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Chapter One







A pang of sadness twisted through her as she scooped sweat pants and towels off the bed and threw them into the hamper. So many years spent chiding the boys to clean their stuff up. Now they were gone again and the house would be tidied and she’d be back to feeling nostalgic about those days. Wishing they were still messing everything up and making her laugh and not far away again.





She checked the clock. Mathew had left for an early flight and Thomas had gotten into his car an hour or so later. Now it was barely noon, probably another six hours before Perry got home. Five hours before it made sense to start dinner. Five hours to wallow in her sadness that their visit was over.





She walked the hamper to the basement stairs and set it next to the door. Walked to the kitchen and poured a glass of cold water and slammed it. She’d had too much wine last night. But it was the last evening they were going to spend together for who knew how long? She let herself get lost in her memories again.





She hadn’t even minded they’d invited their friends over. All of them so grown up and handsome now. Their booming laughter echoing through the house, warming it up just like when they’d all been young. Tom and Mat and Jake and Hunter, the fabulous four together again. Except this time sitting around a table with beers and not milk and peanut butter sandwiches.





She felt her throat tighten and decided to busy herself again. The sheets needed changing in all the beds upstairs. That would distract her for a good hour, at least. She traipsed up the stairs, catching a glimpse of herself in the hallway mirror as she passed it. Looking a little frumpy in her baggy grey sweatpants. But her ass looked nice. She cupped her bra-less tits through her stained white t-shirt and pushed them up a little higher.





Not bad for forty-five.





Too bad Perry didn’t seem to care. She felt herself slipping into a familiar slurry of resentment toward him at the thought. At his schedule, his silence, his waning attention to their marriage. These last few days with the boys home had brought a pleasant respite from all that. And now it was back to business as usual. Cleaning the house while her husband slaved away in his cubicle and ruminating on whether this was the life she’d signed up for.





A sound coming from one of the guest bedrooms startled her as she climbed the stairs. She stopped half-way up and held her breath. A voice. A low, male voice muffled by the closed door to the bedroom. She tilted her head to one side and quickly breathed a sigh of relief.





It was Hunter.





He must have had too much last night to be able to drive. Boys probably set him up in the bedroom and forgot to tell her on their way out. Just like old times. Everyone crashing at everyone else’s place that the parents barely knew where they were sleeping half the time.





She figured she’d give him some privacy. He was obviously on the phone. A funny impulse gripped her.





Hunter had grown into quite the man. Big guy with broad shoulders and cannon sized arms. Always talking about his lifting routine while the other guys rolled their eyes. Always wearing a smile and tossing compliments around. She’d always wondered whether he was a sycophant or being sincere. Maybe this was a chance to find out?





She chided herself for even contemplating the idea. What a rude thing to do, listen in on someone else’s conversation. It was probably a business call. Or a call to his girlfriend that he’d want to keep private. She’d just go down and put the laundry in while he finished up and then she’d…





“…always been into her.”





The four words stopped her in her tracks and made her eyes bulge. Her mind immediately jumped to a surprising and dirty place. It shocked her and she brushed the thought away immediately.





“No, man, she’s a fucking milf, dude. Flirty, too. Always has been. I used to jerk it thinking about her all the time back in the day.”





She gasped and covered her mouth with her hand. Couldn’t keep the thought from forming again. Is he talking about me?






He hadn’t really said that, had he? Surely she’d misheard. What else could it have been, though? She checked herself again. She was being ridiculous. This was a private conversation between one adult and another. It most likely had absolutely nothing to do with her, even though, secretly, she’d always thought of herself as a milf
 and Hunter was
 in her house. And even if it did have something to do with her he was probably just being gracious, as he always was, and saying how much he appreciated her in a general sense.





Not in that
 way.





The sensible thing to do was to turn around, walk to the basement, forget she heard anything and get started on the laundry. What sort of a cliche would she be if she did anything else?






Bored housewife spies on friend’s son and…






She almost gasped when her mind turned a corner and she realized the part she hadn’t yet imagined was really inappropriate. It sounded like the beginning of a soap opera. Or worse. A porno
 .





How absolutely childish it would be of her to walk up to the second floor, hold her breath and listen in. There were dishes that still needed washing. You couldn’t put the new wine glasses in the dishwasher. Had to do them by hand and Perry hated that so she always got stuck with it. The downstairs toilet hadn’t been scrubbed in almost a week. The boys had probably cleared out the pantry in a late night raid. There were groceries to be done and the laundry to be switched to the dryer.





She tried to force a smile. Her lips began to tremble instead and the tightness in her throat returned. At how wonderfully beige
 her life had become. Somewhere deep inside herself she felt some tiny thing snap.






Fuck it.






Grabbing the banister she padded up the last few carpeted steps in her bare feet. Shuffled along the wall and towards the bedroom door. Held her breath.





“…fuck yeah!” she heard him say in a lower voice than before. Then he chuckled. “Whatever man. You’re on the road and I’m still here at the place. There’s a hot milf walking around in a t-shirt with no bra on and I’ve got a hangover boner that needs nursing. You want a pic?”





Her jaw dropped. She brought her hand slowly to her mouth again and covered it. Who was he talking to? One of his friends? How disgusting!





She checked off all the reactions she knew she was supposed to have at hearing something like that. But now she heard fumbling and shuffling on the bed. Her imagination ran away like a wildfire in a drought. Her mind filled with visions of Hunter pulling out his penis and snapping a pic. Handling himself as he finished his conversation. Maybe even navigating to a pornographic website on his phone and stroking himself as he watched a porno movie and thought of…





Her?





“How’d ya’ like that big dick? Ha ha!” he laughed.





Holy shit. He really had done that. Really had pulled his penis out and taken a picture. So he was a sycophant. Always with his “oh you look lovely today Mrs. Joy’s” and his “you sure I can’t help out with the dishes? You worked so hard at dinner and it was so delicious.” Deep down he was just a pervert. Like all men. Except her boys. They’d never talk like that.





“Fuck I’m so hungover horny I’d split her tight pussy in two right now if I had the chance…what? Okay. Okay, okay! Fine. Fuck you still can’t take a joke. Yeah. No, thanks for inviting me. It meant a lot seeing you guys again. Yeah. No for sure. Hey you drive safe, okay? Okay. You too. I’ll try not to fuck your mom on the way out. I’m joking! Ha ha!”





Her jaw dropped even lower. Hunter Davis had been talking to one of her boys about her
 . Amanda Joy. He was sitting in their guest bedroom, fondling himself and thinking of her.





A moment of clarity dawned on her. This was best left the way it was. Sneak back down the stairs and pretend she hadn’t heard any of it. Because how awkward would it be if Hunter knew she’d heard what he’d said? He’d feel terrible, even if he was just a dirty-talking guy.





And yet the thought of going back and resuming her chores, sinking back into the bone-white world she’d somehow slowly been wedged into, wasn’t much motivation. For the first time in, how long? Months? Years? For the first time in a long time she felt something flutter inside her. A bird slowly beating it’s wings and yearning to be set free. A quiet siren song. What would happen if, instead of doing the reasonable, responsible thing, she instead opened that bedroom door and caught Hunter in the act?





The possibility sizzled through her. She felt like she’d been jolted awake from a years-long dream. She had a choice
 to make. All by herself. Not a negotiation about silverware or paint color for the bathroom or whether they should bother filling the pool this summer. No. A real life choice that would have real life consequences.





Fear and arousal and worry and excitement all churned inside her. She felt alive. For the first time in, like, forever
 .





“This is totally stupid. You’re being an idiot,” she whispered to herself.





What about Perry? Perry, after also having drank too much to see the boys off, had dutifully donned his business casual and gone to the office that morning. Was probably sitting over his ham and cheese sandwich that he’d made for himself wishing he could be back in bed. Perry who’d worked so hard to give the boys the life he thought they deserved. Mom at home. Couple of trips a year. Perry who she loved so much but felt like she knew less and less. Perry who’d barely touched her at all these last few months.





There was that pit of resentment yawning again. She tiptoed around the edge, careful not to slip in. That could play no part in her decision.





Decision? This was a decision now?





Shit!






Just walk away.






It was so easy to think that would solve everything. But just beyond that door lay possibilities that had her whole body tingling.





She heard the rhythmic sound. Leaned closer to the door, almost pressing her ear against it. Whack, whack, whack, whack…
 Hunter jacking himself off. Probably watching a porno movie.





It was dirty. She felt dirty listening in. Intruding on his privacy like a peeping tom. A listening tom. That sent a thrill rushing through her, too. This was so wrong. Why was her heart beating a hundred and twenty beats a minute?





She didn’t so much will her hand to wrap itself around the doorknob. It was more like watching it happen. Feeling outside of herself. Like she was looking in on someone else’s bad and sordid choices, thrilled that something disastrous might happen because wouldn’t that make for a great story?





Then the door was cracking open. The sound from inside the room seeped out into the hall. Along with the smell. The musk of a young, unshowered man might have been offensive if the blast of male pheromones hadn’t almost knocked her off her feet. She leaned closer. Peered with one eye through the crack and stifled a gasp.





There was Hunter. One arm up behind his head. No shirt on his muscular, no, his absolutely shredded
 torso. Muscles in his arm flexing as his hand thwapped up and down, testing the elasticity of his skin.





Her eyes fell. Her jaw dropped lower still. His…penis. Oh god his penis. A nine-inch, semi-crescent piston that looked like it could split trees. Cut and glistening with the lubricating fluid oozing from the tip. Before she could stop it her mind threw up a vision, again no, a feeling
 of what it would be like taking a cock like that inside herself.





This time she gasped for real, stunned at her salacious imagination. Her heart and stomach sank at the same time as she stumbled back away from the door.





It was too late.





The door was swinging open. Hunter on the bed was scrambling for a pillow, moving it over his privates, shock and horror all over his expression. Shuffling down the bed as she staggered further back. “Mrs. Joy!” he gasped. “Holy shit I’m so sorry! Oh shit. Sorry about the language, too.” His head moved side to side, eyes darting around the bed, hands sweeping to gather his boxers and his shirt. He slipped into them and pulled the T over his head.





Amanda just stood there. Unable to move. Almost unable to breathe. The thing had been done. The thing she should have walked away from. Now she was on the other end of it and it was time to deal with the consequences.






 
Chapter Two







She was at the kitchen sink when she finally heard him coming down the stairs. furiously scrubbing the baking sheet she’d made pizza on the night before. Her face burning red, mind running through excuses and apologies and regrets. She shook her head and closed her eyes, deeply ashamed at being discovered.





With any luck he’d just walk out the front door and pretend like nothing had happened.





“Knock knock?” He rapped his knuckles on the kitchen door frame.





She drew in a breath, held it for a few seconds, then let it out in a loud exhale. Looked like she wasn’t getting off easy after all. She set down her scouring pad and the pan in the sink. Peeled off her yellow dish gloves and tossed them on the drying rack. Ran a hand through her hair before turning around and facing him.





He was grinning. Like he’d gotten away with something and they both knew it. A dangerous grin.





“Hunter,” she said. “I am so
 sorry. I have no idea what got into me.” She looked sideways out the kitchen window. “I was down here cleaning and the boys didn’t tell me that you’d stayed the night. I heard someone talking and went upstairs and…”





He was not at all what she’d expected him to be. Not blushing or embarrassed. Standing there with a big smile like he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar but didn’t care. And when he started walking towards her she saw the swagger in his step. The cocky confidence that many men his age exhibited. She put up a hand as he approached. “That’s…close enough I think,” she said, looking away unable to meet his gaze.





He came right up until her hand rested on her chest.





Her eyes darted up to his. She saw his hunger. Felt her own growing inside her. But this was crazy. She had to put a stop to this. This had gone far enough already. “I’m sorry,” she said again.





He smirked. Gone was the ever over-flattering nice guy, once the kid from down the street. Standing in front of her was a red-blooded man. A man with needs.





Her eyes darted to his groin, the incredible bulge still firm and very apparent through the pants he was wearing. She looked sideways again and hoped he hadn’t caught her.





“You heard my conversation?” he asked.





“Just…just a tiny bit. A few words and then I…” She stopped, realizing she’d nearly trapped herself in her own lie.





“Then you hung around to see what else would happen, huh?” Cock-sure and a little aggressive, he leaned forward against her hand.





“Hunter I really think it would be best if you just left,” she said. “I’m sorry this happened. I’m sorry. That was really rude of me. But I trust you’re going to keep this to yourself.” That’s right. All business. She didn’t for a second let on that him hovering over her had her heart pattering even harder in her chest. That the weight of him on her hand, the smell of his deodorant, the feeling of his bulging pectoral muscles had her sex leaking and squeezing.





“I’m really good at keeping secrets,” he said quietly.





She looked up and flashed a weak smile at him. “That’s good. I’m glad to hear that.”





Then his hand was on her wrist, pulling her hand away from his chest. He leaned closer, getting up into her face like a predator as she leaned away.





“Hunter, please,” she said, trying to push him away and squirm out from between him and counter at the same time.





“Do a thing for me?”





She looked up nervously at him again. “What?” she asked.





“Let me show you my cock again.”





“What?!? Hunter that is preposter…”





“Let me show you my cock again. Then, if you’re not into it, I turn around and walk out the front door and we all play nice and pretend this never happened.”





It was his confidence that helped her steel herself. There was something ugly about sexuality in men his age. So dominating and controlling. So possessive. Entitled. That’s what it was. Acting like they deserved it.





And yet… When was the last time she’d had this kind of attention from a man? Not the “how-was-your-day-but-I-don’t-really-care” sort of attention. This hungry, laser-focused, feral sort of attention that only ended in one thing. “Hunter I really think you should leave,” she said, her voice faltering. She knew how weak it sounded. How insincere. He’d see right through it. She had to try anyways. It was the right thing to do after doing the wrong thing.





Too late. Hunter was tucking his thumb into the belt line of his pants and pulling them down. When she made to move away he pressed his hard, hot hand against her belly.





She sucked in a breath.





“Hey,” he said.





The whispered word brought her eyes up to his. “It’s just a look. You don’t like what you see I turn around and walk out just like I said. No one’s gonna’ know. What are you scared of?”





It would have been creepy if, up close to her now the way he was, he didn’t look so fucking
 sexy. Big, ripped Hunter Davis showing the kind of interest in her that should have been reserved for girls half her age. Hunter who maybe sometimes fantasized about her tits without a bra or her ass in her sweatpants.





Her face flushed as she remembered she looked like shit. She shook her head.





“Just one look,” he said, getting in so close he could have kissed her.





Her eyes darted down his square jaw and his big lips. Down the muscles in his neck and his chest and abdomen. Down to where he’d pulled his pants off and that long, thick cock had sprung out and was swinging lazily up and down between them. Her lips parted. She felt more moisture pooling in her underwear. Her pussy slickening, body readying itself to take
 what she was looking at.





“Whaddya think?” Hunter whispered.





She opened her mouth wider. Somewhere in the back of her mind some part of her brain was still chanting tell him to leave, tell him to leave, tell him to leave.
 But that part of her wasn’t in charge any longer. A transition of cognitive power had taken place, her reasonable, rational and conscious mind surrendering it to her lizard brain.





The autonomic nervous system had taken over. Making her face flush, the color and heat bleeding down to her chest. Making her nipples harden and poke through the fabric of her t-shirt. Why hadn’t she changed? And worst of all, making her vagina practically gush with lubricant. She could feel the stain growing on her sweatpants. She licked her lips. “Hunter this is…” she began. Looked up and met his eyes.





He was wearing a half-smile. So fucking sure of himself. “What is it?” he asked.





She swallowed. “This is not appropriate,” she said. Still her eyes wandered back down to his prick. Her spine started to tingle.





“I want you to touch it,” he said. His hand was coming up to her face. He brushed his thumb over her jawline, then ran it over her lips. Forced her to look in his eyes again. Smiled. For real this time. “I’ve wanted you for so long,” he said.





