, until finally, Terri rolled over and drifted off to sleep. 
 
   When I was sure she was slumbering, I rose and padded in my bathrobe to her study. There, by her mouse, was a notepad with an address. I typed it into my phone. It was a nightclub on the South Side, Heist. Probably some trendy dance place where Mike could show off my wife for a while before taking her home and fucking her brains out. 
 
   I stewed, but remained paralyzed. No, that is not quite right. I was not indecisive. I had decided not to act. There is a difference. The deeper we got into this, the more I realized I had little choice. Oh sure, I could walk away. But the thing is that as long as there was any connection left between us, I wasn’t going to give up on Terri. 
 
   Still, I could see the looming disaster ahead. She was working through something. I wished I understood better what that something was so I could help her, but I didn’t. It felt like it was something she just needed to confront. A little more time. A little more… craziness… and surely there would be a resolution. The question is whether my increasingly battered self-esteem would allow me to stay the course until then. I wasn’t sure I could.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
    
 
   It is also a fact that the madness was sporadic. Increasingly common, but still interspersed within the fabric of the ordinary. By the time I got back into bed, Terri was again in her PJs. And when I climbed in, she rolled over and sleepily cuddled with me.
 
   The next morning, I awoke to find her in khaki Capris and a black vest over a flower-patterned, silk blouse. Casual and elegant. Sexy, because Terri was never otherwise, but almost demure. Updated Annie Hall. She was making eggs for the kids, teasing Braden about his missing teeth, and simultaneously reassuring Annabelle that, yes, it was okay for her to wear her princess outfit to school if she wanted to. 
 
   Normal. Adorable even. A caricature of domesticity. Almost enough to make me forget that this evening, after the kids were in bed, she was planning to go on a date with another man that would probably end with her handcuffed and fucked up the ass.
 
   That thought was never too far from my mind. Fridays usually crawled by. This one flew past. Before I knew it, I was heading home. Before I knew it, we were having an early dinner. Before I knew it, we were putting the kids down. Before I knew it, Terri was coming down the stairs dressed for her date… or perhaps undressed is closer to the truth.
 
   I’d never see that dress before. A cobalt blue, strapless, Bardot collar mini, cut so short that it barely covered her ass, which was particularly an issue because from my vantage I could tell that she was wearing at most a g-string, but more likely nothing, underneath. Four-inch, ankle-banded stiletto heels, matching diamond strand earrings and bracelet, and thick, dark-red lipstick had her walking the line between club attire and escort garb. 
 
   “Wow,” I gasped.
 
   She smiled. “Think Mike will like it?”
 
   It was like being punched in the face. I felt dazed.
 
   She softened. “Sorry.”
 
   That made it worse. I didn’t want her pity either. I know this sounds crazy, but I did have a perverse sense of pride in my ability to take it. Probably a twisted rationalization, but really, how many men could handle what I was going through without going completely insane?
 
   “Don’t be,” I replied with as much bravado as I could muster. 
 
   “So you don’t mind me going out?”
 
   As if I had a choice. I shrugged. “It’s not about what I want.”
 
   She shook her head incredulously. “Well, good then.”
 
   A car drove up.
 
   “That’ll be my Uber,” she said.
 
   “Be careful getting out of the car. You might flash someone.”
 
   She smirked. “That’s the idea, Honey.” She strode toward the door. “Oh, and Bill?”
 
   I tilted my head attentively.
 
   “Don’t wait up,” she said as she walked outside.
 
   The moment she was gone, I deflated. It had taken all my willpower to keep it together seeing her so dolled up. The exquisite care and attention that had gone into it an unavoidable reminder of how much she was looking forward to her evening with Mike. 
 
   I knew if I’d had more time I would have picked up on even more clues. The way she’d probably touched up her finger and toenails. Her pussy freshly shaved. Perfume strategically dabbed between her breasts and on her inner thighs. 
 
   I felt shaky. I wondered if I’d be able to stand it waiting for her. And then a moment later, I realized I couldn’t. Being stuck in the house would make me nuts. I had a reckless impulse to go out after her, and in moments that turned into a compulsion.
 
   I was dialing the number before I even knew it.
 
   “Melody?”
 
   “Hey, Bill, what’s up? Everything okay?”
 
   “Yeah, yeah, sorry to bother you guys, but I’m in a bit of a pickle.”
 
   “What’s up?”
 
   “Terri has a work event, and I just got a call from my boss. One of our biggest clients… audit… there’s a problem with the filing….” I was babbling and hoping she wouldn’t ask any questions. “Anyway, I need to go into the office for a while and I was hoping either you or Herb could come over and watch the kids.”
 
   “Perfect,” she laughed. “Herb is binging on Walking Dead. As long as you don’t mind him watching zombies on your TV all night, he can do that at your place as well as ours.”
 
   “Hehe. Great. Thank you.”
 
   I paced miserably for the ten minutes until he showed. Then I got him set up and ran before he could ask any embarrassing questions.
 
   I drove down I-94 and got off at Garfield. This wasn’t my part of town. It was a little less dicey than a couple of decades ago, but still not the best place to be at night. I drove past liquor stores with steel grates out front, check-cashing businesses, and pawnshops. Cars with young black men blasting hip hop. Cop cars parked at intersections like an occupying army. 
 
   Heist looked glitzy at night, but I knew it would look tawdry by day. It was a squat, boxy nightclub centered in the middle of a parking lot. Escalades with spinners, Mercedes with tinted windows in the valet section. It looked more like a strip club than anything else, though in fairness, I’m not the most adventurous person in terms of night life. I’d only been to one nightclub in the past decade, that night a little more than a year ago when the craziness had begun.
 
   I parked and strode to the front door, feeling awkward and out of place, and hoping I wouldn’t get turned away despite my schlubby khakis and polo attire. I wasn’t. I paid the $40 cover and slipped in, staying close to the wall by the door until I got a lay of the land. The last thing I wanted was to walk headlong into Terri.
 
   My self-consciousness was heightened when I realized I was one of the relatively few white people in the club. Not really all that surprising given the location, but even still, another source of dislocation for me. They were really beginning to pile up.
 
   As I scanned the crowd, I noticed that, of the Caucasian people in the club, most of them were women, out on the dance floor, almost all of them dancing with black men. Several were blond, decked out in party dresses, and I scanned each to see if she was Terri.
 
   “Which one is yours?”
 
   I startled at the voice next to me. 
 
   A man had snuck up on me. He was short and stocky. Built like a fire hydrant. Solid. About my age, black, dressed all in black, he was almost invisible in the dark. I noticed a curly wire leading from his thick neck to his earpiece. Security of some kind.
 
   “Huh?”
 
   He glanced over his shoulder. I followed his gaze and realized I wasn’t the only white man in the place looking out over the dance floor. There were two or three others, all wearing a similar expression of angst and anticipation. I groaned to myself, realizing what I’d walked into. While most of the patrons were just there having fun, this was also obviously a club where some white men brought their white wives to watch them dancing… and probably more… with black men.
 
   “Your wife,” he said simply. “That’s why you’re here, right?”
 
   I felt my cheeks redden with humiliation, and was happy for the fact that it was so dark that he was unlikely to have noticed. The only consolation was that I couldn’t see Terri out there. 
 
   “No. My wife’s not….”
 
   I trailed off as I spotted her. Not on the dance floor, but at the bar. 
 
   He followed my gaze now.
 
   “Oh, that one,” he said admiringly. “You’re not going to need my help.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   He chuckled. “Some guys, they need an assist. Wife’s a mess. I got a couple of boys who I can call. They’re not real picky. Married, white pussy and they’re all over it. But that little honey,” he said nodding toward Terri, “she had the room on her the minute she walked in.”
 
   Indeed, I noticed that she had a drink in front of her and was speaking to a young, black man, slender, with corded muscles and cornrows, a gangbanger or at least trying to convey that impression, oozing menace, the kind of bad boy for whom my wife had a weakness. In that environment, with the lights and the drinks and the pounding music, it was much easier to imagine her fucking him than not.
 
   “I’m Darren, by the way.”
 
   We shook hands.
 
   “She can do better,” he added.
 
   I looked for Mike, wondering what his game was. Did he want to watch her with another man? I didn’t know him, but from what had gone down between him and Terri so far, that didn’t seem like his scene. Probably something darker. Like he’d ordered her to fuck a random black guy to earn his cock or something. 
 
   “There we go,” my Darren said. 
 
   I watched as another man approached Terri and the young gangbanger. He was tall and very well built, wearing an expensive charcoal grey suit over a silver-grey silk shirt. Rich, confident. A pro athlete? I didn’t recognize him, but he carried himself like one. The skinny guy tried to stand his ground, but the new arrival easily shouldered him away and cornered my wife against the bar.
 
   “Figures. Shaun always gets the pick of the litter.”
 
   “Who’s he?” I asked.
 
   “Owns the place, man. Producer. Mixes some of Joey Purp’s shit, you know.”
 
   Actually I didn’t know. But I nodded nonetheless. 
 
   Shaun was leaning in close to Terri, talking to her with a fierce intensity. She seemed almost overwhelmed by the attention, but not wholly in a bad way. She was obviously at least a little uneasy about him, and yet intrigued with whatever he was saying. 
 
   Several times, she cast a glance around, looking, I presumed, for Mike. But she didn’t seem able to locate him. I wondered if they’d met earlier, or if he’d just directed her to the club. She seemed a bit uncertain about how to proceed. 
 
   Shaun, though, didn’t seem conflicted. He loomed over her, talking, joking, gesturing. Failing to find Mike, she seemed to give in to Shaun’s efforts to monopolize her attention. After another few minutes, they moved out together onto the dance floor, and people parted to let them through.
 
   From a distance, her dress seemed even more scandalously short, the whole of her long, slim legs on display as she moved to the beat. He was confident, not trying too hard; moving close to her, but not too close; his hands grazing her hips, her shoulder, not pawing at her, and yet undeniably laying claim to an intimate familiarity. Compared to the other couples grinding around them, they looked positively chaste, and yet, the backdrop of writhing eroticism seemed more a harbinger of the future than a study in contrasts.
 
   When the DJ shifted the beat, Shaun leaned in and spoke to her. She nodded and began to turn toward the bar. He took her by the arm, and pulled her in the opposite direction. She resisted for a moment, and he spoke again. She nodded again, this time more reluctantly, but still allowed herself to be half-led, half-dragged away from the bar and deeper into the club. 
 
   “Showtime!” Darren exclaimed.
 
   I jolted. I’d almost forgotten he was still there with me.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   He smiled. “He’s taking her back to one of the VIP rooms for a little privacy.”
 
   This was going so fast. And where was Mike?
 
   He must have noticed my shocked expression because he added, “Don’t worry man. Shaun shreds ‘em, but he always leave ‘em begging for more.”
 
   Terri must have suddenly realized what was going on. She leaned back and tried to stop, but her heels just skidded on the dance floor as Shaun continued to pull her along. I took a step forward to help her, but a strong hand on my shoulder held me back.
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?”
 
   Terri was still struggling, shaking her head, but also apparently unable to stop her progress toward the VIP rooms.
 
   “She doesn’t want to go. She needs my help.”
 
   “The only thing she needs is a big, black dick in her little, white ass.”
 
   “Let me go,” I growled. 
 
   He just gripped me tighter. I noticed another bouncer approaching from the other side. I was perilously close to getting thrown out on my ass.
 
   “Nah uh. I’d don’t get paid to let white boys with cold feet cockblock Mr. Shaun.”
 
   “But….”
 
   I trailed off as Shaun hustled my wife through a set of heavy curtains and out of sight. I thought desperately. If I could just get close enough, I might be able to stop it. 
 
   “Look, man, I just want to watch,” I said. 
 
   He hesitated and then smiled widely. “Why didn’t you just say so? I wouldn’t mind getting a peek myself.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   Still gripping my arm painfully, he led me around the dance floor. I looked around desperately for Mike, or for anyone else who might make common cause with me, but I was out of my element. I figured, if I had to, I could make some sort of scene. But first, I needed to get closer to my wife. 
 
   He pushed me through the entrance. The VIP area was a warren of curtained-off rooms, booths, and alcoves. Not quite as crowded as the main area, it was still surprisingly busy and loud. It was definitely anything goes back there as well. As he led me forward, I peered into the various cubbyholes -- a topless, black woman in a red skirt snorting a line of coke off a glass table; two bleached blondes, strippers from the looks of them, making out, surrounded by an interracial crowd of young men; a table lined with bottles of expensive champagne and vodka. We stopped at another set of thick black curtains, cracked open just slightly.  
 
   I heard Terri’s voice, “No, I don’t want this.”
 
   I felt a strong grip on my neck, felt cold, sharp metal spikes on my forearm. 
 
   “Say anything and I’ll zap you,” Darren said in my ear.
 
   I looked down at a stun gun digging into my flesh. 
 
   “Please,” Terri whined. 
 
   Darren helpfully maneuvered me so I could peer through the gap. 
 
   It was a larger room, empty, with a closed-up bar, a mix of arm chairs, and surrounded by video screens playing an unsettling array of images -- snippets of black and white historical stills, blinking eyes, and flashes of colorful basslines. It created a disconcerting, strobe-light effect. 
 
   Shaun had Terri pinned against the far wall, holding her wrists in a firm grip above her head. In that position, her too-short dress rode up, exposing her bare, shaved snatch. He pressed his knee between her thighs, spreading her legs apart. All he had to do was pull out his cock and he’d be free to walk it right into her defenseless pussy.
 
   “I’ll scream,” she threatened. 
 
   “Go ahead,” he taunted. “No one’s going to care what I did to a cheating, white slut with an itch for black cock.”
 
   He flicked at her nipple through her dress. She squirmed. 
 
   “Please, no,” she said again.
 
   I realized he was chuckling, enjoying her discomfort.  
 
   “You don’t know how hard it gets me to hear you say that,” Shaun taunted.
 
   “What are you going to do to me?” she asked. 
 
   He laughed. “I’m gonna fuck your cunt until you tell me you love me…. And then I’m gonna pass you around to my boys.”
 
   Terri groaned. The bouncer elbowed me in the ribs, and I saw he was rubbing his own cock through his pants. 
 
   “But first,” Shaun continued, “I’m gonna fuck you in the ass to show you who’s in charge.”
 
   Terri struggled and managed to free a hand from his grip. She lashed out at him, but he easily deflected the blow and effortlessly spun her around and shoved her hard into the wall. He pinned her in place with his forearm across her shoulder blades and then reached down and caressed her bottom.
 
   “You can’t let him rape her,” I hissed.
 
   “I’ll help him before I stop him,” Darren replied. 
 
   He dug the tip of the stun gun harder into my arm to punctuate the point.
 
   “Don’t,” she pleaded.
 
   Shaun laughed. He was palming her tight, little ass like a basketball, his middle finger lodged between her cheeks. 
 
   “If you ask real nice,” he taunted, “maybe I’ll just fuck your cunt.”
 
   She struggled again. He leaned his weight on her until she grunted and ceased her resistance. But he didn’t break her spirit. 
 
   “Go ahead and beg,” he suggested.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Good,” he chortled. “I really wanted your ass, anyway. You ever have a black man?”
 
   “Fuck you,” she replied.
 
   I felt unaccountably proud of her, even though I knew that it would mean he’d be even rougher on her. I dreaded having to watch it, but I knew I couldn’t walk away, and I also knew that if I tried anything, Darren would tase me, leaving me a spasming mess on the floor. 
 
   Shaun fondled her ass vigorously, his finger dipped deep into her crack.
 
   “Tell me you want it,” he growled.
 
   “No,” she hissed.
 
   “Too bad. You’re going to get it anyway. Get it all. My dick. And then we’re gonna pull a train on you, Slut. Get ten hardcore, bad-ass dudes and fill you with come until it’s coming out your nose.”
 
   She shivered in fear. “No,” she said again.
 
   He laughed. Then he turned to his right and peered into a darkened corner. 
 
   “What d’you say man? Should I go for it?”
 
   Someone moved.
 
   Shaun spoke again, “Just give me the green light, Mikey.”
 
   To my shock, Mike Coates strode forward, out of the shadows. 
 
   “No. I’ll take it from here.” 
 
   Shaun hesitated a second, thinking about defying Mike and taking Terri himself. Then, to my surprise, he laughed and released my wife. Between his own size and strength and the fact that we were in his club with his security guards around, nothing could have stopped him had he decided to proceed. 
 
   Terri distracted me from that line of thought. She spun around and glared at Mike and Shaun wild-eyed. “You bastard,” she hissed at Mike. 
 
   He closed on her. 
 
   “What’s the matter, Cupcake? Upset I stopped it before he could fuck you?”
 
   She swung her hand at him. He caught her wrist and shoved her back into the wall.
 
   “Let go of me!”
 
   He lunged at her and before she could react, he shoved three fingers deep into her mouth. She tried to shake him off, but he was too strong, and he took advantage of her distraction to cup her mound with his other hand. 
 
   “Damn, you’re wet,” he noted. “Thinking about getting fucked up the ass by a stranger? Or getting gangbanged on the floor?”
 
   She struggled against him, but there was something about her…, the way her nipples poked through the fabric of her dress, the way her legs seemed to part to allow him to fondle her pussy… that suggested he was closer to the mark than she’d ever admit. 
 
   “Don’t worry, Terri, I can always get him to come back. But I get first dibs. Save sloppy seconds for others.”
 
   I shuddered. Even though he didn’t know I was there -- or at least I didn’t think he did -- it felt like the comment was directed at me.
 
   He shoved two fingers inside her twat. She moaned around the fingers in her mouth. 
 
   “That’s it, whore,” he grunted, “squeeze my fingers with your cunt. Come for me while you think about getting raped by a big, black stud.”
 
   She tried to shake her head, but her eyes were glassy with excitement, her body undulating, thrusting against his hand. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she was wracked by a series of gasping heaves. Her knees buckled, and she collapsed into Mike’s arms, no longer angry, completely spent, affectionate, grateful.
 
   He chuckled as she steadied her. “Come on, Baby, you can thank me in the car.”
 
   She nodded and then they began to head for a door in the corner of the room, presumably the same door Shaun had exited, although I hadn’t noticed. They slipped through and were gone.
 
   I realized I was alone. At some point Darren had left as well. I took a step, but my legs felt weak, and instead, I stumbled, and almost in slow motion, crumpled to the floor. Like Terri, I guess, the sudden change from a near-rape to a surprise encounter left me unsteady. I took a deep breath, and using the wall as a support, gradually raised myself back to my feet. 
 
   Sticking close to the walls and shadows, I fled the club. The evening air was cool, refreshing, a God-send. It reinvigorated me. I walked to my car and dropped into the driver’s seat.
 
   I realized I was sweating and my heart was pounding. I had just seen my wife almost get raped… or at least I thought I had. I wasn’t even sure what I’d seen. Was the whole thing a set up by Mike? And if so, to what end? Had he planned for Shaun to fuck her and just gotten cold feet? Or was it all just a way of getting her worked up? And if so, how could he have known it would work?
 
   Even though my heart and breathing came back under control quickly, my mind continued swirling. I was at a loss about what to do next. Drive home and wait for her to return? Go to a bar and drink myself into oblivion? Find myself a hooker and get some relief? I just didn’t know.
 
   And then… my phone rang.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
    
 
   Well, actually, my phone didn’t “ring.” It buzzed and vibrated in my pants pocket. I fumbled with the phone and extracted it. Is there a smooth way of doing that? It always felt like a panicky fight against time to retrieve the device before whoever was on the other end gave up or voice mail kicked in.
 
   I peered at the screen in the darkness of the car. Terri.
 
   “Hello? Terri?”
 
   No response, just a rustling sound. Had she butt-dialed me?
 
   Butt… I flashed back to the sight of Shaun cupping her shapely ass, of his long, thick finger sliding between her cheeks. She must have been terrified, wedged up against a wall of a dingy nightclub, an aggressive stranger touching her anus and threatening to fuck her up the ass before having her gang raped. 
 
   “Terri?” I said again, louder this time.
 
   More rustling. Maybe sounds of traffic. No voices, but muffled sounds.
 
   I had a terrifying image of Terri, bound and gagged in the back of a van being taken somewhere to do things to her that wouldn’t even fly in the VIP section. Maybe Shaun had changed his mind and decided he wanted her after all. Maybe Darren and some of the other bouncers had taken it upon themselves to give her what Shaun had threatened.  
 
   “Terri?”
 
   More random noise.
 
   “Terri!”
 
   More rustling. And then the sounds of traffic coming through clearly. 
 
   A muffled voice, distant. “Here, you talk to him, I’m busy.” Mike?
 
   “Yo.”
 
   I startled at the sudden crisp, clear voice coming over the line. 
 
   “Terri?”
 
   “Do I sound like Terri?” A man replied. 
 
   “Who are you? Where’s my wife?”
 
   “I’m Juan, man. This is my car.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “My Uber, man. I’m a driver.”
 
   “Let me talk to my wife,” I insisted. 
 
   He chuckled. “Blonde? Blue dress.”
 
   “Yes, that’s her.”
 
   Another chuckle. “Sorry to break it to you, man, but she’s in the back seat, totally going down on this guy.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Yeah, man. It’s kind of distracting, you know. Hot bitch like that, and fuck, she’s going at it like a porn star. Just slobbering all over it, man. Listen.”
 
   He must have held the phone back over his shoulder because the sounds of Terri sucking cock suddenly became crisper.
 
   Juan was right. The sounds were obscene in a way that even a video of it couldn’t top. Slurping, sucking, gagging, lips smacking. There was a palpable urgency to it. A visceral hunger. Terri was devouring Mike’s cock. 
 
   “Get on top,” Mike growled.
 
   Clothes rustled. The sounds of awkward movements in the cramped backseat of a car. And then a sudden gasping hiss from Terri.
 
   “Oh shit, man,” Juan commented, bringing the phone back to his mouth. “She just sat on his dick, and…. Oh shit.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Yeah, yeah, oh fuck,” Juan laughed. “Yeah, man, he is totally in her ass.”
 
   I groaned.
 
   “Yeah, man. Shit. He’s totally pulling her cheeks apart so I can see, and yeah, man, he’s balls deep in your wife’s ass. And yeah, man, fucking crazy slut is just bouncing up and down, man. Damn, your wife’s a fucking freak.”
 
   I heard a loud smack. And another. And another. And through it all, Terri moans getting louder and louder.
 
   Juan laughed again. “Shit, man, now he’s totally wailing on her ass. Shit, listen to her, man. Fucking bitch loves it.” 
 
   I dropped the phone into my lap. 
 
   Juan was still narrating. “Balls deep, man. Balls deep. What do you say, man, mind if I take a poke when this guy’s done?”
 
   I pressed the button to disconnect. It didn’t really matter what I said. If Mike wanted Terri to fuck Juan, she would. What I wanted didn’t seem to matter anymore. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I drove home…. Well, I presume I did. I ended up at home with my car, although I have no memory of the drive itself. Not that I can remember what I thought about instead. I was numb.
 
   It was almost midnight as I pulled up. Still early, all things considered. I wondered what Mike had planned for Terri for the rest of the night.
 
   I jolted when Herb greeted me from the family room. I hadn’t remembered he was there.
 
   “You okay, man?” he asked. 
 
   “Um… yeah…. No,” I admitted. I shook my head, not knowing what else to say. “Work, you know.”
 
   He hesitated. “Work, huh?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   He nodded as well. “Okay, well, I hope that works out.”
 
   I nodded again. I was so discombobulated that I was having trouble forming words. 
 
   “Um… thanks for watching the house, okay?” I said.
 
   “Any time man.” He clapped me on the shoulder. “And…” he hesitated, “if you need someone to talk to about… you know… work... let me know.”
 
   I nodded. I did need to talk, and yet I couldn’t. I mean, what was there to say? My wife is a whore for other men. I encouraged her to do it, and now I don’t know what to do. Even thinking about the situation was mortifying on so many different levels.
 
   I guess my awkwardness encouraged him to probe. And maybe that’s what I really wanted.
 
   “Bill, is… um… everything okay between you and Terri?”
 
   “Yes, of course… why?”
 
   He shrugged. “You two have been keeping to yourselves more. And when you are together, it seems, I don’t know, maybe a little tense?”
 
   I shook my head. “No, everything is great,” I replied, apparently unconvincingly.
 
   “And,” he continued, “here we are, a Friday night, and she’s out, and you suddenly have an emergency at work, and now you come back, and it’s almost midnight, and she’s still not home, and you’re looking a little… off.”
 
   I put my hands up and shook my head. No, no, no, you don’t understand. But the words didn’t come out.
 
   “Listen,” he said. “I’m just sayin’..... In any marriage there are ups and downs.”
 
   I hesitated. “You and Melody?”
 
   There was a flash of some intense emotion across his face. Anger? Resentment? Regret? Something. And then, just as quickly, he softened. Not suppressed, but perhaps transformed, processed. Still there, but under control. 
 
   “Our wives,” he noted ruefully. “They, um, get a lot of attention.”
 
   I flashed back to last summer. That afternoon at the swim club for family fun day. The kids doing one of those silly races, where they spin around with their foreheads on a bat before trying to run twenty yards while dodging water balloons. All the kids stumbling and falling, wet and happy, and Melody laughing and hopping up and down in delight. I couldn’t take my eyes off those tits of hers. That night, in bed, I specifically had Terri get on top so I could play with her breasts as she rode me I closed my eyes, and for one of the few times together, imagined she was someone else.
 
   I shook my head. “Yeah, they do.”
 
   “And guys like us. Well, it sometimes makes things hard.”
 
   I wasn’t quite sure what he was saying. There was no guys like us here. Herb wasn’t necessarily a stone, cold stud, but he had something. According to Terri, at least, a big package and kinky gleam in his eye. 
 
   “Did Melody ever….” I couldn’t complete the thought. 
 
   He smiled mirthlessly. “Like I said. Ups and downs.”
 
   He clapped me again on the shoulder. Not a gesture of commiseration, but rather of brotherhood. He moved toward the door. 
 
   “Let me know if you want to talk,” he added in parting.
 
   I nodded. He slipped through the door and out in the dark night. 
 
   I sat down on the sofa, trying to process what had just happened. It didn’t take much reading between the lines to understand that Melody had had an affair at some point… or at least come close. So it is possible to get through something like that. But something else jumped out at me. 
 
   Melody was a sexy girl. No doubt. But she wasn’t Terri either, at least not in my estimation.  And also, in some apparently quite obvious ways, I wasn’t Herb either. If he couldn’t keep Melody from straying then how could I hope to keep Terri mine?
 
   I stared at the door, willing Terri to come through it. But she didn’t. No, my wife was at Mike’s place. Probably bound. Maybe gagged. Definitely naked, with Mike… or Mike and some of his buddies… enthusiastically abusing her orifices. Fingers, dicks, and toys in her mouth, cunt, and ass. Hair pulled, ass spanked, nipples twisted. Terri covered in sweat and come. Exhausted, gasping, and whimpering. Red faced but smiling. Happy and satisfied.
 
