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As Eric unlocked the door to his home, he couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. He had always been able to sense when things weren't right, and this time was no exception.

"Jane? You home?"

He checked the kitchen, the living room, and even the basement, but his wife was nowhere to be found. Just as he was about to give up and check the garage, he heard a faint noise coming from their bedroom.

Huh. She doesn't usually hang out up there, he thought, climbing the stairs. Their bedroom was on the smaller side… It didn't even have room for Jane's extensive collection of outfits, which were stored in the guest bedroom which had been converted to a closet.

Jane was a beautiful woman, after all, and she needed a wardrobe to match. While the dark-haired, half-Japanese 29-year-old had many qualities that attracted Eric (and put her firmly out of his league, even in his own opinion), his favorite thing about her was her ass.

When Eric first saw that rear end back in college, his jaw literally dropped. He spent the next year getting to know her better, then finally pounced and offered a date while she was between boyfriends.

Luck was on his side: two years later they were married, and a year after that they inherited this house from Jane's uncle. Though small, it suited their needs and was located in a quaint neighborhood out in the suburbs.

I thought she had tennis today? Eric slowly made his way towards the closed bedroom door. He hesitated for a moment before finally gathering the courage to turn the handle and push it open.

The sight that greeted him was one he would never be able to forget.

There, on his own bed, was Jane… And their neighbor's 19-year-old son, Leo. Both naked, both moaning with pleasure.

They were lined up diagonally on the bed, facing away from the door. As a result, they didn't see Eric as he cracked the door open…

…But he had a perfect view of the boy's cock disappearing into Jane from behind. His toned hips were slamming against her huge, round ass, making a slap-slap-slap that was nearly as loud as Leo's growling and Jane's howling.

It was no mystery why the housewife was so worked-up: Leo was big, and not just in terms of his muscular physique. The curly-haired teen was packing a cock far thicker than Eric's, and twice the length.

Eric's initial reaction was one of outrage. How could his wife cheat on him like this? And with someone so much younger and more attractive than he was? The betrayal cut him deeply, and he found himself wanting to lash out and hurt both of them.

But as he watched, he couldn't help but feel a strange sense of arousal overtake him. He had never been one for voyeurism, but the sight of his wife with another man was something he had never experienced before. He found himself unable to look away as Leo moved over Jane's body, his own desires starting to take over.

Before he knew it, Eric found himself stepping closer to the bed, his hand moving towards his crotch. He knew he shouldn't be doing this, that it was wrong on so many levels, but he just couldn't help himself.

Just then, Jane threw her head back with pleasure--And saw her husband creeping silently up to the bed.

As she let out a gasp of shock, the spell was broken: Eric came to his senses, his hand moving away from the growing bulge in his pants as he scrambled backwards.

He couldn't stay in that room any longer. Without a word, he turned and fled the house.

Jane cried out something as he ran… But Eric couldn't tell if she was calling for him, or if Leo had resumed thrusting.

That wasn't the only question in Eric's mind, of course. He had no idea what he was going to do or where he was going to go: all he knew was that he needed to get as far away from that place as possible. To somehow outrun the image of that handsome boy bending over his wife.

He ended up in his car, turning the ignition and ripping out of the driveway without a destination in mind.

As Eric drove through the dark, deserted streets, his mind was a jumbled mess. He couldn't believe what had just happened. His own wife, the woman he had loved and devoted his life to, had cheated on him with their neighbors' son.

But worse than the betrayal was the confusing mix of emotions he had felt as he watched them. He had been outraged, yes, but he had also been turned on by the sight of his wife with another man.

The way she moaned… The way he grinned, looming over her like a vulture… The way her back arched as he filled her with his massive tool.

Eric had never thought of himself as someone who was into that kind of thing, but the way Leo was mounting Jane… Rutting with her… Sent a surge of desire through him that he'd never experienced before.

Eric knew he needed to get a hold of himself and figure out what he was going to do. He had always prided himself on being level-headed and rational, but right now he wasn't sure he was capable of either.