It was like chugging a Long Island Iced Tea of the kind of attention she’d been craving. Masculine and powerful and with the kind of soft and gooey center of a guy that could say something like that and mean it. Hell, even if he didn’t mean it she didn’t care any more. She just wanted to juice herself on a little bit more of that affection. “Don’t be ridiculous I look terrible,” she whispered.





Hunter tipped her head back and brought her eyes to his again. “You look fucking perfect
 ,” he said. His gaze bored a hole straight down to the core of her.





She shook her head, trying to come up with a flirtatious protest. Had she forgotten how to do that? How to play hard to get? Had she forgotten everything about how this felt?





“I want to fuck you so bad,” he said.





She demurred. “Hunter. We can’t,” she whispered.





“Oh yeah we can,” he said.





Suddenly she was turning. Hunter spinning her around, leaning in over her and kissing the back of her neck. Bending her over the counter as his hands explored her curves. Her waist. Her hips. Her ass. Fingers drifting into the crack of it. Sliding deeper until they came against the shameful, cooling stain of her own slick on her pants. “Holy shit,” he muttered. “You are so fucking wet
 . Is that for me?” He leaned closer and smelled her neck.





“Hunter please. I haven’t even showered yet.” What?!? Had she really said that? What a ridiculous thing to say to a man who was about to seduce you.





“I love the fucking way you smell. You are fucking perfection
 .”





Okay. He was laying it on a little thick but… God how she wanted him now. Wanted to feel that hard, smooth cock gliding into her leaking slit. Wanted to know how it would stretch her. Wanted to know desperately what his lips would feel like on her body. Wanted to know the taste of him. “Hunter we shouldn’t,” she said as he kissed her neck.





“Oh I know we shouldn’t,” he growled right next to her ear.





She gasped as he squeezed his cock between her thighs and drew it up to press against her engorged sex.





“But we sure as hell are going to,” he said.





She felt like she was melting as he peeled her pants and underwear away. Felt like she’d plunged into the ocean and everything was murky and silent except for the pulsing coming from between her legs. Shuddered when his hands came up and pawed through her shirt at her breasts. Felt a divine pressure as he pressed up harder behind her and the head of his cock slipped into her slit. “Oh god!” she warbled.





This was awful. This was terrible. Taking another man inside herself with her husband at work. This was worse than any soap opera. And a million, billion times better. “Oh god,” she squawked as that ironwood hard cock started nosing deeper into her. Spreading her sex, untouched for as long she could remember. Hard and hungry and ready to give her what she needed. The last few bricks of her willpower crumbled into dust. She threw a hand over her head and gripped his neck. “Oh god, Hunter!” she moaned. “Please. Not here.”





A moment later she was sailing up the stairs in Hunter’s arms.






 
Chapter Three







There was no brushing teeth or showering or peeing. None of the mundane nightly rituals that counted as foreplay with her husband. None of the silent negotiation, the quiet understanding that this is what they did sometimes so let’s just get on with it. No stepping out of her pyjamas with the lights off while Perry waited naked between the sheets.





Instead Hunter threw her onto the bed in the guest bedroom like he owned her. Stripped his shirt and pants and underwear off revealing his entire glorious physique. He practically tore her sweatpants off. Actually tore her t-shirt down the front like some bawdy bodice-ripper.





Then he was crawling onto her. Between her legs and over her, his big fat balls sagging beneath his dick. Spreading her thighs apart with his and staring at her pussy.





She blushed at how hairy she was. Gasped when he put his hands on her thighs and folded her in half so that her pussy was stretched open for him.





He looked up into her eyes. “Watch it go in,” he said.





She gasped again, mortified at how dirty he was being. With none of the inhibitions that came with age an familiarity. She was knew to him. Different. He’d always wanted this. Said so himself. He wanted her. He needed
 her. She opened her legs wider and did his bidding. Staring down at the thick thatch of sandy pubic hair that covered her womanhood. It looked so messy compared to his waxed pelvis. She blushed and looked off to one side, more shame flooding through her at letting herself become this
 middle aged woman.





“No,” he said, putting his fingers on her chin and making her look at where their bodies would meet. “Look at it. It’s beautiful.”





“I’m so hairy,” she mewled.





“Hairy is fucking hot
 ,” he said. He looked down between their bodies. Took his cock in hand and pointed it at her sex.





She let out an awkward giggle.





He looked up smiling. “You gonna’ take it?”





She blushed again at being asked so directly. “It’s…I don’t know. It’s so big,” she muttered.





He laughed at that.





Every so often her mind would scream a whatthefuckareyoudoing
 at her. Each one was easier to ignore than the last. She stared at that monster cock until he lowered it and kissed her petals with the tip.





“You’re gonna’ take all of it,” he said.





She was trying to come up with a sexy reply when he speared her. She sucked in a breath. Her toes splayed.





Hunter put his hand on her stomach again as he sank his meat into her. “So fucking tight
 ,” he grunted.





She watched wide-eyed and slack-jawed, stunned at how good his cock felt sliding into her slimy entrance. Hot and throbbing, touching parts of her she’d never even felt. He didn’t go gentle. Didn’t stop and pull out and work himself back in. Just slid up into her in one smooth, arcing motion until his pelvis was up against hers and she felt his ball sack dangling against her ass. “Holy fuck,” she whispered, her voice trembling.





“Holy fuck,” he echoed. “You feel fucking amazing.”





Now the room was spinning. Or maybe it was her mind. Hard to tell. She had his arms up around his neck, her legs wrapped tight around his torso and could hear herself begging. “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me.” Panting like a dirty slut putting on a show to get a better tip. Except she meant every word of it.





Hunter, with all the enthusiasm and vigor of youth that was wasted on the young, started pounding. Not having sex. Not fucking. Actually pounding
 her pussy with his big dick like he was trying to drill a hole out of her back. Pounding so hard the bed made noises she’d never heard before.





She glanced between them. His big piston lubricated with her wet going up and down. She raked her nails down his back hoping she’d left claw marks. Dug them into his ass. It was like spurring a horse. He went from canter to gallop. Thrusting with his hips and absolutely destroying her pussy each time he slammed into her.





The unfamiliar sensation of a vaginal orgasm reared up through her. She felt it first in her pelvic floor. It slowly crept up her back, tensing her muscles and making her shake with strain. She dug her nails harder into his ass, her hips rising up to meet his. Riding him, riding that punishing prick until her body couldn’t take it and she screamed and came.





“Oh yeah,” Hunter growled. “Fuck you’re tight.”





His words sounded far away. All she could focus on was the relentless squeeze and release of her pussy milking his thick cock. As her orgasm began to wane a vision of Hunter finishing in her formed in her mind.





It had always been the hottest part of sex for her. Knowing that a man was in her releasing his seed into her belly. She hadn’t felt it in a long time. She’d gone off hormonal birth control when it started doing weird things to her.





Perry had bought condoms.





But now she had this stallion in between her legs all she could think about was what it would feel like to have him finish in her. Which was terrible. A horrible idea.





“Oh fuck I’m getting close,” Hunter muttered. He looked up at her, a line of sweat on his brow. “You gonna’ take it? You want it all up in you?” he said.





She nearly moaned. Why did he have to say it like that
 . All hot and dirty and wrong. He should pull out. She should make him. At least tell him so he had a choice…





“Oh I’m gonna’ fuck my cum all into you,” he growled, the muscles in his neck twitching.





So against all reason and responsibility, she wrapped her legs even harder around his trunk and held onto his neck. Closed her eyes and just rode the sensation of being ridden.





She felt the moment it started. The first twitch of his cock as he came. The twitch turned to a throbbing, his boner flexing inside her like he was doing curls with it. Then she felt the hot flood of his potent young sperm inside her. Gush after gush, a volcano of seed erupting and filling her. So much it started to spill over. Squirting out between his cock and the petals of her pussy and running down between her legs and into her ass crack.





She screamed.





Hunter let out a furious groan and doubled down.





The bed sounded like it was going to shatter into a million pieces.





She savored the moment. Not just the feeling of the stud between her legs maybe, possibly breeding her but the closeness to someone else, the feeling of sticky skin against hers. When was the last time she felt like this with Perry?





Perry. Her heart sank. What a horrible woman she was being. Spreading her legs for a big cock then coming all over it while her husband was at work? She was a whore. An adulteress.





Hunter’s thrusting slowed.





She moved her hands to his chest to try and push him off. “Hunter,” she whispered next to his ear.





“Mmm?” he purred, resting more of his bulk against her.





His weight on top of her was delicious.





“Hunter you have to get out of me. I’ve got to…I’ve got to get this out of me. I’m not on
 anything.”





Hunter did a push-up on his hands and met her eyes. He kept his cock buried deep inside her. A slow smile formed on his lips. “Oh shit,” he said, the smile twisting into a grin. “You are fucking wild
 !”





She rolled her eyes but couldn’t suppress the smile that came from hearing she was wild
 . As told by a hot hunk roughly half her age. “Hunter really. I should get cleaned up.”





“Oh no. I’m not done with you yet.” Finally he pulled his cock out of her. But instead of letting her up he flipped her to face the foot of the bed and turned her over onto her stomach. Hauled her hips up and told her to keep her face down against the sheets.





She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth when he smacked her ass. Then she felt him enter her again, just as stiff as he had been down in the kitchen. Maybe just one more…






She closed her eyes and surrendered to his dominance and the euphoric feeling of being fucked from behind by his big cock.






 
Chapter Four







Thank god Jonathan had let him go early. It had been a miracle that he’d made it in in the first place. He hadn’t had a pounding headache like the one he’d woken up with this morning in as long as he could remember. His only regret was not saying one last goodbye to the boys. Hadn’t wanted to wake them. They had long days ahead and he’d wanted Thom as clear-headed as he could be for the drive home.





What a visit that had been. Something had changed in him. Seeing them all grown up and coming home. Watching them laugh with their friends. Watching Amanda beaming as she took it all in.





That had been the most welcome sight. As much as he loved the boys he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her looking like that. Smiling and laughing. Really laughing not the put-on polite chuckles she gave him from time to time.





God knew he wasn’t much help in that department. Most nights he was exhausted after work. She always had a beautiful dinner ready when he got home. But after he ate it and watched a show or two with her he was just too tired for anything else.





These last few months had been particularly gruelling. All the catching up they had to do at work, Jonathan asking him to work late a few nights a week. It was a good job. A good company. Jonathan was like a friend, even though he was his boss. Didn’t want to let him down.





But he’d seen and felt Amanda drifting away from him. He’d always make an effort on the weekends. Take her somewhere special. A movie, maybe dinner. But no matter what he did he just couldn’t recapture the magic between them.





A part of him knew what it really was. Didn’t want to face it. It wasn’t that he didn’t love her any more. Or that he didn’t want her in that way, physically. It was just…what was it? He just hadn’t been looking at her the same way lately. Hadn’t been seeing her the way he used to years ago. She was still sexy as hell. But somehow he couldn’t find the motivation to…





He shook the thoughts out of his head before they got him down.





All that was about to change. He’d made the resolution this morning on the way to work. He was going to get them back to the good place. The place they used to be. Even if it cost him his job, she was worth it. Her happiness was worth it. Seeing her the way she’d been with the boys the last few days, but with him, would be worth it.





He had a good feeling, despite the lingering hangover. They were going to turn a corner, Amanda and him. He was past the depression, past dealing with it by being a workaholic. He was going to do this right.





He pulled off the main drag and into the weaving streets of their subdivision. He had a good feeling in his heart, even if his head was still a little sore. Didn’t matter. He was going to take her out to dinner. Somewhere really nice. Maybe that French place she’d been talking to him about?





He pulled the car into the driveway and turned it off. Sat with his hands on the steering wheel staring at the house. Re-living the boys being home and thinking about all the life they’d lived here. Drew in a breath and let it out in a sigh. Put a smile on his face and grabbed his laptop bag out of the driver’s seat. Swung the door open and stepped out into the fresh air outside.





His heart sank a little at not seeing Thom’s car in the driveway anymore. They’d be back, he told himself. They’d be back and him and their mom would be happy again.





It was when he stepped through the front door that a switch flipped inside his mind. It was just a shadow of a feeling at first. A flickering at the base of his brain that something wasn’t quite right. He stopped and stood in place. Scanned the living room and kitchen. Stood there not breathing and listening.





The sound was faint at first. It was coming from upstairs. What was it? Rhythmic and unfamiliar. Breathing? Heavy breathing. Panting
 , even. Someone was panting upstai…





His blood ran cold. His stomach turned to stone at that sound he remembered from some long ago life he’d led. The sound of a woman, his
 woman in the throes of pleasure. Inhibitions thrown aside and acting like an animal. A sound he’d inspired a few times. Back in the day.





His head started shaking side to side. His body saying “no” even before his mind had fully parsed what was happening. “No,” he whispered. “No.”





A rush of adrenaline surged through him. His body tensed into panic mode. Fight or flight. Except the danger wasn’t to his person. It was to his spirit. To the life he and Amanda had built together. A life that now teetered on the brink because of what he was hearing.





Waves of emotion and nausea rolled through him all at once. That sickening, panicked feeling settled at the base of his gut and wouldn’t budge. For a few seconds he thought of turning around and leaving. Pretending he hadn’t heard anything. He was home a few hours early, after all.





Then again maybe it wasn’t really what he thought? Maybe Amanda was up there by herself? He’d certainly never heard her make that sound alone before. And then the question hit him like a bullet train to the chest.





Who the hell was she up there with?





His mind started racing. Spinning through a cerebral Rolodex of all of Amanda’s male friends and acquaintances. Casting a shadow on each and every man in her life as he tried to conjure a plausible suspect.





Even more bizarre was what happened next.





As he started putting faces to names he couldn’t help but imagine each of those men between her legs. Each time he would think of someone new his mind would form a perfect image. Amanda on her back with her legs swinging in the air. Tom, Dick or Harry in between her thighs, sawing in and out of her and causing her to make the terrifying sound he was hearing.





But instead of wanting to retch he found, even more strangely, a perverse curiosity piquing within him. The kind that made you rubberneck at accidents or listen in on people arguing. Maybe driven by the sheer terror of how outrageous the revelation would be? It was hard to tell in his distracted state.





He briefly fought the impulse to steal up the stairs and try for a peek. What would it do to him? Would it break him walking in on Amanda with another man? Would they ever be the same again? He nearly laughed out loud at that. How in the fuck
 could they ever be?





So instead of throwing his laptop on the ground and storming up the stairs he eased it down onto the floor. A moment later he picked it up and tucked it behind the armchair in the living room. Kicked his shoes off and stashed them there as well. Walked over to the stairs and started climbing them with his feet pressed up to the stringers to keep from squeaking.





Each step toward the sound made his heart beat harder in his chest. His palms started to sweat. He wondered if this was finally going to be what gave him that heart attack he’d been worrying about the last few years.





But the morbid curiosity overrode all of those concerns. And now, approaching the landing, it was almost thrilling. The thought of peering through a crack in the door and seeing Amanda getting pounded by some stranger. Getting what her husband had neglected to give her from someone else.





The strange brew of intense emotions swirling through him sank through his body. Down from where it had been puffing up his chest. Through his guts that were still stone-hard. It settled right in his crotch. An uncomfortable pressure that caused…





An erection?





He looked down at his groin. His chinos were tenting. He grabbed his cock in disbelief.





“Oh my fuck I’m going to come again!”





Amanda’s shaky high-pitched moan nearly toppled him off the stairs. His wife had another man inside her. She was going to have an orgasm about it. The world started spinning.





He grabbed the banister and hauled himself up onto the landing. He could hear now the sound was coming from the guest bedroom. Thom’s old room. Amanda was getting fucked in Thom’s old bedroom. A tremor shook through him. With his back against the wall he eased along until he could just make out a the foot of the bed. His breath caught in his throat. His heart skipped a beat.