   I trudged up to bed and buried myself under the covers. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sleep when Terri is out with another man always felt impossible, and yet became unavoidable. Nervous agitation giving way with dramatic suddenness to irresistible exhaustion. But there is still that transitional period, not quite awake, not quite asleep, a demi-monde of conscious thought and uncontrollable association.
 
   The conversation with Herb ran through my head, and transitioned effortlessly to vivid images of Melody’s affair, which was no longer speculative, but rather uncontestable in my mind. Naked, on her hands and knees, an older, yet potent man behind her… her boss, maybe, and her nudity now transformed into a open blouse and a dress skirt hoisted up over her ass… Mike, but with Brian’s cock, driving her to madness… Terri beside her, also naked, kissing… the man, switching between them… a searing and familiar fantasy… I’d had it many times, though I now realized that I would never be the one to experience it… it belonged to… Shaun… huge prick in my wife’s ass… Melody urging him on… licking, tasting his shaft before reinserting it in Terri’s rectum… black hands pulling Melody back into a scrum… two cocks, three inside of her… breasts mauled… and Terri, a man on either end, hammering away… Herb and I watching… he has a smile on his face… grim, resigned… and I know I look the same… he nods and without really moving reaches in and pulls Melody out, leading her away… I nod and look at Terri, what little I can see of her, swallowed up by an ocean of thrusting bodies… I know I need to rescue her, but I can’t… and she’s gone….
 
   “Are you awake, Honey?”
 
   I was still too lost in hypnagogia to respond.
 
   “Sorry, I thought I heard you make noise,” she whispered.
 
   “I’m awake,” I said.
 
   “I woke you.”
 
   “No… I don’t know… maybe… what time is it?”
 
   She didn’t answer, and looking at the clock I realized why. 6:12am. She’d been gone all night. She should have looked exhausted, haggard, but she didn’t. She was glowing. 
 
   “Getting fucked all night agrees with you.”
 
   A quick look of shock, but she quickly recovered, as she always did. She correctly read my venom as embarrassment and excitement.
 
   “Yeah, it does. Maybe I should turn pro. Turn my passions into a career. It would definitely help our bottom line.”
 
   “Oh, so now I don’t make enough?” I snorted.
 
   She seemed genuinely surprised this time. “Oh, God, Bill, you really do go in unexpected directions.”
 
   I fumed silently.
 
   She chuckled. Her unwillingness to take my angst seriously could be infuriating. “No, Bill, I am perfectly happy with all of you. You do a wonderful job providing for us. You’re a great dad. A wonderful husband. You have a sexy body, and I think your cock is perfect. Is there anything else you need reassurance about? Oh yeah, you’re a perfectly serviceable cook.”
 
   “You’re mocking me.”
 
   She grinned. “Yes, a little. But it’s all true.”
 
   I wanted to doubt her sincerity. After all, the obvious response rang in my brain, Then why are you always fucking other men? But at the same time, I knew she was telling the truth… or some reasonable facsimile of it, at least as she understood it.
 
   “What did you guys do last night?” I asked.
 
   “Well, he took me to dinner...”
 
   I couldn’t believe she’d lie to my face. What else was she lying about?
 
   She’d stopped talking and was smirking at me. Bam, another trap.
 
   “Why’d you ask if you already knew?” she queried.
 
   I shrugged. 
 
   “The more interesting question is how you knew,” she continued. “Do I have a secret tracker on my iPhone? Do you have a private eye on my tail?”
 
   “Why am I on trial all of a sudden?”
 
   “You’re not. But I’ve been honest with you. I told you in advance I was going on a date with Mike. You’re the one keeping secrets.”
 
   I groaned. “You can’t blame me for worrying that you’re keeping things from me. This is not a normal situation, and you’re the one who is operating outside of, um, conventional limits.”
 
   “Do you want me to stop?”
 
   I didn’t bother to respond. I didn’t need another trip down that particular rabbit hole.
 
   “I saw you the other night with him on your computer --”
 
   “Spying on me?” she said in mock outrage.
 
   A piece of the puzzle fell into place. “You wanted me to. That’s why you left the door open.”
 
   She smiled. “Maybe. And then what? You snuck in and read the address off my desk?”
 
   “Which you deliberately left there as well. Why?”
 
   She shrugged. “I’m not sure how you want this to evolve. Was your visit to Brian’s bar a one-off or some sort of signal that you want this to become more visual?”
 
   “So that thing at the club last night was all a setup for my enjoyment?”
 
   Her face tightened. “No.”
 
   “Terri?”
 
   “What did you see?”
 
   “I saw you and Shaun out on the dance floor. And then…” I hesitated feeling awkward about my slide into a voyeur role. “...I followed you back into the VIP area.”
 
   “So you saw it all?”
 
   “Most of it. Was it a show?”
 
   She shook her head. “No.”
 
   It felt like she was accusing me. Or maybe that was just my own guilt. “I couldn’t do anything. He had a security guard on me, with a stun gun pressed into my arm.” I held it out, although the marks from the metal prongs were no longer visible.
 
   She sighed. “Yeah, well, I think he has a well-practiced routine in place, even if he didn’t go through with it with me. Though I’m guessing he gets a lot of willing participants as well.”
 
   “Why weren’t you willing?” I asked, although I immediately regretted it when she frowned at me.
 
   “Ugh, Bill, you’re an ass sometimes. Look, yeah, good looking guy. And if I were single or if I didn’t already think I was on a date with another man already. And if he’d taken his time with me, then… maybe. But that wasn’t the point.”
 
   “What was the point?”
 
   “I’ve been playing hard-to-get with Mike. Part of it is just for my amusement. Part of it is that I’m never quite sure what you want. But anyway, this was his punishment for me. A little mock-rape scene.”
 
   “So you weren’t expecting that?”
 
   She shook her head. “No. And Shaun was quite convincing.” She shuddered at the memory. 
 
   “But --”
 
   I didn’t know how to ask it, but her reaction to him showing up wasn’t relief. It wasn’t confusion. It was a moment of anger that quickly transformed into excited passion.
 
   “When Mike showed up…. I can’t explain it,” she admitted.
 
   I couldn’t get the memory of how she’d exploded at his touch out of my head . And how just a few minutes later she was worshiping his cock in the back seat of a hired car.
 
   “You were all over him.”
 
   She nodded. “I couldn’t help myself. It was like… I was on fire.”
 
   “What happened at his place?”
 
   “More of the same. All night.”
 
   “He tied you up?”
 
   “No. I told him he didn’t need to. That I would do anything he asked.”
 
   “Terri --”
 
   “He took Viagra to keep up, and he finished seven times. Three times in my ass. Twice in my pussy. Twice in my mouth. I don’t even know how many times I came.”
 
   In a different context, it might have felt like she was tormenting me, but in this case it seemed almost as if she were beating up on herself.
 
   “It’s okay,” I said soothingly.
 
   “Is it? You know how he got me going over and over?” I didn’t reply, but I knew. “He told me that next time it would be for real. That he wouldn’t stop Shaun. That he was going to tie me up and invite over a bunch of guys and….”
 
   “Rape you.”
 
   She nodded. 
 
   “It’s just… a fantasy,” I said reassuringly. 
 
   “See, Bill? See. You like it. You like it when I’m out of control.”
 
   “I didn’t say that.”
 
   She stripped off her dress suddenly. “Look at me Bill. Look what he did to me.”
 
   She slipped into a beam of sunshine at the foot of the bed. Squinting against the glare, she let the harsh daylight illuminate her nighttime of sin. The signs were everywhere. Her nipples were dark red, still distended. Hand prints mottled the smooth skin of her ass. Her pussy was swollen and oozing. She rolled onto her side and, with an obscene casualness, pulled her asscheeks apart so I could witness her battered, glistening asshole.
 
   “Terri --”
 
   “Tell me the truth, Bill, does this make you want to kick me out or fuck me?”
 
   There was something primal about it. Seeing her like that, so obviously used and abused, leaking another man’s come, made my blood boil. I didn’t hesitate. “Fuck you.”
 
   “How do you want me?”
 
   “On your back,” I growled.
 
   She reclined onto the comforter and pulled her knees to her chest. She was shameless. Was she abasing herself as some form of penance? Exposing herself to shock me? Or just getting off on provoking a reaction from me? 
 
   It didn’t matter. In that position, both her pummelled ass and gooey cunt were on display. I moved toward her, yanking down my PJs as I went. She grasped my cock and guided it to her swollen, wet twat. 
 
   I entered her easily, so I was surprised when she cried out. I froze.
 
   “Don’t stop,” she hissed. 
 
   I churned inside her. She was so wet, and I thought I could feel his jism squishing around my cock. She sucked air through her teeth in obvious discomfort. I slowed.
 
   “Terri?”
 
   She grabbed my ass and urged me on. 
 
   “Oh God, Baby. He fucked me so, so hard,” she explained.
 
   I should have been disgusted, and maybe I was, but I was also inflamed. I hammered her harder, even though it made her gasp in pain, her insistent hands making clear her desire. 
 
   “By the end, I don’t even think he wanted to come anymore. It was more about just wearing me out. He wanted to break me. But I took it all.”
 
   It was like her final weekend with Chucky, after she’d told him about us, and told him it was over between them. There was something about Terri that turned men into animals and made them want to dominate her. I was the exception. The one man in her life who didn’t succumb to the urge to overpower. But even I sometimes couldn’t restrain myself. 
 
   Faster, deeper. She was writhing beneath me. 
 
   She gasped and encouraged me. “That’s it Bill. Like that.”
 
   And when I slowed even a little, she turned up the heat.
 
   “Are you proud of me, Honey?” she asked. “I took it all. Even when he shoved me against the wall and pounded my aching ass.”
 
   I roared and thrust in hard enough to make her cry out, or maybe that was because of the death grip I had on her thighs. I didn’t care. 
 
   I imagined her dressed again, prepping for her walk of shame, and Mike coming up behind her, cupping his hand over her mouth and sodomizing her already devastated asshole.
 
   The vision was too much. I grunted as well and added my heavy load to the several he’d already deposited inside my wife’s exploited body. 
 
   I rolled off her and we both lay there breathing heavily. I felt guilty that I’d hurt her. That wasn’t the kind of man I wanted to be. It hit me, suddenly. Not the man I want to be. When had I decided that? It was true about as long as I could remember. And then it struck me. April. I’d never really come to terms with that. I’d always excused myself for being young and stupid and inexperienced. But I’d never let myself completely off the hook. I’d raped that poor girl. Okay, maybe not quite, even given a more modern understanding of rape. I hadn’t drugged her. I hadn’t used force. I’d just badgered her and guilted her into it. She was my first, and I’d always regretted it at some level. It was, I realized, why every time things with Terri veered into rough and angry, I recoiled. 
 
   It was a moment of clarity, and still, I was also a little angry that she’d provoked it. I took a deep breath and tried to control my emotions. April had never spoken to me again. I hadn’t reached out either, knowing full well how she felt about me. There was no level on which my forcing myself on her had been a positive experience for her. Terri though… was different.
 
   Finally, I asked, “Why does it turn you on so much to be… taken?”
 
   “Why does it turn you on that I like to be… taken?” she retorted.
 
   I sighed. “We’ve already settled that, haven’t we? Toby fucked Melanie so good that she screamed like a banshee. And I’ve been obsessed with it ever since.”
 
   She put her hand across my chest. “Bill, I didn’t mean to --”
 
   I interrupted her, “You’re so good at diagnosing me, but when will you be willing to look at yourself?”
 
   “I don’t need --”
 
   “Terri, seriously. No judgments, but we need to… figure it out.”
 
   She sighed. 
 
   I waited her out. I didn’t have anything left to say. She had to make the next move.
 
   She stared at the ceiling. And then softly, she spoke. “Okay. Okay. I… I just need a little more time.”
 
   I opened my mouth to reply, but didn’t. She was obviously struggling with something, and I needed to give her space to work it out. As hard as that would be, I had to recognize that progress might come slowly and fitfully.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER EIGHT
 
    
 
   It didn’t actually take long. She slept in, and then we had a quiet, rainy day at home with the kids. That night in bed, she started the conversation without any further prompting.
 
   “Remember when I mentioned that it was a little scary to be a young girl and suddenly realize men see you as a sexual object?”
 
   I nodded. “You said that was when you began fantasizing about dominant guys as a protector or something.”
 
   “Or something….” She repeated softly.
 
   I had a sudden dark realization. “Terri? Did something happen to you? When you were a kid?”
 
   “I was fourteen, you know, and maybe sort of a mean girl. I didn’t think I was, but you know, it… I…. I don’t even recognize that person anymore.”
 
   “Kids can be cruel,” I noted.
 
   She snorted. “Kids, teens really, are sociopaths. I mean, literally. Zero empathy. And I was in eighth grade. Last year of middle school. Tall, blond, big boobs….”
 
   I laughed. “I never really thought of it, but yeah, it’s almost like you had Queen Bee status thrust upon you.”
 
   “Or at least, I wasn’t strong enough to resist it. Jealous girls. Fawning boys. Even the male teachers trying to peek down my tops. I mean, look, it sounds horrible, but yeah, even my dad’s friends.... Anyway, we’re off track, because this wasn’t about that. Except, you know, indirectly. But anyway, that’s who I was, and I felt I was too good for this shit, and –”
 
   “So, you started looking for guys good enough for you.”
 
   She nodded. “Of course. Older guys. Guys with cars,” she said it in the same gushing tones she probably used at the time. “Guys my parents would hate.”
 
   “And it got out of hand?”
 
   “There was nothing really to get out of hand. I mean, twenty years ago now. I didn’t even have a phone. No Facebook, no Snapchat. Thank God for that because otherwise….”
 
   She trailed off. 
 
   “Yeah, otherwise, there’d be a bunch of naked pics of you out there on the internet.”
 
   I thought of the pictures Mike had taken of her, and even more the videos he’d sent me. That close up of his hard cock disappearing into my wife’s butthole -- the one that had begun with a shot of her face and then proceeded in an unbroken take…. He’d probably already uploaded that to God knows how many porn sites…. Or maybe he was holding onto it so he could blackmail her into yet more depraved scenes. 
 
   She seemed to read my mind. “Touche. But let’s think about that one later, okay?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   She resumed her story.
 
   “There was this one guy in particular. Danny. Danny O’Connor. High school boy. I saw him around a lot. Lifeguard at the pool. And we used to go watch the high school football games.”
 
   “Let me guess, he was the quarterback?”
 
   “No. I think he was one of the guys who runs up and down the field.”
 
   “Receiver?
 
   She shrugged. “Whatever. He was hot. He looked a little like Luke Perry.”
 
   Or a young Chucky, I thought.
 
   “I remember preening around for him. Trying to get his attention.”
 
   “Did you know what you were doing?” I asked. 
 
   “You mean, did I know I was tempting him into defiling my jailbait pussy? No. Not consciously. I was already, um, exploring myself...”
 
   I laughed. At that age I was wanking three times a day.
 
   “...but I wasn’t really fantasizing about s… e… x…. It was more like, you know, he’d be my boyfriend and we’d maybe, I don’t know, kiss or something.”
 
   “I doubt you were ever quite so chaste.”
 
   “I don’t know about you, but for me there was this disconnect. Like, you know, I’d seen some porn. One of my girlfriends, Lacey, I think, God, she was a total nympho, or least talked the talk. Anyway, she had a porno tape. A VHS she’d snatched from her brother. And I admit, it did make me feel… funny. But it wasn’t like, at the time, I imagined that would be me.”
 
   “Okay, fair enough,” I replied. She was right. I remembered that phase as well. Even though I’d seen porn as well, my fantasies also tended to be more along the lines of glorified frottage than anything else. 
 
   “Anyway, Danny wasn’t interested. Or maybe he was and I didn’t catch the signs. I don’t know. It wasn’t like an obsession, but… whatever. I guess I’d had my eye on him, but didn’t quite know what to do about it.
 
   “Then one day I was walking home from school, and this pickup truck pulls up. Big tires. Metallic blue. Music blaring. Window comes down, and it’s Danny, offering me a ride.”
 
   “Uh oh. You went with him?”
 
   “So I’m not completely crazy, you know. And there’s this voice in the back of my head saying, no, no! And this other voice,” she chuckled, “saying don’t be a wimp. And what it came down to is that he had two buddies with him.”
 
   “Which scared you away…. Or no, it made you feel safer.”
 
   She tapped her nose. “Yes, clever little me figured climbing into a pickup with three high school boys was safer than one.”
 
   I felt my heart start to race. I had asked for this, but now I didn’t want to hear it. I knew how this story ended, and it sickened me. 
 
   “Terri, you don’t –”
 
   But she wasn’t really listening to me anymore. I think she was now telling the story more for herself anyway.
 
   “He opened the door to me. And I tossed my backpack in and climbed in after. Brady hopped in the back with Eladh.”
 
   “You knew them?”
 
   “No. Danny introduced them with a nod. You know, no big deal, there are my buds. Brady was another football player dude, but big, you know….”
 
   “A lineman?”
 
   “One of the guys with the fat asses and the shaved heads. I didn’t know the other guy. Bit of a swarthy look about him.”
 
   “So no one you’d fantasized about.”
 
   “No. I’m pretty sure I considered them beneath me. For all I know I’d turned my nose up at them at some point somewhere. It certainly wouldn’t surprise me if I had.”
 
   I shuddered, remembering my own immature, neanderthal view of girls when I was that age, and in particular what I thought about stuck up bitches and what I’d do to them if I had the chance.
 
   “As we drove off, Danny offered me a cigarette --”
 
   “I didn’t know you smoked.”
 
   “I didn’t! But, of course, I accepted. And amazingly enough I managed to take a puff without coughing out a lung. Which, oh boy, that made me feel so cool, so in control. Wind blowing through my hair, music blaring, sitting next to my crush in his big, cool, truck. Teenage girl heaven.”
 
   For a second, she was back in the moment, a big smile across her face. 
 
   “Then,” she continued, “I heard them laughing in the back seat. ‘Told you she likes putting things in her mouth.’ I gave them a fake laugh and said something like, ‘ha ha, real mature,’ but whoa when I turned back to see the effect of my cutting reply, I’m the one who got cut short. I mean, those two….”
 
   She shook her head. 
 
   “They had this look like, you know, they hated me. It was almost visceral. Just like they wanted to hurt me. Hair standing on end kind of situation.”
 
   “So what did you do?” I asked. Despite myself, I’d been drawn into the story.
 
   “I tried to ignore it. Danny was talking to me too. Not even sure what he was saying because I could hear the other two still muttering about me, and I could feel their eyes on me. And I could tell Danny was hearing them too, but he wasn’t reacting.
 
   “I realized I didn’t know where we were going. So I asked. And Danny told me we he just needed to drop by his place and pick up some camping gear. They were going out to the woods to hang out, maybe have a few beers. ‘You should come along.’ And I was like, ‘Yeah, yeah, that sounds cool’ and hoping maybe we’d be ditching Brady and Elahd. But Danny kept talking to them like, you know, they were part of the plan.”
 
   She paused as she revisited that moment in her own mind. I saw her in that moment. Scared, but too arrogant to admit it. A young girl in the body of a woman. Instincts battling her desire to be cool. 
 
   “And we got to a light, and I just… panicked. It was all of a sudden. I just needed to flee. I grabbed my bag, jumped out of the car, and ran away. I could hear them laughing at me. Calling me a baby and a tease and worse. And I remember being sooo embarrassed.”
 
   Relief surged through me. “You were lucky, if you had stayed...” I trailed off. I wasn’t sure how much she’d actually considered the situation. Whether she knew how close she’d been to real trouble. 
 
   She nodded and continued my thought. “They’d have driven me to someplace deserted. Tried to ply me with booze or pot, and then try to convince me that I was being a little girl if I didn’t fool around with them,” she said. 
 
   I nodded.
 
   “And if I didn’t play along, they’d probably have raped me,” she added matter-of-factly. 
 
   Her tone was enigmatic. I would have expected her to be horrified by her close call, and there was something to that. I could hear relief at escaping a bad situation, but also something else.
 
   “I’d see them around sometimes, and if I did, I’d try to hide my face.”
 
   “You must have been terrified.”
 
   “I was… but also, embarrassed. Like, you know, like I was a baby.”
 
   “You weren’t.”
 
   She laughed. “I know that, now. But I didn’t feel that way then. I wanted to be so grown up, such hot shit, and here I was, first time face-to-face with a high school boy, and I panicked and ran away.”
 
   “It was the right thing to do.”
 
   She sighed as if I wasn’t getting it.
 
   “I know, but I couldn’t help but think about it. You know, that I wished I was the kind of sassy, confident bitch who could get away with anything I wanted to. That I could have handled it.”
 
   I shook my head. “What do you mean, ‘handle’?”
 
   She smirked. “Handle it in every which way. Handle it, like, be able to manage them if I’d gone. Or handle it, as in, you know, actually be a woman with them.”
 
   She stopped talking. She had more to say; I could hear it in the slight hesitancy in her voice. But I wasn’t sure if she was afraid of coming clean to me or to herself. I waited her out, and finally she sighed.
 
   “And… sometimes, I thought about what it would be like if I couldn’t handle them, and if….”
 
   “They forced themselves on you?” I offered gently.
 
   “If they raped the shit out of me,” she clarified. She laughed darkly. “I can’t believe I’m telling you this.”
 
   “It must have been a scary thought.”
 
   She nodded, and then surprised me. “And hot.”
 
   I gasped. She laughed at my reaction. “Oh, come on, Bill, you must have suspected this was where this was going.”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   She continued. “Oh yeah, in my teenage, febrile imagination I could be a confident vixen one minute and a whimpering victim the next, and still find both hot. I mean, I didn’t really have any experience at that point. I knew instinctively that the moment when I was in that truck I’d been dangerously and seductively close to… sex,” she hissed it in a way that did sound both dangerous and seductive indeed. 
 
   “I worked out all these crazy scenarios about Danny… and Brady and Elahd.“
 
   “What? You fantasized about it?”
 
   “Uh huh. Like all the time. Sometimes, romantic scenes. Me and Danny in a grassy field, making out. But, most of the time, darker. Danny screwing me while the other two watched hungrily. I have no idea why, but it turned me on.”
 
   I thought about how much she liked to put on a show for me. 
 
   She continued. “Or all of them doing me. Sometimes Danny was trying to protect me, other times, he was the instigator, encouraging his buddies to have their way with me.”
 
   I shook my head. 
 
   “What?” she asked. “Like you didn’t jerk off to crazy things when you were a teen?”
 
   “Of course I did. I just didn’t think girls did.”
 
   She laughed. “Are you kidding me? After what I’ve told and shown you?”
 
   I couldn’t help but grin. We were both silent for a few moments. 
 
   “But, Bill, there’s more,” she said. 
 
   Her tone was suddenly serious… maybe even ominous. 
 
   “Okay,” I replied.
 
   “I… I…,” she hesitated, and then all in a rush, “I still think of it.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Of Danny and Brady and Elahd. I flash back to it, well, to my fantasies sometimes when I’m with my, um….”
 
   “Lovers,” I suggested. Then I remembered the term we’d used to describe Chucky. “Fuck buddies.”
 
   She laughed. “Chucky was like Danny. Handsome, smooth talker who could get me to do anything. And when I’m with Brian, it is like what I thought Brady would be like. Strong and rough. And Mike… he’s like Elahd. Cruel, you know. Tearing off my panties and stuffing them in my mouth while he did things to my butt.”
 
   I didn’t quite know what to say. It was a weird revelation. Icky. But also significant. 
 
   “It’s not… I’m not,” she stammered, “just being cruel to you when I do it. But you were right. It wasn’t all for you.”
 
   I smiled. “I knew that.”
 
   “I’m not sure I did. I wanted…. I still want to think that I have it under control.”
 
   I wasn’t sure she did either. But I wanted to be reassuring. “Of course you do.”
 
   She hesitated. “Bill. You and me. There is a synergy here, and I’m not sure if it is bad or good.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   She sighed. “Your obsessions and mine. They’re almost too perfectly aligned. It… they feed each other. And that makes it hot. That’s the thing. I don’t just think of my fantasies, and I don’t just think about the man I’m with, I do also, I swear, even in the throes of passion, I am always thinking about you. About how you’ll react when you see or hear what I’ve done. About how excited it will make you. Each new boundary, a thrill because I know it will do something to you. All that makes it confusing.”
 
   I nodded. “I know. I don’t want you to do any of it, but it is exactly that emotion that gets my heart pounding. And it does all blend together. April, Melanie, and I think of you leaving me –”
 
   “I never would.”
 
   I reached out and touched her cheek. “Maybe, maybe not, but I can’t help but feel like it, and that makes it dangerous –”
 
   “And hot.”
 
   I nodded. “Yes. And I can’t disentangle it. What I want. What I need. What I want for you.”
 
   She chuckled, but I noticed a single tear spill from each eye and roll down her cheeks. “We’re a mess, aren’t we?”
 
   “We are.”
 
   “So? It is over?”
 
   I wanted to say yes, that it was over. That from now on, it would just be the two of us. But I couldn’t. I’m not sure why, but it just felt like we weren’t in the right spot for that. That, and I know this sounds ridiculous, that we still had some unfinished business.
 
   I looked into my wife’s eyes, and I could see it there too. She’d asked the question. She’d try to live with my response. And yet, I could see that she too was ambivalent, that she was secretly, perhaps even to herself, hoping I would say no, that we were not done yet. 
 
   “Is that what you want? What you really want?” I asked.
 
   She didn’t answer. 
 
   I took a TKI personality test at a corporate retreat. I’m not even sure what that stands for. I scored high on “cooperative” and “unassertive.” That puts me in the “accommodating” camp. Some people would call that a doormat, I guess. Except that’s not what it really means. What it really means is that I tend to solve conflict by trying to meet the other person’s needs more than my own. But I struggle with that. With the perception of others, and in all honesty of myself, that it means I’m weak somehow. 
 
   I wanted Terri to save me from my internal tensions, but I now realized she couldn’t because it went deeper than just a taste for the lurid. Like me, she’d been imprinted at a relatively early age with a particular kink. It wasn’t something she could just turn off anymore than I could. But we still needed to find balance.
 
   “You don’t,” I said finally.
 
   “I didn’t say that,” she replied.
 
   “You don’t have to.”
 
   “Don’t be like that,” she chided.
 
   “Look, Terri, I’m not going to ask you to stop.”
 
   “Bill --”
 
   I held up my hand to stop her. “I won’t. And it isn’t because I’m trying to shame you into pulling the plug yourself. I get that now. I’m not going to ask you to stop because asking you to stop isn’t natural.”
 
   “It is for most people,” she noted, though I also noted she seemed somewhat relieved that I wasn’t going to try to end it. 
 
   I thought of all the experiences we’d had and shared. Of how I’d used April. Of how Melanie had cheated on me. Of Terri’s attraction to dangerous sex. I thought about Herb’s hints about Melody.
 