He drove for what felt like hours, not really paying attention to where he was going. He just needed to put as much distance between himself and that bedroom as possible.

As the first hints of dawn started to light up the sky, Eric finally pulled over to the side of the road. He was exhausted, both mentally and physically, and knew that he needed to rest.

He leaned his head back against the seat and closed his eyes, trying to make sense of everything that had happened. He knew he couldn't stay in this car forever, but for now, it was the only place he felt safe.

In his fitful roadside sleep, Eric had a vivid dream. He was back in his bedroom, and Leo was back inside Jane, but this time there were several other people as well… Leo's friends, all surrounding Jane… Using her.

Eric watched in horror as the group of men took turns with Jane, each one trying to outdo the others in their sexual prowess.

One moment Leo was spitroasting Jane, along with a boy he vaguely recognized from down the road. The high-fived over her trembling body.

Then three more were jerking off on her face, coating her beautiful features with their thick loads.

Then another had her against the wall, plowing an impossibly-long cock into her pussy. Her stomach bulged with his member, and she caressed it like a pregnant woman.

Then she was jerking them off, alternating between each boy, biting her lip as she admired their dicks. Giggling with joy, as she slapped their sticky cockheads against her own face.

Her partners were all rough, inexperienced, selfish… A bunch of cocky boys, using her body like a toy. And yet, Jane seemed to be enjoying herself--In ecstasy, even, happier than Eric had ever seen her.

He tried to intervene, to stop the men from using his wife like this, but he found himself unable to move or speak. He was trapped, a spectator to his own wife's gangbang.

As the men continued to toss Jane's naked, glistening form between them, filling one hole after another, Eric felt a wave of shame and disgust wash over him.

This wasn't the woman he had married. This was a stranger.

Jane looked up at him from the bedroom floor, wiping the jizz from her eyes. Then she smiled--And Eric woke up.

He was drenched in sweat and shaking. It had been a terrible nightmare, one that he knew would stay with him for a long time… But even more terrible was the realization that at least some of it was true.

Jane had slept with Leo…

…What about the rest? Could she do something like that?

He looked around, disoriented, before realizing that he was still in his car. Still on the side of the road, miles from home.

He sat up, his head pounding, and tried to gather his thoughts. He knew he needed to go back home and face the reality of what had happened. It wouldn't be easy, but he couldn't keep running forever.

And so Eric drove the long way back to his house, much slower than he had left: he was dreading what he would find when he got there, after all.

He knew that things would never be the same between him and Jane. But what was next? What to say, after witnessing something like that?

As Eric pulled into the driveway, he took a deep breath. Getting out of the car, he made his way inside.

Jane was in the living room, sitting on the couch with her arms crossed. She looked up as he entered, her expression unreadable.

"Where have you been?" she asked, her voice cold. "I've been worried sick."

Eric couldn't believe what he was hearing. How could she pretend like nothing had happened?

"Don't play dumb," he said, his anger starting to boil over. "I… I saw you and Leo."

Jane's expression shifted and she stood up, walking towards him with a look of disgust on her face. "What are you talking about? Like… In a dream?"

"Huh? No--Last night," Eric stammered. "In our bedroom."

"You must have been hallucinating or something," she scoffed. "You're being ridiculous."

Eric couldn't believe what he was hearing. Was she really trying to gaslight him like this? I saw what I saw. She can't deny it.

"I'm not an idiot, Jane," he continued, voice shaking. "You can't just pretend like it didn't happen."

Jane's expression softened and she reached out to touch his arm. "I'm sorry you're upset, but I didn't do anything wrong. You need to calm down and stop accusing me of things I didn't do. Maybe you should go see a therapist or something?"

Eric pulled away from her touch, feeling a sense of revulsion. He didn't know who this woman was anymore, and he had no idea how to deal with her.

"I… I can't… I'm going to bed."

Rushing to bed had seemed like a good idea at the time… But despite his exhaustion, Eric couldn't sleep.