Amanda was clutching the edge of the mattress. Her arms were shaking. Every few…thrusts — just thinking the word put a knot in his throat — he saw a shock of her hair flop into view. He knew he was risking getting discovered by going further but couldn’t stop himself. The sight of Amanda down on all fours took his breath away.





Her ass was up in the air, her eyes on the bed. Her tits were flapping and smacking against each other. Behind her Hunter Davis had her hands on her hips, his eyes on her ass and was pounding his hard cock into her pussy.





Perry felt so light-headed he thought he was going to faint. He felt like he was staring into his own worst nightmare. Amanda in the act of betraying his trust, their vows, the last two decades of their marriage. Going behind his back and having sex with one of their son’s best friends.





What was even more terrifying, however, was the visceral arousal that had started flooding through him from in between his legs. As if he’d gone through the five stages of grief already and added a sixth. Excitement at this horrible thing he was witnessing.





He startled when Hunter raised his hand and brought it down on Amanda’s ass with a fat smack. Covered his gaping mouth with a hand when she moaned and begged him to make her come. He knew he should back away. Every second he stood there he risked getting discovered.





And how embarrassing would that be for everyone? What a cliche. The unwitting husband arrives home early to find his wife in bed with her younger lover? What next? Was he going to go get a gun and shoot the two of them dead?





The most unnerving thing was that that was the farthest from his mind. He didn’t feel any need for vengeance or justice even. Hell, he didn’t so much as want to embarrass
 them by walking in on them. Just kind of wanted to stand there and take it in.





“It’s coming!” Amanda screamed. Screamed
 . Like she was being tortured with pleasure.





“Yeah you take it,” Hunter growled.





Amanda’s body started to shake. She clutched at the sheets, bunching them in her fists. Threw her head back, making Perry freeze. Thankfully had her eyes closed, her lips twisted in a hungry, animalistic snarl. She moaned and her whole body seized.





Hunter drove his cock deep into her pussy and held it there.





The whole thing left Perry breathless. He watched in aroused horror as his wife climaxing with another man’s cock inside her.





Hunter got a determined look and started pumping again. “You want your pussy filled up again?” he grunted.






Jesus.






Again?!? How long had they been at this? How many times had they had sex? Five? Six? Ten? And then the realization hit him. Hunter was asking Amanda if she wanted his cum in her pussy. Her unprotected, aging but probably still fertile pussy. The pussy she made him wear condoms to enter. He fucking hated
 condoms.





Amanda bit her lip and swung her head to look over her shoulder at Hunter.





Perry watched their eyes meet. Decided his luck was wearing thin and took the opportunity to slide backwards along the wall and out of sight. He stood there biting his fist and listening to grand finale.





“Just blow it in me again. I want it in me.”





The house seemed to tilt beneath his feet. His ears started to ring. Through the sound he heard Hunter grunt, then let out a low, rumbling groan. The sound of him unloading inside Amanda, his cock pumping seed up into her belly. He heard what sounded like two bodies collapsing onto the bed.





“Holy shit,” he heard Hunter say. “That was fucking incredible.”





“Okay, okay,” Amanda replied. There was rustling. “Okay you’ve got to get out of here Hunter. I’ve got to…I’ve gotta’ get all of this out of me. Shit. Shit!”





“Hey how about just one more…”





“Hunter fucking no
 !” she shouted. “Perry’s going to be home soon. You need to be out and I need to get cleaned up! Now get your fucking clothes on and get the fuck out of here. Please!” she begged.





Suddenly Perry realized he was directly in between the bedroom door and Hunter’s only means of escape. The staircase. Without thinking he shuffled into the bathroom and swung the door nearly closed, not wanting to latch it in case they heard.





It was only when Hunter was pounding down the stairs and Amanda hissing at him to get going from the top of them that he realized he was trapped. The first thing she’d do was walk into the bathroom. See him sitting on the toilet. Probably scream. Then what? Would she start crying? Sobbing? Begging for forgiveness? This day he’d had so much hope about was now destined to be a wretched, sodden mess.





But there was nothing he could do. He heard the front door close. Heard Amanda spin around and start walking toward the bathroom. Said a little prayer that she’d detour to the bedroom. Give him a few seconds to slip into one of the other rooms, then down the stairs once she was safely in the shower.





The prayer went unanswered. The door swung open. Amanda, naked and with streams of semen seeping down the inside of her legs stepped in. She jumped. She screamed. Clapped a hand over her mouth and went white as a sheet.





He just sat there in his chinos, boner throbbing between his legs.






 
Chapter Five







She couldn’t have dreamed up a worse nightmare. For the last half hour, as Hunter plowed her like a whore, she’d been having flash-forwards of this very thing happening. As the ecstasy that huge cock brought her faded, soreness taking it’s place, she’d thought of what would happen if Perry came home early. If she looked up to find him standing in the doorway to the guest bedroom, mouth agape. Watched his expression as his heart split in two. Thought of the awkward scrambling that would ensue. Hunter pulling out of her, contrite and apologetic. Gathering up clothes and trying to squeeze past Perry to get to the front door.





This was so much worse.





Perry sitting on the toilet. His face so red she started worrying about his heart. Hands on his knees, rubbing them compulsively. Was that…was that an erection between his legs?





Her mind was spinning. She looked down at herself. Her nipples pink and stiff and raw from Hunter pawing at them. What looked like rivers of his semen flowing out of her. Running down past her knees. So much cum. He’d come inside her so many times.





Once she’d shaken herself out of her initial shock she imagined what Perry must be feeling. The rage. The uncontrollable, blinding rage gripping him. Was this it? Was her marriage over? Was this the end of them? For what? For a slip-up? A one off? She already felt so guilty she knew there was no way this was going to happen again. But would he still have her? Or was this it? “Oh god, Perry,” she whispered, her hand falling away from her mouth.





His eyes raked down her body. His lips formed a tight line. He drew in a deep breath and held it. When he finally exhaled his shoulders sagged.





“Oh my god Perry I’m so sorry. Oh god, oh god,” she moaned. Pathetic. The lying whore coming back and begging for forgiveness. “Oh god Perry please. Please say something. Please. Tell me you hate me. I swear it’ll never happen again. Please. Please don’t just sit there.” As if she deserved any better.





He hauled himself up slowly off the toilet, one hand on the sink. Swayed a little like he was drunk as he took a step toward her. Reached out and grabbed a towel off the rack and passed it to her, turning his eyes away.





Why did he have a fucking erection?





“You better get yourself cleaned up,” he said.





She wanted to scream. Launch herself at him and punch his chest. Demand a reaction other than the one he was having. Demand to know what he was thinking. Knew she didn’t deserve any of it. She took the towel, hand shaking, and covered herself with it.





Perry squeezed by her looking at the wall. Left the bathroom without another word.





She collapsed onto her knees as the door closed behind him. Sobbed into the palm of her hand. Selfishly thought of all the explaining she was going to have to do. Not just to Perry. To her family. To her friends. To the boys. Oh god.





She wasn’t sure how long she spent on the floor crying. But eventually that first wave of grief passed. A certain calm fell over her. She hadn’t birthed two kids and raised them up to be good men by crying in the bathroom. There was one way through this and that was straight ahead.





Perry deserved the truth. The horrible ugly truth of how and why this happened. She was the only person that could give it to him. Whatever he decided to do with that she’d have to deal with. She’d made her bed.





She crawled into the shower and turned on the taps. That first blast of bracing, icy water ripped her out of shock. She grabbed a face cloth and started dabbing at her vagina. Aching and raw from Hunter’s punishing cock. She winced as she reached inside herself and scooped out a glob of ejaculate. Hurled it at the drain. It congealed, clinging to the edge in a filthy, quivering mess.





She got as much as she could out but knew she’d have to resort to other measures. He’d finished too deep too many times to be sure. She’d take care of that tomorrow. Today she had to try and pick up the pieces of the marriage she’d just shattered.





She washed her hair and tried to scrub away the man-stink lingering on her body. Put on deodorant, tied her hair back in a ponytail and scurried to the master bedroom where she found a set of old jeans and a t-shirt. Slipped into her underwear before putting them on. Took a deep breath, then went downstairs.





Perry was sitting on the couch in the living room. He was holding a tumbler full of whisky. Still wearing his blazer.





Her heart felt like it was shrinking when he looked up at her.





She folded her arms over her chest, feeling as vulnerable as she ever had. Braced herself for an outburst before walking into the living room and slipping into the armchair across from where Perry was sitting. She laced her fingers together and put her hands in her lap. It took all the courage she could muster to look right at him and into his eyes. Beginnings of sentences flashed through her mind. None of them had an ending. “I am so ashamed,” she finally said. Her voice broke but she didn’t let herself start to cry again.





That would lead to the same place all their other fights led. To Perry somehow consoling her even though he’d done nothing wrong. The ace up her sleeve for when she was losing an argument or not getting her away. Break out the tears.





Not today.





When he looked up at her his brow was raised and he didn’t look…furious.





She allowed a tiny bit of hope to seep into her battered soul. “I am so ashamed,” she repeated. “And I am so deeply, profoundly sorry for what I did. You have every right to be mad. I’m mad at myself. But Perry, and I know I have no right to be asking you for favors right now, but I’m going to anyway. Please, just please
 let’s sleep on this before you make a decision. Any decision. Please. I want to fix this. I want to make it right. I’ll do anything. If you want to go to therapy we can go to therapy. This wasn’t supposed to happen. This isn’t me.”





He scowled at her. The silence that stretched between them felt like an eternity. He took a long gulp of his drink then set it on the coffee table. Loosened his tie and undid the top button of his shirt, then shrugged off his blazer. Wiped his hand across his forehead. “What do you think I’m going to do exactly?”





The question caught her completely off guard. Not that she’d had any idea what to expect. This was Perry. Calm, controlled Perry who’d worked his ass off to give them the life they had. What did she think he was going to do? Scream at her? He hadn’t raised his voice in twenty years. “I just…” She held her hands out like maybe they might have the answer. Wanted desperately to walk over to Perry and embrace him. Didn’t dare to try that just yet. “I just don’t want you to do anything rash…oh god.” She buried her face in her hands and a sob escaped her.





“Oh Mandy don’t be like…”





“No,” she said, holding up a hand and regaining her composure. “I do not deserve your sympathy this time. “I’m going to keep my shit together and I am not going to cry. I hurt you. I deserve to feel some of that pain.” She took a deep breath to push her sorrow back down her throat.





Perry shook his head. “Nobody deserves to feel pain. And I’m not leaving you if that’s what you’re hinting at. Not without a fight anyways.” He sighed and took another swig of his drink.





It wasn’t exactly relief that flooded through her at what he’d said. Of course it was a relief to hear he wasn’t about to bolt and call his lawyer. But she couldn’t imagine what he was going through right now. And there was nothing she could do but sit there and be honest to try and help him. “Perry,” she said, voice strained.





He looked up with one eyebrow raised.





“Thank-you,” she said, choking up again. Another deep breath. Working that pain and anger at herself back into a manageable place. Waiting patiently for Perry to start the conversation he wanted to have. The one he needed. That she could give him.





Must have been at least fifteen minutes and half a tumbler of whisky before he sighed again. The alcohol working it’s magic, he sank back against the couch pillows. Looked at her from across the room. Put his hand on his head. “I take it that was a one off?”





“Yes,” she said, desperate to wade into this and tell him everything that led up to it but not wanting to pressure him. “It was totally a one off. It will never, ever
 happen again. I swear. I swear it.”





Perry smirked. “Never say never.”





A burst of angry red flashed across her vision. She nearly blurted “how dare you laugh at this!” but managed to stop herself. Perry was allowed whatever reaction he wanted after what he’d seen. She pursed her lips and looked down at the hardwood floor.





“Sorry,” Perry mumbled. “That was a stupid thing to say.”





She shook her head. “It’s okay,” she muttered.





“What happened?”





A shameful, humiliating weight settled over her. At having to explain that she’d behaved like a nosy teenager, then a total slut who’d fallen into bed because some guy had waved a big dick in her face. She pressed fingers to her forehead and took a deep breath. “I didn’t know he was here,” she began. “The boys didn’t tell me. I was cleaning and I heard a voice. Went upstairs when I realized it was Hunter.”





“Okay,” Perry said.





She thought of leaving out the next part. But how to explain Hunter coming down and hitting on her if she did? There was probably a way but that was the wrong way about this. If Perry ever found out she’d lied he’d be twice betrayed. She swallowed her pride, pushed past her embarrassment and cleared her throat. “He was talking on the phone. About me.”





“About you?”





She couldn’t look into Perry’s eyes. “Saying things like…that I was hot and that he’d always…dirty things.”





“Who was he talking to?”





“I don’t know. A friend, I think. Must have been a friend,” she lied.





“Saying what a hot milf he was staying with?”





She glowered at him.





He shrugged. “What? I’m just trying to help.”





“Something like that. Yeah.”





“And then?”





“And then…oh god I can’t believe I did this. I heard him, Perry. I heard him, like, masturbating.”





Perry stayed silent.





“I heard him masturbating and I…” She bit her lip. “I wanted to see.” She closed her eyes and sniffled, fighting the tears. Perry didn’t deserve that, she told herself again. She shook her head. “I…I spied on him. I’m not proud of myself. I don’t know what got into me. I cracked the door and spied on him.”





Perry didn’t say a word.





“And then the door swung open somehow and he saw me. Got all embarrassed and apologetic.”





“And then you crawled into bed with him?”





She heard that Perry was clenching his teeth.





“Something like that,” she whispered. “He came down to the kitchen and started…started being really aggressive.”





Perry frowned and sat forward on the couch seat. “Did he…did he force himself on you?” he said, his voice almost a growl.





“No. No, no,” she said, shaking her head vigorously. “It was nothing like that. He’s…he’s young. He just came down and…started hitting on me.”





“How?”





She flinched at the question. How? The way men do. What did he want to know? Exactly what he said? “He just, you know. Oh god. He pulled his penis out.”





Silence.





“He pulled his penis out and started kissing me.”





“Where?” Perry said, an actual growl this time.





She glanced at him. Why did he want to hear this? He knew how it ended. Why was he making her re-tell every fucking detail? “On my neck.”





“And then?”





She sighed. “And then he took me upstairs.”





“And you let him fuck you.”





She sucked her lips between her teeth. She was pretty sure that this was not the way a therapist would have this conversation proceed. But she’d done the bad thing. The least she could do was allow Perry a little cruelty if it made him feel better. He was already taking this a thousand times better than she’d imagined. She looked up and straight into his eyes. “And then I let him fuck me,” she said.





She saw his gut hollow as her words took his breath away.






 
Chapter Six







He had no words to describe what was happening in his brain and his guts right then. Sitting across from Amanda, freshly showered and rid of the filth leaking from between her legs, and listening to her recount her dalliance. He didn’t even feel capable of dealing with himself. How would he possibly deal with how this had changed them
 .





He’d never used drugs but imagined that this might be what a bad trip felt like. He was sweating. His mind was still reeling and throwing up the most vivid recollections of seeing Amanda getting fucked by Hunter. And now that he’d heard some of the details that had led up to the tryst? That had just made him want it more. To up this feeling, to take it a step higher, to juice himself full of the rage and burning arousal he felt at and for Amanda. His desire to take her upstairs and fuck her brains out was nearly overwhelming.





When was the last time he’d felt like that about her? When was the last time he’d looked at her so intently? When was the last time she’d looked this beautiful to him? Without makeup, her hair in a pony tail and her eyes red. Probably from crying in the shower but probably from getting fucked so hard, too.