   “No. It isn’t. Scratch the surface and we’re all much more fucked up than we appear.”
 
   She nodded, and I felt a tingle of disappointment. I wished she’d fought me harder on that point. Maybe she’d just given up on trying to convince me. Or maybe she acknowledged the truth of the matter. Either way, she was closing the door on us ever going back to the way things had been. There would always be other men in her life, men who could tap into the dark dreams and obsessions lurking beneath my wife’s elegant, wholesome public demeanor. 
 
   Still I felt like we’d turned a corner. She was being honest with me for the first time….
 
   My train of thought came to a screeching halt.
 
   “Bill? Are you okay?”
 
   I nodded, but I couldn’t speak for a moment.
 
   “Yeah… I’m just… a little tired.”
 
   She chuckled. “Believe me, so am I.”
 
   It was meant to be a tease. And sure enough, it did conjure up a staccato series of images of Mike putting her through her paces, his dick sawing into her, hands mauling her body, her moans of pleasure as he used her like a whore. I even felt a surge of heat in my crotch, but not enough to overwhelm the sudden feeling of discomfort I felt. 
 
   She ran her fingertips down the middle of her chest, one of those deliberate yet perhaps unconsciously sexy gestures of hers. I couldn’t help but think about her full breasts and the delicious valley between them. The motion ended with her hand in her lap, drawing my attention to the sheer fabric of her light PJs, the only thing between me and her irresistible, shaved pussy.
 
   The same old pattern threatened to replay itself. Tension followed by revelation followed by a sexual encounter so dramatic and intense that all was forgotten, normalized, even rendered desirable as a result. I doubted Terri had done it deliberately, but she had nonetheless effectively conditioned me to be complicit in it. Yes, I was primed by my own obsessions, but whether she meant to or not, she’d increasingly trained me to accept more and more, more indeed than I would have considered possible just a year ago.
 
   Whether she’d meant to or not. That was the key issue, wasn’t it? It was a dark thought to even consider the possibility that she’d been deliberately desensitizing me. Yet, there it was. The gradual escalation worked perfectly. Salami slicing at its best. 
 
   What it really came down to was how much she had manipulated the information she’d fed me. I knew her revelations had been selective, like her late admission of anal sex with Jean-Pierre. I’d always assumed that was a function of her wanting to dole it out, make it last, revel in the effect the new stories had on me. In short, I assumed she was holding back to make it hotter for us. But what if it had been to manage me? To control my reactions? 
 
   I wished I’d thought of it before. Wished I had time to formulate my questions, but I didn’t. I just grasped onto the one issue that had troubled me from the moment it had happened. 
 
   “Um, speaking about that… I’m not really sure I completely understand how it all went down.”
 
   “You mean after he put it in my butt in the car?” she cooed. Her hand disappeared into her waistband. I caught a glimpse of the rose tattoo. 
 
   Fuck I was hard. I shouldn’t have been. She’d just told me a disturbing story from her childhood, and now I was dealing with what can only be called an emotional crisis. But she was so sexy, and I was so close to giving in. 
 
   I adjusted myself. She smiled. “No, I meant before. Like, in the club, how did Mike set that up?”
 
   “He told me to meet him there and what to wear.” 
 
   I frowned.
 
   “I guess I don’t understand the question,” she added.
 
   “How did Mike know Shaun would stop? Or… is that part of the turn-on? Realizing he might not have?”
 
   She hesitated.
 
   “I mean,” I continued, “I get the initial explosion. Especially after what you just told me. The situation. Fear, relief, anger, all those emotions swirling. Okay, got it, so you go a little crazy. But then he gets you off, and then you have a scene in the car on the way home. But at some point, aren’t you like, what the fuck? Why would you put me in that kind of danger?”
 
   She nodded and rocked back on heels, arms crossed in front of her. “They knew each other.”
 
   I tilted my head, encouraging her to continue.
 
   “From a sex club or something.”
 
   “A sex club?”
 
   She sighed. “He apparently goes to one sometimes and he met Shaun there. So, when he explained how he knew him, it made sense. You probably didn’t notice, but there was some overlap between clientele.”
 
   I nodded. I had noticed. “Why did you sigh?”
 
   “Because, you’re going to misinterpret this.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Mike’s mentioned bringing me to a sex club before. He has this whole thing planned out. He wants me to wear a collar and lead me around naked on a leash. The whole show me off, fuck me in public, and then invite other guys to take a turn.”
 
   “And what did you tell him?”
 
   She sighed again. “It depends. Like normally, no, of course. In the throes of passion, though, my willpower weakens.”
 
   I groaned. “Sounds like you want to but you don’t think you should.”
 
   “Oh God, Bill, I don’t know. It does sound hot, doesn’t it? I mean a little?”
 
   I shook my head, but I wasn’t sure I believed my own silent denial. Why would it be hot? My wife and the mother of my children leashed like a dog, on her hands and knees, ass exposed, and a gaggle of horny strangers lined up behind her waiting to stick their dicks into her convenient holes. 
 
   There was nothing sexy about it. It was sick. Disturbed. Except maybe there was something a little exciting about a woman who would actually enjoy that.
 
   “Is that what you were expecting last night? You were certainly dressed for it.”
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
   “Terri, your dress was so short, it barely covered your naked ass.”
 
   “Well, I could hardly wear panties with it, now could I?” She smirked. 
 
   I remembered how obscene it was. How just by lifting her arms above her head, Shaun had completely exposed her bare, shaved gash.
 
   “Look, Bill, what do you want me to tell you? I wasn’t going out with Mike for the conversation. I was going out to get fucked, and I was dressed for it.”
 
   “Fucked by him? Or by any guy he happened to throw at you.”
 
   “That’s not fair,” she snapped. “I told you I told him ‘no’ to the sex club.”
 
   “No, you told me you said no under normal circumstances, but that your resolve weakened during sex.”
 
   She shrugged. “Okay, but that’s just talk, you know --”
 
   “That you wouldn’t do that? I’m not so sure.”
 
   Arms crossed, she just glared at me.
 
   “I seem to have touched a nerve,” I crowed. “Normally you’d have just tried to distract me with some new revelation you’d been holding back for just the right moment.”
 
   “Because that’s what you want,” she replied. 
 
   “It is?”
 
   She smirked. “I gave that Uber driver a nice tip.”
 
   Mind if I take a poke when this guy’s done?
 
   No, no, no. I wouldn’t let her distract me. Except, I already was. My mind conjured images of Terri squatting in front of Juan’s open driver’s side door, Mike’s come leaking out of her ass, and her dress pulled down to show off her luscious tits. Juan’s hard cock jutting from his lap, and my wife leaning forward to swallow him into her mouth.
 
   I was too slow to stop Terri as she reached into my lap and firmly seized ahold of my erection. She smiled at me triumphantly. 
 
   “That doesn’t prove anything,” I muttered.
 
   She didn’t respond. Instead, just as I imagined she’d done with Juan, she gracefully leaned forward into my lap. She freed my prick and gave it a firm stroke, and then licked the head. 
 
   “Why are you trying to divert the discussion?” I asked.
 
   She smiled. “I’m not. I just thought you might like having your dick sucked while you imagined me doing all sorts of dirty things.”
 
   She took me into her hot, velvety mouth. Her tongue swirled around my shaft. She slowly, slowly rose up, her lips trailing up my cock. 
 
   She looked me in the eye. “Is this what you’re imagining I did to that driver? Or maybe you’re fantasizing that I fucked him?”
 
   Terri swallowed me deep again. She bobbed up and down, her mouth soft and wet. She was teasing me, but he didn’t want me to come. Not yet. 
 
   “Well, Bill? Or maybe you think I offered him my ass? I was nicely stretched out by then. Mike took care of that.”
 
   “What did you do?”
 
   She smiled and ran her tongue around the head of my prick. 
 
   “Whatever you imagined,” she replied.
 
   More riddles. Was she saying that it was all in my head? Or that she’d done it all so that no matter what I imagined, she’d done it?
 
   “So what do you think, Honey? Did I suck his cock until he came all over my tits? Or maybe he bent me over the hood of his car and pounded my little pussy from behind? Or maybe I sat in his lap, with his dick up my ass, and bounced up and down until he added his load to Mike’s? Which is the hottest scenario?”
 
   I groaned. Her eyes gleamed. She leaned in for the kill. I was primed. So ready. I wanted her to take me deep into her mouth, and I longed for the sensation of coming down her throat. 
 
   Instead, I stopped her. I reached down and cupped her cheeks and lifted her up so that we were face to face.
 
   “I don’t want you to see Mike anymore.”
 
   She looked at me with a curious expression.
 
   “Where did that come from?”
 
   I wasn’t sure. And I wasn’t even sure that’s what I wanted. 
 
   “I don’t want you to go to a sex club with him.”
 
   She hesitated. “So, I can see him, just not go to a sex club with him?”
 
   “Terri --”
 
   “I’m not arguing. I just want to understand what the boundaries are.”
 
   “I don’t know. Not for sure,” I replied.
 
   “But you still want me to see other men?”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   She corrected herself. “I’m sorry Honey. I mean, you’re still willing for me to see other men to satisfy my deep, dark needs? Is that better?”
 
   I sighed. 
 
   “I don’t want to make rules.”
 
   “But you just did…. Which is fine. Great even. But now I want to understand them.”
 
   My mind was reeling. I didn’t know what I wanted. I just knew that Mike was dangerous. And he was dangerous because of his ambitions and imagination. He wasn’t like Brian or Terri’s other men. Even Chucky just wanted her for himself. Brian just liked having another hot piece of ass in his rotation. But Mike wanted to get into her head, and mine, and he wouldn’t stop until he had. That made him a menace… but also, I now knew, that made him just what Terri wanted in a lover. I didn’t know if I could deny him to her.
 
   I also didn’t know if she would actually allow me to do it. I’d lost track of how many times she’d told me it was all up to me. That I could end it whenever I wanted. But the truth was, I didn’t really believe it. I didn’t really believe that when push came to shove, she’d really honor my wishes.  After all, she was completely open to him. Her mouth, her pussy, her ass, all available for his pleasure. She submissively allowed herself to be bound, gagged, tormented. There was nothing she denied him, so why would she deny him everything just because I said so?
 
   I could live with it. I had no choice. If only he could just content himself with her. What was wrong with him that that wasn’t enough. Her beautiful face and her perfect breasts.
 
   Why did he need more?
 
   “Bill?”
 
   I was having trouble forming words. 
 
   “Let’s start with the sex club,” she suggested. “What bothers you about that?”
 
   “I just…. I’d prefer you didn’t….”
 
   Weak. Weak. Weak.
 
   “What if we just watched? Or what if we just went so other people could watch Mike and me fucking? Would that be okay?”
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   “But you don’t want him leading me around with a leash and letting strangers have me,” she asked.
 
   Why was that even an issue. Why would she enjoy it? I knew that was the wrong question to ask. That was a rabbit hole. 
 
   “No.”
 
   She raised an eyebrow.
 
   “No, I don’t want you to do that.”
 
   She nodded. “Okay, well, then what if he invites some friends of his over to his place, would that be --”
 
   “No…. It’s not about the leash, and it’s not about the club.”
 
   “So what is it about?”
 
   I couldn’t set rules on Mike. He’d find ways around any limits I could imagine. Not because he was so smart and creative, but obviously because he liked the idea of fucking with us. Of fucking with me. He was interjecting himself into our relationship, and that’s what I couldn’t accept. I braced myself for a fight. 
 
   “I don’t want you to see Mike anymore.”
 
   She nodded. “Okay. I can live with that.”
 
   I was relieved. Maybe a little disappointed. Scared too, at some level, that she was just saying what she thought I wanted to hear. 
 
   “I can live with that,” she repeated. “But can you give me a reason?”
 
   I shook my head, but even as I did, an answer formed. Not quite an honest answer, but as close as I was willing to say out loud. “Because I don’t like how he gets into your head.”
 
   “Interesting, Bill. So you don’t mind men getting into… my mouth… my pussy… or my ass… but you draw the line at my head.”
 
   I didn’t reply.
 
   She didn’t speak or otherwise react for a long while. She was hoping I’d step into the silence, but I had said it as well as I could. It was now up to her whether she wanted to accept it. 
 
   Finally, she nodded. Another pause. A smile and then, “Well, that still leaves open the question of the Uber driver. He definitely didn’t get inside my head. I don’t even know his name,  but --”
 
   “Juan.”
 
   She smiled. “Oh, good, thank you. So, what do you think he got into?”
 
   I thought of the options she’d laid out. And I also realized what would happen next. “Your mouth.”
 
   “Ding, ding, ding. We have a winner. He was uncut,” she said. “Only my second uncircumcised penis. I don’t think I’ve ever really quite mastered the nuances there. Maybe I need more practice?”
 
   I shuddered. She giggled.
 
   “Not that… Juan, was it?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Not that Juan really cared. He just wanted to fuck my face.”
 
   She leaned forward again, and I didn’t stop her this time. She swallowed me deep into her mouth. I grabbed the back of her head and held her in place. She moaned around my prick. I gasped and came hard, down her throat like I’d imagined doing earlier, like Juan had done. She swallowed me with practiced ease. 
 
   She rose up off me. I pulled her into my arms. We didn’t kiss, but I could see smell her breath, hot, moist, musky. 
 
   “Are we okay?” I asked.
 
   She answered by tenderly running her fingers through my hair. Yes, Baby, we’ll be just fine.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER NINE
 
    
 
   I had asserted myself. It felt good. 
 
   We slowly transitioned into making love. No Mike. No Brian. No Juan. Just the two of us. I helped her out of her PJs and spent an eternity worshipping her gorgeous body.
 
   
Even after all these years together, I still find new things to love about her. Or maybe I’m rediscovering them. That night, her chest intrigued me. We kissed softly, tenderly, my hand wedged between her ribs and her boobs. I could feel her breathing, the faint thud of her heartbeat, the weight of her heavy breasts on the back of my hand. I moved down, sucking her nipples in my mouth, running my tongue across the bumpy flesh of her areolas. 
 
   As I licked her tits, I let my hand drift down over her flat belly, making small circles with my fingertips as I moved toward her shaved slit. She moaned softly as I found her wetness. I gently explored her silky folds, relishing the way my touch made her sigh and her stomach muscles tense. 
 
   I pressed a finger inside her. She was tight. Hot. Excited. I went in deeper. Her hand cupped mine, not to stop me, and not to urge me on, but rather in quiet reassurance that she liked what I was doing. I withdrew my finger, slowly, slowly, letting its length slide across her swollen clit. She shuddered and then moaned again as my fingertip pressed on her sensitive nub, feeling the harder ridge of her hood. I entered her again and repeated the process, two, then three times, until with a delicious little mewl, I felt her pussy clench repeatedly on my digit. 
 
   She pulled off my t-shirt and pressed me onto my back. She went down on me, her long, blond locks trailing against my chest and my belly. Ticklish, but at same time, erotic as hell. 
 
   She wasn’t whore Terri, but rather wife Terri at first. She didn’t swallow me whole or slobber all over me or gag herself with my prick. Instead, she kissed and licked the length of my cock, softly suckled the head, her hands stroking my shaft and balls. 
 
   “That’s nice,” I sighed.
 
   She looked back over her shoulder, her smile showing even in her eyes. She blew me a kiss and then returned her attention to my prick. Slowly, she worked it deeper into her mouth, her tongue becoming more playful. I moaned.
 
   She edged her body closer to mine. I took the hint and reached out to ease her up over my torso so that her pussy was at my mouth. She swallowed me deep, and I craned my neck to lap at her soaking, wet pussy.
 
   Her thighs quivered as I sucked on her clit. Her hard nipples rubbed against my stomach. She bobbed up and down on my cock faster and faster, and I could feel her spit begin to dribble down onto my balls. I realized I was involuntarily thrusting upward into her mouth, but at the same time I noticed she was pumping her hips, smearing her pussy against my face. We were close, both of us.
 
   She lifted her head up and gasped at me. “I want you inside me.”
 
   I was happy to oblige. We disentangled a bit awkwardly. I’m not sure there is really a graceful way to get out of a 69. She giggled as my forearm smooshed her nose, but then she spun around and draped herself over me. My cock was trapped between our bodies, and I could feel the wetness of her snatch against my shaft. 
 
   She kissed me hard. I could taste something of myself on her tongue, though she probably got more of herself in the bargain. Without breaking our embrace, she shifted and my prick slid up into her steamy snatch. I was already close, and I almost lost it, but managed to calm myself.
 
   I roamed my hands over her sultry body as she began to move on top of me. I loved the way she slowly rolled her hips, slipping my cock in and out of her almost completely, so that at the apex just the head was still in the grip of her tight pussy. And then a slow, luxuriant reinsertion that culminated with my entire shaft engulfed with her hot wetness.
 
   Her eyes were closed in concentration. She rose up on her arms, and I watched in awe as her big tits swayed with her movements. Faster, faster. She gasped, and then I felt her pussy spasm, and I matched her climax with my own.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My self-satisfaction didn’t survive the night. I awoke anxious, and as I probed my thoughts it occurred to me that what I’d seen as a big victory was actually just a case of pushing on an open door.
 
   Terri, I realized, had already decided to end it with Mike. He was too pushy, too demanding. The stunt with the mock rape had turned her on, but also creeped her out. 
 
   That was the point of her sex-a-thon with him after. Part of it was testing herself. If she could take everything he could throw at her and still walk away whole, she didn’t need him. Part of it, too, was that she got it all out of her system. 
 
   She’d done the same thing with Chucky, all those years ago, when she’d first left him for me. It was her way of saying goodbye to men who got under her skin.
 
   For a few hours I thought I was in control. I now realized I still wasn’t.
 
   Even still, all of this remained theoretical for now. 
 
   The weekend passed normally. A quiet Sunday. Spring cleaning and dinner with the kids. Another day that looked to anyone observing from outside like a quiet weekend in suburbia.
 
   We didn’t make love on Sunday night. We watched TV. We read in bed. We fell asleep with our butts touching. Just a reassuring bit of contact. Somehow that seemed important, as if no matter how far apart we drifted at times, there was always that residual connection that would keep us together. I don’t know why I imbued it with that much meaning. It was probably just wishful thinking.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next morning was my day to go in early. I’d have the kids in the afternoon. I rose without waking Terri and took a quick shower.
 
   I should have just dressed and gone, but I couldn’t help myself and before leaving the bedroom I peered into her closet to see what clothes she’d laid out. It was a regular outfit, patterned tan and black silk blouse, and a suede skirt. Sexy, but I wouldn’t have batted an eyelash had I not noticed that draped over the top of the skirt, she’d chosen a pair of sheer, tan, thigh-high stockings, and matching g-string panties.
 
   I froze. I considered waking her. Confronting her over her plans. And maybe that’s what she was counting on. 
 
   Friday night she’d been nearly raped and then fucked the shit out of Mike. Saturday we’d hashed it out and she’d agreed to stop seeing him. Now, here comes Monday, and she was either reneging on our deal or already planning to see Brian again, or worse, find another man to replace Mike. 
 
   The problem was… that was okay. Or at least not prohibited. I seethed momentarily at the fact that she’d pushed me into making that edict about Mike. I knew she’d resent me for it at some point, even if she wanted the same thing. That was my whole point in refusing to be the bad guy. She had to decide things for herself. 
 
   Aside from Mike, our deal was still the same as before, so I had no real grounds to object to her thigh-highs and g-string… nor to whomever she invited to sample her surely freshly shaved and juicy cunt. Other than Mike… and I guess Chucky… she could fuck whomever she wanted. That was crazy enough as it was, that somehow we’d proceeded far enough down the garden path that all of this was reasonable, but there was something particularly galling in the fact that she seemed ready to go back to the well so soon after the agitation of the weekend. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day, but I resisted the urge to call or text. Even when she came home a bit later than usual, smiling a bit broader than usual, her hair a bit more disheveled than usual, I didn’t take her aside and say anything. 
 
   Instead I waited, as usual, for the kids to be down. She reappeared, still in her work skirt and blouse. 
 
   “So who was it today?” I asked. 
 
   I was trying to sound disinterested, cool, calm, nonchalant. No big deal if my old lady is fucking another dude. Whatevs. 
 
   It came out anything but. Needy. Accusatory. Demanding.
 
   She smiled sweetly. “Brian. I like a dirty, little quickie on a Monday to get my week off to a good start.”
 
   “Quickie, huh?”
 
   “Well, not that quick, maybe. But with him, even a zippy fuck goes a long way.”
 
   I imagined his huge tool pounding into my wife’s tight, little pussy. Just like she’d hoped I would. 
 
   “I bet.”
 
   She pursed her lips as if in thought, though she couldn’t prevent the corners of her mouth from curling upward into a grin. “How did you know?”
 
   “I noticed your thigh-highs and panties,” I replied.
 
   “Noticed, huh?”
 
   I didn’t reply.
 
   “I like the way the stockings look when I have my legs over his shoulders. And the g-string is very practical. Just move it aside and voila.” She giggled. “On the other hand, they’re too skimpy to really hold in a heavy load, and Brian does come a gallon.”
 
   She yanked up her skirt. I couldn’t help but stare. The barely-there fabric of her panties was soaking wet, and her thighs glistened.
 
   “I even cleaned up,” she said. “But he comes so hard and so deep that it is the gift that keeps on giving.”
 
   “You’re tormenting me.”
 
   “I am doing nothing of the sort,” she replied. “Just the facts, man, just the facts.”
 
   “Ma’am,” I corrected.
 
   “I’m updating it. Anyway, surely you want to be kept apprised of who I fucked and when, don’t you?”
 
   I groaned.
 
   “What, Bill? I mean, especially now that you’ve banned me from seeing Mike, how else am I going to get my fix for dirty, dangerous men? Especially now that you’ve gotten me to talk about my shocking, formative experiences, you must realize that I am a slave to my desires.”
 
   “You’re mocking me,” I noted. 
 
   She shrugged.
 
   “And yet,” I added, “here you are, leaking another man’s come.”
 
   “Yes, it is quite the paradox, isn’t it?” She paused. “Anyway, I’ll let you muse on that. I think I’m going to go soak in the tub with a glass of wine.”
 
   She lowered her skirt and swirled out of the room. I’m not sure she actually made a dramatic exit, though it felt that way. At this point, almost every interaction with my wife seemed somehow fraught.
 
   I finished cleaning up from dinner, and then followed her upstairs. I crept into our bedroom and sat down heavily on the bed. I could hear her sloshing around in the tub in our bathroom through the half-open door.
 
   I just wanted to go in and talk to her, but none of our conversations proceeded as I expected, and so I was torn. Sit stewing with my own neuroses alone, or try yet again to talk to her? I opted finally for the latter. As painful as it was to know I couldn’t seem to satisfy her, it was worse to give in to the sensation of distance growing between us. So, once more unto the breach.
 
   She looked up as I entered, putting down her paperback thriller, and taking a sip of her red wine. As always, she knocked me on my ass. Why is that? I’d seen her naked a million times, had sex with her almost as many, and yet she still often took my breath away. 
 
   I don’t know what it was this time. Her hair was up in a sloppy bun that exaggerated the long, slender lines of her neck. Her breasts crested above the water, highlighting their swells and curves. She had one leg up out of the water, her adorable, painted toes curling around the water spout, her inner thigh glistening. 
 
   God, you’re so beautiful.
 
   “What if the kids walked in?” I grunted.
 
   She laughed. “I’d tell them to go back to bed. All they would see is Mommy taking a bath. Only you see a dirty whore flaunting herself.”
 
   “That’s what Brian would see too.”
 
   “No. All he’d see is the back of my head as I bobbed up and down on his huge cock.”
 
   I groaned. She laughed. 
 
   “You asked for it,” she noted.
 
   “I did,” I admitted. I hesitated. “Did you really see him today?”
 
   She nodded. “I did. Should I not have?”
 
   “I’m not --”
 
   “The boss of me,” she finished my sentence. “Right. Got it. As long as we’re on the same page.”
 
   “We are,” I confirmed.
 
   I remained there silent. She watched me for several long moments, and then took another sip of wine. 
 
   “We talked about me getting another tattoo,” she said.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Mmmm. I swear, when he talks about getting me more ink, he gets even harder and bigger than usual.”
 
   “You can feel the difference?”
 
   She nodded. “Oh yeah. When a guy is really, really hard, it’s almost scary. Just feels like he’s going to go right through you and come out the other side.”
 
   “That sounds painful.”
 
   “It is just a sensation. I can’t really explain it. Of course, it’s all in my head, but in a good way. That’s okay, you know.”
 
   “If you say so.”
 
   She smirked. “Where should I get it? Up here?” she asked, as she traced a fingertip up her inner thigh.
 
   “How about on your lower back?” I suggested.
 
   She laughed. “You can’t resist, can you?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “You want me to get a tramp stamp. Why? So you can feel better about all of this?”
 
   “How would that work?” I asked.
 
   “Because you desperately want to put me in a box. You want to scrawl the word whore on my forehead so that it will absolve you of any responsibility.”
 
   “The only person who wants to write anything on you is your boyfriend.”
 
   She shook her head in a gesture of resigned bemusement.
 
   “God, I’m so sore.” She rubbed her sex beneath the surface of the water. “No matter how much I practice, he still wears me out.”
 
   “Practice?”
 
   She finished off her wine and rose out of the water. I looked her over, but my gaze was quickly drawn to her pussy, which to my eyes did look puffy and well-used.
 
   “Pass me my towel?” 
 
   I handed it to her. She stepped out of the tub gracefully and wrapped the towel around her sexy body.
 
   “Did I mention I got a new, Brian-sized toy?” she said as she walked past me into the bedroom.
 
   I followed after her. She approached her dresser and dug out her new dildo, a life-like phallus, complete with balls and textured like a real cock. It was laughably big, and I’d have dismissed it as unrealistic had I not seen in person the real version it was meant to recall.
 
   “I’ve been practicing on it,” she said.
 
   She ran her tongue around the bulbous head until it glistened wetly, and then, opening wide, she swallowed several inches of the thick shaft into her mouth. She pumped it in and out slowly, going deeper with each swallow, but even still taking less than half of it at most.
 
   “I really want to learn to deepthroat him. It might save my pussy some abuse.”
 
   “You don’t have to see him,” I noted.
 
   “I can’t help myself,” she replied. 
 
   “When are you seeing him next?” I asked. Then I shivered as I realized I sort of was hoping she’d reply, right now.
 
   She didn’t answer the question. Instead, she grinned mischievously. She sucked wetly on the dildo. “I’ve never had one this big to play with regularly. You can see why I’m hooked.”
 
   “You always tell me size doesn’t matter.”
 
   She chuckled. “Maybe I was wrong,” she replied, deliberately pushing my buttons.
 
   Even still, I could tell there was something to it, particularly a few minutes later when I was using it on her. She threw me her wet towel, and as I hung it up, she draped herself across the bed. 
 
   She spread her legs wide and rubbed the fake cock against her vaginal lips. “Though even if I could sword swallow him, I doubt I could resist feeling him inside of me.”
 