The first problem was the bed. This was the place that Leo had taken his wife. He was lying right where she had been… He even thought he could see a stain on the duvet.

The second issue was Jane. She had crawled into bed an hour after him, joining him in his mid-afternoon nap. Was she trying to reconcile with him? Or was she exhausted too, after a night of getting pounded by a younger, fitter man?

Had Leo stayed, after he caught them fucking?

The last thing he wanted was to snuggle with her, but confronting her again sounded even more horrifying--So he'd pretended to be asleep and let her lay down.

And so, Eric found himself trapped: he was too exhausted to get up and move to the couch, but too distressed to sleep.

He simply lay there for a while, staring at his sleeping wife… Trying not to picture Leo straddling her. Trying not to hear her screams of pleasure.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Jane's phone light up on the nightstand. She began to stir, so Eric closed his eyes and pretended to sleep once again.

She quickly picked up the phone and started typing, fingers moving rapidly over the screen. Is it Leo? Is she planning on meeting him again?

Eric felt yet another surge of anger and betrayal wash over him. He sat up, ready to confront her--But just as he opened his mouth to speak, Jane looked over at him and put a finger to her lips, signaling for him to be quiet.

"I'm just texting a friend," she whispered, voice dripping with insincerity. "Go back to sleep."

Eric knew he should push the issue… That he needed to get to the bottom of what was going on… But he was too tired to fight anymore. He lay back down and closed his eyes, hoping that everything would be better in the morning.

As he finally drifted off to sleep, Jane continued to "secretly" text with Leo. She smiled as the cocky young man sent a picture… Then licked her index finger, slipped it beneath the sheets, and continued texting with just one hand.

Eric didn't wake up until early the next morning. Jane was already up, of course, clattering around the kitchen as she made breakfast. She seemed to be in a good mood, humming to herself as she worked--And giving her husband a smile as he entered the room.

How can she act like NOTHING HAPPENED?

Eric was still reeling from the betrayal… And here she was, acting like everything was normal. Acting like they were fine.

He was about to confront her, but she began speaking first: "I invited Leo over for lunch today," she said happily. "I thought it would be nice to thank him for all his help around the neighborhood. Did you know he shovels walkways for all the elderly people on our street?"

No… But I know it hasn't snowed more than an inch in five years, Eric thought, his stomach dropping. More importantly… What the FUCK?

There was no way he could sit down and have a meal with the man who had slept with his wife. He opened his mouth to shout at her--

"I know you two haven't always gotten along, but he's really a great guy. I want you to make an effort to get to know him."

He didn't know how to respond. He couldn't respond. Something inside Eric was broken--And his wife's brazen, nonsensical behavior broke it even further.

He didn't know what to say… And so he forced a smile and nodded, pretending like everything was fine.

After taking a few deep breaths, he reached for the tray of bacon Jane was preparing.

"Oh, hey, no," she snapped, pulling it away. "These are for Leo--I mean, for lunch. Go get some cereal or something."

As they sat down to eat a few hours later, Eric couldn't help but notice the way Jane and Leo kept sneaking glances at each other. While he sat at one end of the table, they shared a corner.

So close… So intimate. She was practically leaning on his shoulder.

"God, this is so good," Leo said, grinning as he stole a slice of bacon off Jane's plate and popped it in his mouth. His other hand moved beneath the table, clearly rubbing her thigh.

She smiled back at the boy, then pushed her plate closer. "You're sweet--Have as much as you like!"

Eric tried to focus on his food, but it was difficult with the constant flirtation going on between Jane and Leo. He wanted to lash out and tell them to stop, but he knew it wouldn't do any good. He knew he needed to figure out what to do--Eventually, somehow--But for now, he just needed to get through this torture of a lunch.

The topic of conversation (between Jane and Leo, at least) soon turned to work. Leo started bragging about his many accomplishments--The boy had a frankly ridiculous resume for a 19-year-old, and Eric suspected he may be making some of it up.

Jane seemed impressed, however. Her arm soon moved beneath the table as well… But judging by the motion she was making, it wasn't on Leo's thigh.