He didn’t even care that Hunter had done it. Boys will be boys. Not that Perry would have ever done something like that. But he got it. Early twenties. Horny. Probably hadn’t fucked in a few days. Then he catches Amanda, the sexy milf who’s place he’s staying at spying on him masturbating? Yeah. Second thought, maybe Perry would have done it after all.





He steepled his fingers and pressed his index fingers against his lips. He realized he must look like a boss or disappointed principal. Solemnly trying to come up with a suitable punishment for Amanda’s immature indiscretion.





That wasn’t it at all, though. He couldn’t stop thinking about it. And that was really getting in the way of trying to figure out what to say next.





“Perry. Say something,” she whispered, voice choked.





How long had he been quiet? He’d lost track of time. It was getting dark outside. Had they been sitting here for hours? “I…I’m sorry,” he whispered back. “I don’t really know what to say.”





The composure that she’d so studiously kept, faltered. Her lip trembled. A tear pooled at the corner of her eye, then rolled down her cheek.





His heart broke for her. Sure, she’d done a terrible thing but the last thing he wanted was to make her feel bad. Maybe she deserved it. Maybe, if he were a different man, he would have shouted or threatened to leave her. Right now all he felt for her was empathy.





“I’m so sorry I hurt you,” she said, her voice cracking as she buried her face in her hands.





The urge to console her was overwhelming and proved impossible to resist. He got up off the couch, walked around the coffee table and knelt next to the armchair. Put an arm around her and a hand on her shoulder and touched his head to hers. “Hey,” he whispered.





She looked up at him with watery eyes.





“We’re going to make it through this.”





That really got her balling. She blubbered a string of “I’m so sorry’s.”





He held her as she shook through the tears.





It was dark outside by the time her wave of anguish passed. Her shoulders slumped. She fell back into the chair shaking her head.





He got up off his knee and sat on the arm of the chair. Ran his fingers through her hair. “I know we need to talk about this,” he said. “But I don’t think I have it in me today.”





She sighed. “Me neither,” she whispered. She looked into his eyes. “Come to bed with me?” she said softly.





He could tell she was in a fragile state. Didn’t want to upset or reject her but really? To bed? What was she thinking? “Amanda,” he said, letting out a breath.





“You don’t have to. If you don’t want to or…or you can’t. I get it. I just…it would mean a lot to me if you did.”





Was she trying to have sex with him? After what had happened? Because that’s what the look in her eyes said. He hadn’t seen that look in a long time, either. Or was that just his imagination? The pervert man-part of his brain reverting to the never-tired masculine question. Is this about sex? Is this about sex? Is this about sex?






She pulled herself up off the chair. Put a hand on his face and leaned in to kiss him.





He resisted the urge to pull away. Let her lips touch his. Drew in a breath when she ran her tongue against his. Prodding to see if she could convince him. Suddenly unafraid to make herself vulnerable and show him what she really needed.





It had his blood heating, rushing down and engorging his cock. His wife who he loved so much wanting to atone for her sin. He knew it wasn’t something he should get aroused about. Something seemed wrong about that. But he couldn’t help it. Felt that electric sizzle between them. From far off in the past when things were different. He let himself slip into the feeling’s warm embrace.





Her hands were wandering along his body. His chest, down to his abdomen, circling around, fingers trying to work under his belt. The whole time she was kissing him with a passion he only now realized he’d desperately missed. His cock throbbed between his legs.





“Come upstairs?” she whispered next to his ear.





He let her take his hand. Let her drag him up off the arm of the chair as she stood up herself. Let her kiss him again. Kissed her back a little more vigorously, trying to signal his interest.





Her chest swelled with excitement. She broke away from the kiss and, still holding his hand, started pulling him toward the stairs. Up and into their bedroom.





He caught a glance of the tousled sheets in the guest bedroom. His cock hardened to full stiffness. Then they were in the bedroom. Amanda unbuttoning his shirt as he stood staring down at her. Marvelling at how desperate she seemed for this.





Had a thought that, had they talked to a therapist, this wouldn’t have been the recommended activity after such a grave betrayal. But he felt only the faintest anger in the back of his mind. It wasn’t the sort of anger that made him want to withdraw, either. It was more like a tool he could use to turn up his arousal to eleven. Thinking of her with Hunter made his cock ache. Remembering what he’d seen made him want to throw her down on the bed face first and take her. Rough and hard, to show her he could still give her the good fucking she so obviously needed.





That got him hotter still. He tugged the shirt out of her jeans and pulled it up and off over her head. Undid her pants and peeled them down her legs. It felt like they’d just met all over again. He knelt to help her pull the jeans off. Came face to face with the source of all this. Amanda’s cheating cunt. The hole that was supposed to be only his that she’d given to another man. It was like someone lighting a fire inside him.





He shot up off his knees, took her face in his hands and plunged his tongue into her mouth in a deep kiss.





She undid his belt and pants and pulled them down his legs.





He walked her backwards, until her calves touched the mattress and sat her down on the bed. Reached down and grabbed her underwear and started to pull those off, too.





Her hand went to his.





He looked up and into her eyes.





She was biting her lip. “I don’t think I can…”





The full weight of it slammed into him a second later. Right. Of course. You can’t have sex because you let another man fuck you raw and now you’re too sore. And even that
 had his cock flexing and throbbing in his underwear.






Is there something wrong with me?
 he couldn’t help but wonder.





He didn’t have time to contemplate it. Amanda was standing, turning him around and switching positions with him. Sitting him down on the bed now as she sank to her knees in front of him and undid the clasp of her bra. She let it slip forward slowly off her shoulders to reveal her breasts. The nipples looking a little raw, too, but stiff and a darker shade of pink than he remembered. God how long had it been?





She pulled off his underwear. A look of wonder formed on her expression as his cock sprang out to greet her. Like she was seeing it for the first time again. Looking up cautiously at him she slid a hand along his inseam. Like she was testing to see if this was alright.





“Amanda,” he said, not wanting to feel like this was some sort of transaction. “You don’t have to do…”





“I want to,” she said. “I want to do this.” And holy shit if she didn’t sound like she actually, truly meant it. Like she had to suck his cock and was desperate for it.





He nodded. “Okay.”





She leaned over him. Her tongue flicked out and glanced wetly against the underside of his penis.





He tipped her chin up so he could see her eyes.





She did it again. This time holding his gaze. A longer lick, sweeping up the underside of his prick then quickly looking sideways, the intimacy too much for her.





“No,” he said, somehow drawing from a reserve of courage he hadn’t known was there. “I want you looking at me.”





For a second she looked…scared. Then, slowly, she turned her eyes to his. Wrapped her hand around the root of his muscle and slipped the head of it into her lips. Her gaze bored through him.





They’d been having sex every month or so but never like this. A blowjob? He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt her mouth on him. And now, with her staring straight at him, her mouth filling lewdly with his engorged prick, he felt like there was an electric charge pulsing back and forth between them. His cock hardened and he felt the beginnings of a pressure release in his balls. Staved it off as Amanda started slowly, sensuously gliding up and down his meat with her mouth. Her tongue flickered side to side as her lips provided a slow, wet pressure against his sensitive organ.





He’d never been particularly dominant in bed. Now he suddenly felt the urge to claim her. And if he couldn’t have her pussy he’d have what she was giving him. He reached out and put a hand on the back of her head. Pulled her lower onto himself. Felt a twinge of regret almost instantly. What if she resisted? What if she didn’t like it? What if she pulled away and told him it was too much.





She didn’t. She took more of him, down to half his length, her tongue fluttering faster side to side. Let out a soft moan that rippled down his erect penis. Held his stare as she acted like a little whore. Making up for being a slut with her mouth because her pussy was too sore.





Daring to go further, he pulled her lower. Until he felt the head of his prick touch the muscles of her throat. She was three quarters of the way down now and showing no signs of stopping.





She put her other hand on his stomach as he leaned back on his elbows. Gripped the base of his cock tighter, relaxed her throat and took the rest of him.





“Oh god Amanda,” he groaned.





She had him pinned down with her nose against his belly. Held him like that for a divine eternity. Then pulled slowly off and started a rhythmic up and down.





Arousal crackled through him. He knew this was wrong. They probably shouldn’t be doing this. They should probably have gone to separate rooms and talked to somebody, or at least hashed out more about how they both felt. Maybe talked about why she’d done it. In that moment, though, it felt like all of that could wait.





He felt a bead of pre-cum leak out of the tip of his prick. Felt his balls contract and his cock stiffen in her hand. Felt the long unfamiliar tickle of an orgasm welling in his groin by his wife’s mouth and hand. “Fuck, Amanda,” he said, surprised by his own profanity. “Okay careful!” he said, trying to sit up and push her off of him so he didn’t spill in her mouth.





She pushed right back. The hand on his belly moving to his chest to keep him down. Pulled her mouth off of him, a long, clear line of spit connecting her lower lip with his prick. Eyes still dead set on his. “I want it,” she whispered, then slipped her mouth over him again.





Holy shit. His beautiful wife acting like a whoring slut had him twisted up in all kinds of knots. And now she wanted
 it? In her mouth? Had that ever happened?





She was bobbing faster now, cheeks hollowed as she suckled on him.





His cum bubbling in his nuts he stared into her eyes, her submissive, adoring eyes looking back at him. She’d fucked another man. She’d let another man inside herself. Let him blow his load inside her pussy, despite the danger. Why was that so fucking hot? And now she was sucking her husband off. As an apology? Or as a thank-you for not flipping out but letting her pleasure him instead?





His hips started to buck, body shaking. The tingling in his balls snapped and he roared as an explosive orgasm tore through him. Felt the rush of semen come shooting through his stiff shaft. Felt it erupt out of his cock, his cum spraying into Amanda’s mouth and throat.





She didn’t gag or cough or sputter. Her eyes widened but she didn’t falter. Kept right on pumping up and down her face. The hand at the base of his cock slipped between his legs and she feathered his ball sack with the tips of her fingers.





He groaned as his seed left him, his whole body shuddering at Amanda’s expert and surprisingly whorish manipulations. He felt like his soul was leaving his body along with his load. Felt a dip in his pleasure as he passed the peak of intensity. His face twisted into a grimace as she kept fondling him, running her mouth up and down and letting a bit of his cum spill out the side of it and down his prick.





Until it was finally too much. Her fingers on his balls tickled. Her sucking actually becoming slightly painful. “Oh god,” he groaned again. “Oh god that’s…that’s good. I’ve got to…that’s enough, baby,” he said.





She gave one last suck. Like she didn’t want to leave a single drop of his essence inside him. Slowly pulled off his cock and wiped the corner of her mouth with a finger. Swallowed the sperm he’d shot into her mouth and looked at him out of the corner of her eye.





Did she even know how hot she was being?





But now that it was over the disorienting fog of not knowing how he should feel settled over his mind again. When Amanda crawled up onto the bed and kissed him on the cheek he knew he couldn’t sleep in the same bed with her. He needed time. He’d given her what she wanted. Now he needed space to think. Felt terrible as she tried to pull him up toward the pillows and into a cuddle and he moved to the edge of the bed instead. Put a hand on her leg and looked over his shoulder at her. “I love you,” he said. “But I think I need to sleep somewhere else tonight. Is…” He almost asked for permission. “I hope that’s okay,” he said instead as he stood up to leave. He turned around to see her nodding. Not looking happy about it but not despondent, either.





They’d get through this. They’d get through this and be stronger than ever.






 
Chapter Seven







She’d put on three alarms and managed to wake up to the third. Slipped downstairs and put the coffee on. Got some toast in and bacon sizzling, then cracked two eggs into a bowl and waited for the pan to heat up and Perry to come down before she cooked them.





She’d barely slept. Her own guilt and shame had kept her awake. But there was another, stranger sensation bubbling somewhere beneath those two terrible emotions. An embarrassing excitement at having been able to get Perry into bed the previous evening. It was wrong. It was terrible. Why would she be excited about it? She’d cheated on her kind and loving husband and then, not so gently, dragged him into their marital bed and given him the filthiest blowjob she’d ever performed on anyone.





She’d always hated the taste of semen. Tried swallowing once with her first boyfriend and spent the next half hour dry-heaving in the bathroom. She had no idea what had possessed her to try again the night before. But she hadn’t hated it and that surprised her. The taste wasn’t great. But there was something about putting Perry under her spell that had…thrilled her.





She was embarrassed just thinking about. She’d been such a slut with Hunter. Letting him fuck her so many times he’d worn her pussy out. And as horrible as the memory of that indiscretion was she couldn’t just erase the fact that it excited her, too. Despite her age she still had…something. She could still turn a head like Hunter’s. Maybe there were other heads she could turn, too?





She balked at the thought as soon as it had formed. That was terrible. Thinking those things could lead to terrible places. And yet try as she might she just couldn’t push hard enough to keep it out of her mind.





“Amanda.”





Perry’s voice a few feet behind her startled her and made her drop the metal spatula she’d been holding onto the tile floor. It landed with a clatter as she spun around to face him. Her cheeks flushed at what she’d been thinking about. Musing about the lover she’d taken between her legs the day before as her husband got ready for work. “You scared me,” she said shyly.





“I’m…I’m sorry. You got up? To make me breakfast?”





She flashed a half-smile. “I did,” she replied. She let the smile fade, still unsure of what footing they were on together. Had a night alone changed him? He wasn’t smiling. Had he slept? Or had he spent it tossing and turning like her? “You hungry?” she asked.





He nodded. He was staring at her more studiously than he had in years. She couldn’t remember the last time he’d looked at her that way. It did things to her. Things she wasn’t proud of. She looked down at the t-shirt she’d slept in. Chided herself for not putting a bra on. Why had she done that? Why was she feeling…sexy?





Perry was all dressed in his chinos and his button-up shirt. Had his tie on and a blazer over his arm. Looking handsome. Not the same guy she saw coming home from work each day. Freshly showered, his hair combed and no five o’clock shadow.





That did funny things to her, too. Made her want to muss him up a little. Another wave of shame washed through her at the naughty thoughts running through her mind. She’d been a terrible person the day before. She should be grovelling at her husband’s feet, begging him not to leave her. It was why she’d come down to make breakfast. Instead here she was with a hunger she hadn’t anticipated. A need like she hadn’t ever felt. She felt like she couldn’t stop herself when she turned and pushed the frying bacon off the burner and turned it off. Turned back to Perry and took a step towards him. A frisson of excitement rippled through her when his eyes dropped momentarily to her breasts.





He wanted her too. She could feel it.





“I missed you last night,” she whispered, running a finger down the front of his shirt.





“I missed you too,” he whispered back.





And just like that that same energy she’d felt the night before was crackling between them. Like they were young again and everything was new. She let her fingers settle on his belt buckle and bit her lip.





Something was happening inside her. The thing that had made her decide to not put on a bra and put nice tight leggings on instead of baggy sweatpants. This was all felt naughty and bad. Surely Perry was right. They should talk about this at the very least and probably see a professional. But that did nothing to dampen the mood rising through her. The feral feeling she couldn’t get a handle on. To do something wrong and nasty. Give her husband a reason to remember her all day. She looked up into his eyes as they snapped back to hers. “Did you get any sleep last night?” she asked.





He shook his head. “Not really,” he said.





“Me neither,” she offered. She blushed at the feeling of her pussy soaking. The strange feeling she couldn’t put her finger on blossomed inside her. A powerful arousal followed that she couldn’t suppress. She felt like she was stepping out of herself and into a character when she leaned forward and pressed her cheek to Perry’s. “I want to suck you again,” she whispered, then leaned back to watch his reaction. Her body heated as she watched his lips part and his eyes widen.





It was a risk she’d never have taken before. Perry was usually the one that initiated any intimate encounter. In his kind, loving way, giving her lots of room to reject him gracefully. Something she did more often than not.





But now she felt like a different Amanda. The Amanda who didn’t know herself well enough to reject a young man’s advances. Who succumbed to a big cock swinging in front of her face and spread her legs for it. A dirty Amanda.