   She angled the tip, and it spread her labia apart. The bulbous head opening her widely. She moaned softly. 
 
   “Bill, you do it,” she suggested.
 
   I approached the bed and wrapped my hands around the huge cock. It was heavy and more than a little disconcerting. But as she writhed against it, I began to wield the enormous phallus. Her pussy was very wet, but even still I could feel the resistance from her tight pussy as I worked it in and out. I was jealous of Brian, of the fact that every time he had a woman, that regardless of how excited she was, he’d get to experience that sensation of stretching her out, seeing her struggle to accept him, and at the same time, the moans, gasps, grunts, and sighs of pleasure.
 
   I’d seen it in that bar manager’s office, but not this close. Inches away from my wife’s stretched snatch, I could see how taut the skin was around the rubber cock, the way it exposed and made prominent her hooded clit. And bottoming out, I watched her shivering uncontrollably in passion.
 
   “Oh God, Bill, let me suck your cock while you do that.”  
 
   I kneeled beside her. She turned her head and swallowed my prick deep into her hot, wet mouth. She sucked me hard, urgently, and I reciprocated by ramming that huge tool harder and faster into her wet cunt. Her moans reverberated up and down my shaft. She grabbed my balls tight around the base holding me in place, keeping me buried into her mouth. And then suddenly from around my prick, she squealed loudly. I churned the dildo in harder still, and she shuddered from head to toe, even her throat seeming to clench in time with her waves of passions. 
 
   I imagined what she was thinking about. Of two men holding her down and forcing themselves into her as hard and deep as they could. That realization put me over the edge. I gasped as well, coming into the back of her mouth, and she swallowed my load like a pro.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was waiting for her in the darkened kitchen when she came home. Painted-on jeans, high-heeled leather boots, a tight sweater clinging to her bra-less chest. I’d have known she’d gone to visit Brian again even if she hadn’t called to tell me she was running late.
 
   That made it three days in a row, which was all the more galling since she was going out to California tomorrow for a professional conference.
 
   I knew saying something would end up badly, but I couldn’t help myself.
 
   “You’re seeing of lot of Brian.”
 
   “I need to get my fill before my trip.”
 
   “There are men in California,” I noted.
 
   “Yes, but there are no guarantees they’ll fuck me half as well as he does.”
 
   “I wish you’d talk about me the way you talk about him.”
 
   “Who says I don’t?”
 
   I snorted. “I doubt you talk to Brian about how good a lover I am.”
 
   “Ah, but I do,” she insisted. “It helps to keep him fired up. I tell him to fuck me so that I forget about you. And he tries. Oh, boy, he tries.”
 
   She gave me the opportunity to reply, but I held my tongue. I’d dug myself a deep enough hole already.
 
   She flicked the hair from her face. “He was in rare form tonight. He picked me up off the ground and just bounced me up and down on his big cock. One day he’s really going to just tear me in two.”
 
   Another pause. I let pass another opportunity to jump in. She leaned in close. Her breath was hot, a little boozy, maybe even a little musky, though that was probably my imagination.
 
   “I never stopped thinking about you. Even when I couldn’t see straight. Even when I was probably screaming even louder than Melanie did when Toby screwed her.”
 
   I felt my jaw drop and my breath catch.
 
   She grinned. “I thought about seeing that very look on your face, in fact.”
 
   I managed to suck in some oxygen, and then realized my heart was pounding.
 
   “Do you think Melanie thought about you when she first started sucking on Toby’s big dick? How about when he first got inside her?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I replied. 
 
   “I bet she did. I bet she was thinking about you the whole time. How angry you’d be. How disappointed. But also how surprised. And maybe even how turned on.”
 
   “That sounds like you.”
 
   “It does, doesn’t it? Do you think she ever cheated on you with other men?”
 
   “I’ve never thought about it.”
 
   “Never? Not even a little? I bet she did. I mean, hooking up with another guy at a party you’re at is a pretty advanced move. Not for the faint of heart, I mean.”
 
   “You’re cruel.”
 
   She laughed. “But I can be so giving too.”
 
   She unbuttoned her jeans and eased them down over her hips. She wasn’t wearing panties. She turned and bent over the kitchen table, presenting her ass to me. Her pussy was wet and very swollen looking nothing if not well-fucked. My eyes were also drawn to her asshole, which seemed to wink at me as she ground against the table. I wondered if he’d had her there yet.
 
   “What are you waiting for?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   She reached behind her and dipped two fingers into her steaming hole. They came out glistening, and she rubbed her juices along the length of her crack, pausing to tease her own ass. 
 
   “I wish Brian could be more patient. He just likes to slam it in there. And that’s hot. But I wish he’d make me beg for it sometimes. I bet Melanie begged Toby for his cock.”
 
   “Terri, don’t….” I muttered. If it came out unconvincing, it was because I was ambivalent. I knew I should try to stop her, but I also didn’t want her to. 
 
   “Once a guy makes a girl scream in passion, there’s very little she won’t do for him,” she said suggestively. “Do you want to know what I’d do for Brian?”
 
   “No.” But I was nodding.
 
   She smiled. She continued playing with herself. She pulled her cheeks apart and fingered her pussy. She arched her back and writhed against the table.
 
   “Ever since you encouraged me to try anal with Chucky --”
 
   “I didn’t encourage you.”
 
   “But you were so supportive. Without you I’d have never had the guts to try it. And now, I really love it.”
 
   She punctuated that by sliding her middle finger deep into her ass while letting out a sultry moan. 
 
   “Do you think Melanie took Toby in her ass?”
 
   I didn’t answer. 
 
   “I think she probably did.” She added a second finger and began pumping them in and out of her rectum. “But that’s okay. I think it’s great how open minded you are.”
 
   “Is there some point to this?”
 
   She laughed. “Ooh, you are good,” she cooed. “I’m trying to get you to fuck me, Honey. Are you going to make me beg?”
 
   “What if I don’t want to?”
 
   “But you do. You’re just worried about what message it will send.”
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   “You don’t need to send up smoke signals, Bill. All you need to do to is say the word. But you don’t want to because you don’t want to own it.”
 
   “Stop psychoanalyzing me,” I snapped.
 
   She stopped squirming and slowly slid her fingers out of her ass. She stood and yanked up her jeans. She turned to face me. She wasn’t angry, or at least didn’t look it, but she wasn’t happy either. What did I see in her expression? Concern. That perhaps most of all. Pain, maybe. Disappointment. It was a look I’d seen before from Terri, but I wasn’t completely sure what it meant.
 
   She approached me. 
 
   “I love you, Bill,” she said simply
 
   She kissed my cheek. It felt like a goodbye. Then she turned and went upstairs to bed. By the time I followed, she was asleep, as I had planned.
 
   When I woke up the next morning, she’d already left for the airport. Her flight was early, so at some level this was simple consideration. But it was also something else. A chance to send me a message. On her bedside table, she’d left something behind, her wedding and engagement rings. I didn’t know if she’d left me for good, but I did understand one thing. Out in California, she considered herself a single woman.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TEN
 
    
 
   I was in the car, driving to pick up Annabelle and Braden from their after-school activities when she called. She’d arrived in Los Angeles in the morning and spent most of the day there already.
 
   “Hi honey,” I answered, trying to keep my voice level. “You called a little early. I don’t have the kids yet.”
 
   “I know,” she replied. “I wanted to speak to you.”
 
   I waited for her to continue. She didn’t. “What about?”
 
   “I met a man.”
 
   Even though it was the answer I expected, my stomach did a flip.
 
   “And did you?”
 
   She laughed. “Don’t you want to know what he’s like first?”
 
   I groaned. “Yeah.”
 
   “He’s very, very handsome. Tall. Really thick dark hair.”
 
   “Young guy?”
 
   “No. Older. Well, fortysomething. Very successful. He’s the director of geriatric medicine at Cedars-Sinai and a professor at UCLA.”
 
   The sour taste of bile in my throat. “So was he good?” I spat out.
 
   She laughed. “I don’t know… yet.”
 
   “Oh, you didn’t let him pull you into an alley?”
 
   She laughed. “I would have... in a heartbeat. But he invited me to dinner instead.”
 
   “Classy.”
 
   “Very. I wonder what he’ll think when he finds out I’m not wearing panties.”
 
   Another one of those moments when I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I settled for sarcasm.
 
   “Going to flash him?”
 
   She chuckled. “If I have to. Anyway, just thought I’d give you a heads up that if you try to reach me later this evening, I might be, uh, indisposed.”
 
   “Terri….”
 
   “What? Would you rather I didn’t go to dinner with him?”
 
   I hesitated. “Have fun.”
 
   Another laugh. “I’m sure I will.”
 
   I knew he would too. Happily I didn’t have time to dwell on that. I pulled up in front of the school. Seeing me, the kids pointed at my car and the teacher cleared them to join me. They climbed noisily into their car seats.
 
   “Mom is on the phone,” I said to them.
 
   They both shrieked in joy and began speaking simultaneous to their mother. I zoned out and began to drive home.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   She wouldn’t need to flash him. She had probably been flirting with him like mad. Peering at him through her eyelashes, her throaty laugh, flicking that strand of blond hair from her face. He was probably kicking himself for not having just invited himself back to her hotel room for an afternoon quickie. When Terri was into a man, he didn’t need to put any extra effort into it. But regardless, dinner was just a pretext, something that normal people did before they fucked a stranger.
 
   He was a handsome fucker. Avetis Termernian. She told me enough about him that I could look him up. I wasn’t surprised to find he was a very dapper-looking, olive-skinned, well-built man with a dazzling smile. There were lots of images of him giving speeches and attending galas, always appearing confident and in control. I could see why a woman would be attracted to him, why my wife was.
 
   He seemed like a gentleman, but Terri would break him of that. Giggles, smokey glances, flashes of cleavage, painted fingernails tapping against her wine glass. He gave off an aura of worldliness, and out in Los Angeles, he’d certainly had opportunities to deal with women like my wife, who wore their sexuality on their sleeve and were up for anything.
 
   I could picture it. A trendy restaurant, perhaps a bit loud, but also dripping with energy. Champagne cocktails, lighthearted conversation. He’d edge closer to her to be heard. Her hand casually touching his forearm. His hand brushing against her skirt under the table, when she didn’t retreat, he would get bolder. Fingertips on her bare knee. Her eyes flashing, her breath catching.
 
   Their food would arrive and they would separate, but the air between them now charged. They’d both expected the evening would end in sex, or at least she expected and he hoped, but now they both knew, and they both knew the other knew. A new dynamic. Seduction segueing to foreplay without even leaving the table. 
 
   Dinner now an impediment, something to be, if not hurried through, then at least, dispatched with a certain efficiency. No to dessert. No to coffee. He’d rise quickly and ease back her chair. A gentlemanly gesture. I pictured him taking her hand in his and walking her toward the exit. Various sets of eyes on the hot blonde and the lucky guy who’d surely be fucking her later than evening.
 
   Walking out in the warm, Southern California evening, I imagined him pausing on the sidewalk and drawing her into his arms. A kiss. Gentle at first, but building, a flick of tongue, and then breaking off. Not about making a scene in public, but rather confirming intentions. 
 
   Then to his car. Expensive, sleek, perfectly maintained. A Mercedes S Class. Jaguar XJ. Maybe a Maserati. My wife in the passenger seat, her hands massaging the soft leather, seat belt wedged between her breasts accenting her cleavage as Avi glanced over approvingly. Pulling out into traffic, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the bare skin of her knee, fingers slowly exploring upward, relishing the smoothness of her skin, the softness of the invisible, downy hairs on her inner thigh. Higher still, her skin becoming warmer, dampish, slightly sticky. Another glance from him. A smile. Terri blushing, but smiling as well.
 
   Her hand on his, encouraging him further, leading to the discovery she’d planned for him. His killer smile, radiant, and he finds her bare skin, her wet slit. He moves his hand back down her thigh, rests it confidently on her knee.
 
   The luxury sedan turning off the main road, through an automatic gate, pulling up to a mission-style mansion. She waits for him to open her door, and when he does, she emerges with a generous flash of leg and cleavage. Hand on her lower back he leads her inside.
 
   Tastefully appointed, expensive artwork, the light-colored furniture of a man without children. They sidle over to a heavy, carved wooden bar. She asks for a glass of white wine. He pours himself a scotch. They toast. To new friends. 
 
   Their eyes lock. He moves in confidently, hand cupping her cheek, and they kiss. Deeper this time than out on the street. Tongues swirling. Hers flicking at his lips. He can feel her heat, her hunger. She’s up for anything, and he knows it. But he resists the temptation to push her to her knees or bend her over the barstool. He continues to kiss her, his hands entangled in her silky hair, then sliding down over her body, feeling her slender form, teasing her curves as she melds against him. He breaks the embrace. She looks up at him, aflame and panting.
 
   He takes her hand and leads her from the living room, up the wide curving staircase to the second floor. Through double door into his master suite. She peers into his bathroom, spying the oversized Jacuzzi tub. He follows her gaze and smiles. There will be time enough for that later. For their first time, he’ll take her on his raised, king-sized bed. 
 
   They pause at the foot of the bed and kiss again. This time his hands are more aggressive, cupping her heavy breasts as he sucks on her lip. She’s ravenous now. She shoves him back and in a quick motion, she lifts her dress up over her head. It messes her hair, and she looks wild. Naked, breasts heaving, eyes flashing. He grins and carefully removes his jacket.
 
   She kicks off her heels and jumps onto his bed. Her legs parted slightly, shamelessly. She leans back on her elbows and watches him disrobe. He admires her confidently, seeing her excitement, her erect nipples, her glistening snatch, knowing he’s the cause. He’s nearly naked now, and he’s gratified at her expression as he pulls down his boxers and exposes his dark, thick, hard tool. She licks her lips and absentmindedly rubs her pussy.
 
   He climbs onto the bed and her legs spread instinctively as she drops down onto the mattress. He moves between her creamy white thighs, his jutting prick inches from her steaming pussy. He takes in her body, the flatness of her stomach, the swell of her breasts, the exquisite lines of her neck, the fan of blond hair against his sheets. He runs his thumb between her labia, feeling the heat and wetness of her vagina. His thumb trails across her clit, and she shudders. 
 
   Put it in, she begs. But he knows it will be even better the longer he makes her wait. He works her pussy like a pro, tracing her labia, dipping his thumb into her wetness, circling her clit, until she’s moaning and shivering. He replaces his thumb with the head of his cock, smiling as he sees it begin to glisten with her juices. 
 
   A sudden thrust. She gasps and swallows hard. He revels in her hot, wet, tightness. He thrusts in again, deeper, and all the patience pays off as she explodes, her pussy clutching at his cock rhythmically. He drapes himself over her writhing body. They kiss wetly as he begins to fuck her… to fuck my wife deep and hard. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   After I cleaned myself off, I tried to sleep, but it was impossible. Fevered images that turned into surprisingly vivid dreams. Had the routine of Brian lulled me, so that a new man in the picture touched a nerve? Was it that she’d left her rings behind? Was it the distance between us? Or the sense I got immediately that Dr. Avetis Termernian was somehow an even more serious threat?
 
   In my distress I saw it all. I saw her legs wrapped around his waist as he fucked her hard with his fat cock, their tongues intertwined in deep, soul kisses. I saw her swallowing his prick into her mouth, coaxing him to life so he could fuck her again and again. In the Jacuzzi, the jets bubbling, Terri riding him enthusiastically. Then back on the bed, his hands palming her perfect ass, as he rammed her from behind.
 
   But more than anything, I saw Terri’s face. Her beautiful face. Smiling. Moaning. Grimacing. Cheeks flush and shiny. Eyes-rolling. Lips pursed. All the various ways I’d seen her come over the years. Hard. Tender. Relieved. Overwhelmed. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
 
   I knew she wouldn’t be up when I woke up… well, got up. I’m not sure anything I did that night qualified as sleep. I was a zombie as I got the kids off to school. 
 
   In the office, I checked my watch. 10:00am my time. 8:00am hers. She had a day of workshops, but I wondered if she’d attend. Or would she instead choose to remain in bed with her new lover, fucking away the day?
 
   Just as I was about resigned to that idea, and to the fact that I would be obsessing over it all day rather than getting any work done, the phone buzzed in my pocket. When I saw it was Terri, my hands began to shake uncontrollably. 
 
   “Good morning,” I said. My voice was high, tight.
 
   She laughed. “Good morning to you,” she squeaked back, mimicking my tone.
 
   I cleared my throat. “Um, so, how was it?”
 
   She laughed again. “You mean dinner? I had a lovely seared grouper and –”
 
   “You know what I mean.”
 
   “I do?” she asked with mock innocence.
 
   I didn’t answer.
 
   “Oh, you mean the fucking? Did he make me come with his big, fat cock?”
 
   Now, I couldn’t answer.
 
   “Bill, you still there?” She sounded amused. Bitch.
 
   “Yes,” I choked out.
 
   “Is that what you meant? You want to know about the S-E-X?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She didn’t answer immediately. I felt this immense pressure to fill the void, but I couldn’t think of what words to say.
 
   Finally, she chuckled. “Well, I am sorry to disappoint you, but nothing happened.”
 
   “I’m not disappointed,” I replied flatly. But was I?
 
   She sensed my ambiguity. She laughed again. 
 
   “I’m not,” I insisted. “It’s just… what happened? Did he cancel out?”
 
   “No, nothing like that. We had a lovely dinner. He’s really funny and charming.”
 
   Fucker. 
 
   “I’m surprised. Playing hard to get isn’t your usual game.”
 
   “Oh, I wasn’t playing hard to get. I would gladly have sucked on his big –”
 
   “How do you know he’s big?” I interrupted.
 
   She laughed. “Sadly, I don’t. Wishful thinking, I guess. Also I know you like it.”
 
   “I don’t….” I muttered softly, not even trying to convince her of it.
 
   “He,” she continued, sounding definitely amused, “wants to take it slow. He says he likes me, and –”
 
   “You didn’t tell him you were married?”
 
   “Of course not. That was the whole point of leaving my rings behind.”
 
   I had thought that was meant to send a signal to me, but now I saw that maybe it was about making it more fun for her. Or maybe it was both?
 
   “Terri, aren’t you leading him on?”
 
   She ignored my question. “It might be interesting to take a lover who is interested in more than just getting his rocks off.”
 
   “I thought that was the attraction? Men who –”
 
   “Just want to screw? Brian has that covered. And variety is the spice of life….”
 
   I didn’t quite know how to respond. I had accepted the idea of my wife having casual sex with other men; it would be weird to object to her spending time with a man who wanted to romance her first.
 
   “Bill? You still there?” she asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “If you’re getting antsy, maybe I could….”
 
   “Terri –”
 
   “I did order room service for breakfast just now. If the waiter is cute, maybe I’ll give him a special tip. What do you think, Bill?”
 
   Before I could answer, I heard a sharp knock over the phone.
 
   “There he is,” she chimed. “I have to go.”
 
   She hung up.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I didn’t quite bite on that one. 
 
   I had a brief vision of my wife going to open the door, draped in a loosely closed bathrobe. Naked beneath, every movement teasing the handsome, Hispanic waiter in a different way. A glimpse of nipple, a flash of gash. Following him into the room too closely, in his personal space in a way that would strike him as both inappropriate and alluring. Leaning forward to sign the receipt, her ample breasts dangling, on display, taking longer than necessary, aware of his hungry gaze and the growing bulge in his pants. Eye contact. His embarrassed expression. Her smile as she drops to her knees….
 
   I stopped myself. It was almost as if she were right. As if I really did want it to happen. Did I?
 
   I felt like I was peering through a heavily fogged window. I could see movement on the other side. Broad shapes, shifting colors. But I couldn’t make out any details. Odd to think that my own mind could be so opaque even to direct questioning.
 
   I let my mind drift back to Terri and the waiter. The bathrobe peeled off her shoulders, exposing her gorgeous breasts. Her full lips sliding up and down his thick shaft as she fondled his heavy balls. 
 
   It was exciting. A turn on, even when I cranked it up. Now on her hands and knees, taking it hard from behind. Now on her back, legs over his powerful shoulders, eyes closed, moaning as he plunged again and again into her wet pussy.
 
   I loved seeing her like that, even in my own imagination. Lusty, hungry, fearless. I wanted her to always be like that. I knew she could be. I’d seen it, more times now than I could easily remember.
 
   The thing that I couldn’t be sure about, though, was how important the other men were in my fantasy, because that was the thing… when I fantasized about Terri, it was always with another man.
 
   So what was my real kink? The idea of my wife as a lusty vixen? Or the thought of another man using my wife as his personal slut?
 
   I tried to imagine a scenario that would allow me to distinguish between the two options, but when I thought about her in that hotel room in California, it was a blending of the two. There she was, moaning and gasping, playing with her own hard nipples, but there she was also, impaled and bouncing up and down on a wildly endowed, muscular stud of a man. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When she called that evening, my time, to catch up with the kids, she also informed me that she had another date that evening with Avi. 
 
   “Third date,” she noted suggestively.
 
   “I thought you only met him yesterday.”
 
   “Lunch, dinner, and now another dinner,” she explained. “Even a gentleman who wants to take it slow is going to try to get into my pants, right?”
 
   “You’re wearing pants?” I snarked.
 
   She laughed. Had I been trying to make a joke or was I just trying to pretend it didn’t affect me?
 
   “Just an expression, silly. No, I’ll wear a dress.”
 
   “And no panties.”
 
   She chuckled. “Need to plan on easy access. I have a feeling that when he gets revved up, he’s not going to be really patient.”
 
   “Why is that?”
 
   “Wishful thinking probably,” she admitted. “Did I mention he has really thick fingers?”
 
   I groaned.
 
   She laughed. “I’ll text you if anything exciting happens….” But after a pause, she changed her mind. “Actually, no. I think it’ll be more fun if I just wait to tell you once I get home tomorrow evening. Will you and the kids be at the airport to pick me up?”
 
   I looked over at the kids in the other room. I knew they would insist upon it. “Of course.”
 
   “Great! I love you, honey,” she said. “Have a good night, and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”
 
   I couldn’t help it. I laughed. Whatever else was going on between us, Terri maintained an uncanny ability to push my buttons. For good… or ill.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER TWELVE
 
    
 
   There she was, turning down the corridor that led from the arrival gates to where we were waiting for her. Annabelle shrieked. Braden broke from my grip and tore off towards his mother. She broke into a big smile and bent down to hug him into her arms. Just behind her, I could see the TSA agent’s gaze shift to her jean-clad ass.
 
   Or was that just me, pathologically sexualizing everything about my wife? No. He was checking her out. As I’m sure every other man she came across had. Even casually dressed, she stood out. That long blond hair, the tight denim hugging her hard, round ass, the swell of her breasts in that long-sleeved, charcoal grey, ribbed tee.
 
   Annabelle joined her, and then all three walked over to me hand in hand, Braden awkwardly drawing her roller bag behind him. Terri broke free long enough to give me a hug, a kiss on the cheek. Even coming off the plane, she smelled lovely, fresh, citrus. Her lips tender, yet warm, a hint at passion even in the most prosaic of greetings.
 
   The kids ran ahead on the moving walkway toward the exit. We had just a few moments to ourselves. I looked over at her. 
 
   “So?” I asked.
 
   She grinned at me and waited until we’d almost reached the kids before answering. “It was unbelievable.”
 
   My heart sank and my dick rose. I was equally perturbed and gratified. I felt a surge of anger, self-righteous and self-serving. Lust too, both thrilling and shameful. 
 
   In the car ride home I was pleased that Terri kept the kids occupied by asking them to recount all the details of her time away. She mentioned that she’d brought back presents for them.
 
   “I have a surprise for you too,” she said, tapping my thigh.
 
   I immediately pictured what that would be: a load of come filling her pussy, dripping out into her panties, deposited there by Avi just as she walked out the door. 
 
   It was already late and we hurried through dinner and then kids’ bedtime routines. Indeed, even the fact of taking care of the children while half-mad with the distraction of imagining Terri’s next revelation had itself become routine… or at least as commonplace as such a thing could be. 
 
   It would begin slowly. Teases and hints. A double-entendre. A sudden revelation. Searing. Stunning. A new boundary shattered. Although… what was left?
 
   In, what, eighteen months, so much had become commonplace. Sex with another man. Men. In public. On film. Anal. With another woman. Bondage. Sex toys. 
 
   It was one of those weirdly masochistic trains of thought. It was as if I were tempting myself to imagine my wife in more and more depraved and dark scenarios. And why? To punish myself by drawing up these images? To condemn her by imagining her debauched? Or was it what I secretly wanted?
 
   I swung back and forth in my assessments of the situation. Sometimes, I felt a grim satisfaction at my own generosity in allowing her to explore all of her most secret and twisted desires. Other times, I wondered if my own weakness was enabling what often felt like an ever-accelerating spiral into some abyss. 
 
   And always, I feared the worst, which I defined as losing her, though I wasn’t always sure if losing her meant us splitting apart or if it meant instead losing her across some ill-defined, but no less real, divide where she was no longer mine, but instead given over to them.
 
   I was waiting for her in the bedroom, stomach churning as she finished putting the kids to bed. I glanced over at her bedside table. Her engagement and wedding rings were still there. For some reason that felt more dangerous and threatening than knowing she was having sex with another man. 
 
   I heard her gently close the door to Braden’s room, and then her soft footsteps on the hardwood floor in the hallway. I was suddenly uncomfortable. Should I be sitting up? Reclined on the bed? Standing? Everything felt awkward.
 
   She entered our bedroom, took one look at me, and broke into a wide grin.
 
   “You look like you want to claw your way out of your skin,” she said. 
 
   She walked over and sat beside me, taking my hand in hers. 
 
   “This is hard,” I said.
 
   “So –”
 
   “If it is so hard, I could tell you to stop,” I interrupted.
 
   She shrugged and nodded. 
 
   I began to reply, “That’s –”
 
   “Up to me,” she broke in.
 
   Now I shrugged and nodded. The same old impasse. She bit her tongue rather than argue with me about it. It is what it is.
 
   “How was your third date?” I asked 
 
   There was a barely concealed venom in my voice. And also excitement. I knew Terri could sense both. 
 
   “You think I’ve hit the wall?” she asked. “I’m not really a spring chicken anymore.”
 
   I looked at the beautiful, sensuous not-even-35-year-old woman beside me. “Huh? Of course not. You’re gorgeous.”
 
   She laughed. “Sorry, I don’t mean to fish for compliments.” She paused. “I got plenty from Avi.”
 
   “I… I don’t understand.”
 
   “I’m not sure I do either,” she said cryptically.
 
   I felt a jolt of annoyance. “Terri, what are you talking about?”
 
   She grinned and I felt like an idiot for letting her push my buttons so easily.
 
   “Well, Bill, it’s like this. He gave me a lot of compliments, but what I was really hoping for was some…” she paused before providing the inevitable conclusion to her thought, “…cock.”
 
   I shuddered.
 
   “He… you… didn’t?”
 