Is she… No… Eric couldn't see exactly what his wife was doing, but as the stroking motion got faster, it became increasingly hard to deny. She… She can't be…

To make matters worse, Leo seemed to be enjoying the situation. He kept throwing not-so-subtle jabs at Eric, making him feel small and insignificant.

"Still in advertising, huh? TV? Didn't know people still gave a fuck about that."

"So I got this promotion last week--Say, Eric, when's the last time you got promoted?"

"Man, aren't income taxes a bitch? Oh… I guess you'll find out if you ever make enough to pay 'em."

It was clear that he was trying to assert his dominance over Eric--And it was working. The older man could feel his face burning with embarrassment and anger, but he couldn't speak.

He wanted to crawl under the table and hide--Until he remembered what he'd probably see if he tried that. Besides… Some part of him needed to keep up the facade of normality. At this point, that was the only thing standing between him and some kind of mental breakdown.

If he hadn't already suffered one, that is.

So Eric sat there, awkwardly making small talk and pretending not to notice what was going on beneath the table. He knew he couldn't keep this up for much longer, but he didn't know what he was going to do instead.

He tried to re-focus on the conversation, but it was difficult with the constant noise coming from beneath the table: Fap-fap-fap… But then, suddenly, it stopped.

"Oh! I think I dropped my fork," Jane said, pushing back her chair and dropping to the floor.

No… Nonono. She can't be serious.

Eric could feel Leo's eyes on him, gauging his reaction. He was probably enjoying the fact that he had Eric right where he wanted him, powerless and humiliated… And that it was about to get worse.

"So… Investments," Leo said, out of nowhere. "Market's been bad this year. Bet you lost a lot, huh?"

"...Glmph… Mmph…" Jane was trying to be quiet beneath the table, but she didn't do a very good job of it: her mouth was suddenly quite full, after all.

"...That is, if you had anything invested to begin with," Leo continued, raising his voice in a half-assed attempt to cover up the noise.

As he continued talking down to Eric about the finer points of investment strategy, one of his hands dropped to his lap. Then there was an even louder gagging, speeding up as the boy began pumping his arm.

He's facefucking my wife, Eric thought, staring at the tabletop… Not sure if he was willing it to become transparent or ten feet thicker.

Not sure whether this was real, or a dream.

Not sure if he was horrified or turned on.

Actually, that last one wasn't too hard to solve: he was certainly both. His mind was reeling as his relationship (and his manhood) crumbled around him, but his dick was straining against his pants.

Suddenly Eric stood up, chair scraping against the floor. "I have to go," he said, his voice shaking. "I… I'll see you later."

He didn't wait for a response: he just turned and walked out the door, leaving Jane and Leo to their fun.

Just before slamming the front door, he heard one final thing from the kitchen:

"I'm gonna--Uuungh! Swallow, slut! Mmm…"

Once more, Eric jumped in his car and fled the scene… And once more, he had no idea where he was going.

He just hoped that somehow, eventually, he would be able to find a way to deal with the mess that his life had become.

Eric ended up at the local pub. He didn't usually drink, but that day made for a pretty good exception.

He took a seat at the bar and signaled for the bartender to bring him a beer. As soon as the bottle was in his hand, he downed half of it.

As he sat there, he couldn't help but think about Jane and Leo. Again. Always.

He couldn't believe that she would suck that boy's cock while he was right there--It was like she was rubbing the affair in his face, daring him to do something about it.

So why haven't I? Why CAN'T I?

His phone buzzed, and he saw that he had a text from his wife. He hesitated for a moment, before finally giving in and opening it.

"Hey, just wanted to let you know that I hired Leo to do some work around the house on a regular basis. He's really good, and I think it'll be a good opportunity for you guys to bond. See you later."

Eric's blood boiled as he read the message. Bond? How was he supposed to bond with the man who slept with his wife? Who fucked her throat while he was in the room with them?

He tossed his phone aside and took another long pull from his beer. He knew he couldn't keep running from the problem, but what was the alternative?