Didn’t all guys like dirty girls?





His eyes were locked on hers. He looked slightly shocked by her proposal but not appalled.





But somehow the usual fear of rejection that often kept her from initiating a sexual encounter was missing. Instead she was filled with a wild, devilish impulse to nudge him into a quickie before work. She put on her sultriest eyes to ask the next question. “Is that okay?”





***





His heart was racing. He had no idea who this woman was standing in front of him. All he knew was that she looked hotter than she had to him in years. And she’d just told him she wanted to give him a blowjob in the dirtiest way ever.





There could be no doubt in his mind now that something had changed in her because of what had happened yesterday. For better or for worse. It didn’t seem like there was anything he could do about it. Wasn’t even sure he wanted to. Having sex with Hunter had altered
 her.





He hadn’t even replied and she was fiddling with his zipper, pulling it down and tucking her hand into his pants. Feeling his half-hard erection. Stiffening it with delicate strokes of her fingers. Easing it out and into the open. Looking down at it, her eyes lighting up at the sight. Then sinking to her knees in front of him and kissing the tip, hungry eyes looking up at him.





He groaned when she opened her mouth and took half his cock into it. This had to be wrong. They had to be fucking something up by doing this. Why did it feel so sexy? She’d cheated on him. Was this her way of making sure he didn’t leave her?





Because he wasn’t going to do that. He’d meant what he’d said the day before. People make mistakes. He wasn’t about to throw out twenty good years of marriage over a lapse in judgment.





But it wasn’t that. He didn’t know how but he swore he could see it in her eyes. This wasn’t just about appeasing him. She was enjoying this. She wanted this, wanted to be his naughty girl suddenly. Whether it had something to do with her fucking Hunter or not didn’t matter any more.





The memory of walking in on them sent a confusing pulse of euphoria through him. It left a slight jealousy in it’s wake but that dissipated quickly. Now he was feeling it again, too. This fresh, invisible connection that was drawing him to her. He took a step forward, easing more of his cock into her mouth. The way she moaned as he did it tickled his member.





She was enjoying this. She wanted more of it. Her eager pumping back and forth with her mouth told him so.





He stepped forward again.





Amanda had to shuffle back on her knees. Her ponytail mashed up against the cupboard door. She grabbed him by the root of his prick with both hands and tried to stroke him, no longer able to move her head back and forth.





A raw and powerful lust gripped him. He had her pinned on her knees with her mouth full of his dick. It was so unseemly. The kind of fucking you see in porn. Not the way two forty-something’s work out a marital disruption. He felt his resolve waver as he looked down at her staring up at him like a slutty little vixen. “Is this…”





She saved him from finishing the embarrassing question by giving a slow nod. Is this okay? Do you mind if I fuck your face against the cupboard at six in the morning?






Instead he put his hands on the counter, pulled his cock halfway out of her mouth and slipped it back in. Half of him felt horrible, using her like that. The other half felt like an animal, ready to own her again. Use her mouth for his pleasure. He drew himself out and pushed back in again. Looked down to Amanda nodding her approval. She moaned when he started a rhythmic thrust in and out of her face.





She liked it. She liked being a slutty little housewife. A milf.





His cock hardened when he saw her tuck her hand into the tights she had on. Couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Was she touching herself? Masturbating at having her face fucked by her husband? How dirty was she going to get? Was she going to fuck more men?





He chased the preposterous thought out of his mind. She felt terrible. Of course she wasn’t. But the thought of it put an urgency into his thrusts. His nuts tightened up under it. He grimaced as he felt a climax start to surge up through him out of nowhere. “Oh fuck, Mandy,” he grunted.





But his new found dominant side faltered. Sucking cock and willingly swallowing was one thing. Having it shoved into your mouth when you can’t move was another.





He yanked his cock out of her mouth and started stroking it. To his complete shock, Amanda leaned forward, swatted his hands out of the way and hungrily gobbled him up again. She put her hands on his ass and made him lean into her again. Then she grabbed the hem of her shirt and lifted, until her right tit and stiff nipple came peeking out.





That sent him blazing over the edge of another massive orgasm. His hips bucked, cock stabbing back and forth through Amanda’s suckling lips. His balls contracted and a thick wad of jizz shot through his shaft. He shuddered as he unloaded in her warm, wet mouth. The climax was insane.





Down the other end of it he started feeling bad. But there she was staring up at him like she’d loved every second of the brief encounter and wanted more. Holding her shirt up for his viewing pleasure, his ejaculate still sloshing in her mouth. He shuddered again and pulled out of her to let her breathe.





As he staggered back, trying to keep his cum and spit covered cock from slapping against the front of his chinos, he gasped when he saw his sweet Mandy let a dribble of his seminal fluid run out the corner of her mouth and fall down onto her stiff nipple.





She wiped the corner of her mouth with a finger before making a performative swallow and looking up at him again.





He had no idea what to say. Now with post-orgasmic clarity setting in he had no idea how to comment on what had just happened. He couldn’t stop staring at her, though. Dirty little slut who wanted her mouth filled by her husband before he went to work. Slightly embarrassed, he tucked his cock back into his pants and zipped up, then glanced at the clock on the oven. “I should…I should get to work,” he said. “Don’t want to be late. I’m sorry that, you know, that breakfast didn’t work out. Or whatever.” He extended his hand.





She took it, letting her shirt fall back down and cover her. Let him help her stand then wiped her mouth again. Leaned forward.





His nostrils flared at her scent. The musty, lingering smell of sleep and punching through that the brackish sting of his own seed on her breath.





“I’m not,” she replied, staring him dead in the eyes. “Worked out fine for me.” Then she leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “Have a good day at work. I love you.”





He nearly got into two accidents on the way to work.






 
Chapter Eight







She tried to make herself feel bad in the shower. Told herself she didn’t deserve to be as elated as she felt instead. But her performance that morning had her feeling like she was walking on clouds. What the hell?





She stood under the water replaying it in her mind. Watching Perry as he fucked her mouth. That feeling of being dominated by a man making her so fucking horny she’d tried to get off, too. That was her only regret. That he’d come so fast she hadn’t had a chance to wring out her own orgasm. And now the ache between her legs was unbearable.





She reached up and grabbed the shower head. Unhooking the handle she brought it down between her legs. Pleasure rippled through her as she pointed the stream of water at the sensitive bundle of nerves throbbing between her legs.





She thought of Perry, the way he’d taken the situation that morning into his hands. Moaned at the memory of his dominance. Of the way she’d let him use her mouth like she was a slut. The thought brought a thrilling arousal sparking up her spine.





Gentle Perry who always asked nicely. Seeing him take charge had super-charged her own need. But even as she stood there, toes curling against the wet tub, she knew even if she got herself off it wouldn’t be enough.





Something had awakened inside her. It was the real reason she hadn’t been able to sleep most of the night. Fucking Hunter had set something free and now there was no way to cage it up again. She’d always been a prude because that’s what good girls did. But now the desire to be anything but that good girl was cackling maniacally in the back of her mind, dragging her out of the safe and sensible person she’d become and towards something far more dangerous.





She winced as she felt the first tickle of a climax start somewhere in her innards. She thought of Perry again. Owning her face with his cock. Thought of the dirty thrill she’d felt at telling him she wanted to suck him again. The way she’d, in a way, controlled him through submission. Not that this was about controlling him. This was about setting them both free.





She tweaked her hips sideways, trying to scratch her itch just the right way to get herself off. She thought some more of the blowjob she’d given him last night. That got her closer. Then thought of being pinned against the cupboard, performing for him like a porn star. Lifting her shirt so he could feast his hungry eyes on her pretty breast. Tried to be a faithful wife in her fantasy by thinking some more about her husband.





But in the depths of her mind she knew what it would really take. She let her mind swing that way. Back to the day before. Back to Hunter showing her that big cock of his. To Hunter putting her on her hands and knees and making her fucking scream his name as she came. To Hunter spilling his hot seed into her. God there’d been so much.





And then it took a slightly darker turn. It wandered to the moment she’d opened the door to the bathroom. To the tiny fraction of a second before the guilt and shame of her betrayal had overwhelmed everything else. To the dark and searing excitement of standing in front of her husband. Freshly fucked, another man’s seed gushing out of her. Sticky rivers of white running down her legs.





Finally it settled on the truly dangerous and breathtakingly lust-filled part of all of this. The expression on Perry’s face as he stared at her swollen pussy leaking fluid. The shock and horror she felt bad about. But she’d known him long enough to recognize the look that had flashed through his eyes.





Excitement.





Recalling it sent her careening over the edge. Her pussy squeezed as she came. She folded onto herself. Bending forward as her whole body flexed with pleasure. The shower head falling out of her hand and banging against the tub as she mashed her fingers against her clit and rubbed.





She fell onto her knees as the fleeting pleasure that had filled her left, leaving behind a vacuum. She knew there was no going back. She’d bought a one-way ticket by letting Hunter fuck her. And whatever she told Perry to try and dull the pain she’d inflicted on him, the harsh truth was that he could get on the train and join her or be left behind.





Her chest squeezed at the thought. She still felt terrible for what had happened. But it had made her realize that she wasn’t living the life she’d imagined. It was all too beige. Hunter had just reminded her that she still had good years left. Reminded her she could still feel
 if she tried. Perry deserved to know that feeling too.





It might just take a little coaxing before he came around.





She turned off the tap. Didn’t bother hanging up the shower head. Groggily stepped out of the shower and traipsed over to the sink not bothering to cover herself with a towel. She always did, even when she was alone in the bathroom with the door locked. A modesty ingrained by years of acting the part.





She swiped the condensation and looked at her reflection in the mirror. Turned and raised her ass. Lifted her breast then let it sag. It hung a little lower than it had ten years ago. But there was something sexy about that to her. A beauty in the ugliness of aging. This wasn’t some makeup covered, photoshopped model. This was real and raw and vulgar. And she kind of liked it.





She brushed her teeth staring at herself until the mirror fogged up again. Spat and rinsed, re-holstered her toothbrush in the hers
 side of the His and Hers
 toothbrush holder, then paused. She plucked it out again and stuck it into the his
 side this time. Then, an unfamiliar but not unwelcome energy making her chest feel like it was expanding, she tipped the holder on it’s side. The toothbrushes fell into the sink.





She didn’t pick them out.





Walked naked into the bedroom feeling more alive than she had in years. Still, a pang of terrible pain shot through her thinking of what Perry was going through at work right now. Was he being as calm and cool as he’d been last night? Or was he suffering through his day with a broken heart? She’d make sure to talk, really
 talk to him when he got home.





She walked to the dresser, picked out a modest pair of white underwear. Held them up in front of her face. Granny panties. Kind of. A big white sheet of fabric that covered her whole ass. She bit her lip, mischief flitting through her. Threw them on the ground and dug deeper, to the very back of the drawer. Hooked her finger through a tiny strap and pulled it out. A red thong she’d worn on vacation once.





Perry hadn’t been able to take his eyes off of her in the bedroom with it on.





Poked her toes into it and pulled it up her legs. Looked into the bedroom mirror and covered her mouth with a hand at how scandalously little the tiny triangle of fabric covered. Her wiry, untrimmed bush was poking out all of the sides. It looked a little nasty but she didn’t have time to shave right now.





Grabbed a bra and put it on. Was just about to reach for a pair of reasonable jeans and a blouse when another thought grabbed her and wouldn’t let go.





Five minutes later she was eyeing herself in the downstairs mirror, car keys in hand. White tank-top with a push-up bra. Shorts that barely covered her thighs. Bare feet and a pair of strappy sandals that she hadn’t worn in years either that made her feet look so very cute. She smiled, enjoying how alluring she felt.





Stepped out the door and walked down to the car. Maybe after she picked up her morning after pill she’d head over to that little place on Center street and have coffee and a chocolate-dipped croissant.






 
Chapter Nine







The day had been surprisingly easy to navigate. Not that his thoughts hadn’t strayed. They had. But he had nowhere near the levels of anxiety he’d been terrified about all night. For the most part he’d sat at his desk grinding through spreadsheets and replying to pointless mass emails about meeting agendas and times.





What was more surprising was the new way he was seeing the world. Like his eyes had opened after twenty years of tunnel vision. Wake up, commute, power through work and hope to be home in time to spend some time with the family before getting back into bed. He didn’t have regrets. He’d done it all for them and would do the same again.





But now he was seeing people in a different light. Seeing women in a different light. Samantha at reception who he’d smiled and said good morning to every day was…hot. Of course he didn’t gawk or linger at her desk making lewd remarks. So passe. But he allowed himself an extra glance as he passed her on the way to his work station.





Britney, who made a point of stopping by his desk and chatting for ten minutes each morning, a habit he’d found immensely irritating, was now a welcome distraction. With her blonde hair and her pretty blue eyes and the very pleasant swell of her breasts beneath her cashmere sweater. He even enjoyed her bubbly laugh.





It was like Amanda’s misstep had given him an excuse to be a man again. He wasn’t going to cheat, of course. But what was that saying? You could look at the menu without having a meal or something?





There were points throughout the day where he relived the trauma of walking in on Amanda on all fours. A rush of adrenaline and a pang of jealousy accompanied each one. But those emotions waned the more he thought about them. Gave him space to study his reaction. Turn it around and examine it in his mind. Gave him a chance to ply apart the strange arousal he felt as well. What was with that? The really funny thing was that if Amanda had come up to him and told him that she wasn’t happy, that she wanted to have an affair and given him some time with that, he wasn’t entirely sure he would have said no.





There was something appealing about the fact that she was still a sexual creature. Something sexy, even. Even if it was with another man. That somehow made it hotter, actually. That he’d married a woman who could bag a guy that young.





Every so often he’d titillate himself with the memory of trying to have sex with her the night before. Her gentle rejection, along with the explanation that she was too sore to take him, got him going every time.





And by the end of the day he’d sorted through all of that enough to feel like maybe this wasn’t the worst thing that could have happened? Maybe it was the wake up call he and Amanda needed? The reminder that they were still married, still had some years left and there was still some life to be lived.





The only question really haunting him was the ‘why’ of it? Why had she done it? He’d never in a million years do something like that to her. It would be a hard conversation but he felt like that would be the key to getting through this with their marriage still intact.





On a lark, passing Pompo’s gym on Sixteenth, he pulled into the parking lot and parked the car. Walked in and stood at the entrance watching guys and gals on treadmills, lifting in the corner or sitting on stationary bikes. He hadn’t ever thought himself the gym type. But he’d never thought himself the type his wife would cheat on, either.





“Hey can I help you?” an athletic young woman in tights and a tank-top asked.





He looked at her and smiled. She was very fit and very pretty. Bright red hair pulled back in a pony tail. Petite but with curves in the right places. “Hey,” he said. “Yeah. Thanks. I don’t know. I’ve never been here. I just thought I’d check it out.”





She smiled and bobbed her head enthusiastically. “Yeah for sure!” she said. “If you want to follow me I can show you around. How long have you been shopping around?” she asked.





“Uh…” He glanced at his watch. “Five minutes? I just kind of pulled in because…”





“You wanted to see what we’re about! Gotcha! Let’s hope I brought my sales pitch game today,” she said, then giggled.





She was way too young for him and probably just smiling to make a sale and not flirting. But it was nice to be out talking to this lovely young lady and not sitting in the car driving home just yet. “Yeah,” he said. “Something like that.”





“Totally,” she said. “I’m Stephanie but everyone just calls me Steph,” she said, then laughed for no apparent reason.





“Hi Steph,” he said, feeling like he was getting a little doe-eyed. “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Perry.” He shook her hand. Her skin was soft and she smelled like flowers. That was nice.





“Well Perry let me show you around.”





Now he found he was having a hard time keeping his eyes off her. “Yeah. Sure,” he replied.





“So have you been thinking about joining for a while?” she asked.