   She shook her head. “I guess I could have asked for it outright, but that does seem a little desperate.”
 
   “A little,” I acknowledged.
 
   “I don’t mind begging for it as part of a game, but I don’t really want to beg for it. And anyway, I think I was pretty clear about the fact that I was up for…” Another pause. “… anything.”
 
   I gulped.
 
   She continued. “Most men in that situation have gotten the message.”
 
   I thought again of her skill at flirting, the way she orchestrated every glance, gesture, and utterance to make clear her intentions. Just the way she looked at a man with a thin, amused smile, lips turned up at the corners, eyes luminous through a veil of eyelashes. Her fingernails on his forearm. Leaning forward in a cleavage-enhancing pose. It wasn’t a message. It was a fire alarm, loud and insistent and unmistakeable.
 
   “Maybe he’s gay,” I suggested.
 
   She laughed.  “I don’t think so.”
 
   “So –”
 
   “He invited me to spend a weekend with him away.”
 
   “Oh….”
 
   She turned to face me, and I could see the excitement in her eyes.
 
   “I was thinking,” she began. “That you could come with.”
 
   “He’s bi?” I asked, puzzled.
 
   She was confused as well for a moment. “Oh. No…. Well, I don’t think so. I didn’t mean it like, you know, the three of us would go off together. I was thinking more that we could all be in the same place, and –”
 
   “I could watch you two?”
 
   “Well,” she replied. “I was thinking more than watch. I thought it might be sort of fun if I was with him, and then I could periodically get away and report back, if you know what I mean.”
 
   Like everything else, the idea was both hot and disturbing. My wife wanted to spend a romantic weekend with a new potential lover, and she was suggesting that I be close at hand so I could get regular personal updates before she went back to him. Is that what I wanted? Sitting by the pool and watching her with another man. Seeing him applying lotion to her back and legs, lingering on her thighs. Seeing them leave together, hand in hand. A 2:00am knock on my door. A fiery, quick reunion. Sloppy seconds and then adding my own load to his before sending her back for more. 
 
   “I don’t –”
 
   “I know it sounds weird, Bill, but me just going out and fooling around with other men can’t continue. You need to be a part of it somehow, and….”
 
   Or we could stop. But I didn’t say that. I couldn’t say that. Instead, I nodded.
 
   “Okay, let’s give it a try.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
    
 
   By the end of the week, I was actually eager for the trip. She’d seen Brian every day since her return from Los Angeles. Lunchtime quickies, an afternoon session on his day off, and even a night spent at his place with Cyn. Worst of all, she’d gone ahead with the tattoo. Just as well-done as the first, it was a sexy devil, placed meaningfully high on her left shoulder blade, close enough to whisper wicked thoughts into her ear. I was left hoping that some time with Avi might break her of what seemed to be a growing obsession with Brian and his oversized cock. 
 
   My mom, as usual, was delighted to get the kids for the weekend. Terri and I traveled on the same plane down to Florida, though we planned to sit apart just in case anyone on board happened to be going to the same resort. It seemed a strange precaution, but Avi was apparently still laboring under the impression that Terri was single. Again that struck me as dicey – dishonest at least and maybe a little cruel. She was leading him on, and he clearly wanted more than the roll in the hay she’d already offered him. On the other hand, there was a limit to how much sympathy I could feel for a man who would, likely that very evening, be burying his cock in my wife. 
 
   We drove together to the airport, but then separated. I dropped her off at the terminal and then went back to park the car. At the gate, I kept my distance. Terri, looking ready for Florida in a flowered sundress and cork-heeled sandals and single without her rings, had attracted the attention of a well-built, young Latino man. Expensively attired, he gave off a vibe that was equal parts scion to real estate fortune and up-and-coming drug lord. Confident and a little dangerous, and very much Terri’s type. 
 
   I mused darkly that were this an overnight flight, he’d have a better than even shot at inducting my wife into the mile-high club. Even with the handicap of daylight, I wouldn’t rule it out. It would be simple enough for her to duck into the toilet after him and casually impale herself on his long, thick cock. 
 
   I shook my head to banish the vision, but it remained there, like an afterimage burned into my memory. Did I really think my wife could so easily be seduced? That she was so consumed with lust that she’d go in for a quickie, even with her husband just yards away and already on a voyage planned for her to consummate her relationship with yet another man?
 
   The answer, of course, was yes. The image was so powerful precisely because it was so absolutely, completely, undeniably plausible. But why? What had gotten into her?
 
   Despite all the navel-gazing I’d done about the situation, I still just didn’t know. I knew… or at least I thought I knew that if she had any inkling what was in my mind that she would do it. If she knew I was already imagining it, she would immediately follow through on the attraction. But why? Because my thoughts would give her permission to pursue her own desires? Or because she liked to play with my emotions? Or because she just liked cock that much?
 
   Indeed, what was this whole trip about? Whose fantasies were we really feeding? 
 
   I had a sense, deep in my gut, and powerful as a result, that Terri didn’t mean to hurt me. That somehow, in some way, in her mind this was all about us. At the same time, I couldn’t shake the sensation that things were spiraling, and that regardless of intentions, or perhaps rationalizations, the situation was now out of control and dangerous. The danger wasn’t the sex. The danger was the possibility that the sex would, at some point, no longer be enough. 
 
   They began boarding, and immediately Terri approached the gate. Avi had bought her a seat in first class. My heart sank when I noticed that her new friend stood as well. They walked together to the gate, chatting. She was smiling, looking radiant, only a quick glance in my direction providing a hint that she even remembered I was there. 
 
   I looked down at my boarding pass. I was in Group 5, peon class. I grumbled to myself about the way more and more reminders of class distinction seemed to be working their way into our society. Then I checked myself. My annoyance was less with the privileges of the one-percent, than with the fact that this particular one-percenter was getting close to my wife.
 
   I looked around at my fellow plebs still awaiting our call to board. Short. Fat. Blotchy. Pale. A roller bag missing a wheel. Greasy hair. Peering at older cell phones in tacky cases. Earbud dangling and twisted. Smudged glasses. Khakis and sneakers. Anxious. Annoyed. An overstuffed computer bag. Just shabby. But these were my people. I was a little more put together, but even still, I was… average. Always had been. Always would be.
 
   But Terri… she wasn’t. And I know, part of it is that I always put her on a pedestal. How could I not? She was… is… just perfect. Forget her looks. Okay, impossible to do. But, okay, let’s look past it. Her quirky sense of humor. Her quickness of mind. A great mother. And then, okay, let’s talk about it. A genetic freak. Two kids and the body of a supermodel. Those breasts. That hair. Those eyes. Just intoxicating.
 
   She is so fucking out of my league. How many times had I thought that? A million times. And even when I wasn’t thinking it, it was always… always there. Even if I almost never said it aloud, it was omnipresent. And it wasn’t just looks. She was a sexual animal, and I was… blah. Even if I didn’t have my weird experience with April to hold me back, I’d still never be the kind of lover she craved. I didn’t have it in me.
 
   They called my zone. I picked up my carry-on and headed toward the gate. There was a back-up on the jetway. I shuffled my way forward, stopping and starting. And then onto the plane. The flight attendant, mid-50s, a blond bob, a rictus smile. “Welcome aboard.” Get in your seat, peasant. I turned into the aisle.
 
   Terri shot me a quick glance. Her lips curled into a small grin. Obvious to me. Surely invisible to her handsome Latin seat-mate. She waited until she was sure I was watching before she broke into a big laugh, her long fingers curling around his tanned, muscular forearm.
 
   The woman behind me urged me forward. Terri broke her gaze with me and turned toward her new man. I slipped past her, forcing myself to keep my eyes forward instead of watching her with him. 
 
   I settled into my seat. Okay, not “settled.” That implies some sort of acceptance that I didn’t feel. Instead, I had this constant feeling of insecurity. 
 
   Here was the situation: My wife was on her way to a weekend with a potential lover. She was seated beside a potential lover. She had yet another lover waiting for her back home. For all I knew, Mike was still lurking. 
 
   I was… one of five.  I wasn’t as kinky as Mike. I wasn’t as hung as Brian. I wasn’t as successful as Avi. I wasn’t as dangerously sexy as her current seat-mate. What was I? And whatever I was, why was Terri still with me? I was safe. I was convenient. I was, I guess, until recently, reliable. 
 
   She was so fucking far out of my league….
 
   I didn’t have any answers. Objectively… well, fuck that. No one who saw us would think we were a match. Surely that explained why men felt so comfortable making a pass at her even when I was there. Terri and I… it always seemed unnatural, like she wasn’t settling down, she was just….settling.
 
   And yet… Terri was a smart, passionate, terribly-independent woman. Even I had trouble seeing that sometimes. I mean, even I could sometimes have difficulty seeing the sum of her parts. Sometimes she was my soul-mate, my life-partner. Sometimes she was this crazy, porn-star-style sex symbol. Sometimes…. Well, whatever. She wasn’t any one of those things. She was all of them. All at once. All together. All indivisible.
 
   A hard landing. Thud. Bounce. Slam. And we were down. The aisle filled immediately with sweaty, cranky people all just desperate to get out of that plane and into the Florida sun. I craned my neck to search for my wife. I caught glimpses of her, still smiling and laughing with the handsome Latin guy.
 
   They walked off the plane together, and I anxiously awaited my opportunity to follow after them. By the time I got out, they were gone, but an airport being an airport, I knew if I hurried I could catch up to them.
 
   I was in such a rush that I actually almost ran right into them. They had stopped short of the baggage claim and were talking very animatedly. I didn’t need to hear them to know what they were discussing. He was trying to talk her into going somewhere with him. She was trying to back out gracefully since she already had a man waiting for her, although from the way her gaze shifted from the exit back to his grinning face, I could see that she was conflicted. 
 
   She peered over his shoulder and spotted me. She gave me a quick eye roll. Can you believe this? she seemed to be saying. I shook my head in disbelief and she seemed to chuckle. 
 
   She returned her attention to her seat mate. I read her lips.
 
   I can’t.
 
   More talk from him. She shook her head.
 
   Call me.
 
   He hesitated and then nodded. He took out his phone and entered her number, or at least a number. She smiled and then leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. He ran his hand over her upper arm. She turned and went into the bathroom. He waited for a moment and then with a surprisingly jaunty grin exited toward the baggage claim.
 
   Once he was gone, she reappeared. She’d obvious just ducked away to give him a chance to leave. She looked over at me. I began to walk toward her, but she gave me a quick head shake, followed by a glance toward the exit doors.
 
   I nodded and looked away. She didn’t want to be seen with me. I got it. It would have messed up the plan. But it still hurt.
 
   She took a deep breath and then headed toward the exit herself. I waited a moment and followed after her.
 
   I knew she’d be meeting Avi, so I steeled myself to the sight of my wife being swept up in her lover’s arms – well, intended-lover, at least. So I was surprised when she suddenly stopped short. Not only me, actually. A fat guy in a tent-sized printed tee who had been following her with his eyes glued to her ass almost ran into her, although he managed to shift his bulk at the last second to avoid a collision.
 
   I looked up and tried to follow her gaze. It took me a moment, but then I realized why she’d stopped. Up ahead, wearing white, linen slacks and a sky-blue polo was Avi, looking even more handsome than in his professional headshots, and standing next to him was… the Latin guy from the plane.
 
   They were both smiling and began laughing at what must have been Terri’s look of shock. She slowly approached them, head cocked to the side in puzzlement. She warily stopped a few paces away. I edged closer, phone out, pretending to be engrossed in it even as I focused all my attention on trying to hear what they were saying.
 
   “You know each other?” she asked.
 
   Avi held out his hands, palms up. “I thought you might hit it off.”
 
   She hesitated as both men observed her closely. 
 
   “You set it up?” She asked, although her tone was flat, more of a statement than a question.  Then she nodded to herself. “Of course, you got the tickets and got Manny and me seats next to each other.”
 
   Avi nodded.
 
   She chuckled. “I gave him my number,” she admitted, “but didn’t agree to anything else. So did I pass or fail?”
 
   Now it was Avi’s turn to look puzzled.
 
   She stepped in closer, so that she and Avi were now face-to-face with Manny to the side. A small movement, but it recast the triangle to make him the outsider.
 
   “You were testing me,” Terri said. “You wanted to see just how big a slut I am before, um, getting intimate.”
 
   Avi shook his head. “No, no.”
 
   “It would have been easier just to ask me to get tested if you were worried about catching anything.”
 
   Avi looked mortified. “No, Terri, it’s nothing like that.”
 
   She stepped back, once again restructuring the interaction, eyeing Avi and Manny suspiciously. Avi reached out her for her hand, but she pulled it away before he could grasp it.
 
   “Start talking then,” she challenged.
 
   “I… It’s….” Avi stammered as he turned a deep red. At the same time, Manny grinned broadly.
 
   I had no idea what was going on. But then, suddenly, Terri covered her mouth and laughed. She started to turn her head toward me, but caught herself in time. Squaring up again, she shook her head at Avi.
 
   “You can’t be serious,” she said, amused.
 
   He turned an even darker shade of crimson, and while staring down at his feet, he mumbled, “I was hoping you’d hit it off.”
 
   “This wasn’t part of the plan,” she said.
 
   Avi looked at her expectantly.
 
   She giggled and from beneath her eyelashes gave me a quick glance. Straightening up, she turned her gaze to Manny. “Men are crazy.”
 
   Manny shrugged. Terri laughed again and then stepped forward, elbowing her way between the two men. She handed her roller bag to Avi, and then linked arms with one man on each side.
 
   “So are you driving Avi?”
 
   “I have a limo waiting,” he replied.
 
   “Better yet,” she said as they began moving toward the exit. “I guess you’ll get to see first hand how well Manny and I hit it off.”
 
   I followed after them and watched as a black-suited driver opened the door to a stretch limo. Terri, Avi, and Manny piled into the back. Her dress had ridden up to expose her long, smooth legs, and the last thing I saw before the door slammed shut was Manny’s large, tanned hand cupping my wife’s creamy thigh.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I didn’t have a limo. I had to wait in line for a cab. The air was hot and humid, tinged with the scent of gasoline, and the misery of it was not at all diminished by the sight of a handful of sad, spotty palms growing out of concrete dividers between car lanes. 
 
   Then again, I was pretty sure that even a coral blue sea and a long expanse of white sand would have done little to improve my mood. 
 
   What the fuck was going on? Avi was playing some sort of game…. Or at least that was what Terri wanted me to think. I wondered how much of that scene at the airport had been scripted. Sure, she seemed surprised, and yet… it all seemed too fanciful to be anything other than some sort of game. But what game? 
 
   The line slowly wound forward. I shuffled forward robotically. Locked in. Lacking any real urgency. When the person ahead of me advanced, so did I. When they stopped, I did as well. 
 
   It was, I realized, how I’d been feeling for a long time with Terri as well. Out of control. Reactive. Passive even.
 
   I finally got into a cab. A torn seat. Sputtering A/C. Salsa beat on the radio. We drove to the resort. 
 
   It was a ritzy hotel. Expensive. Even without an ocean view, the price was eye popping. I hesitated before entering. I didn’t want to run right into Terri and her… men. Not that I needed to worry. They weren’t in the lobby, and I realized they probably had benefited from some sort of VIP check-in. 
 
   I got to my room and managed to beat back the urge to just sit in the dark by myself. Instead I changed into a swimsuit and a short-sleeved shirt and made my way to the pool. 
 
   It was a trendy crowd. Women in tiny bikinis and oversized sunglasses. The men coming in two types – overstuffed and wearing their wealth on their sleeves or ripped, with six-packs and bulging biceps. Most women were accompanied by one or the other, though it occurred to me that Terri currently had one of each. That was just conjecture though because she wasn’t there. I could only imagine where she was and what she was doing….
 
   Except, I found I actually didn’t really want to. 
 
   I ordered a frozen margarita and took a deep draw on the oversized straw. Cold, tangy, and a head-rush: equal parts brain-freeze and alcohol jolt. I slurped it down and ordered a second.
 
   My gaze kept being drawn to movement around the pool. Both hoping and dreading to see Terri. And then realizing dread in both senses – dread of seeing her with someone else. Dread of not seeing her and imagining what she was up to wherever she was. 
 
   In any case, I didn’t see her. Not that afternoon and evening. I passed it drinking at the bar, periodically jumping in the pool to clear my head. 
 
   The booze and my discombobulation about my wife conspired to put me into an odd mood. Dark. More than a little misogynistic. 
 
   The blonde popping out of her swimsuit accompanied by a hairy man twice her age. Whore. The pert little brunette showing off her killer ass in a Brazilian cut bikini. Slut. A slightly older woman, early forties, with expensive jewelry and puffy lips. Cocksucking tramp. Latin girl with a red rose tattoo over her asscrack. She takes it up the ass.
 
   I stopped when I realized I was muttering under my breath instead of just thinking those thoughts, like Nicholas Cage at the beginning of Leaving Las Vegas. Embarrassed, I slunk away to my room, unsteady, already rueing my forthcoming hangover.
 
   I dropped onto the bed. The room began to spin. My phone buzzed. A text from my wife.
 
   [Terri]: Have I got a story for you…. I’ll slip away tomorrow morning. What room are you in?
 
   I tried to respond. Something snarky. Glad you remembered I’m alive. But I was too hammered, my fingers so thick and awkward that autocorrect was overwhelmed, making things even worse. Finally I gave up. I texted my room number. That’s the last thing I remembered. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Pounding. I know it is a cliché, but honestly I was so fuzzy that it took me a second to realize it was knocking on my door. My curtains were framed with a thin line of sunshine. Morning.
 
   I opened the door. Terri pranced in.
 
   “You look like shit,” she noted. 
 
   “You look great,” I replied.
 
   She peeked at herself in the mirror. “Not bad on virtually no sleep, huh?”
 
   “Yeah, you’re a slut savant…. I’m sorry.”
 
   She laughed. “I actually like it when you say things like that.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Figure it out.”
 
   I couldn’t.
 
   She spun around. “Like my outfit?”
 
   She was wearing a minimalist, white bikini. Just tiny strips of strategically placed fabric held together by strings barely thicker than fishing line. Her knit-mesh “cover-up” covered up virtually nothing either. Nipples poking through her top, ass hanging out. She was obscene.
 
   “They let you walk around in that?”
 
   “They’d probably frown on it by the family pool. But in the VIP section, I think anything goes. It certainly did last night.”
 
   That explained why I hadn’t seen her and her boy toys.
 
   “Speaking of which.” She reached into her purse and handed me a room key.
 
   I held it up.
 
   “That’ll get you into the Platinum Club area. And also the villa later tonight. Number 3.”
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “Since you’re here, I thought you might want to watch. I wish you could have been there last night.”
 
   “Memorable?”
 
   She laughed. “You could say that. Manny’s a pro.”
 
   “I bet.”
 
   “No. Literally. A porn star. Avi likes to watch, so he brought in a ringer.”
 
   “You had sex with a porn star?”
 
   She shrugged. “I didn’t realize it at first. But then the coming on command, insta-boners, and his exceptional sense of viewing angles sort of tipped me off.”
 
   “Did they film you?”
 
   She shook her head. “No. This is Avi’s private hobby.”
 
   “So he didn’t have sex with you?”
 
   “I didn’t say that. Watching me get fucked is like foreplay for him. He’s a lot like you.”
 
   I bristled at the comparison. 
 
   “You don’t like me saying that?” she asked.
 
   “I’m nothing like him. You’re not just some live sex performer to me.”
 
   “I’m not to him either. He spent most of last night telling me I was the perfect woman. Well, when he wasn’t….”
 
   “Fucking you?”
 
   She grinned. “Well, ultimately, but not until he was done licking me clean.”
 
   My eyes went wide. 
 
   “Okay, so maybe he’s kinkier than you are.”
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   She glanced at her watch. “I only have a few minutes.” She reached down and pulled aside her skimpy bottom, flashing me her shaved snatch. “Wanna do it?”
 
   When I dithered, she began to rub herself, her lips cleaving open to reveal the slick, pink flesh within. 
 
   “Manny didn’t hesitate,” she teased. 
 
   “He’s a pro.”
 
   “Mmm, yeah, he is.”
 
   She leaned back against a sideboard, spreading her legs wider.
 
   “He has a beautiful cock,” she said. “Big, but not too big. Very pretty. It looked so hot sliding into my pussy.”
 
   She spread her snatch further. Her finger flicked at her clit. I edged closer. She reached out and pulled me in by the waistband. She craned her neck and kissed me, hard and wet, either not noticing or not caring about my morning breath. She freed my prick and stroked it roughly until I was hard, and then as we continued to kiss, she placed the head against her hot, slick entrance.
 
   “Did you screw in the car?”
 
   “Mmmm, yeah,” she cooed. “Avi told me he liked to watch, and then he eased my knees apart. Manny got on the floor between my legs. He leaned forward to lick me, but I stopped him.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   She giggled. “Because I was already wet. Because I knew Avi would rather watch me getting fucked than eaten. And because I knew I’d enjoy Manny’s cock more than his tongue.”
 
   “You’re such a slut.”
 
   “No, if I were a slut I’d have fucked Manny on the plane like I fantasized about. I was just doing this for Avi.”
 
   “Just like you do it just for me,” I replied.
 
   Her eyes sparkled. “You talk too much.”
 
   She reached around and grabbed my ass, pulling me closer, sliding my cock into her eager cunt. 
 
   “Mmmm, that’s it, Baby.”
 
   I hated myself for giving in to her. I was the third man to fuck her in the past day. How pathetic was that? But, God, it felt so good. She sucked on my tongue, and wrapped her slender leg around my waist. Had she done that for Manny?
 
   She seemed to read my mind. “That’s nice, Baby,” she cooed as I churned into her. “Just like Manny did it.”
 
   She leaned back and slid the triangles of fabric off her breasts, exposing her hard, red nipples. They looked like ripe raspberries and too tasty to resist. I leaned forward and sucked one and then the other hard into my mouth as I continued to fuck her tight hole.
 
   “Oh God, Bill, you’re going  to make me come.”
 
   She locked her ankles behind my back and cupped my head. I sucked harder on her tit. She hissed in pain, but just held tighter. I pounded into her, driving her upper back into the hallway wall with a thump.
 
   I’m not sure who came first. She arched her back, just as I buried myself inside her with a particularly savage thrust. She grunted. I cursed into her cleavage. And then we both relaxed at the same time, gasping for breath.
 
   She laughed.
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “Knowing I’ve been with other men really turns you on, doesn’t it?”
 
   “No,” I replied defensively.
 
   She disentangled from me and began pulling herself together. 
 
   “Uh huh,” she replied skeptically. “You should talk to Avi about it.”
 
   “Fuck him,” I grunted.
 
   She chuckled. “Oh, I will. And Manny too. And if you’re clever about it, you’ll get to watch all of it.”
 
   “What if I don’t want to?”
 
   She reached down and picked up the room key I’d dropped. With a smile, she placed it into the pocket of my tee-shirt. She patted my chest.
 
   “See you around, Sweetie.”
 
   She turned, and with her cunt full of my come, sashayed from the room to rejoin her other lovers. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I am not sure why a resort where rooms start at $400 a night needs a VIP area. Isn’t the whole place already exclusive enough. Are the super-rich really so snobby as to need an escape from the merely wealthy?
 
   I took a deep breath. I was putting a class struggle sheen on what was really bothering me, which was the realization that it was another area I couldn’t give Terri what she really wanted or deserved either. 
 
   I didn’t even know this Avi, and it was surely too soon to worry about Terri falling for him. But shit. The guy was a prestigious doctor, rich, and more enthusiastically into the whole idea of watching Terri with other men. I didn’t think she’d leave me for him, not really at least, but I couldn’t help but wonder if she wasn’t at least idly fantasizing about how much easier life with Avi would be. 
 
   I pulled the Platinum Club key out of my pocket. I was tempted to throw it in the trash, grab a cab, go back to Chicago and wait for Terri there. Actually, I wasn’t tempted. I should have been tempted. I wanted to be tempted to do it. But even as I held the card over the waste basket, I knew I was performing a Hamlet act for a non-existent audience.
 
   The sex left me drained. My hangover, momentarily forgotten, had returned with a vengeance. I wanted to crawl back into bed, but I knew I wouldn’t do that either.
 
   After a long shower, I slipped on my sunglasses and went downstairs. I felt awkward as I approached the inner sanctum. I knew I didn’t really belong there.
 
   Are you a guest of the Platinum Club?
 
   No, but one of your guests is banging my wife, so it’s okay.
 
   I straightened my shoulders and strode up to the gate. I held up my key and entered with hesitation. 
 
   “Excuse me, sir?” chimed the overly cheery young woman at the entrance.
 
   I slumped. Fuck. Caught. I turned to face her. She was young, very pretty. A blonde in a pixie cut with big, blue eyes, and dressed in white shorts and polo shirt. I caught a glimpse of her shapely, tanned legs. She held a clipboard.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Um,” she said in an apologetic tone, “I just need to get your room number.”
 
   “Ah… Villa 3,” I replied. 
 
   “Dr. Termernian?”
 
   I stifled a groan. This wasn’t going to end well.
 
   No, I’m Manny the fuck toy. 
 
   “I’m a friend of his.”
 
   She smiled and pulled out a clipboard which I guessed contained a list of authorized visitors.
 
   “And your name?”
 
   I peered through the palms and into the pool area. There was Terri, laying out, face down in front of a poolside cabana, very much looking the part of trophy wife or mistress or whatever the fuck they imagined her as. Luckily, she happened to look up at that moment. Our eyes met. She realized my predicament.
 
   She lifted her head and instantly an attendant appeared. She spoke a few words to him. He looked in my direction.
 
   “Your name, sir?” the pixie prompted again. 
 
   But before I could answer, she followed my gaze. The attendant by my wife nodded.
 
   “Please go right in, sir,” she said brightly as if my entry had never been in doubt.
 
   I was grateful for Terri’s intervention, but now even more unsure about myself. Should I walk over to her? Would anyone notice if I didn’t? I decided I was being more self-conscious than I needed to be. After all, people in this part of the hotel were paying a pretty penny and the staff were surely trained to exercise discretion. 
 
   I hadn’t eaten yet, so I made my way to the pool bar. Terri followed me surreptitiously with her eyes. She gave me an almost imperceptible nod.
 
   As I sat down, I noticed Avi join her on the lounge chair.  He caressed her back, and then leaned down to kiss on the mouth.
 
   A man next to me snorted. It was Manny. He was also watching Terri, the bartender leaning across the bar conspiratorially. Manny was in tight trunks and an open Hawaiian shirt. I caught myself glancing at his package, wondering what a porn star might be packing. 
 
   “That guy really loves salty kisses,” Manny noted.
 
   “He really paid your way down here to fuck his wife?” the bartender asked. I notice his nametag read Dwayne. 
 
   “They’re not married yet. But they should be. He loved watching her get fucked, and she can’t get enough. Even after I fucked her raw last night, she was still soaking wet for me just now, right up until when I pulled out and nutted right in her mouth.”
 