As Eric sat at the bar, lost in his own thoughts, an older man approached him and took the next seat over.

"You look like you've got a lot on your mind," the bearded stranger said, his voice friendly. "Is everything okay?"

Eric hesitated for a moment before forcing a smile and nodding. "Yeah, everything's fine," he said. It was a lie, but it felt good to pretend.

The man raised an eyebrow but didn't push the issue. "Well, if you change your mind, I'm here. Sometimes it helps to get things off your chest."

Eric nodded, appreciating the man's kindness. He knew he couldn't talk about what was really going on--Not to a stranger. Maybe not to anybody.

"Thanks," he said. "I appreciate it. But I'm sure it's just a… Temporary thing. I'll be fine."

The man clearly sensed his discomfort, and soon changed the subject. The two of them fell into an easy conversation about the local football team.

As they talked, Eric found himself feeling a little bit better. It was nice to have someone to talk to, even if it was just about mundane things. Especially about mundane things… Things that didn't have the potential to crush an ego, end a relationship, kill a love.

And as the conversation went on, he found himself starting to believe his own words.

Maybe I'm fine. Maybe all of this is… Fine. It could be in my head, or I could be overreacting, or… Maybe all that pain isn't REAL? Wouldn't it be simpler… Easier… If Jane did nothing wrong?

It was a comforting thought, and he clung to it as he finished his beer and said goodbye to the man at the bar.

It was time to go home… And for the first time since he'd caught Leo and Jane in bed, things felt just a little bit okay.

The next day, Leo came over to mow the lawn. Eric raised a weak protest, but Jane wasn't having any of it: "You always do such a bad job! Give the kid a chance, okay?"

Now, as he watched from the kitchen window, Jane went out to offer Leo a glass of water. The boy was shirtless, showing off a body much stronger and leaner than Eric's. Even back when he was 19, Leo could've snapped him in half.

Within moments, it became apparent that Jane was flirting with Leo. She moved in close, touching his bare chest and laughing at everything he said.

Eric's stomach churned as he watched the scene unfold. He couldn't believe that Jane was doing this right in front of him--Again--Like she didn't care at all about his feelings.

He was about to turn away when he saw Jane and Leo head towards the garden shed. He knew exactly what was going to happen, and he couldn't bear to watch.

Eric turned and walked away from the window, his heart heavy with pain… But then he realized that Leo had left the lawn mower running. Without really thinking about it, he went outside to turn it off.

As soon as Eric turned off the lawn mower, he could hear the sounds of Jane and Leo moaning and panting inside the shed. One of the walls was visibly shaking, the flimsy structure threatening to collapse as their bodies pounded against it.

It was clear what they were doing, and Eric felt a wave of disgust wash over him. He stood there for a moment, listening as the sounds got louder and louder. Slowly, his hand reached over to the lawn mower and turned it back on.

Sighing with momentary, surface-level relief, the defeated man went back inside.

An hour later, Leo and Jane emerged from the shed. Both of them looked disheveled and satisfied. Jane was pulling down her tank top, while Leo was still shirtless--And even sweatier than when they'd gone inside.

Eric couldn't bring himself to look at them as they approached and entered the kitchen, instead staring at the dishes he was doing.

"Hey old man," Leo said, clapping him on the back. "Why the fuck didn't you turn off that lawn mower? You sure like wasting power, huh?"

Eric didn't say anything: he just gave a noncommittal nod. He couldn't believe that Leo had the audacity to speak to him that way… Then again, the boy didn't seem to have a sense of shame.

"Well, I'm gonna go take a shower," Leo continued, winking at Jane and heading upstairs.

Jane watched Leo leave, her eyes locked on his ass until he disappeared around the corner. "I should go help him," she said, licking her lips.

Eric stared at her in shock. "Why?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"He might need help in the shower," she replied casually, before hustling upstairs. By the time she reached the top step, she was already pulling off her tank top. Eric caught a tiny glimpse of her bare chest before she was gone.