“My wife cheated on me,” he said, a faint smile still on his mouth. The swell of humiliation was hot and instantaneous. Almost as fast as the awkward expression that froze on Steph’s face. “Oh god,” he muttered. “I’m so sorry. That was a total overshare. What I meant…what I was going to say, and shouldn’t have, was that my wife cheated and I just kind of, you know, wanted to make a change or whatever.”





Steph bit her lip and nodded. Looked like she was about to slowly start backing away.





“Oh man. I’m really sorry. I did not mean to make you uncomfortable,” he said.





Steph took a breath. Her smile returned. “You know what? It’s cool. I wish more people just said what was on their mind. The only reason I got awkward was I just went through a breakup.”





“Oh we’re not breaking up,” he said, then shook his head. “What is wrong with me?” he asked no one in particular.





To his delight Steph laughed. “I totally get it,” she said splaying all ten fingers and bouncing her hands in front of her taut stomach. “I was a wreck for like a week afterwards. I had to switch gyms about it!” she declared, like it was the most hilarious thing she’d ever heard. “Also I say the wrong thing all
 the time,” she added, punctuating it with a giggle.





“Sorry to hear that,” he said.





Steph tilted her head slightly to the side. “I’m sorry you’re having a rough time. Let me show you around and then we can see what sorts of discounts we can get you.”





He nodded. She was so bubbly. Not ditsy just cheerful. “That sounds great.” He followed her around as she showed him the machines. Stole a few glances at her ass being careful not to get caught. It was thrilling being out in the wild and not feeling like he had to keep his eyes to himself. There were other women out here. Women who wanted to be friendly and smile and laugh.





When Steph brought him back to the front desk he signed up for the Platinum membership. The most expensive and the most exclusive. Access to personal trainers and their in-house physiotherapist if he needed it. Twenty-four hour access and free use of the sauna reserved for Platinum members only. Seemed like the right decision.





Back in his car on the way home that he had the thought that maybe he’d bought that package because of Steph’s smile. But who cared? Only he’d know that. He pulled into his driveway feeling lighter than he had that morning when he’d left. Walked into the house still kind of buzzing from the friendly interaction with Steph. Was vaguely tilted off balance by something. Nearly had a panic attack as he stood there holding his breath and listening.





“I’m in here,” came Amanda’s voice from the living room.





He exhaled and realized the weird thing he’d sensed was the absence of the sounds and smells of dinner cooking. Set his laptop bag down and walked into the living room to find Amanda sitting on the couch. Looking spectacular. Wearing a tank-top and skimpy shorts that took his breath away. And a pair of high heels he hadn’t seen in years. She was flipping through the pages of a magazine. She set it down when she saw him and smiled. “How was your day?” she asked, voice full of kindness.





He thought about telling her about the gym. Decided it would be better to surprise her. Stop by on the way home from work every day. Get a little more toned over the next few months. Wait until she noticed, then tell her. “It was, you know. Reasonable.”





She nodded. Stood up off the couch and sauntered around the table to where he was standing. Smiled softly and pressed her lips against his cheek in a kiss.





“How was yours?” he asked.





“Yeah. You know. Good.”





His eyes wandered down her body. Perry from two days ago would have asked her outright why are you wearing that
 ? This one decided to keep the question to himself. There was obviously something going on here and he had a feeling he was going to find out all about it. “Did you already have dinner?” he asked instead.





“No,” Amanda replied, folding her arms over her chest and shaking her head. “I thought we could go out.”





That left him a little gobsmacked. On a Tuesday
 ?!? She really was shaking things up. And then another, darker, thought occurred to him. His own smile faded as he realized there were sometimes other reasons people wanted to be in public. Breaking bad news was one. “You’re not…you’re not going to ask me for a divorce, are you?” he said, his stomach hollowing.





Amanda scowled. “What? No! Why would you ask that?”





He sighed again. “I just thought…it was weird that you wanted to go out and…” He almost mentioned the outfit but stopped himself. “Yeah. Never mind.” He thought about it for a moment. “Should we…should we maybe talk first?” he asked.





Amanda looked off to one side and sighed. “If that’s what you want,” she said.





Did he? He wasn’t even sure. The day had ended on such a pleasant note. Now Amanda was all dolled up and ready to go out to dinner on a Tuesday. Ready to have some fun it looked like. Did he really want to be dragging out all his questions about why and was she happy and what did they need to change to make things better?





He knew they should
 do it. But would it really hurt if it didn’t happen right now? It wasn’t like it was going to change anything. “You know what? Let’s just go out. But we really should talk at some point.”





“Of course we will,” Amanda said, like there wasn’t any doubt. “Look, Perry, if you really want to have this conversation now I totally get it and…”





“No, no,” he said, waving a hand. “I’m hungry and you must be, too. Where were you thinking?”





She smiled. “Well, I thought we could get Frankie’s and then go park at Piper’s Peak? Watch the sunset while we eat burgers and fries?”





“Oh, Mandy,” he said, heart swelling with love at the suggestion. “What a great idea.” They hadn’t done that in what, fifteen years? Had to be more. It’d be like they were starting out all over again.





“I’m glad you think so,” she said, taking his hand and leading him toward the door.





He stole a glance at her ass and thighs. Felt like he was seeing her in a new light, too. She looked every bit as sexy as she had when he first married her.





“Let’s go then,” she said. “I’m starving.”





They picked up a couple of banquet burgers and fries with cheese and gravy the way they did it in Canada. Amanda picked at them as he drove up the winding road to the parking spot at the top of the park. It was deserted on a Tuesday.





Perry couldn’t help but steal glances at Amanda’s sexy, bared legs. His face heated and he chuckled when she caught him.





“Are you blushing?” she asked through a half-mouthful of burger. “For looking at my legs?”





“I’m blushing at being caught,” he said. It seemed a strange interaction to be having a day after walking in on her with another man. But he didn’t seem to be having any of the feelings you were supposed to have when you discovered your partner cheating. It was like it hadn’t really been a traumatic event at all. More of an awakening.





Amanda smiled. “I’m your wife. You’re allowed to look at my legs if you want.”





He smiled back at her. “Yeah but I don’t want you to think I’m leering.”





“Maybe I like a little leering?”





He raised an eyebrow.





“Does that mean you like my outfit?” she asked. She put up a hand, stopping him from replying. “I’m sorry. This isn’t the conversation I meant to start.”





“I like your outfit,” he said, looking into her eyes.





“I didn’t mean to fish for compliments after…” She turned her eyes down. “You know.” She set her burger down. “Perry listen,” she said, then sighed. “I still feel terrible about what happened.”





"Why’d you do it?” he blurted. He groaned right after he said it and put a hand over his eyes. “Ugh. That wasn’t supposed to come out like that,” he admitted.





“No. It’s okay,” she replied. “I think this is only going to work if we’re honest with each other. No games. No secrets.”





He looked at her and nodded. He felt exactly the same way.





She turned to look out at the fading light. “I thought a lot about that today,” she said. “Came up with a whole bunch of excuses for myself. But I don’t want to give you excuses. So I’m just going to give you the truth. And I’m sorry if it hurts you because that’s not my intention and…”





“Hey,” he said, touching her arm with his hand.





She startled at the unexpected contact. Gave a nervous laugh as she glanced at him. “Okay. I’ll stop rambling and just say it.”





“Just say it,” he reassured her, nodding.





She looked straight into his eyes. Paused for a moment as if she was searching for something there. Her lips parted. She drew in a breath. Hesitated again.





“Mandy it’s okay. You can just…”





“It was his cock, Perry,” she said, looking away again and touching her neck.





He felt it first in his groin. A tightness unlike any he’d felt formed right in his crotch. It rose out of there, up through his stomach and chest, tightening those and his throat when it finally got there. He could barely breathe.





But the absolutely bizarre and inexplicable thing about it was that the column wasn’t full of jealousy and rage and thirst for vengeance. It was a throbbing, pulsing thing. A sense of incredible elation at his wife’s depravity. At how she would succumb so easily to something so base. It was thrilling.





His cock started inflating as he thought what those moments in the kitchen must have been like. Hunter moving on her. Trying to kiss her, coax her into coming upstairs with him. Amanda resisting, trying to push him away. Hunter finally resorting to a Hail Mary play and swinging his big dick in her face.





And that
 was what finally made her cave.





What a fucking tramp.





He shuddered at even having had the thought.





“Are you…are you alright?” Amanda asked.





He rubbed a hand across his forehead. “Uh, yeah,” he muttered. “That was just…”





“Shocking?”





“Kind of,” he said. His hand fell to his chest.





Amanda’s eyes went wide. “Oh my god. Are you having a heart attack?”





His own eyes bugged. “What? No!. No, no. I just…that really got me.”





Her eyes fell to the dash. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.





“No. Not like that,” he said. “It’s…I can’t really explain it.” What was he going to say? Tell her that seeing her with another man aroused him? He moved the burger he’d set on his lap closer to his groin to try and conceal his shameful secret. “You…you let him fuck you because he showed you his cock,” he said, as if saying it out loud might make the decidedly uncomfortable feeling inside him go away.





She bit her lower lip and nodded. “Yes,” she whispered. “Does that make you feel terrible?”





He swallowed. His mind was racing trying to come up with his own excuse, a slight deception because surely the way he really felt should have been humiliating. Shouldn’t it?





He flinched this time when she touched his leg gently with her fingertips. “Hey,” she said.





He looked into her eyes.





“No secrets, remember? Just give it to me. I can take it.”





He wasn’t so much worried about that, though, as he was about himself. Could he tell her the way he really felt and live with himself?





Amanda sat there looking hopeful but worried at the same time.





That gave him courage. He had to do this. For her and for them. “Look this might sound really, really strange,” he said, wiping the sweat beading on his brow again. “But it doesn’t make me feel terrible at all,” he said. He felt the tension in her body ease.





“Well, no,” she said. “That’s okay. You’re allowed to process it however you need to.”





“It’s not just that,” he said. “It…kind of…” Could he really do this? Tell her that some part of him liked
 what had happened?





“Take your time,” she whispered.





Perry thought of himself as a practical person. Pragmatic and focused on outcomes. He’d never had trouble expressing himself. But this? This was beyond anything he’d come up against. How do you tell someone, even the closest person in your life, such a deep and intimate thing?





When the words just wouldn’t come he realized there was another, probably equally embarrassing but probably less difficult, way to convey his feelings. Moving the burger off his lap he set it on the dashboard. He took Amanda’s hand and drew it toward his now bulging cock. Staring at the steering wheel because he couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze, he pressed her palm against the head of it.






 
Chapter Ten







She wasn’t sure what he was doing at first. Making a move on her? At a time like this? Feeling his erect penis against her hand shook her to her core. It took a few seconds to parse what he was doing. To realize that he didn’t have the words for what he wanted to say and was doing it a different way. Showing her his body’s reaction to what she’d said. Regaining her composure seemed to take an eternity.





Perry had since removed her hand from his privates. He had both of his on the steering wheel and was staring straight ahead, his face burning with what must have been shame.





She had no playbook for this. She’d spent the day rehearsing a difficult conversation and what was happening right now seemed like a gift. She finally took a deep breath and realized if she didn’t say anything they’d be sitting in this silence forever. “I think…I think you’re trying to tell me that you…you…” Now she
 couldn’t think of words to describe what he was feeling. Not without potentially embarrassing him further. In a way this was harder than what she’d envisioned. Telling Perry that she wanted to feel young again. That fucking another man had lit a fire under her. That she still wanted adventure
 .





“I’m trying to tell you that I didn’t…hate
 what happened,” he said. “Oh god,” he moaned, covering his face with his hand. “What am I saying?”





Her chest swelled with love for Perry and hope that maybe this was going to be way easier than either of them had thought. It was the last thing she’d expected. It was a little hard to believe. But everything happening right now was pointing to the possibility that Perry had a kink
 about this. And oh boy wasn’t that going to make both their lives easier. “Perry? Did you…did you like
 knowing I was with another man?” she whispered.





He closed his eyes and drew in a breath. His knuckles went white from squeezing the steering wheel. “I think that…yeah. A part of me did. A part of me does,” he said.





This changed everything. She’d braced herself for a fight. With her and Perry fighting for the same thing: their marriage. But coming at it from two vastly different angles. And now? If Perry really did enjoy what he’d seen…





She felt a trickle of wet dampen her underwear. She moved her burger off her lap and set it next to his on the top of the dash. Leaning over she took him by the wrist.





His eyes darted to hers then fell to her lap where she’d brought his hand.





Two could play at this game. Prying aside the shorts she was wearing, she took Perry’s middle finger and ran it along the damp stain that had formed on the front of her thong. Then she pulled that aside and pressed his finger into the swollen, leaking lips of her pussy.





His eyes went wide and his jaw dropped. He looked up at her. “Oh. Oh wow
 ,” he whispered.





She eased his hand away and rearranged her clothes. “Oh wow,” she echoed.





He shook his head, still looking stunned. “What does this mean?” he asked.





She chewed on her lower lip and tilted her head to one side, eyes wandering to look out the window. This was going to be hard enough to say without having to look right at him. “I wanted to talk to you about something else,” she said softly.





“Really?” he said, breathless.





“Yes, really,” she replied.





“What is it?”





“I wanted to talk you about…oh god I don’t even know how to say this. But maybe, maybe what you just shared with me will make this easier. For both of us.”





“Okay,” he said, sounding like he was on the edge of his seat.





“I don’t know what happened to me. But something about yesterday, it changed something. Inside of me,” she said.





“Uh huh?”





She realized then there was no tiptoeing around this. Taking the plunge would be easiest. She swung her eyes to his. “I want to…I want to have sex with other men.”





He blinked in disbelief. “Oh god. Oh wow. Oh my god,” he muttered, shaking his head.





“I don’t want you to think it’s because…because of anything you’ve done.” She caught herself in the lie before she got in too deep. Raised a hand. “No. I’m sorry. That’s not exactly true. Things have been…”





“Mundane,” he said. “It’s okay. You can say it.”





“Mundane,” she repeated.





“Oh wow. Oh god,” he kept saying.





“Are you okay?”





He put his hands up and waved them like he was trying to calm the situation, or himself. “I think…I think I am. This is just a lot to take in,” he admitted.





“Do you want to keep talking? Or do you want some time to…”





“I want keep talking,” he said. “I want to work through this.”





“Okay,” she said.





“Can you tell me…oh god this is going to sound really weird.”





“It’s okay. Just say it. This can’t get much weirder than it is already.”





“Can you tell me more about what happened? Yesterday?”





She furrowed her brow, not sure what he wanted from this. “You mean…”





“I mean, like, the details. Like what happened in the kitchen before you got upstairs.”





Her scowl faded and her heart started beating harder as she realized what he wanted. He was getting off on this. She glanced at his cock and saw it flex between his legs. Perry was getting off on reliving her cheating. Which was somehow making her insanely hot as well. “You want to hear about how he seduced me?” she whispered.





Still staring at the staring wheel, he nodded. “That’s what I want,” he said.





She bit her lip and had a hard time containing her smile. “Well,” she began. “Like I said after I walked in on him he came downstairs. I was scrubbing a pot and he came up to me and…just started coming on to me. So aggressively.” She watched him like a hawk for his reaction.





His nostrils flared. She could see the vein in his neck throbbing. His cock twitched again between his legs.





That made her brave. That he was liking this, that his body was reacting this way. Not crying but getting sexually aroused at what a bad wife she’d been. Was that what this was about? Did he like her being dirty? A thousand more questions flooded through her mind but she focused back on her description. If that’s what he needed right now that’s what she was going to give him.





“I tried to push him away. He kept telling me how sexy and perfect I was. I told him it was inappropriate and that he should leave but he wouldn’t. And then he asked, very politely, if he could take out his penis and show me again.”





“Oh god,” Perry muttered.