   “Damn, I wouldn’t mind knocking off a piece myself,” Dwayne said.
 
   That prompted me to take a closer look at him. He was a tall, well-built black man, with close-cropped hair. Muscular, handsome.  
 
   Manny laughed. “I bet we can arrange that.”
 
   “Wouldn’t mind at all,” Dwayne repeated.
 
   He straightened himself up and looked up and down the bar. Luckily, he hadn’t taken my order yet, so my staring at him wasn’t suspicious. Still I could see him calculating whether what I’d heard and whether he might be in trouble. He decided to jolly his way through it. He smiled brightly. 
 
   “Good morning,” he said. He glanced at his watch. “Afternoon, now. What may I get you?”
 
   I ordered a margarita and a cheeseburger. I wasn’t quite sure what would happen next. Even after all the craziness, this situation didn’t fit into any script I was familiar with. At some point, I think Terri expected me to sneak into their villa, but surely she didn’t expect me to spend the whole day in there waiting for… whatever. 
 
   As I ate, I scoped out the pool deck. It was less crowded than the main part of the resort. Many of the guests lounged inside well-appointed cabanas with fans and daybeds. The women tended to be younger and sexier than the men, a reminder of how we tend to turn attractive women into commodities to be possessed. 
 
   But then again, most women lack the self-assurance to use that leverage for themselves. Terri was exceptional in that regard as well. She was crafting for herself a situation where she might permanently have her cake and eat it too: A loving husband, great kids, and the reliability of domesticity; the fun and luxury of weekends away with a wealthy and open-minded suitor; and, of course, an endless stream of young, hot-bodied, big-cocked lovers. 
 
   Not for the first time, I resented her for how easily she played me. And now, more than ever, it felt like she was conditioning me to accept this life. There was an implicit threat too. Well, two of them. The first was the Mike model. If I pushed her, she might find a man who got off not just on her, but on tormenting me. The second, of course, was the idea that she might one day leave me if I didn’t accept her assignations. Faced with the possibility of losing her or having to live with Mike’s taunts, I had little choice but to accept and even feel grateful about silly larks like Brian, Avi, Manny, and now….
 
   She was approaching. Without even the fig leaf of her crochet wrap, she was truly pornographic in her tiny suit. Her high-heeled cork sandals lengthened her already long legs. Her breasts jiggled with each step. With her sunglasses, blond hair, and impish smile, she embodied lascivious intent. 
 
   Through her tinted lenses, I couldn’t tell if she was looking at me or at Manny or maybe even at Dwayne who was lurking behind us wiping down the bar. Most likely, she was taking in the entire tableau, working out in her twisted little mind a scenario that would be naughty and fun, at least for her.
 
   I don’t know if she was doing it on purpose, but the angle of her head and the path she took toward the bar made it impossible to discern her intent. The worst case scenario flashed through my mind -- an embarrassing scene where Terri identified me as her husband in front of both her rich suitor and her porn star lover. Was that her planned punishment for me having tried to deny her first Chucky and then Mike?
 
   Closer, closer, still no tell about her plans. I could feel my heart pounding. I suppressed an urge to run. And then, just as I was about to break, she angled her body slightly away from me and melted into Manny’s arms. As she did, she flashed me a quick grin, and then turned to do the same to Avi. I gazed at him. Avi was staring at my wife, with unconcealed ardor.
 
   “Hey beautiful,” Manny said. 
 
   His hand rested possessively on her lower back, his pinkie sliding beneath the string of her bikini, a detail that signaled to anyone watching that he’d had her and would again whenever he wanted. 
 
   “Hey yourself,” she singsonged back at him.
 
   “You back for more already?” he taunted. 
 
   She laughed. “You know I can’t get enough,” she replied, loudly enough for both me and Dwayne to hear, which was surely the point.
 
   “Do you know my friend Dwayne?” Manny asked. 
 
   “I haven’t had the pleasure.” She held out her hand and batted her eyelashes at him as they shook. 
 
   “The pleasure is all mine,” he replied.
 
   “Not yet,” she teased.
 
   From across the pool, I noticed Avi staring intently at the developing situation, his expression hungry, eager.
 
   Manny noticed as well. He chuckled. “Looks like our friend likes the idea of mixing things up too.”
 
   “Mmmm,” replied Terri. “As long as I come back to him after, he’s up for anything.”
 
   Was she speaking about Avi or me?
 
   “So, what do you think, Terri? You want to take him for a spin?”
 
   She eyed Dwayne appraisingly.
 
   “He’s got a good body,” she noted. “How’s his cock?”
 
   Dwayne grinned. “Only one way to find out.”
 
   She laughed. “You gonna send me a dick pic on Snapchat?”
 
   “Okay, more than one way,” he admitted. “I was thinking something more personal.”
 
   “Yeah, I guessed that,” Terri replied. “Do you mind an audience?”
 
   I shivered, expecting them to look toward me. Then I realized she was talking about Avi instead. This was all getting confusing, just as Terri surely intended. 
 
   “With you, Baby,” Dwayne crooned, “I’d do it at the Superbowl half-time show.”
 
   “That won’t be necessary,” she chuckled. “Alright, come on.”
 
   “Really?” he sputtered.
 
   I almost laughed as Dwayne’s cool collapsed. I think he thought they were just joking around. 
 
   Terri smiled. “Yeah. Need to pace poor Manny over here. Otherwise, he won’t make it.” She good-naturedly patted his crotch. 
 
   To his credit, Dwayne recovered quickly. “Alright!”
 
   He ducked out from behind the bar and appeared beside my wife. She took his hand and walked him back toward Avi. For a moment, I couldn’t stop staring at Terri and her new man, and when I finally tore my gaze away I noticed that everyone else was also following the progress of the barely-dressed, blond bombshell and the handsome, white-clad, African-American bartender. 
 
   I wondered what I was supposed to do next? Was Terri going to bring him back to the villa? I didn’t see how I could sneak in ahead of them, and anyway, I hadn’t actually scoped it out. 
 
   As it turned out, that didn’t matter. They approached Avi, who was smiling awkwardly. Although Avi and Terri didn’t have a long relationship, I could tell that he thought of her as his and that he was feeling the nauseous thrill of seeing his woman with another man. Or maybe I was just projecting my emotions onto him. Still, there was something familiar and painful about the way he stood there, a third wheel, and the way he uncomfortably hesitated before following them inside the cabana and pulling shut the curtained opening. 
 
   I moved before my mind caught up to my actions. I threaded my way around the pool, and ducked onto the path that ran behind the cabanas. I approached Avi’s from behind, taking care that I wasn’t being observed, not that I am sure I would have cared. I sought out a gap in the fabric, but there was none, unless I wanted to squeeze in underneath.
 
   I didn’t need to in order to know what was going on inside. Terri was making it perfectly obvious. From within the cabana I could hear the sounds of kissing, licking, slurping, gagging. Even without any visuals, it was wildly raunchy. And the lack of direct observation didn’t preclude me from explicitly visualizing what was going on inside: Terri on her knees, tits outs, slobbering all over a big black dick. I could picture his huge cock churning into her wet mouth, streams of spit dripping down her chin and onto her heaving breasts. Her hands massaging his heavy, come-filled balls.
 
   “Damn, suck that cock, you dirty whore’,” Dwayne exclaimed.
 
   I thought I could hear Avi’s rapid breaths as he watched her go. Her tongue flicking around Dwayne’s thick shaft, her mouth opened wide to admit his girth, her hands squishing up and down his length. Sloppy. Nasty. Dirty.
 
   “Mmmm, yeah,” she cooed. “You want to titty-fuck me with your big cock?”
 
   Dwayne grunted affirmatively. 
 
   I pictured his slick member sliding between her pendulous breasts. Her painted fingertips pressing her flesh together to create an enticing channel. Her pink tongue jutting out to taste the pre-come leaking from his prick. 
 
   “Ah, fuck,” he groaned.
 
   “Come in my mouth,” she said.
 
   I heard Avi squeak in excitement.
 
   “Oh yeah,” Dwayne exclaimed. 
 
   I could almost see his sticky load shoot in the air, arcing into my wife’s open mouth, coating her lips, dripping onto her erect nipples. More sucking sounds, and I knew she was now drinking down his thick come, one hand kneading his balls and the other pumping his shaft to make sure she got every, last drop. 
 
   “Did you like that?” Avi asked. 
 
   His voice was higher and tighter than I expected, as if he could barely contain his excitement. 
 
   “Mmmm, yeah,” she sighed. “Did you?”
 
   “Oh God,” he replied. And then he added, “You can leave now.”
 
   I felt a surge of anger that he would dismiss my wife like that. Mistreating her infuriated me more than fucking her. Her soft giggle set me straight, especially when after a brief moment, I heard them kissing passionately. I snuck to the edge of the cabana and peered out at the pool. Seeing Dwayne walking back to the bar confirmed what I suspected. I listened more closely.
 
   “You are so amazing,” Avi gushed.
 
   More kissing. Terri giggled again. “You love watching me suck cock.”
 
   “Oh God, Terri, you’re so dirty.”
 
   “I bet you’d like to watch him put his big, black cock in my tight, little pussy.”
 
   He merely groaned in response, as I had so many times when she teased me as well.
 
   “And fuck me so, so hard,” she said in a low, throaty voice. 
 
   “Mmmm.”
 
   “Watching him and Manny taking turns with me, wearing me out with their big, fat cocks.”
 
   Fabric rustling. More kissing. I imagined her pulling her bikini bottom aside, sliding two fingers into her steaming cunt as she teased him.
 
   “Oh God,” he groaned. “I want you so much.”
 
   She laughed. “But you have to share me. Share me with those nasty, powerful brutes, and their huge, hard pricks. Having me means always knowing I have another man’s come in my mouth when we kiss, a load in my pussy when we fuck….”
 
   “Oh God. Oh God!” he cried out as he came.
 
   Terri chuckled. “Oh no Avi! Now I’m going to have to go back to Manny again.”
 
   He groaned, but I knew he was in heaven. She was giving him exactly what he wanted.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I made my way back over to the bar. In between Dwayne’s drink-making duties, he and Manny huddled together. I imagined they were discussing my wife’s cocksucking skills. Or maybe her insatiability. 
 
   She reinforced that assessment when an hour after sucking off Dwayne, she fetched Manny. I had moved over to a lounge chair by that point, so I didn’t actually hear the conversation. Not that it could have been too involved. After just a couple of moments, they left hand-in-hand and walked out toward the water.
 
   I followed discreetly, and watched as they headed toward the beach. Just like the VIP pool, there was also a Platinum Club-only section of bay front. I was surprised they went there. Although the lounge chairs were widely spaced and there were palm frond umbrellas for a modicum of privacy, it was still an unmistakably public space. 
 
   Terri and Manny settled down on a two-person lounger side-by-side. After the margaritas they’d ordered arrived, they began to kiss. Slowly at first. Just an attractive couple getting a little romantic on a lovely, sunny afternoon. But that was just a tease. Soon their embrace became more passionate, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. 
 
   I looked around anxiously. It wasn’t very crowded, but there were a half-dozen other guests out on the sand, and of course the invisible, but always alert, hotel staff was surely lurking about. 
 
   I watched as Manny slid aside the fabric of my wife’s bikini top, exposing her long, erect nipples to the humid, sea breeze. I realized the possibility, certainty even, of being seen was a feature, not a bug of the scenario. I thought back to Terri’s description of having sex in public at a sex club as pretty hot. Or maybe she was doing this at Avi’s behest. Or Manny’s. Or to push my buttons. Or all of the above.
 
   I looked around for Avi, but couldn’t spot him. Surely he was somewhere watching, but in truth I was too distracted to make a thorough search because right there, in front of me, out in full view was my wife, increasingly naked and making out with another man.
 
   Manny leaned over and sucked hard on her nipple. Her hand slipped into her tight trunks. I couldn’t see to be sure, but I knew she was stroking him. Knew he was long, hard, and thick. 
 
   He switched nipples, leaning further across her body. His hand lay across her flat belly, his fingers slipping beneath the wisp of fabric covering her snatch. She arched her back as he found her honeypot. My wife closed her eyes and wrapped her arm around his neck. She began to thrust against his hand as his fingers churned inside her.
 
   A peal of laughter from my right. I peered over to see two young, male beach attendants spying on Terri and Manny talking in low, excited tones. Their matching grins suggesting a mixture of amusement and lust. Suddenly they went quiet.
 
   I looked back at my wife in time to see her pull Manny on top of her. There was a moment of awkward fumbling between her legs, followed by a thrust and a loud gasp from Terri as he entered her.  
 
   They began to kiss passionately, fingers intertwined above her head. I couldn’t really see anything anymore. His torso covered her breasts. His shorts were just pulled down in the front, so even his ass was covered. Somehow that made it all the more erotic. They weren’t putting on a show. They were just fucking.
 
   There was no urgency to it. Just a long, languid fuck. He could feel her hard nips digging into his chest. Feel her body shuddering beneath him. I knew she was enjoying having her tight pussy stretched by his big, porn-star cock. Probably even more I thought she was probably getting off on the lurid, impersonal nature of the thing. Just a piece of meat being so thoroughly used by a bad boy who saw her as nothing more than a lovely collection of convenient holes. 
 
   It wasn’t something I could really understand, but by the same token, I couldn’t deny that it was exciting to see her so obviously delighting in prancing around nearly naked, going from one hard cock to another. Indeed, if I were not out in public, I would probably be playing with myself at the thought of it being at once so in control and yet so out of control.   
 
   The beach attendants giggled again. I flushed red when I imagined how amused they’d be if they I knew I was her husband. I didn’t like feeling humiliated. But surely that was an unavoidable consequence of her pursuing her desires. Or was it?
 
   I thought of those two observers approaching Manny and my wife. Manny finishing inside her, and then offering her up to the new arrivals. Would she embrace it eagerly? Make a show of reluctance so Manny could “force” her into it? Either way, I somehow knew she’d love it.
 
   I heard hushed whispers and when I looked back over at the attendants, they’d been joined by the cute, blond pixie from the entrance. She was looking on, wide-eyed, as her colleagues filled her in. 
 
   Even though it was a pretty languorous fuck, Terri was getting into it. It wasn’t the screaming, gasping, flailing-hair excitement Brian triggered in her when he pounded her with his massive tool, and it wasn’t the tight-lipped, overwhelmed, slightly frightened near madness she experienced when Mike bound and gagged her and fucked her up the ass, and it wasn’t even the playful, grinning arousal she often demonstrated with me when we were reliving her adventures. Instead, she was loose and relaxed, and obviously perfectly happy to lie back and enjoy his deep, controlled, professional thrusts. 
 
   They kissed. She caressed his shoulders and back. She encircled his legs with hers and ran her fingers through his hair. She came with a small shiver that would have been almost imperceptible if I hadn’t been watching so closely. Manny confirmed my assessment by thrusting into her hard three times and then remaining buried deep inside her as he flooded her womb with his jism. Another kiss, and then he rolled off her, and they laid side-by-side, holding hands, with her tits and freshly-fucked twat still on display.
 
   I turned back to the beach staff, but they were gone, and so was the young blond. And even though I had no real reason to think so, I knew, just knew, that Terri had infected them, and that even now, the three of them were probably locked in an equipment shed, naked and writhing together. And in a decade, when that young woman was married, probably to a guy like me, she’d periodically relive in her fantasies that wild afternoon she’d spent getting fucked silly by two fit, hot studs. 
 
   After another few minutes, Terri casually adjusted herself, and sat up. She said something to Manny. They laughed. She sprang up from the lounge chair and threw herself into the water. He sat on the lounger just staring out at her, as I was doing, as were the rest of the men of the beach with various degrees of discretion. 
 
   I smiled. I couldn’t help it. She was a vibrant force of nature. Her skin bronzed by the sun, her face aglow from her recent climax, her hair a wind-swept mess, she was mesmerizing.
 
   I was parched, probably from staring open-mouthed. I returned to the bar, still anonymous. I ordered a light beer from Dwayne and drained most of it in a single swig. I signaled him for another, and when he brought it he smiled as he glanced over my shoulder.
 
   “Welcome back,” he said.
 
   “Huh?” I replied before realizing he wasn’t talking to me.
 
   I turned and saw Terri and Manny approaching the bar, hand-in-hand. Terri’s sunglasses hid her expression, but she did give me a small, lips-upturned-at-the-corners grin as she and Manny took stools at the bar. There was an empty seat between me and them, so that when Dwayne stood between them, they formed a triangle from which I was excluded, but at the same time I was close enough to overhear their conversation, and they didn’t seem interested in keeping it private. I wasn’t sure if this was coincidence or planned, although given Terri’s puckishness, I presumed it was the latter, at least on her part. 
 
   “I heard some of the guys say you put on a show out on the beach,” Dwayne noted. 
 
   He  poured them a couple of margaritas. 
 
   “I thought we were pretty discreet,” Terri replied as she took a sip.
 
   “Yeah,” Manny concurred. “As far as fucking in public goes, it was tame. Next time, we’ll do it doggy-style and really give ‘em something to talk about.”
 
   “What makes you think there will be a next time?” Terri teased.
 
   Manny laughed. “Because you’re a cock-hungry slut.”
 
   “True, but you’re not the only cock around.” 
 
   She smiled at Dwayne, but from behind her glasses, I caught her glance at me from the corner of her eyes.
 
   “I have a break coming up,” Dwayne noted meaningfully.
 
   “Enjoy my sloppy seconds,” Manny joked.
 
   “Thanks for warming her up for a real man.”
 
   “Boys, boys, boys,” Terri said, holding up her hands. “There will be plenty of time for a dick measuring contest later. But for now I need to take a nap.” She looked at Dwayne. “Are you going to come by tonight? We’re having a private party in our villa.”
 
   He nodded. “I wouldn’t miss it.”
 
   She finished her drink and then rose. She leaned in and kissed Manny on the cheek. “Rest up stud. I want you at full strength tonight.”
 
   He palmed her exposed ass cheek and gave it a squeeze. “Don’t worry, Babe. You’ll get all you can handle.”
 
   “And then some,” Dwayne added.
 
   She laughed. “Promises, promises.”
 
   She turned and walked away with an exaggerated swivel in her step. It would seem like satire, except I knew she was deadly serious. 
 
   “Do you know her?”
 
   I startled at Manny’s question. I looked up and found him staring at me.
 
   “I wish,” I replied.
 
   He laughed. “She’s not picky, that one. Anything with a cock and pulse will do… and I’m not even sure about the pulse.”
 
   “How’d you meet her?” I asked.
 
   He shrugged. “Rich guy in LA called me up. Asked me if I was interested in fucking his woman.” His affect suggested no big deal.
 
   “So you’re getting paid to screw her?” I asked.
 
   “I’d do it for free,” Manny replied, but yeah, I’m getting paid.
 
   “What about you?” I asked Dwayne.
 
   He laughed. “Naw. Just a perk for me.”
 
   “Do you do this often?” I asked Manny.
 
   “Fuck other guy’s girls?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   He shrugged again. “Lots of kinky guys out there. They marry these hot, young trophy brides, and get off on watching them get turned out. You know, fuck ‘em like they can’t.”
 
   “Same here,” Dwayne added. “Rich guys come around, and they just need to see their little white wives with a black dude. Like I say, perk of the job.”
 
   “She’s about the hottest one yet,” Manny noted.
 
   Dwayne nodded in agreement. “Fucking body on her. And plus, when she gets those lips around your cock, you just know she wants to slurp it all down.”
 
   How did I feel about that? Part of me was numb to it. Part of me was, oddly, proud. I mean, fuck. My wife was such a hot piece of ass that even a porn star and a handsome resort barkeep, who was probably swimming in pussy, were having trouble finding enough superlatives to describe her sexiness, her technique, and most of all, her seemingly relentless need for cock.
 
   “What’s up for tonight?” I asked.
 
   “Her dude wants to see her tag teamed,” Manny replied.
 
   “So he called in a favor.” Dwayne said of Manny.
 
   Manny laughed. “Ha. You owe me.”
 
   Dwayne chuckled as well. “You owe me,” he replied. Then turning to me, “Anyway, we’re gonna wreck that, and her man is going to watch every minute of it.”
 
   Which, as it turns out, was more accurate than either of them might have realized.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I went back to my room. I was hoping that Terri’s nap comment was a ruse, an excuse to get away from Manny and maybe go to visit me. But I guess that she felt she’d already checked in on me, and anyway, she probably did need a nap. Or maybe it was a ruse, but to go spend time with Avi, so he could lick her clean as she told him all about fucking Manny on the beach.
 
   I wondered again about Terri’s plan. If she had a plan, that is, beyond fucking a bunch of dudes. Maybe she didn’t. Maybe that was just it. Or maybe, whatever plan she’d once had went out the window as she came to enjoy, more and more, a parade of strange cocks and diverse experiences. I could see the appeal of it. I mean, what man hasn’t had that fantasy for himself -- experiencing a series of sexy, creative, young lovers? Of course, unless you’re a movie star, that is hard to pull off as a man, even if you’re exceptionally hot, which, realistically, I am not. 
 
   So maybe Terri was just caught up in all of it. But somehow, I doubted that. There was something more calculated about her. About the way she teased and dropped hints. About the scenarios she engineered. I wondered… well, feared, I guess, that she wanted to turn me into something closer to Avi, a more eager and enthusiastic cuckold. Did it turn her on to humiliate me? Did she wish I would eat another man’s come out of her sloppy pussy? Would she at some point deny me sex? Maybe even ultimately try to lock me up in a chastity device? I didn’t want that. But I wasn’t sure I’d be strong enough to resist her the next time she appeared, hot and bothered, reeking of sweat and come, armed with teases, taunts, and demands.
 
   I wished she’d return to me, freshly showered and fully-dressed, so we could talk. And then a moment later I’d wish for something different: her barely dressed; ass, cunt, and tits wet with spit and jism; breath hot, boozy, and musky; sharing lurid tales of getting fucked by other men; lowering her hot, messy cunt onto my cock so I could add another load of come to the stream already leaking out of her. 
 
   I stared at the door. Willing a knock to come. Dreading it as well. Fantasizing about which version of Terri might appear.
 
   After a couple of hours, I gave up. I didn’t understand her plan. But I knew I was going to go along with it if I could. I got that she wanted me to be there tonight in secret, but the mechanics of that were unclear. I called around the resort restaurants to “confirm” a dinner reservation, and sure enough found that she and Avi were scheduled to dine at Amalfi, the resort’s Italian restaurant at 8:00pm.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I waited in the lobby across from the restaurant at the appointed hour.  They appeared right on time. Avi was looking quite dapper in grey, linen trousers, expensive loafers, and fitted burgundy silk shirt. Along with his expensive watch and perfectly coiffed thick head of hair, he looked more the lothario than the cuckold. 
 
   Then again, he was both. Although I was feeling a little superior to him -- after all, I didn’t suck come out of Terri used twat like he did -- he was still fucking my wife. That was a fact that would be apparent to anyone seeing them. She clung to his arm lovingly. She was wearing a short, sleeveless, red dress, with a plunging neckline, and a lace-up back that cut so low that it almost exposed her ass. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I doubted she had panties on. 
 
   Her four-inch stiletto heels screamed fuck me. Her long, blond hair in loose spirals, glossy red lipstick, painted fingers and toes added to her sexy appeal, but the real kicker, at least for me, was that busty, devil tattoo on her shoulder. That was a reminder that this wasn’t just a dress-up game. She was committed.
 
   They disappeared into the restaurant. I was tempted to follow them inside, though I knew what I would see. My wife leaning forward to show off her spectacular cleavage, her tongue playfully licking her lips, a loose strand of blond hair across her face. With most men, dinner wouldn’t last long. Mike, Chucky, Brian, guys like that wouldn’t be able to resist long enough to make it to dessert. They would take her somewhere, anywhere, a bathroom, an alley, the backseat of a car and fuck her brains out. And despite the fact that she’d end up holding onto a filthy sink for dear life, or with her face mashed against rough bricks, or gagging on a cock, I knew she’d relish the power she had over men. Her ability to break them down, make them lose control, become animals in her presence.
 
   But Avi was different. He’d probably want to drag it out. Loving the validation he got from his date being the center of attention, of every last man, and some women, wanting to fuck her. I could imagine them milking it for every thrill possible. Talking about which man she should fuck, what she would do to him, and what she would let him do to her. They might even pick out a handsome waiter, and just to heat things up, Terri would take him out back, suck him off and returned with her lipstick slightly smudged, a small drop of his jism on her upper lip. 
 
   I shuddered. Was that what Avi would do? Or what I wished I could do with her?
 
   I stopped by the bar for a drink and tried to make sense of my emotions. I should be dreading it. Tonight, my wife was going to be fucked by at least three men. I should be dreading it, but I wasn’t. In actuality, I was looking forward to it. Terri would be resplendent, and honestly, I couldn’t wait.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
    
 
   I was already through the door of villa 3 before it occurred to me to be concerned that I might run into Manny and Dwayne. But as I closed the door behind me and listened, I realized I was alone in the waterfront duplex.
 
   It was a modern, A-frame, with a two-story wall of glass looking out onto the bay. The lower level featured a large living room giving out onto a wide, wooden deck. The furnishings were modern -- sleek, white leather sofas, cream carpet, and a honed slate coffee table. I went upstairs. A balcony overlooked the great room and led to two bedrooms. There was a smaller second bedroom with a full size bed, but I lingered in the master bedroom.
 
   Like the rest of the villa, it was lushly appointed. I was drawn to the high, king-sized bed. Though pristine now, with a thick white comforter, and cream, satin sheets, I couldn’t help but picture it disheveled, the comforter balled up, the sheets twisted, my wife on her hands and knees, clawing at the pillows as Manny pounded her from behind with his porn star cock. And then, on her back, with Avi eating out her sloppy pussy, and then sliding up her sweaty body, plunging his own prick inside her while kissing her with a mixture of Manny’s come and her juices in his mouth. 
 
   I looked around the room and realized that there was no real good place to hide and observe. I wondered if Terri had thought this through… but of course she had. Despite the impression she gave of being completely out of control, I again had the sense that all of this was calculated and planned. If there was no place for me in the bedroom, then that suggested she didn’t plan on using the bedroom. 
 
   When I went back out onto the balcony, I noticed by looking at the indentations in the carpet that an armchair had been moved into a shadowed corner by the railing. I sat down in the chair, and sure enough, had a perfect view of the great room. A floodlight aimed out into the room ensured that anyone glancing up in my direction would see nothing but light, unless they really, really were looking for me. 
 
   I decided to make myself comfortable. I liberated a bottle of red wine and a glass from the kitchen and settled back down into my seat.
 
   The sun had set, but the sky still had traces of purple as I looked out through the wall of glass. Venus shined low on the horizon. I took a sip of decadently rich burgundy. 
 