Did she leave her bra in the shed? I'll have to grab that for her later, Eric thought, frowning.

Running on automatic, he began to creep slowly up the stairs… Then over to the bathroom door. He knew he shouldn't be doing this… He should just walk away and give Jane and Leo their privacy… But he couldn't stop.

He stood outside the bathroom, ear pressed against the door as he listened to the sounds of Leo and Jane having sex--Or to put it more accurately, fucking like a pair of wild dogs.

He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Leo was being obscenely rough with Jane, slamming her against the wall and making her moan with pleasure.

What if they crack a tile? Eric bit his lip, shaking his head with disgust. I mean… Why the fuck is THAT what I'm worried about? What's wrong with me?

He refocused on the more important issue: the woman he loved was letting another man treat her like a worthless, disposable fuckdoll--And loving every second of it.

Eric couldn't stay there any longer. He turned and walked away, his heart heavy with pain.

He spent the rest of the day in the bedroom, mind racing with thoughts of Jane and Leo. He couldn't believe that she had been so callous and dismissive of their marriage, and he didn't know how he was going to move on from this.

In an effort to distract himself, he started reading one of his wife's fantasy books. Jane loved sword and sorcery novels, and Eric figured that would be the perfect distraction from his hellish reality.

Unfortunately, the book turned out to be about a sordid love affair between a young knight and an elven queen. They fucked like rabbits, right under the nose of the mean, old, ugly king.

With each passing chapter, Eric only felt worse… But he couldn't bring himself to stop reading. As afternoon turned to evening turned to night, his eyes stayed glued to the novel.

The queen got pregnant. The king found out. The knight killed him. Everyone rejoiced.

Eventually, he heard the sound of footsteps coming down the hallway. He tensed, not sure if he was ready to face Jane yet. But he didn't have a choice: a moment later, she appeared in the doorway of the bedroom.

Jane was wearing nothing but a towel, and she had a smug look on her face… Along with about a gallon of gooey, sticky semen. Leo must have given her at least two or three facials, and she hadn't even made an effort to clean it up.

Eric couldn't believe what he was seeing. He wanted to lash out, to tell her how disgusted he was by her behavior, but the words wouldn't come.

Instead, he just watched as she climbed into bed next to him and kissed him goodnight--Flinching a little, yes, but still allowing that boy's seed to splash against him.

Eric lay next to his sticky wife for a while, too shocked to say anything. He stayed silent as Jane rolled over, reached for her phone, then giggled.

She was obviously texting with Leo… Eager to be with him again, despite the fact that they just parted. Desperate for more, even though she was still covered in his cum.

For now, Eric just closed his eyes and tried to find a way to get through the night. Tomorrow's a new day… New "challenges…" I'm gonna need all my strength.

Meanwhile, Jane began touching herself to the pictures Leo was sending. She alternated between fingering herself and scooping the cum off her face to lick right up.

Both activities were far from silent--But if Eric woke up, he didn't say a word to stop her.

The next day, Eric arose feeling like he had barely slept at all. He lay in bed for a moment, trying to gather the energy to face the day ahead.

Eventually, he dragged himself out of bed and headed to the bathroom. As he was getting ready, he heard Jane moving around in the bedroom. He tried to ignore her, not wanting to deal with her yet…

…But a few moments later, she appeared in the doorway of the bathroom. Despite everything, Eric was struck by her beauty: she was wearing a tight dress, with her hair tied up in a bun.

"Hey," she said casually. "I was thinking we could go shopping today. Gotta pick up some groceries."

He wanted to tell her no… To tell her that he couldn't face going out in public with her after what she'd done. But he knew that he couldn't keep hiding in the house forever.

So he forced a smile and nodded. "Sure," he said, trying to keep his voice even. "Sounds good."

Jane seemed pleased by his response, and gave him a smile. "Great," she said. "I'll meet you in the car in a few minutes."

As she walked away, Eric couldn't help but stare at her perfect rear end. Just like he had a thousand times before, he realized just how gorgeous his wife was… But this time, it came with a pang of sadness.