“Bad? Did I say the wrong thing?” she whispered, a pulse of panic rushing through her. She had no idea how he could want to put himself through this. How far was too far? Did he really want to hear everything?





“No. No, no. I’m just…just so wow
 about all of this. You have no idea what this is doing to me. Hearing this it’s…I’m so turned on, Amanda.”





This time she let half a smile blossom on her lips. A naughty idea presented itself. She looked around to make sure the lot was still empty. The light had nearly faded. “Perry?” she said.





“Huh?”





“Do you want to take out your penis?”





He looked at her with that shocked expression again.





This time something about it made her giggle. Partly the situation they found themselves in. Two old married farts about to get into some heavy petting in the parking lot. Now that was dirty and immature. But also kind of sexy.





“Are you serious?” he asked.





“Come on. Do it for me. I’ll make it worth your while,” she said, casting a sultry stare at him. She nearly laughed when he started fumbling with his zipper right away. Leaned back instead, folded her arms over her chest and watched him extract his hard cock from his pants.





He sat there still looking ashamed but obviously very excited by the direction this was taking.





She leaned forward grazed the underside of his cock with her fingers. It was stiffer than she’d felt it in years and hot as an iron. “Do you want to hear more?” she asked, teasing.





“Oh god yes,” he groaned.





“Well, like I said, he asked if he could show me his penis again. I kept saying no. I kept telling him he should leave. But he just kept getting closer and closer and asking and asking. And then, finally, I just…I glanced down at his crotch and he kind of just took that as a sign that I really wanted to see it, I guess.”





“Did you?” he whispered.





She nearly started into another white lie again but stopped herself. Looked away from him again. Would this still feel good? Hearing the truth? Hearing that, yes, she wanted, no, she needed
 that kind of attention. Had for years and hadn’t said anything. Maybe not all of that at once, she decided. “I think I did,” she said.





“Oh god,” he said again.





“Bad?” she asked.





“No. I don’t know why but…no. Just…sexy.”





Her pussy squeezed between her legs and leaked more wet. “So he pulled it out and let it just sort of hang there,” she said.





Perry’s cock throbbed in his lap.





She reached down and brushed it with her fingers again. “You like this?” she asked softly.





“I do,” he replied. “Mandy?”





“Yes?”





“Did you want to fuck him? When you were down in the kitchen? Did you want him to, you know, keep trying? Trying harder?”





She looked into his eyes and saw desperation there. The feeling that gave her was out of this world. Suddenly she was in the driver’s seat. She could do whatever she wanted with him. It felt like she’d had too much to drink. In a good way. “I wanted him to fuck me so bad,” she said and stroked his cock with her hand.





“Oh…oh fuck…” he groaned, squirming in his seat as she manipulated him. “And then?” he asked, turning to look at her again.





“He kept telling me how sexy I was. How perfect. How he’d wanted me for so long.”





“You liked it?”





She paused, wondering whether this was going to enhance his pleasure or plunge a knife through it. “I fucking loved
 it,” she whispered.





His eyes rolled back and his lids closed.





Her jaw dropped in shock at his reaction. She looked down to see clear pre-cum leaking from the head of his penis. He loved this, too. “I couldn’t help myself. He turned me around and started kissing me and touching me. And then his…his penis, it was between my legs and pressing up into me and I…I was so wet.”





Perry gripped the steering wheel and pressed himself into his seat. His cock throbbed in her hand.





She looked down to see cum bubbling out of it as it twitched in her fingers. He was coming. He was having an orgasm from hearing about how terrible she’d been. And that was elating and fascinating and had her all kinds of messy between the legs. She kept stroking up and down, working him through his intense climax until he huffed and moved her hand away with his. She looked at the semen coating her fingers.





“I’m really sorry about that,” he muttered, obviously mortified by what had happened.





In that moment she realized that he might really want this but he wasn’t sure of how that changed him. And that made it hard to deal with. She thought she was going to have to coax and convince him this evening. Instead, it turned out, she was going to have to be his loving companion on whatever journey he needed to take to be comfortable with this.





And she was going to get some more young dick.





She reached out and touched him again.






 
Chapter Eleven







Shame swelled through him as soon as his orgasm had receded. He shook in the car seat, Amanda still manipulating his wilting penis with her cum-covered fingers. He understood why he’d made his revelation. There hadn’t been a choice. They’d promised each other honesty and he’d delivered. But now, sitting there and staring at the steering wheel, not being able to turn and look his wife in the eye, he wished he’d thought it through more carefully.





He could feel the heat of Amanda’s gaze on his face but couldn’t turn and look at her.





“Did you like that?” she whispered, after what felt like hours of agonizing silence.





His shoulders slumped. “Yes,” he said. “I liked it.”





She took her hand away from his organ and wiped his seed off with a restaurant napkin. “Are you ever going to say anything again?” she asked.





He huffed out an awkward laugh and tucked his cock back into his pants, then zipped. He could hear the smile in her voice. It made him feel even worse.





“Hey,” she said, touching his arm.





He looked at her hand, then followed the line of her arm up with his eyes until they met hers. His heart squeezed at how beautiful she seemed in that moment. Angelic.





“It’s me,” she whispered. “Your wife, remember? Come on. Let’s work through it together.” She squeezed his arm.





He nodded. She was right. That was the only way forward. Honest and together. Working through it like they were on the same team.





“What’s hot about it?” she prodded.





The nudge made his insides squeeze. He felt like there was a hot, sticky liquid bubbling at the base of his stomach. He finally let his hands fall from the steering wheel. “It’s just…it’s a little embarrassing, I guess.”





She nodded like a therapist but didn’t say anything.





“I mean, aren’t guys supposed to, like, try and keep
 their wives from having sex with other people?”





She shrugged.





He narrowed his eyes. “You’re being awfully calm about this,” he said.





She drew in a breath and held it, nibbling on her lower lip and thinking. “Perry I have to tell you something,” she said.





He looked at her again. His stomach sank at her words and the tone she’d used. Something
 . Something that would surely be a big deal. “Okay,” he replied.





“I thought we were going to have a very different conversation when we first came out here.”





“Oh?”





“I brought you out here…I brought you out here not just to apologize for what happened. You know when I said something changed?”





He nodded.





“Well it hasn’t changed back. I don’t…I’m not sure I can go back to who I was before.”





His guts started flopping. “What? What are you saying?”





“I want to feel things again.”





“What sorts of things?”





“Like what I felt yesterday. With Hunter.”






His eyes widened slowly. His heart skipped a beat. Adrenaline shot through him down to his feet. “You mean, like, you want an open marriage?”





Her steely-eyed confidence faltered, lips parting, brow furrowing in concern. “I wasn’t…uh, I mean I suppose…I wasn’t really thinking…is that what you want?” she asked, looking worried.





He almost smacked his forehead. Had he just waded in and asked the entirely wrong question? What the heck else could she have meant by what I felt yesterday
 ? He shook his head. “I think I’m confused,” he admitted.





“No. Sorry. I guess I just didn’t expect…Perry,” she said, lips tightening. “Is there someone else?” Now she was worried. Anxious and a little scared, on the defensive.





“What?” he squawked. “What are you talking about? You’re the one who…” Couldn’t bring himself to say it.





“Cheated. I know. It’s just, you suggesting an open marriage I naturally thought that…”





“Isn’t that what you
 just suggested? Am I going crazy?” He was starting to panic and knew she could see it. She did her flappy hand thing that she did on the very infrequent occasions when he seemed like he might be losing control of himself.





“Okay. It’s okay. This is just a misunderstanding. I’m sorry. I just didn’t realize that you would want to…”





“See other people?” he offered.





“See other people,” she echoed, then folded her arms over her chest and turned to look straight out the window.





“Well…I mean I don’t know. I don’t have anyone I want to see. It’s just, what am I going to do if you’re
 out seeing other people. Sit there and wait for you to come home? That would be…terrible.” There was an element of terror to it, certainly. But decidedly not as horrific as he was making it out to be. In fact, the thought of Amanda out getting nailed by some guy and then coming home to tell him about it was vaguely arousing.





“No of course,” she said. “If that’s how you feel.”





He cocked his head and looked at her funny. “How am I supposed to feel?” This was uncharted territory for both of them. But the way it was headed had the feel of all those blowout fights they’d had before finally going to therapy. He took a deep breath and leaned his head back against the rest. “Look,” he finally said once the silence became too terse. “Why don’t you tell me what you had in mind then?”





“I just didn’t realize that you were interested in seeing
 people outside of our relationship.”





She had that tone on. The one she used to make it clear she thought he
 was in the wrong. The one that usually brought him around. Got him to start trying to smooth the situation. The same way he had last night when she’d started crying about how badly she felt for cheating on him. That was his gig when these types of fights came up. Bend a little so Amanda could retain her dignity, even if it meant Perry being happy instead of right.





But this wasn’t just another fight about who unloaded the dishwasher more or money. This was far more serious. This was their marriage. And from where Perry was sitting it seemed like Amanda wanted him to come around and say “okay why don’t you see other people and I’ll just sit at home waiting for you.” And the more he turned that thought over and over in his mind the more it steeled his resolve. She was going to have to meet in the middle on this. Even if it meant a day or two of pointed silence.





He reached under the steering wheel and pushed the ignition switch on the car. The engine turned over and started humming.





Amanda looked startled. “What are you doing?” she asked.





Perry grabbed the sandwiches from the dash, mashed them back into the brown paper bag next to his seat and put the car into gear. “I’m taking us home.”





“Aren’t we going to finish our conversation?” she asked.





He tapped the brakes and turned to look at her. “Look, Mandy. From where I’m sitting it seems like you want permission to go and live out this fantasy and…”





“I thought we were doing this together?” she said.





“Let me finish.”





She slumped back into her chair, stewing.





“I know I’m not the most alpha
 male out there,” he said. Thought he caught her about to roll her eyes but didn’t let it get to him. “But making this a totally one-sided thing where you’re having all the fun and I’m at home wondering when you’ll be back? Is that what you were thinking?” She hadn’t said that specifically. But from the way she was acting now that’s how it was coming across. “Because that’s not going to work for me. It’s just a little too…I don’t know what the word is. It would make me feel like your bitch.”





She gasped at the expletive.





It was unusual for him to say anything so forcefully. But this was one thing he wasn’t going to back down on. And that word captured exactly how he felt. Anger started burning inside him for ever having shown his hand. For confessing that her tryst got him worked up and horny. He mashed his foot against the accelerator a little too hard.





“Perry! You’re going to get in an accident!” she scolded.





His brow furrowed and he hunched behind the steering wheel. “It’s gonna’ be fine,” he muttered, turning out onto the street.






 
Chapter Twelve







She woke up in a foul mood the next morning. Didn’t get up to say goodbye to Perry when he left for work. Stayed in bed until almost seven-thirty replaying their conversation from the previous evening.





He’d thrown a real curve ball at her suggesting an open marriage. And just when she thought she’d had him right where she wanted him. Not that she was trying to manipulate him. Nothing like that. But seeing how much he’d enjoyed her retelling of her time with Hunter had made her think this was going to be far easier than she’d thought.





It was surprising, too, that he put his foot down as hard as he did. Normally a little tantrum brought him around to her point of view.





They hadn’t said a word to each other after coming home. Perry had gone down to his office in the basement and she’d gone up to bed, watched a show and fallen asleep before he came up.





She lay there running over the previous night’s events. She hadn’t felt Perry that hard or excited in a long time. She felt a warm rush at the memory of sitting in the seat next to him, telling him what a dirty slut she’d been with Hunter and watching him climax in a matter of minutes. She tried to push the feeling away. She was supposed to be mad at him. But it kept sliding back into her mind. What about it had made her so excited?





It was way out of their comfort zone, for one thing. They didn’t do taboo. Didn’t do dirty. Most of the time they did eyes closed missionary. Which had been fine for her.





Until Hunter had taken out that big cock of his and taunted her with it. Rock hard and driven by the feral impulse to bang anything half-decent looking. Wooing his way between her legs with whispers about how hot she was.





There was a part of her that missed that. The attention, the compliments, even if they weren’t a hundred percent genuine. That’s really what she craved, wasn’t it? Well, the way he’d stretched her pussy hadn’t been half bad, either.





And somehow Perry talking about an open
 marriage had put a damper on all of that. Because she wanted a little freedom but was she really ready to trade Perry’s faithfulness for it?





She got out of bed and trudged to the shower. Took a long, steamy one, marinating in her displeasure. It was only when she’d had her coffee and a bite of bagel that she calmed down for long enough to give the whole thing a more reasoned think.





It was obvious that Perry didn’t have anyone in mind. She knew his reactions like the back of her hand and he’d genuinely pulled that one out of nowhere. Which got her thinking. It wasn’t like Perry was some kind of playboy in his chinos and navy blue sweaters. He was a solid B plus on looks and a perfect hundred in the can-be-depended-on department. Which is why she’d married him. Looks faded. Character didn’t. At least not with a guy like Perry.





But that got her thinking. What were the odds that Perry was going to go out and find some woman to have an affair with him? Even if he made it clear he was married, or maybe especially if he did, it wasn’t like he had a killer bod or a giant dong to bargain with. He was…Perry.





She picked up her coffee and walked to the window, looking out onto the backyard. What is happening to me?
 Caving to Hunter had been an absolute aberration. She’d never done something so irresponsible and reckless. Not even in her youth. But that dick. That thick, sweeping column of meat had pulled her trigger. It was so base. So de
 based. Falling for a man, or at least letting him in between her legs because he had a big cock?





The skin on the back of her neck prickled at the thought of it.





That was just it, though. It was wrong and dirty and terrible. That’s why she’d liked it. That’s why she wanted to do it again. That Perry seemed into it was just a freaky and welcome coincidence.





Which sort of made her think that she was going about all of this the wrong way. If Perry wanted to pretend that he was going to find someone to see
 and that was the only thing standing in the way and scratching this itch maybe it was worth it? Even if he did find someone, what was the big deal? It was kind of kinky thinking of him with someone else.





That, in turn, gave her an idea to try something a little different than a tantrum when he got home that evening. Something a little more…convincing.





She walked upstairs and into the bedroom. Set her coffee down and dug out a box of old clothes at the back of the closet. Rummaged through it until she found what she’d been looking for. A pair of tight, torn jeans she used to wear way back when. She held them up and wondered if she could still squeeze into them. If not she’d have to go have a shop about it. But if she could she had a feeling Perry would be very
 pleased. And much more pliable.





***





He was wearing a smile on his face as he pulled into the gym parking lot. He was proud of himself. Proud of standing up to Amanda and proud of sticking to his new resolution of working out after work. He parked the car, grabbed the gym bag he’d packed and walked across the lot and through the door. His face lit up when he saw Steph smile from behind the counter when she saw him. He hadn’t expected to see her but was pleasantly surprised.





He’d never tell Amanda but there had been the tiniest hope inside him during their conversation the night before. That she really was
 suggesting and open marriage. And that maybe Steph could play a part in that somehow.





He wasn’t much to look at and she was a cutie but he’d sensed a chemistry between them the day before and it had stuck with him. Maybe it was even that chemistry that had helped him finally stand his ground. If she was intent on taking this step and hooking up with other men (oh god that thought still made his insides turn in the best way) maybe he could score a little fun for himself?





“Hey!” Steph said, bouncing up to him as he walked toward the change rooms.





“Hey!” he replied, matching her enthusiasm.





“I was hoping I’d see you today!” she said, grinning and squeezing her hands together at her chest. She really seemed pleased as punch to see him.





“You were?” he asked, then laughed awkwardly.





“Of course I was!”





“I’m married you know!” he blurted, holding up his ring finger. The color drained from his face. Twenty years, it seemed, was a long time when it came to flirting. “Oh god I’m so sorry,” he muttered, looking side to side to see if anyone had heard him.