   I am not quite sure when my moment of peace arrived. And I wasn’t sure it would last. All through this adventure, at least when I wasn’t thinking with my dick, I had shifted between acceptance, resignation, and despair. All of those are different shades of the same emotion, and all share a core of passivity. Here I was, sitting in a chair, preparing to watch my wife get fucked by other men. But I didn’t feel passive. I didn’t feel active either. But I guess I was coming to terms with my own role in all of this, how actively I’d been in encouraging it. 
 
   Looking at it from Terri’s perspective….
 
   Her giggle interrupted my train of thought. The door of the villa opened, and she swept in, trailing Avi behind her. She was luminous and her presence seemed to fill the space. In the middle of the room, she suddenly spun and melted into his arms. Her eyes flicked upward toward the corner in which I was sitting. I instinctively froze, but she seemed to spot me regardless. She grinned and nibbled on Avi’s neck.
 
   “You know, we don’t really need those two big goons,” she said. 
 
   “We… uh… don’t have to,” he replied uncertainly. 
 
   “But you want to. You want to see me get fucked by those muscular, big-cocked jerks?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She rubbed his crotch. 
 
   “Why do you like it?”
 
   “I like the way it makes you glow.”
 
   I nodded. I felt the same.
 
   “And you love eating come out of my pussy.”
 
   I shook my head. I couldn’t go there.
 
   “God, you’re so bad,” he rumbled, obviously excited.
 
   “Mmmm, the worst,” she replied.
 
   There was a knock on the door. Terri and Avi locked eyes for a few moments, and then she released him and approached the door.
 
   She called back over her shoulder. “Why don’t you pour us some drinks and put on some music?”
 
   Avi hesitated as he watched her stride away, and I recognized the look in his eyes: lust mixed with remorse. He’d have liked to have her just for himself, but he couldn’t resist the thrill of sharing her and the high he’d get from watching her get well and truly fucked. Or maybe… that was just me. 
 
   Who really knew what Avi was thinking? He barely knew her. They’d spent most of a weekend together. Then texted. And now this. But she could get under a man’s skin in a hurry. 
 
   She’d gotten under mine immediately. Even those first few weeks, before she let me get into her pants, I was smitten. I thought about her all the time. Her beauty was a big part of it, but also her humor, her wit, her kindness. 
 
   I learned much later she’d still been seeing Chucky while we dated, even some nights after we dated. I’d take her out for dinner, conversation, hand-holding, and she’d dismiss me with a kiss on the cheek… and then she’d go to him and spread her legs.
 
   How would I have reacted if I’d known about it at the time? Until recently, I would have thought I’d have dumped her. Lost her number and forgotten about her. But now I wasn’t sure. It might have set the hook even deeper to know she was following up our chaste dates with dirty sex with her bad-boy fuck buddy. 
 
   Terri reappeared, followed by Manny and Dwayne. No subtlety there. Manny leered at her ass, Dwayne rubbed his crotch. Music came on, a beat, lots of bass, a man’s voice rumbling low, incomprehensible to me. Avi returned as well, four rocks glasses half filled with golden liquor. Tequila shots. At least doubles, maybe triples. 
 
   Terri took her glass and turned to face her studs. “Better not get whiskey dick,” she taunted.
 
   “Not a chance,” Dwayne replied.
 
   She gulped hers down. Her arm dropped to her side. She rolled her head lazily, eyes closed. For a moment, I thought she might pass out. But it was an act. She opened her eyes again, slightly glassy now, but also shining with excitement. 
 
   “I hope no one takes advantage of little ol’ me,” she said. Her voice was high, school-girlish, and I knew that at least in the back of her mind, she was out in the woods with Danny, Brady, and Elahd.
 
   The men drained their glasses as well.
 
   “Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of you,” Manny replied, his voice hoarse from the booze, a tinge of menace that surely got Terri’s pussy flowing if it wasn’t already.
 
   As Manny spoke, Avi reached out and unhooked her dress at the neck, easing the spaghetti straps off her shoulders. Her breasts spilled out, magnificent, proud, mesmerizing. Even the two experienced cocksmen seemed in awe as they stared at her heavy,  teardrop boobs. Avi didn’t stop there. He loosened the straps at her waist, and with a little tug, slid the fabric over her womanly curves. The dress shimmered as it fell, pooling at my wife’s stilettos. As we all knew would be the case, she wasn’t wearing panties, which meant she was now naked save for her heels.
 
   Terri rocked from side to side in… anxiety? Anticipation? Her hand drifted down to her shaved snatch. A fruitless attempt at modesty? No, she was calling attention to her sex, her fingers lingering over the rose tattoo. Her eyes flicked momentarily in my direction. Are you watching Bill? Are you seeing what they are going to do to me?
 
   Avi placed his hands on her shoulders. He massaged her tenderly for a few moments, and then firmly pushed her down to her knees. She kept her poker face except for a small, fleeting smile that was only visible in the corners of her mouth. She peered up at Manny and Dwayne submissively through her eyelashes. They exchanged a grin, and then in unison peeled off their shirts and dropped their pants. 
 
   They had very similar bodies. Powerful builds, thick arms, legs and chests, but less bulky than Brian. Neither of them was ripped like a bodybuilder, but both were obviously strong. Also similar were their pricks, and I could see why Terri had said Manny had a “beautiful cock.” They were both longer than average, though not massively so, but also very thick. The kind of cocks I suspect women fantasize about. Manny was circumcised. Dwayne uncut. I think most women would have felt at least a little intimidated kneeling before these two studs, but Terri seemed supremely confident. 
 
   She began by grabbing a prick in each hand and slowly stroking them until they swelled and stiffened further. Just a couple of minutes. Then she leaned forward and seemed to debate for a moment before swallowing Dwayne’s cock deep into her mouth. 
 
   He laughed. “White girls can’t resist chocolate.”
 
   Manny’s initial disappointment faded as he watched my wife slobber on his friend’s big prick. Knowing he was next, he couldn’t help but admire her technique. Terri has always been very loving, but this last year of acting out had really refined her technique… or perhaps the opposite. Her blowjobs were now crude: loud, wet, sloppy. She moaned and gagged. She slurped on Dwayne’s foreskin, and drooled spit on his shaft. She pumped his cock with her fist and suckled his scrotum. And just as he seemed ready to lose it, she shifted to Manny. 
 
   She swallowed him deep and they locked eyes. She massaged his balls and hummed around his cock. And when he was as hard as a rock, she began bobbing up and down on his fat prick, fucking his cock with her wet, inviting mouth, never breaking eye-contact. The perfect submissive slut. 
 
   She went back and forth between them, keeping them hard and wet. Terri peeked back at Avi to make sure he was being attentive. He was. After a few moments, he had rocked back on his heels and just sat there watching and cautiously stroking his cock through his pants. I was doing the same.
 
   She straightened up and holding a fat prick in each hand, circled her nipples with the bulbous, leaking heads. Her nips stood erect, glistening with spit and pre-come. 
 
   “Who wants to fuck me first?” 
 
   Dwayne didn’t hesitate. “Pussy is mine.”
 
   He walked around her and shoved Terri forward onto her hands and knees. Manny rammed his prick back into her mouth. Dwayne pulled her ass cheeks apart. He fondled her confidently, like he knew she was his to do with as he wanted. He was showing off to Avi. Letting him know that his woman was a slut who didn’t mind a man dribbling spit into her crack and having her labia spread and her asshole fondled. Terri adjusted herself so that I could have a better look as Dwayne’s hands explored her sensitive flesh.
 
   It hit me suddenly that none of this was happening by accident. Terri was using Avi as a stand-in for me. He was the cuckold… I was the voyeur. But why?
 
   I didn’t have time to contemplate that. Dwayne began rubbing his prick at the entrance of my wife’s pussy, and she began rolling her ass in anticipation. God, that was so sexy. She was visibly wet and so horny that she couldn’t seem to wait for it. She thrust back against him, but he kept his distance, continuing to tease her swollen lips with his thick tool.
 
   “Fuck me, Baby. Fuck me with your big dick,” she begged. 
 
   Manny silenced her by shoving his meat back in her mouth. She thrust her ass at Dwayne and shook in frustration as he withdrew again. 
 
   “Hold still, Bitch,” Dwayne growled. He was going to take her on his terms, not hers.
 
   She forced herself to remain passive, which wasn’t easy as Manny began fucking her face faster and harder. For several moments, the only sound was of his prick churning wetly into her mouth and throat. And then, with his hand on her lower back to keep her steady, Dwayne slowly fed his thick, black cock into my wife’s tight, little pussy.
 
   I’ve never had an interracial fetish. Just not one of my things. But I couldn’t help but be mesmerized by the image before me. Seeing my beautiful, blond wife being penetrated by a well-hung, black man was searing. Watching her respond to it, her whole body shuddering as he went balls deep, was, even after everything else, a new magnitude of impact.
 
   It only got more intense as they began fucking her hard from both ends. The sounds, the sights. Flesh slapping against flesh, her desperate, hungry gags, wet, squishing, slurping, moans, sighs, grunts. A big, black cock stretching out her pussy, her mouth around an equally large brown one. Hands on her firm ass. Other hands winding through her hair. Her big tits swaying beneath her, nipples plump as ripe grapes. All three of them shiny with sweat.
 
   Dwayne pulled out, his prick glistening with my wife’s juices. Without a word, he and Manny switched positions. As Manny’s prick disappeared into my wife’s wet snatch, she lovingly licked and sucked Dwayne cock into her mouth. I shivered in excitement. That’s a move that always gets me in pornos. Watching guys trading holes, seeing a dirty slut taking a slimy dick straight from her pussy to her mouth, gets me going like little else. Seeing my wife being such a filthy whore was dizzying.
 
   “That’s it, Slut,” Dwayne growled. “You like tasting your own cunt, don’t you?”
 
   She looked up at him fiercely, and slurped on his meat as Manny pounded into her from behind, his hands spreading her cheeks, her puckered asshole clenching with every stroke. 
 
   “Fuck her ass,” I muttered under my breath, shocked at my own words, hoping no one heard.
 
   In any event, they didn’t seem to notice, and in reality I was far enough away, and they were being loud enough that I really wasn’t at risk of being overheard. Even still, I remained gobsmacked at my outburst. For all my angst, I did love seeing her like this. Hot, horny, and hungry, and so fucking alive with passion. 
 
   That was the thing that I was always trying to express to her. I don’t know if she needed it or not, but man alive did she enjoy it. I could see it in every detail. The smile and bright eyes as they switched sides. The way she eagerly opened her mouth to take Dwayne’s fat prick. They way she thrust back against Manny when he bottomed out, trying to capture every last bit of him.
 
   They switched again, and this time, Dwayne lay down on the floor, holding his prick straight up in the air. Terri took the hint. She straddled his prone body, and facing away from him, impaled herself on his fat cock. She bounced up and down eagerly, and once she was in a good rhythm, Manny stepped back up. He grabbed her hair firmly and then slapped her cheeks wetly with his heavy dong.
 
   “Beg for it,” he taunted.
 
   “Please, Baby, please,” she whined, playing along. “Let me suck on your big cock.”
 
   He battered her again on each cheek and pressed his prick back into her mouth. In this position, she had her hands free, and she put them to good use stroking Manny’s cock and fondling his balls as she blew him. Eyes closed, his hands gripping her head, I could tell he was close. Terri reached around and slid her hand between his firm ass cheeks. With the other hand, she reached up and pinched his nipple. Manny let out a low grunt, and before I knew it, Terri was gagging and sputtering, swallowing as fast as she could, even as  two streams of sticky come appeared from the corners of her mouth. 
 
   Dwayne laughed when he realized what was happening. “You better not be tapping out, Homes.”
 
   “Just clearing out the pipes,” Manny replied. He held his prick over my wife’s open mouth and dripped the last of his load into her open mouth.
 
   He might not have been tapping out, but he did need a break. He stepped away from Terri who now returned to riding Dwayne enthusiastically. Suddenly Avi rose from the couch and kneeled in front of my wife. They exchanged a passionate and sloppy kiss. 
 
   Then Terri leaned forward between them and rubbed at his crotch. There was a wet spot in the front of his pants, and I couldn’t tell if he’d come already or was just so excited he’d leaked through. She unzipped him and pulled out his cock, still hard, the head red and slick. 
 
   “I want more come,” she growled.
 
   Avi shook his head, but Terri would not be denied. She swallowed him quickly. He was already so close that that’s all it took. 
 
   She slurped him up eagerly as he muttered, “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” again and again.
 
   Dwayne chuckled again. “Feeding time for the slut, huh? I can play with that.”
 
   He lifted her off him and dragged her over to the sofa. He laid her down with her head hanging backward over the armrest. Even though I knew what he was going to do, it was still wild to watch her allow herself to be positioned like that. With me, Terri was always in charge. With her other men, she was a willing plaything, and she submissively opened her mouth and let him slide his thick prick deep into her mouth. 
 
   In that position, she was nothing but a convenient hole. She couldn’t do anything other than allow herself to be face fucked. She was already ravaged. Her body was sweaty, drops of come dotted her chest where it had dripped from her mouth. She bent her knees and spread them apart to show off her gash. That sounds crude, but so was the view. Those two big cocks had left her pussy gaping, dark red, and pulsing in time with Dwayne’s thrusts into her mouth.
 
   Though I’d be too squeamish to act on it, I could see the temptation, and I wasn’t surprised when Avi positioned his face between her legs and began lapping away at her well-used twat.
 
   Dwayne pounded into her harder, gagging her on every stroke, surely forcing his way into her throat each time. Her face turned red, and I could see trails of mascara running down her cheeks. But she didn’t push Dwayne away. Instead, she grabbed at Avi’s head and held him tight as she pumped her pussy against his probing tongue. Encouraged, Dwayne reached down and grabbed ahold of her heaving breasts. Using her tits as handles, he fucked her face even faster. He leaned over her, dripping sweat, his hips a blur, Terri’s body writhing, wet, choked gurgles coming from her throat.
 
   He gasped and shuddered. She gagged and choked. He cock slid from her mouth, still spurting thick ropes of come into her open, gasping mouth, all over her sweaty, shell-shocked face.
 
   Dwayne took a step back and reached for the wall to steady himself. Avi launched himself upward and sprawled across my wife’s messy body. I thought he wanted to fuck her, but instead I saw he was kissing her sloppily, sucking on her tongue, licking her face.
 
   Oddly… or maybe not… she seemed relieved when Manny tapped Avi on the shoulder and shooed him away.
 
   “I’m not done,” Manny said, stroking his fat cock. 
 
   Avi willingly gave way. 
 
   Manny climbed onto the sofa with my wife. He pressed her thighs back to her chest, folding her in half, and opening her up completely to him. 
 
   “Now we’ll see if you can really take it,” he threatened. “Tell me if you want to tap out.”
 
   “Never,” she growled, teeth bared.
 
   He rose up on his forearms and speared her shaved snatch. She gasped as he split her already inflamed cunt. 
 
   “That’s the best you got?” she taunted.
 
   He laughed, and then started fucking her harder than I’ve ever seen a woman get fucked, even in porn. He was merciless. Relentless. 
 
   I knew she’d like to continue the banter, if not for Avi, then for me, but she just couldn’t. There was no way anyone on the receiving end of that could speak. But she wasn’t silent. Far from it. Her gasps turned to grunts. Grunts to squeals. Squeals to shrieks and unintelligible screams.
 
   I thought back to Toby fucking my first serious girlfriend, Melanie. To Terri’s grunts when Chucky first fucked her up the ass. To her screams as Brian bounced her up and down on his cervix buster. God, to make a woman scream like that. But there was no secret to it, no magic to Manny’s technique. It was just a matter of cardio.
 
   Manny was red faced, sweat pouring off him in streams. Terri was even worse off, her hair drenched and plastered to her forehead, pools of sweat and come on her chest and neck. Manny was gasping for breath. He began to slow, and when he did Dwayne approached, his cock now returned to attention. 
 
   He took Manny’s place and fucked Terri just as hard, maybe even harder, her head swinging back and forth. 
 
   “Oh fuck! Oh God! Oh fuck!” she hissed.
 
   I couldn’t tell if she was coming or not. She was shuddering constantly. Gasping. Screaming. Cursing.
 
   Manny slumped naked in an armchair, guzzling water, waiting for Dwayne to flag. And when he did, they switched again. 
 
   At this switch, Avi kneeled down beside my wife. He wiped her forehead, and gave her water. 
 
   “You’re so beautiful,” he gushed in the manner of a man attending to his wife in labor. 
 
   Avi held her hand as Manny resumed his brutal assault on her cunt. After a few more minutes, they switched out again, getting into the groove of tag-teaming her. I think they were expecting her to surrender, but she didn’t. Instead, each time one of them started to slow, she seemed to get stronger.
 
   “Is that all you got?” she taunted Manny.
 
   “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she urged Dwayne.
 
   They traded off after shorter periods. After nearly an hour, neither Manny nor Dwayne could keep up the pace. Finally Manny surrendered to the inevitable and allowed himself to come inside my wife. Dwayne, tried to continue, but he too was worn out, and with a final last series of vicious thrusts, he too came in Terri’s battered pussy.
 
   You hear guys bragging about what they did to a woman’s vagina. Shredded. Wrecked. Torn up. Destroyed. And in this case, it was accurate. These two hung studs had just spent over an hour fucking my wife harder than she’d ever been fucked in her life. When Dwayne rolled off her, and she was finally able to stretch out, she bore the marks of it all over her body. 
 
   She was drenched in sweat, her hair hanging in lank strings over her shoulders. Her skin was splotchy, covered in handprints, particularly on her thighs and tits. But most shocking was her pussy, dark red, gaping open, pulsing, leaking come. 
 
   Terri was unambiguously proud of herself, clearly enjoying the fact that she’d reduced Manny and Dwayne to sweaty, spent shadows of their former selves. It was what she’d fantasized she could do to Danny, Brady and Elahd. Handle them. Leave them worn out and broken. Even though it looked painful to the touch, she slowly rubbed herself, drawing more come out, until it coated her fingertips in slick, sticky goop.
 
   As Manny and Dwayne pulled their shit together and headed for the door, Avi descended once again on my wife, burying his face in her crotch, where he kissed, licked, and sucked her sensitive, swollen flesh. 
 
   I knew he’d go all night, exploring every inch of her with his tongue. But I’d had enough. After Manny and Dwayne had gone, I sneaked down the stairs and also exited.
 
   I went to one of the bars and had a very late-night drink as I stared out over the darkened bay. I was lost in thought, but not really thinking anything in particular. Just a shifting series of images, emotions, insights, and musings. Nothing that came together, though. There was something there, just on the edge of my consciousness, but I decided not to force it. Instead, I sipped at my scotch and let my heart rate gradually slow until it was time to go to bed.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
    
 
   I slept until noon. A text from Terri woke me.
 
   [Terri]: Are you okay?
 
   [Bill]: I should ask you that.
 
   [Terri]: LOL. A little sore. A little tired. But yeah. You?
 
   I hesitated. My initial thought was to reassure her. But was I really okay? I’d spent all of yesterday watching my wife serve as a private whore to three men. That was so far removed from where we’d begun with stories of past misadventures and a goofy plan to engineer an encounter with a studly ex. 
 
   But, in a weird way, I was okay. What I most worried about was losing Terri, and now I realized that was a misplaced fear. It was misplaced because, in the final analysis, what Chucky and Jean-Pierre and Brian and Mike and Avi and Manny and Dwayne offered was easily replaceable. There would always been another kinky fuck with a big cock available. What wasn’t replaceable was all the rest -- our lives together, our love, the kids, our future.
 
   [Bill]: Yeah, I am.
 
   I knew that especially in a text that would not be convincing. That she’d read disgruntlement in my terseness. So I continued.
 
   [Bill]: I just wish you were here so I could make my own deposit.
 
   [Terri]: Really?
 
   [Bill]: Come by and I’ll show you.
 
   [Terri]: I can’t right now.
 
   [Bill]: Manny and Dwayne come back for more?
 
   [Terri]: No. They’re gone. Just Avi and me today. We’re about to go out for lunch.
 
   [Bill]: Ok.
 
   [Terri]: You sure?
 
   I didn’t reply. I had a plan.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I showered and got dressed, shorts and tee shirt. It didn’t matter what I wore. It was all about attitude.
 
   I guessed they’d be at the water-side cafe for brunch. And indeed when I arrived, there they were in a booth, overlooking the bay. They seemed to be finishing off their meal, a half-drained pitcher of Mimosas on the table in front of them.
 
   She looked ravishing as usual, though in a fresh-faced, summers-in-Nantucket way in her flowered, wrap sundress and hair in a long ponytail.
 
   I waited until she saw me, and then I approached. Her eyes went wide. She shook her head slightly. I could see she was worried I was about to make a scene.
 
   I slid into the booth beside her. She stiffened.
 
   “Bill, don’t,” she whispered. 
 
   “Hey! Do we know you?” Avi asked, surprised.
 
   “I’m going to get to know her,” I replied.
 
   I grabbed a roll off the table and took a bite, while I slipped my other hand up under my wife’s dress. She flinched but didn’t push me away.
 
   “I think you should go,” he said.
 
   “I don’t think so,” I replied.
 
   “Sweetie, do you know him?” He asked my wife.
 
   She shook her head.
 
   As she did, I worked my hand between her legs. No panties. Of course. I found her slit. She spread her legs slightly at my touch, and I pressed a finger into her tight, wet, snatch.
 
   “I’m going to call security,” he threatened as Terri literally and figuratively bit her lip.
 
   “And tell them what?” I taunted. “That I’m fingering your woman’s cunt?”
 
   His eyes went wide. His mouth gaped open. He looked over at Terri. I pressed a second finger into her. Her gasp provided all the confirmation he needed. 
 
   “Look… what… this isn’t….” he stammered.
 
   “Not part of your plan?” I completed his thought. “Don’t worry. This little whore can take it.”
 
   He fell silent.
 
   I was getting into my role. “I was watching her by the pool yesterday. Popping all out of her bikini. How many guys you put out for yesterday?”
 
   “It’s none of your business,” Avi interjected.
 
   “Come on, Cunt, how many cocks did you hoover yesterday? Or did your brains get fucked out so thoroughly you can’t talk anymore?”
 
   “Fuck you,” she chimed.
 
   “Oh, I will,” I replied.
 
   “You wish.”
 
   I pulled out my fingers and rubbed them together in front of her face. “Nice and juicy. Did he put a load into you already today? Or is that just your natural reaction to any strange cock in your orbit?”
 
   She smirked. “Why don’t you go down there and taste for yourself?”
 
   I pressed my fingers into her mouth. She struggled, but I was insistent. “You talk too much,” I noted. 
 
   Her eyes flashed at me, but her tongue swirled around my digits in a way that made my dick hard. 
 
   “Where do you want me to fuck her?” I asked Avi.
 
   He didn’t answer.
 
   “Right here?” I suggested. “Okay, but they might revoke your VIP privileges if I do.”
 
   He hesitated and then nodded. “Okay. Follow me.”
 
   We rose together, Terri sandwiched between us. I was no longer gagging her, but she seemed content to play the part of passive sex object for now. I continued talking to Avi.
 
   “So, what’s the deal, man? You just can’t handle her? Or just like watching her get fucked?”
 
   “Who are you again?” he sneered.
 
   I chuckled. “Just the latest guy who’s gonna fuck your wife.”
 
   “Exactly, stunt cock. Now try to live up to your big mouth.”
 
   A shiver of uncertainty went through me. That was the question, wasn’t it? The purpose of this particular stupid stunt. I wondered if Terri got it now and whether she’d play along or whether she’d pull the plug on my pretensions.
 
   I reached down and snuck my hand under her dress, lifting it up until her bare ass was exposed. Like Shaun had done at the club, I palmed her sexy bottom and slid my finger between her cheeks, finding and teasing her anus. She cleared her throat and glanced downward, guiding Avi’s eyes to what I was doing. His eyes darted around, recording multiple set of eyes trained on what this stranger was doing to his date. He let out a low groan, equal parts frustration and excitement.
 
   “Don’t worry. I’m going to make this bitch scream,” I replied.
 
   I looked over at Terri. She gave me a quick eye-roll. I pushed my fingertip into her hot, tight ass. She grunted.
 
   “What?” he asked.
 
   “He’s fingering my ass,” she deadpanned. 
 
   He reached down to adjust his erection. We cleared the restaurant and walked through the gardens toward their villa. Though less crowded, there were still people around, and we were definitely still in public. I loosened her dress, and slid my hand inside, cupping a heavy breast, tweaking her erect nipple. 
 
   “Nice funbags,” I said.
 
   “Funbags?” she echoed, amused.
 
   “You like sucking on your own tits?” I asked.
 
   She smirked. “I like sucking cock better.”
 
   “Yeah, I bet you do. Don’t worry. I’ll make sure to nut in your mouth.”
 
   “Mmmm.”
 
   It was my wife, and it was all, at some level, a game. But nonetheless, there was still something thrilling about fondling and half-stripping this hot slut in public. It was oddly satisfying to be taking Avi’s woman from him, and it was very exciting to realize she was completely mine to use and abuse for my pleasure. It helped with my own guilt that I knew she’d like whatever I did, but in one of the dark recesses of my mind, I imagined myself as I’d portrayed myself to Avi -- a horny, aggressive stranger, who had no guarantees that she’d like it, but also not much inclination to care.
 
   As we approached the villa, I pulled open her dress completely and yanked it off her shoulders. I conducted my naked wife to the door as Avi stopped to pick up her discarded clothing. He looked up and quickly spotted a handful of witnesses to his humiliation, a maid, a gardener, a passing guest who couldn’t quite contain his lusty stare. Avi covered his hardon with my wife’s dress and let us in.
 
   I shoved Terri through the open door. She wheeled and with a hand on her hip challenged me. “What now, Asshole?”
 
   Was she angry at me? I couldn’t be sure she wasn’t. But it seemed to me this was still part of the act. She liked to get her lovers riled up so they wouldn’t take it easy on her. I got it now. In her fantasies, she was a whore, and the men she was with were there to ravage her.
 
   “Shut up,” I growled as I pinched her cheeks to silence her.
 
   Her eyes flashed. I pushed her backwards until she backed up against the heavy table in the dining room. I spun her around and bent her face down on the polished slate. 
 
   “You bastard,” she hissed.
 
   I leaned over her and shoved two fingers back in her mouth. 
 
   “You definitely talk too much,” I repeated as I kicked her legs apart. 
 
   I glanced over at Avi. He was wildly excited, but also obviously concerned, though I couldn’t imagine why. After what he’d seen last night, he surely knew she could take and enjoy much more. Still, I decided to reassure him, at least in part.
 
   “Don’t worry,” I said as I unzipped my pants. “She’s….” I freed my cock. “Gonna….” I ran my hand up her wet snatch. “Love….” I placed my prick at the head of my wife’s hot cunt. “It.”
 
   I rammed it home. She gasped and arched her back.
 
   “What’s the matter, Slut? Don’t like it hard?”
 
   She couldn’t answer. My fingers were still in her mouth. She bit down on my digits playfully. I pushed her head back down on the table and started fucking her hard. 
 