She wasn't his anymore. She was Leo's.

But whether or not that bubble butt belonged to him, it was still enough to get him rock-hard. Growling with frustration, he busied himself with getting ready.

As they shopped at the grocery store, Eric attempted to focus on the task at hand--But it was difficult, with Jane constantly throwing him off-balance.

He tried to ignore the strange looks she was giving him, and the way she kept rubbing her hand up and down his arm. It was like she was trying to make up for what had happened, but it just made him feel more uncomfortable.

Then, as they made their way down one aisle, Jane reached out and picked up a big container of lubricant.

Eric gasped, then bit his tongue. He didn't have the strength to fight with her, especially not in public: instead, he let her put it in the basket.

But Jane wasn't done: next she reached for a box of extra-large condoms. They were much bigger than he wore, and so it was clear that they were for Leo.

This time, Eric grabbed her hand and stopped her from picking them up. "What are you doing?" he demanded, his voice shaking.

Jane just looked at him, her expression coy. "What do you mean?" she asked, batting her eyelashes innocently.

"Those… Those won't fit me," he continued, his voice shaking.

"Oh. Well, they're already in the basket, so…" Jane trailed off with a shrug, before quickly walking ahead to continue shopping.

As they finished up at the grocery store, Eric was about to suggest that they go home, but Jane spoke up first.

"Hey, I have an idea," she said, her voice dripping with excitement. "Let's go to that lingerie store down the street! I want to get something special to wear tonight."

Eric's stomach churned at the thought. He didn't want to go to a lingerie shop with Jane--Not after everything that had happened. But he was too weak to argue, and before he knew it, they were headed to the upscale boutique.

Eric couldn't believe what was happening. He was standing in a lingerie shop with his wife, while she picked out something that was clearly for Leo.

As he watched her flipping through the racks, his mind raced with thoughts of what he was going to do. I should yell at her. I should cry. I should pretend to be sick, so we can leave.

Finally, Jane seemed to find what she was looking for. She held up a pink lace teddy with a sly smile on her face.

"This one," she said, her voice dripping with excitement. "It's the perfect color!"

"I don't really like pink on you," Eric said meekly.

"Aw, well, that's just your opinion," she replied, shrugging it off. "I'm going to try it on!"

As Jane disappeared into the fitting room, Eric leaned against the wall… And found himself feeling strangely relaxed. Despite the last few days, this was a familiar moment, associated with some great memories.

He always enjoyed the routine of shopping for clothes with his wife. Seeing her excitement, watching her pop into the dressing room… Then a few minutes later, she would call him inside to sneak a peek.

"Ohmigod! It's perfect!" Jane was squealing like a schoolgirl, clearly enamored with the lingerie she'd chosen.

As Eric moved closer to the curtain that separated them, there was a brief flash of light from inside… Then another, then a giggle.

"Can I see?" His hand reached for the curtain--

"Um, no," Jane replied, causing Eric to freeze. "Not right now!"

"I… Okay." Eric cleared his throat awkwardly. "Not even a peek?"

"Maybe later!" There was another flash, then some rustling. "Be out in a minute!"

When she was done, back in her dress, Eric followed her meekly to the register. She'd forgotten her wallet, of course, so he found himself paying for the lingerie that he'd never seen--And that he knew in his heart he'd never get to see.

He kept trailing after her in silence as she pranced back to their car. As he drove them home, he couldn't help but imagine Jane's body in that skimpy teddy.

God, I bet she looks stunning. She was taking pictures, wasn't she? Maybe I could see them, if I stole her phone?

Then he shook his head, banishing those thoughts.

No, I can't snoop… I mean, considering she's cheating on me… But no. Two wrongs don't make a right.

As they pulled into the driveway, Jane turned to him with a smile. "I'm going to go over to Leo's house for a while," she said matter-of-factly. "We need to talk about the work he's been doing."