   She was very wet and surprisingly tight. I’d have thought Manny and Dwayne would have left her at least a little stretched out, but she wasn’t. She felt perfect. I bit down on my tongue to stop that train of thought. I didn’t want to come too soon. I wouldn’t be able to replicate the tag-team from last night, but I didn’t want to disappoint her either.
 
   “Such a dirty whore,” I said as I got into a comfortable groove fucking her. “We don’t even know each other’s names. Though, I’m guessing that’s nothing new for you.”
 
   She tried to respond with what I presume was a fuck you, but I still had her gagged. 
 
   I turned toward Avi. “She fucks anyone you tell her to?”
 
   He hesitated and then nodded. 
 
   “I bet she fucks plenty of other guys too,” I said. “You don’t think she actually tells you all the nasty things she does, do you?”
 
   Her eyes met mine, and I saw her concern. I gave her a quick, reassuring smile. 
 
   “But you don’t care, do you?” I said to Avi. “As long as she comes home with a cunt full of come. Doesn’t matter how many bartenders and insurance reps she screws, does it?”
 
   He gave me a puzzled expression. Terri slurped wetly on my fingers. She was enjoying this. She was slowly writhing against the table, her hot, sinuous body against the cool dark slate. I risked a glance at her butt, knowing that seeing my prick sliding into her would put me close to the edge, but I couldn’t resist, and it was glorious. My cock looked bigger than ever, wet, shiny, sliding between her wet pussy lips. Her tiny, pink asshole pulsed in time with my strokes, almost begging for attention.
 
   “Do you fuck her up the ass?” I asked
 
   Avi shook his head. I laughed. 
 
   “I bet someone does. Isn’t that right, Cumslut?”
 
   I removed my fingers.
 
   “Fuck you,” she hissed. 
 
   “I am,” I replied. “Can’t you feel it? Been stretched out by too many dicks? Is that why you take it up the ass? So you can feel something?”
 
   “Mmmm, yeah, Baby. You know me so well,” she said sarcastically. 
 
   I grabbed a hold of her ponytail and yanked back hard. She whined. 
 
   “Don’t hurt her,” Avi chimed in. But it was empty. He was looking on hungrily. He didn’t really care if she was hurt or not as long as he got his thrill. 
 
   “He’s not man enough,” she taunted.
 
   She glanced over her shoulder. Our eyes met. Go ahead, she was saying. 
 
   “Is this what you want?” I asked.
 
   I dripped some spit on her anus and followed it with my thumb. She hissed, but also ground against me sensuously. I almost lost it. Damn, she was a hot little number.
 
   I’d teased her ass before, and even maybe slid in a fingertip, but this was the first time I’d actually penetrated her asshole. The first thing I noticed was the heat, like a furnace. Then the curious sensation of her sphincter pulsing on my thumb. It was tight, like a ring of hard rubber, but I could sense it stretching, loosening as she got used to it. I churned my thumb into her butt. She thrust back against me harder. 
 
   “Oh God,” she growled. 
 
   Both her holes began to pulse. Quick, rapid-fire spasms on my cock and thumb. I barely had time to pull out and yank her down to her knees by her ponytail before I started spewing all over her face. Always the quick thinker, Terri immediately gobbled my prick into her mouth and managed to get the bulk of my come down her throat.
 
   As always after things had gotten out of control, I felt a surge of guilt. I just wasn’t built to do this. Avi saved me.
 
   “You should leave now,” he said.
 
   He was staring lustfully at my wife’s come-covered face. He wanted to eat her up. Lick every inch of her body and then make love to her himself. Did he clean her up after he went as well? Or was there something about eating another man’s come out of his woman that turned him on?
 
   Either way, she wasn’t his to dispose of. She was mine. 
 
   I shook my head. “Not yet. First she’s going to suck me hard. And then I’m going to fuck her in the ass since you don’t have the balls to do it yourself.”
 
   I felt a rush as I said it. It was what I’d imagined Mike might say to me. Up until a year ago, she’d been an anal virgin. If I went through with it, I would be the fourth man to do it.
 
   She looked up at me in surprise. 
 
   “Tell him you want it,” I ordered.
 
   She swallowed hard and then turned toward Avi. She stared at his feet as if she couldn’t bear to look him in the eye. 
 
   “I want it. I want him to sodomize me,” she breathed.
 
   Avi looked like he might explode in excitement. He just nodded mutely.
 
   I yanked her ponytail and dragged her over to the couch. The same couch on which I’d watched her get royally screwed last night. 
 
   “Come on. Let’s get comfy, Cumslut.”
 
   I’d expected her to kneel at my feet and suck me from there, but instead, she climbed onto the sofa beside me on all fours and dipped her head into my lap. The benefits were instantly obvious. In that position, I could sit back and still fondle her tits, pussy, and ass as she blew me. She took my softening cock completely in her mouth. I sighed in pleasure at her hot, wet mouth and her delightfully active tongue. I felt myself begin to stiffen again instantly.
 
   I worked on her nipples, twisting and rolling them between my fingers. They were hard and sensitive and I handled them more roughly than usual, leading to the unexpectedly enjoyable sensation that came when she let out a gasping hiss while still sucking on my cock. Then her pussy. Two fingers, then three plunging inside her, my thumb making hard circles on her swollen clit as she bobbed up and down on my growing erection.
 
   Finally her ass. My fingers were slicked from her cunt. I pressed them into her anus one at a time. Index, middle, ring. I added saliva and did it again. With each penetration I felt that initial resistance. Reluctant surrender as I penetrated her, followed by those gradually subsiding spasms as she got used to me. Each time her moans on my cock were delicious, and it occurred to me that it would be amazing to get a blowjob from her while another man fucked her in the ass. But not now. This time, it was my turn.
 
   Another round of spit and fingers. She was thrusting back against my hand this time. She probably wasn’t completely ready, but I couldn’t wait. I yanked her off my cock, a strand of saliva linking my prick and her mouth. 
 
   “Turn around. I want him to see your face when I fuck your ass,” I ordered.
 
   She nodded and spun around on the sofa, facing away from me. She waved her pretty little ass in my face.
 
   “Spread your cheeks,” I commanded. 
 
   She dropped down onto her chest. She reached behind her and submissively pulled herself open for me. Her pussy and ass were slick from her excitement and my fingering, but even still, her anus seemed impossibly small to take a cock. But I’d seen it. Up close in high-def video. Mike’s fat cock pounding into her tight ass. She could take it, and she’d love it. 
 
   I placed the head of my cock against her anus. She trembled in anticipation. I didn’t let her wait long. I thrust in. She yelped.
 
   “Don’t hurt her,” Avi cried.
 
   It was so good, so different. That hard ring clenching me again and again, her whole body quivering. Beads of sweat forming on her lower back. I waited a few seconds as she panted and her ass spasms slowed. She was getting used to it. I pushed deeper.
 
   She hissed and peered back over her shoulder. Her ass was clenching wildly. She was obviously in some pain, but more than that, she seemed surprised, maybe even a little bit frightened, like she wasn’t quite sure what I was up to. As she began to relax, her breathing slowing, I went in deeper still. She groaned this time. I yanked on her ponytail to make her look again at Avi.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked her.
 
   She swallowed and nodded. 
 
   I was riding the knife’s edge, right on the boundary between not enough and too much. I pulled out a little and thrust in harder. 
 
   “Oh fuck,” she whined.
 
   His face was a mask of horror and excitement. I was seeing a reflection of myself from some other time. But this time I was the heartless, merciless bull. I dribbled more spit onto the point where my cock speared my wife’s ass, and then I gave her another hard stroke. 
 
   “Bastard,” she grunted as she let go of her cheeks and extended her arms out over her head. Avi reached out and I saw her grip his hands in hers. 
 
   Despite her protests, she was adjusting more and more quickly. She was gasping on each stroke, but there were no more spasms, no more full-body shivers. My cock slid in and out of her tight asshole smoothly. It felt good, so good, that tight ring riding up and down my shaft. But I wanted more, wanted to give her more. Before I even knew what I was doing, I raised my hand and brought it down hard on her hard ass. 
 
   Harder than I expected. It sounded like a gunshot. She screamed. Avi gasped. Her ass immediately turned red. I slammed down on the other cheek. Another scream. I fucked her harder, harder. Her body shuddered from my blows and the force of my rough thrusts into her ass. I yanked back on her hair, lifting her up from the couch. 
 
   She gasped. I felt her body tremble, vibrations against my cock buried in her ass. Was she coming? I wasn’t sure. I’d had no experience with how it feels when a woman comes while you’re buttfucking her. It didn’t matter. I was completely inside her and she was shaking like a woman possessed and before I knew it, I was coming, shooting what felt like a gallon of come into her ass, that hard ring of muscle effectively milking every last drop of my seed.
 
   I collapsed onto her, sweating, not quite believing what I had just done. I slowly eased my cock from her slick ass. 
 
   “You should go,” Avi said promptly.
 
   I opened my mouth to protest, but Terri cut me off. “Yes, you should.”
 
   There was nothing malicious about it. In fact, she had a small smile on her face as she said it. But even still, it was obvious that she wanted time with him.
 
   “Alright Cumslut, whatever you want,” I said.
 
   I recovered my pants and half-dressed, I departed. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
    
 
   I went back to my room. I showered. I stared out the window. I took a nap. Then around 7:00pm I went downstairs to have a drink at the bar.
 
   As I took a sip of my Bourbon, my phone buzzed.
 
   [Terri]: Come on back. 
 
   [Bill]: He wants another session?
 
   [Terri]: He’s gone. Just the two of us.
 
   I made my way to the villa. She was waiting for me and opened the door before I could knock.
 
   She was freshly showered, which instantly let me know that they had spent the afternoon after I left fucking. I guess even fake cuckolds need their reclamation sex. I didn’t care. I leaned in to kiss my wife.
 
   SMACK! My cheek exploded in fire.
 
   “That’s for Cumslut,” she exclaimed. 
 
   SMACK! She caught my other cheek flush.
 
   “And that’s for doubting me for so long.”
 
   I rubbed my cheeks. “Um, ow?”
 
   She smirked. “At least I’m not insisting on putting anything in your butt.”
 
   “Is that a fantasy of yours?” I asked. “No, I guess not. You’re all about manly-men making you feel like you’re not quite in control.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So nothing. That’s just what it is,” I said.
 
   “Right. And what does that mean for us?”
 
   “Why do I always have to answer that question?”
 
   She poked me in the chest with her finger, highlighting each word. “Because… you’re… the… one… with… the… problem.”
 
   “You mean because I’ll admit my desires and you won’t admit yours?”
 
   She shook in fury. “For fuck’s sake, Bill, I really thought…”
 
   She trailed off when she saw me laughing.
 
   “What the fuck is the matter with you?” she asked.
 
   “I’m just yanking your chain.”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “It’s almost as much fun as yanking your hair,” I added.
 
   “Okay…. So, tell me.”
 
   I glanced out at the balcony. “You have any wine?”
 
   She smiled. 
 
   We sat out there and talked. Really talked. It was the first time we’d done that without me feeling all bound up. The first time I was really able to confront my real fears.
 
   “I really thought I was going to lose you,” I admitted.
 
   “Never,” she replied.
 
   “No, that’s not true. If we’d kept going. If I’d kept going the way I was. You might not have left, but I would have pushed you away because I was scared.”
 
   “Scared that another man would take me?”
 
   I nodded. “Maybe a little. But it was never really that. It was more that I knew I would resent you for wanting things that I couldn’t provide. That as much as I knew intellectually that it meant nothing, nothing really important, it felt like an on-going rebuke, an accusation of inadequacy.”
 
   “But I never felt that way,” she insisted. “I’ve always been grateful for you. For your understanding. For your encouragement to let me be me. And I would never have held it against you if you’d insisted we put things back in a box.”
 
   I shook my head. “I’m not sure that’s completely true. You would have resented it. But I think you’d have been able to deal with it. I’m pretty sure every marriage carries around some resentments.”
 
   She laughed. “Like when you leave the toilet seat up?”
 
   “And when you don’t match my socks correctly. I went to work with a blue sock and a black sock last week.”
 
   “Poor baby.” She paused. “But this is different.”
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. It is. Look. Maybe you wouldn’t have resented it, but it would have made me feel weak. Pathetic. Like I had to deny you pleasure because I couldn’t provide it.”
 
   “But you can provide it.”
 
   “I didn’t think I could.” 
 
   I hadn’t exorcised my demons over April. And I knew I’d never be able to consistently be the man I’d pretended to be this afternoon. But I now realized that was a choice. 
 
   I continued. “All I can say is that this weekend finally made me get it. It made me understand that the real threat to me is someone like Avi, not someone like Brian.”
 
   “He’s not a threat,” she replied.
 
   “Why? Because he’s too much of a….”
 
   “Cuckold? No. It isn’t that. I mean, if you really wanted that, I could live with it. But it’s not my preference. I prefer to be the only come-eater in the relationship.”
 
   I laughed. As much as I didn’t feel like I was truly a bull inside, I now realized particularly in comparison with Avi, how little I had in common with a real cuckold. I liked to see my wife getting fucked. That I had to admit. I was a voyeur, and I got off on her excitement. But that didn’t mean I needed to be so closely involved. Sloppy seconds were about as far as I was willing to go. 
 
   “Avi isn’t real, is he?” I asked.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “You knew him before L.A.”
 
   “Only online.”
 
   “I should be angry.”
 
   She nodded. “I did lie to you about him. So, maybe.”
 
   “And how much did he know about us?”
 
   She shook her head. “Nothing. I found him on one of those cuckold sites. He was looking for a woman who understood his fetish. I catfished him, I guess.”
 
   “So he really thought you were available.”
 
   She nodded. “Yes. He courted me online. Then we dated, as I told you, in L.A. We practiced some games out there. He took me out to dinner, and then watched me get picked up at a bar.”
 
   “Picked up?”
 
   “I let a man touch my thigh. He kissed my cheek. We exchanged numbers.”
 
   “And Avi?”
 
   “We agreed he shouldn’t make love to me until after I’d been with another man. We figured it would be best to do it out here rather than back in L.A. where he wanted us to live.”
 
   “That’s cold, Terri. You probably broke his heart.”
 
   She had a tear in her eye. “I did. I thought… I thought it would be okay. I thought that having given him everything he could want, he’d take it as a gift.”
 
   She had made his fantasy come true. For a weekend, he got to live the perfect cuckold life with a beautiful woman who would have raunchy sex with strangers right in front of him and then make love to him for hours after he licked the come from her dripping holes. But I knew how addictive she was, and how, in a way, he might have preferred to never have the experience rather than to have it yanked away.
 
   “But you’re right. He was hurt,” she continued. “And even still, Bill, I’d do it again in a heartbeat.”
 
   “Why? What did you think I’d learn from it?”
 
   She shook her head. “I don’t know. I was… just flailing around for ideas. I was trying to provoke you into something… anything.”
 
   “Oh, is that what seeing Brian everyday for the past two weeks was about?”
 
   She grinned. “I didn’t say I didn’t enjoy it.”
 
   I nodded. “It did get me thinking,” I admitted. "How did you know I'd get there? To some real understanding?" 
 
   "I didn't."
 
   It was a simple response, and yet in its own way devastating.
 
   "So, how could you --"
 
   "Go through with it?" She paused, but I knew she wasn't thinking about her answer. She'd already thought about that. She was thinking instead of how she wanted to express it.
 
   She placed her hand on my forearm. "I didn't have a real choice," she said finally. "I made a lot of mistakes. I never should have opened the door with Chucky --"
 
   "I encouraged it."
 
   She nodded. "You basically threw me at him. But so what? I knew it was a bad idea. I knew it would hurt you ultimately --"
 
   "I'm a big boy," I said defensively.
 
   "Oh, Bill. I know that. And I don't want you to think I think you're weak. That's not what I am saying. What I am saying is that I was willfully blind to the risks. There was no really good outcome because either you'd be hurt or you wouldn't, and both would be bad."
 
   "I don't follow," I replied.
 
   She smiled. "It would have killed me if you hadn't been upset. If you could just send me out to have sex with other men and not be hurt or anxious.... It would feel like you didn't care."
 
   I nodded. It was something I'd never thought about. I was so wrapped up in my own emotions that I rarely considered hers. I was noble. Selfless. Eager to make her happy. But how would she feel about her husband just signing off on this?
 
   "I always cared."
 
   "Of course. But that meant it hurt, and we didn't pay enough attention to that. I didn't."
 
   "I didn't either," I admitted.
 
   "And once we'd taken the plunge, we couldn't put the genie back in the bottle. It would always be out there. If we stopped, you'd see that as a rebuke, a sign that I didn't think you were strong enough to handle it. If we didn't, you'd see it as a sign that you didn't satisfy me."
 
   I nodded. "I'm sorry I didn't phrase it that way. That I tried to make it about your desires."
 
   "It is about my desires too, though."
 
   "You've always admitted that," I noted.
 
   "Maybe. Though even now.... I'm not sure how much I was trying to provoke a response from you and how much I was just... saying... fuck it."
 
   I shivered. We'd come very, very close to the abyss.
 
   "Like you had nothing left to lose," I suggested.
 
   "Oh, I... we had plenty left to lose, but we'd have lost the most important thing... us."
 
   I remained silent for a few moments.
 
   "The sex... I can live with that."
 
   "Live with it?"
 
   I laughed. "Okay.... That's not right. What I mean is that it is a crazy mix of pain and excitement. A mad, mad rush. I love it and hate it. I could live without it, but I don't want to." I paused. "And you?"
 
   "All those things and more," she replied. "Because it's me, you know. You’re hearing about it, and watching it sometimes. But I’m doing it. And I'm so vulnerable and exposed. Exciting. Satisfying. But terrifying, and I could never do it if you weren't there to rescue me."
 
   "I think you could."
 
   "Not in the same way."
 
   Another pause.
 
   "I worry about losing you."
 
   "Never."
 
   "About you surrendering too much and becoming lost," I explained.
 
   She seemed confused.
 
   I tried to probe my own thoughts.
 
   "The tattoos," I said finally. "That's... permanent."
 
   She nodded. "You know he... they weren't really Brian's idea."
 
   I tilted my head. "No?"
 
   "Don't get me wrong, he liked them." Her grin hinted at the understatement. "But they were my idea. Do you hate them?"
 
   I thought about the rose by her pussy, the devil on her shoulder and I thought again about mixed-motives. I didn't need to probe further to know they had multiple meanings. That they made her feel naughty. That she liked how they looked. That she knew they'd make me crazy. That she knew they'd make Brian extra hard. A nice reminder of how complex she was.
 
   "No. They're... right for you."
 
   We each took a sip of wine.
 
   Then, she spoke: “But… Bill… I’m still not sure I understand where we stand. What changed?”
 
   I paused. I’d been trying to work it through as well, but my answers were disjointed. And then it occurred to me, that’s okay. 
 
   “You have fantasies you can’t control, and living them makes you happy, and I want you to be happy. I have fantasies I can’t control either, and for better or for worse, our fetishes are mutually reinforcing. The thing is, I don’t like to be humiliated. At least… not in public. I guess, I do sort of like that feeling that another man is fucking my woman better than I can. I just… I just don’t want him to tell me that. And also, I guess, I wanted reassurance that, in the back of my mind, it wasn’t that another man could fuck you better than I could, but rather that he could fuck you better than I was willing to.”
 
   “So that’s what this afternoon was about? Proving you could be the bull?”
 
   I nodded. “And it was hot. Fuck, Baby, it was hot.”
 
   “Baby? Not Cumslut?” she teased.
 
   I laughed, but it wasn’t really funny. “That’s the thing. I don’t want you to be Cumslut to me. I want you to be Baby, or Honey, or Sweetie.”
 
   She smiled, but didn’t speak.
 
   “I don’t want to be the bull.”
 
   “So?” she asked. 
 
   We’d come full circle.
 
   I took a deep breath. “It was so hot watching you with Dwayne and Manny.”
 
   “All the more so because they didn’t know you were involved.”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   “So you don’t want to be the bull, and you don’t want to be Avi.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   She hesitated, afraid to state the obvious conclusion. “But you do still want me to play?”
 
   “Only if you want to,” I interrupted.
 
   She rolled her eyes. Of course she still wanted to. 
 
   “But you still want me to play. You just don’t want anyone to know I’m married to you.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   She continued. “So as far as other people are concerned, I’m either a loose single woman, or a cheating wife, getting little somethin’ somethin’ on the DL.”
 
   “Hmmm. But you have to promise to tell me all about it. Everything.”
 
   “Everything?”
 
   I smiled. “Well, in time, of course.”
 
   “Of course,” she said with a grin.
 
   We each took a sip of wine. The breeze off the water was sweet and sticky. 
 
   "Will you continue to see Brian?"
 
   "I'd like to... and Cyn."
 
   I nodded. "You still owe me for that."
 
   She grinned. "You want me to bring a girl home someday?"
 
   "Someday," I acknowledged.
 
   "Are there other things you want?" she asked.
 
   I nodded. "I'm sure I do. Even if I don't know what they are yet."
 
   She laughed. "You're holding out on me."
 
   "I am," I admitted.
 
   "Fair enough."
 
   "We have plenty of time," I said. "Can you imagine what we'll be like when we're empty nesters?"
 
   "No one will want me then."
 
   I laughed. "Baby, men will always want you."
 
   She laughed and gracefully rose out of her seat. She took my wine glass from my hand and placed it on the table, and then she climbed into my lap. Her white shorts were tight across her ass, and her nipples poked through her tee shirt. She leaned in close.
 
   “I have something to tell you,” she said. “I think this fits our new rules since Avi didn’t know about you at the time.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   Her hot body and her lewd tone had me rock hard in an instant. She ground against me.
 
   “You were such a bad boy, putting that load so deep in my ass.”
 
   I groaned.
 
   “It took Avi over an hour to lick it all out of there. I think you already knew that from Mike, but I really, really love having my ass eaten.”
 
   Her voice was low and sultry. I unbuttoned her shorts. She rose slightly and shimmied out of them. I freed my cock from my pants. And like a well practiced team, she settled back down into my lap, engulfing my prick in her wet heat. 
 
   “It got me so hot, Baby,” she cooed. “I came and came. And after… I… just… had to return the favor.”
 
   “Oh God,” I sighed. “You didn’t.”
 
   “Uh huh, I did. I kneeled down behind him and I licked his ass and stroked his cock until he shot huge ropes across the room.”
 
   “You’re a dirty, little whore,” I moaned as I filled her twat with come.
 
   She laughed. “And you love it.”
 
   I did.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   DELETED SCENE
 
    
 
   [A few days after the nightclub scene]
 
    
 
   "You're messing with a good thing," Melody said as she sipped her wine.
 
   Terri rolled her eyes. "This again?"
 
   "Herb says Bill is a mess."
 
   "Thanks for that, by the way. It didn't occur to me he'd leave finding a sitter for the last minute."
 
   "You're making him crazy. And why? If you just kept it low key, you know--"
 
   Terri sighed. “He doesn't know what he wants. It's not as simple as I've probably made it out to be. But, we're not in a stable place.”
 
   "Does he still want you to screw my husband?" Melody asked.
 
   "See, that's my point, Mel. He'd have hated that if I'd done it. It just appealed to him because, I guess, he thought it would give him control, but then it would have made him nuts whenever we saw you guys. So, no, he doesn't, not that I would have anyway --"
 
   "You're not Herb’s type anyway."
 
   "Well, you're not Bill's type either,” Terri returned the lie. “So, so much for swinging."
 
   "At least with our husbands. Now, if you want to introduce me to that bartender guy --"
 
   "And you'll introduce me to your trainer?"
 
   "I haven't fucked him," Melody replied, an unstated yet remaining in the ether.
 
   "Except in your imagination."
 
   Melody shrugged. "That's my point. Bill would actually want you to. If Herb wanted me to, I’d --"
 
   "Oh please. You can't even talk to Herb about why you're so horny every Wednesday evening after your gym because of, what, something that happened years ago? You're the last person who should be so cavalier about what a man's ego can and can't take."
 
   "So then, just lose their numbers. This is a problem of your own making."
 
   "I didn't say it wasn't," Terri noted. "I should have popped that balloon at the start, but I didn't see it. It just...."
 
   "You thought you could have your cake and eat it too."
 
   Terri nodded. She took a sip of wine. "I wanted to think that. Yeah."
 
   "You still do," Melody replied.
 
   Terri hesitated. "Do I? I don't know. Sure. Maybe. Look, I'm not blameless in all this. And I've never claimed to be. But... It's more than that. Bill wants something out of this, even if he can't quite enunciate it."
 
   "And so, on that theory, you're going to torment him until he figures it out?"
 
   "I am going to sharpen the contradictions."
 
   "What does that mean?" Melody asked.
 
   "Oh, right, you were too busy screwing to pay attention in college."
 
   Melody waved her middle finger at her friend. "Some Marxist bullshit about hastening the revolution?"
 
   "Something like that."
 
   "And this is for Bill's own good?"
 
   "I think it's for both of our good."
 
   Melody shook her head. "I still think you're playing with fire."
 
   Terri nodded and smiled grimly. "I am. And I just hope in the end he forgives me for it."
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   I am your typical family man with a wife and kids and an overactive imagination. I am a longtime reader and author of erotic fiction. I write in genres that I find exciting and arousing. Most of my stories are in the naughty wife, wife-watching genre, though occasionally I venture into other subject matter.
 
    
 
   I have written several pieces of longer-form fiction.
 
    
 
   Two Sides of Terri
 
   Bill has just about the perfect life. Good paying job. Lovely home. Perfect children. And most of all, he has his wife Terri--smart, funny, great with the kids. Thing is, she's a good girl trapped in a bad girl's body. Blonde, busty, and devastatingly beautiful, she makes him want to do dirty things--things you don't admit to wanting from the girl-next-door.
 
    
 
   Or so he thought.
 
    
 
   It starts with a revelation about Chucky, a past boyfriend, and everything he thought he knew about his sweet wife unravels. He becomes obsessed with learning more about this other side of Terri--and everything he learns points back to Chucky, a man she couldn't say no to. Does he dare invite her past back into their present? And if he did, would she now be able to say no?
 
    
 
   Tempting Terri
 
    
 
   The long awaited sequel to Two Sides of Terri... 

After sleeping with her ex-boyfriend and revealing a wild side to her husband that he had never suspected she had, can Terri and Bill get back to a normal routine? Is that what Bill really wants? And what is normal, anyway? 

Now that Bill has seen this other side of Terri, he begins to question everything he thinks he knows about his wife. He worries that her desires will not end with Chucky, and that containing her would only lead to heartbreak. Figuring out their future means digging into Bill's past and Terri's desires. But the more they uncover and the closer they get to the truth, the more dangerous their adventure becomes. 

Is Bill playing with fire as he sets out to tempt Terri? Read on to find out. 
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   The Surrogate Master
 
   Dark Tide: An Interracial Adventure on the High Seas
 
   Seven Dates: A Different Kind of Hotwife
 
   Annual Leave
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