Eric's stomach churned at the thought. He couldn't believe that she was going to go over to Leo's house with her new outfit in tow. He wanted to tell her no, to tell her that she wasn't going anywhere, but the words wouldn't come.

Maybe if I press her, I can make her give up and come home, he thought. I can't make this EASY for her!

"I… Talk about what?"

"Huh?" Jane seemed surprised that he was asking any follow-up questions.

"What do you need to talk about?"

"Hmm… Well, he's been doing such a good job--I think he deserves a raise," Jane replied, clearly improvising. "You can afford it."

"I… I don't… Okay," Eric replied meekly, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'll see you later."

Jane gave him a peck on the cheek and climbed out of the car--But not before taking a moment to snatch the condoms and lube from the grocery bags. As she walked away, Eric's heart twinged with despair.

He just sat there in the car, watching as Jane disappeared into Leo's house, then waited in silence for a few minutes.

Just as the sting began to fade and the sickness in his stomach passed, he saw movement in the corner of his eye… A flash of pink.

In the upstairs window at the corner of the house, Jane was pressed up against the glass. She was wearing the new lace teddy--Or half-wearing it, anyway, since it had been pulled down past her perky breasts.

They were pressed up against the window, along with her panting face. Tongue lolling out of her mouth, she was moaning and gasping as Leo thrust into her from behind.

Eric's jaw dropped as he watched his wife's body getting slammed against the window. Leo was ramming into her faster and faster, and eventually her trembling legs were lifted entirely off the floor.

He couldn't hear them from outside the house, but Eric could see all too clearly as Jane threw her head back and let out a silent cry. Her legs twitched, and her arms scrabbled against the window--She was obviously having the orgasm of a lifetime.

At least she brought the condoms, Eric thought… Just in time to see Leo put down his wife and pull out of her. That's when he realized that the younger man wasn't fucking her pussy: he had just been balls-deep in her perfect ass.

The boy was still erect, and Eric watched in horror as he peeled off the ridiculously-large condom and threw it on the floor. Then he turned Jane around, pressed her back against the window, and stuck his bare cock between her legs.

Fuck… Oh no. She isn't… They aren't… Jesus. Unable to watch one second longer, Eric quickly turned away and got out of the car.

He stood there in the driveway for a while: part of him wanted to storm into Leo's house and beat the crap out of the little snot. The other part knew that Leo would wipe the floor with him.

Swallowing hard, Eric decided to just go home. I'll make something to eat… Jane's gonna be hungry when she's done, he mused, before immediately cringing at his own pathetic thoughts.

"What the fuck is wrong with me?"

Eric sat on the couch, staring at the TV without really seeing it. His mind was consumed with thoughts of Jane and Leo… Of the betrayal that had shattered his heart.

He couldn't believe that the woman he loved could do this to him, that she could be so callous and cruel. He had always thought they had something special, something worth fighting for.

But now he knew that he was wrong. Jane didn't love him the way he thought she did. She was more interested in experiencing everything life had to offer, even if it meant hurting him in the process.

And what about him? Why didn't he care--Or care enough to stop it? Why hadn't he left? Why did he keep fooling himself into thinking everything was fine… Or at least salvageable?

He was lost in thought when he heard the front door open. He turned to see Jane limping into the living room, still wearing the pink teddy, a satisfied smile on her face.

"Hey," she said, her voice casual. "I'm home." She dropped the grocery bag on the floor and her clothing spilled out--Along with an empty box of condoms, and an empty bottle of lube.

Eric's stomach churned at the sight of her, and he began to tear up…

…But Jane didn't seem to care. She was smiling and happy, like she had no idea what she had done to him. What she was doing to him.

"I'm exhausted… Think I'll go to bed," she said, giving him a peck on the cheek as she staggered by the couch. "Night, baby."

Eric watched as she limped upstairs, once again growing hard at the sight of her ass in that pretty new (now used) lingerie.

He knew he couldn't keep living like this, with Jane constantly flaunting her affair in his face. With her young, powerful bull right next door. With his life torn into pieces.

Could he?
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