She stood there, smile frozen in a stunned expression for a few moments, then burst out laughing. “Wow! You’re really bad at this!”





“Terrible,” he said, shaking his head. “Please don’t…like, if you want me to leave…”





“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said, squeezing his arm. “How’s the marriage going today? Since we’re on the topic.”





He felt like getting on his knees and thanking her profusely for not calling the police. Thought better of it. “It’s okay. We might be getting an open marriage. Oh. Shoot. Never mind. Pretend I didn’t say that.”





She laughed again and folded her arms across her chest. “Wow. Impressive.”





“Look I’m so sorry. I’m normally not this…bumbling. I don’t think,” he said.





“Don’t even mention it. It’s kind of cute.”





His heart swelled and his faced warmed at the compliment.





“You want a spotter?” she asked.





His knees went a little weak. “Oh. Yeah. Sure. That would be really great.”





“Go get changed. I’ll meet you at the weights.” She spun around and bounced back toward the counter to tell the big guy in the muscle shirt.





The guy glanced up at Perry and gave a chin nod acknowledgement of his existence.





Suddenly Perry felt like one of the cool kids. At the gym after work. Like it was no big deal. Cute girl who’d signed him up happy to see him. Wanting to spot him. This was good. This was different. So
 different than who he’d been just forty-eight hours ago.





And he liked it.





He hit the change room and got into his gym clothes. Checked himself out in the mirror. He was looking a little saggy around the arms and middle. But this was going to change all that. He walked out and felt way more confident knowing Steph was waiting for him than if he’d been at it alone. He walked over to where she was standing, thumbing through her phone. “Hey. Ready when you are,” he said.





“Awesome!” she said, pumping two fists in the air after pocketing her phone.





This was going to be great.





***





He sucked on the straw of the Power Smoothie Steph had prepared for him as he showered. It was another perk of being a platinum member. His muscles were sore but he felt better than he had in years. He hoped Amanda was out of her funk. Maybe they could pick up where they left off the night before? Work out some ground rules about their new arrangement?





He pulled the car into the driveway and killed the engine. Grabbed his laptop and gym bag, threw them over his shoulder and jogged up the steps to the door. A momentary panic flashed through him. PTSD, he guessed at what he’d come home to two days ago. It faded as soon as he opened the door and smelled dinner cooking.





That was a good sign. Sometimes if Amanda really wedged herself into a mood she’d get a little passive aggressive and say she was too tired to cook. The fact he smelled onions frying was a good omen.





He dropped off his bag, threw the gym bag down the stairs to the basement, then walked into the kitchen. His jaw dropped at seeing Amanda, her back turned to him as she stirred the contents of the frying pan. She was wearing an old pair of tight, ripped jeans and what looked like a new tank top. The jeans outlined her curves perfectly. His cock twitched at how sexy she looked. “Hey sweetheart,” he said, walking through the kitchen. A wave of relief passed through him when she turned and shot him a smile over her shoulder. He walked right up to her and kissed her on the nape of the neck. “Have a good day?” he asked.





“It was alright,” she replied. “How was yours?”





He felt giddy. Like a kid who’d made a new friend and needed to tell everyone all about it. But he had a feeling that mentioning Steph, a fun young woman he’d met at the gym, might not be the best way to start their evening. Besides, he was trying to keep the gym thing a secret. “It was alright,” he said. “Work was busy. What’s with the sexy get-up?” he asked, stepping back to admire her ass.





She shrugged and…giggled? Was that a giggle? “You think it’s sexy?” she teased.





This was more like it. He’d dig into what had happened to her mood from the night before later. It seemed like Amanda was in the mood to flirt. That just happened to be the mood Perry was in, too.





“I hope you didn’t leave the house in that thing,” he said, chuckling.





“Actually I went shopping in it.”





The thought of Amanda leaving the house dressed like that floored him. His smile faded as that strange excitement he’d felt in the car yesterday surged through him anew. She was really into this. She wanted to play this game, the two of them. He took a step back from her, hand going to his head. “Really?” he asked, sounding a little out of breath.





“Really,” she said. She reached out and turned off burner.





“Bet you turned some heads looking like that.” His boner was growing. Thinking of Amanda strutting her stuff at the store was doing all kinds of twisted things to his insides.





“Sure did,” she said. “Hand me those plates.”





He stayed in place, mesmerized by the vixen she’d become. His heart soaring one moment, sinking the next as his imagination conjured up visions of the guys she’d met.





She turned and looked at him. “Are you going to hand me those plates?” she asked, a mischievous smile dancing on her lips.





“I’m thinking of taking you upstairs first,” he said, his whole body tight with arousal.





She smirked. “Gonna’ have to wait,” she said, stepping around him and picking the plates up herself. “Dinner’s ready and I don’t like eating cold food.”





She scooped the sausages and peppers she’d been cooking onto two plates and walked them past him to set on the table. She was either oblivious of how her revelation made him feel or was pretending to be.





He followed her with his eyes and watched her take a seat. His gaze wandered down to her thighs, then up to her chest. Was it just him or was she not wearing a bra again?





“You going to come eat?” she asked, smiling.





“Uh, yeah,” he said, dragging himself out of his stupor. “For sure.” He walked over to the table, pulled out a chair and took a seat. “You really wore that grocery shopping?”





“I did,” she said, popping a piece of sausage into her mouth and chewing. She flashed another smile at him as he dug into his meal.





He stared at her, a smile forming slowly on his lips. She’d obviously dragged herself out of her bad mood. Sitting there looking mischievous and practically begging him to ask her more about the outfit. It was fun. More fun than they’d had in a while. “You going to give me some details or make me beg?” he asked.





“Details?” she said. “Details about what?”





He shook his head. “Come on, Mandy. I know you’re playing.” It seemed crazy, especially after their spat last night, that she was in such a good mood and he was this excited again. He didn’t even care what it said about him. The sexual energy it got flowing through him was all-consuming.





She smiled a little wider. “I might have a story or two for you for later,” she said quietly.





His chest felt like someone was inflating it from her tease. And the tightness in his guts was insane. He couldn’t stop staring at her, either.





“Your foods going to get cold,” she said, pointing her fork at his plate.





“Huh? Oh. Yeah.” He picked up his utensils and tried to dig in. His appetite had vanished. All he wanted was to hear about her day. Let her tease out the details to him as she did what she’d done in the car last night. He didn’t realize he’d zoned out until after she stood up and put her plate in the sink. Watched her walk over to where he was sitting. She ran the tips of her fingers along the back of his neck then leaned over him. “Did you not like it?” she whispered.





He smirked. She knew damn well what she was doing to him and why he hadn’t eaten.





“You want me to put it in the fridge for you for later? We can go upstairs if you want. I’ll tell you all about my day.” She leaned in closer still and gently nibbled his earlobe.





A shiver raced down his spine. His cock swelled. How she had this power over him, this incredible magic that short-circuited everything else, he still didn’t really understand. Right now, though, he just wanted to indulge it. She liked it. She liked doing it, he could tell. He just wanted to let himself slip under that spell and feel the sexual bliss he’d felt the night before. “Yeah. That’s what I want,” he said in answer to her question.





“Then come with me,” she said.





He got up and followed her like a zombie. Watched her ass swaying side to side like a pendulum as she mounted the stairs, immersing him fully into his hypnosis.





She turned to face him once they were in the bedroom. Stepped up close and pulled his sweater off over his head. Started undoing buttons on his shirt, a pretty smile on her face.





All he could do was stand there watching her. He felt absolutely helpless in this state.





“I met a number of interesting young men today,” she said.





That shook him again. His cock hardened into a painful state. He looked down as she removed his shirt and pulled it off over his shoulders, then ran her hands through the hair on his chest. He looked up into her eyes again. “What did they say?” he whispered.





She chuckled at the question. “Some of them were very complimentary. It was nice. I miss hearing I look good.”





“You look amazing,” he repeated.





“Thanks,” she replied. “It’s just nice to know that, after two kids and a couple of decades of marriage I can…attract a certain type of man.”





Oh she was really playing it up for him now. She was more confident than she had been the day before. Building on what he’d told her felt good and what he wanted. It was coming from her this time, not from him urging her on about it. That felt dangerous and electric but it also made it so much more sexy, to see her enjoying herself doing this to him.





“One young man I found particularly interesting,” she explained as she undid his belt and his chinos.





He felt them fall around his ankles at the same moment the bottom dropped out of his stomach. Had she…done something again? “What happened?” he whispered, barely able to push the words out but desperate to hear the answer.





“Nothing. We were in the parking lot. He was very…attentive,” she said, pulling his underwear down.





He glanced down as his cock sprang out. It was flushed a deep red and he could feel it throb with each heartbeat. His throat went tight as she ran her fingers along his undercarriage, studying his penis.





“I thought I might get to know him better. So I gave him my number.”





That knocked the wind out of him. Had she really done that? Or was this just a story she’d spun up to tease him? “A-are you serious?” he stammered.





She locked eyes with him and wrapped her fist around his prick. “Deathly,” she whispered. The change in her was almost as sexy as the way she was touching him. She had him totally enthralled, totally under her control and she seemed to like
 it.





The thought flashed through his mind. They had not
 agreed to anything. There was no deal. They’d left it all hanging and now she was masturbating him and telling him she gave some guy her number…





Reaching deep for for any shred of will power and agency he could muster, he pushed her hand away from his penis.





Her sly and sexy expression waned. Her shoulders sagged. “Did I do something wrong?” she asked plainly.





Blushing he pulled his pants and underwear up his legs and did them up. He stepped back, sighed, then sat down on the bed. The heat that had gripped him took a while to dissipate. He sat there with his head in one hand trying to steady his breathing.





“Perry? Is everything okay?”





He looked up at her and did his best to suppress the aggravation working it’s way through him. “It’s fine. That was…really sexy,” he said, hardly able to believe it himself. “I just think we need to talk about this. I think we need to set some boundaries and stuff.”





Her lips went tight. Not a good look. “I was going to get to that later.”





“Please don’t get mad,” he said.





“I’m not getting mad but you just…”





“You’re getting mad. If you could see yourself right now you’d…”





“I was trying
 to have a nice time,” she said, voice filling with anger.





He held his hand out and sighed. “I don’t want to argue,” he said.





“Well maybe you should have thought about that when I was trying to patch things up and indulge your little fetish,” she snapped, waving a hand at him derisively. “Sorry I messed it up so badly. If you need me I’ll be in the guest room.” She spun around and started walking toward the door.





It was most likely the mention of the guest bedroom that got to him most. The birthplace of all of this. The site of Amanda’s betrayal, the room where her lust or weakness or whatever it was had been exposed. A reminder that — despite his little fetish
 as she’d called it — it was Amanda who was responsible for the predicament they found themselves in.





A resolve grew inside him as he watched her walking toward the door. Built out of the scraps of years of backing down, the thousands of tiny concessions and surrenders so she could be right and he could be happy. Somewhere in the midst of those he found a line drawn that he would not let her cross. “Amanda,” he said, voice a low growl. It surprised him when it stopped her in her tracks.





She stood there right by the door not moving but not turning around.





“Get back here.” His courage grew with each word, along with his resolve.





It seemed to take forever but she finally turned around. Looking furious, her face flushed with hot anger, glaring at him with a how-dare-you-talk-to-me-like-that stare.





He might have cared he’d offended her. If this moment hadn’t been years in the making he might have faltered. If the slip-up had been anything less than full blown cheating he’d walked in on, he might have conceded yet again. Instead he stared right back at her. Not angry. Not about to blow out or break down. Just certain. Of himself and of the line he’d seen. As much as it pained him he was certain, too, that if she crossed it without his blessing that would be what tore them apart.





He could have repeated the request, but didn’t. The ball was in her court now and he could see she knew as much. He knew she was fighting herself inside, as much as she was trying to fight with him. Gave her all the time she needed. Felt a surge of relief when she finally stormed over to the bed where he was sitting. Thankfully not enough to allow him to back down. It was always in these moments when his weakness showed itself. Countless arguments he might have won but folded on instead at the first small sign of her acquiescence. This time he held his ground. “Will you have a seat?”





“I’ll stand, thanks,” she snapped.





“Fine,” he said. He laced his fingers and looked down at the floor. Counted to ten. To calm himself, partly. But also, if just in some small way, to show her he meant business. That if she insisted on standing there he’d take his time to collect himself.





Finally he looked up. Not into her eyes but at her mid-riff, right in front of his face when he raised his eyes. “I want to do this,” he said. “As crazy as that sounds to me, walking in on you fucking Hunter shook this up,” he said, waving a finger back and forth between them. He saw her startle at his blunt description of her cheating. “I love you. And I don’t want to let what happened tear down twenty years of beautiful, hard-won love. But if you think I’m just going to roll over and let you have your way this time, you’re wrong.” He let a few seconds pass. “This is where I draw the line. You want to have some fun? Me too. But we do it on our terms. Rules we come up with together. Or we don’t do it at all.”






 
Chapter Thirteen







She didn’t want
 to look shocked. But there wasn’t much she could do about it. Who was this guy? Not Perry. Not the man she’d spent the last twenty years of her life with, surely? The guy who always caved. The guy she always got her way with. The guy she could wrap around her little finger any time she liked. A perk, she thought, for all the sacrifices she’d made for both of them.





This was another man entirely sitting on their bed. Had she ever seen such certainty in him? Such resolve? And even though she wanted to test it, like a kid pushing boundaries to see if they were real, she could see this time was different. There was something in his eyes that made her certain of that. Something strong. A power she hadn’t seen in him that was also kind of…hot.





She struggled with herself, standing there trying to decide whether to turn and storm out or accept his invitation and actually talk. Though somehow, once the decision was made, she felt like she’d known what it would be all along. Still stewing, she begrudgingly turned and sat down next to him, feeling a little bit like a child, arms crossed, shoulders hunched, ashamed at being reprimanded and yet feeling strangely safe
 at the same time.





“Thank-you,” he said quietly next to her.





It eased her anger, hearing that. Smoothed away the urge to lash out, too, to bark “well whaddya wanna talk about so badly?” She flinched when he put his hand on her thigh but she didn’t push him away. Turned to look at him when he squeezed it and her heart melted when she saw the kindness in his eyes. She hadn’t seen him like this in a long time. “You’re welcome,” she replied.





He nodded. “I’m not sure how to have this conversation,” he said. “So I’m just going to say what’s on my mind.”





That was the Perry she knew. Practical. Pragmatic. Perry-solves-a-problem.





“I’m not just giving you a hall pass to go and do whatever you want.”





That soured her. Strong was one thing but he didn’t have to talk to her like he was her father. “I’m not asking for…”





“Let me be clear,” he said.





The interruption jolted her.





“We do this my way or not at all.”





That got her anger bubbling back again. A minute earlier he’d said these would be their
 rules. What happened to that? Now it was going to be his
 way? Perry interrupting her to give her lectures on what she could and couldn’t do? That’s not how their marriage had ever worked. She sure as hell wasn’t about to become some obedient little housewife now. Running around after her husband and asking his permission. “Or what, Perry?” she asked, toeing up against his line to see if he would bend.





“I’m not going to drop the nuclear option here, Amanda. I want to work through this. But we do it my way or not at all.”





That shook right through her. He’d only ever brought that up one other time. Way back when they were just starting off, dirt poor and unemployed and things seemed hopeless. She’d been a bit too spendy and he’d gone off and said the “D” word, then spent the next few days apologizing and reassuring her he hadn’t meant it.





This time it seemed like he meant it.





And that was the last thing she wanted. For this to crumble and over what? Riding a thick cock? Not even, because it seemed like he was ready and willing to give her that if that’s what she wanted. No, she realized then she was resisting not just because she wanted to ride another strong young cock but because she wanted to do it any way she wanted. And breaking up a marriage over that was the stupidest thought she’d ever had.





Still, admitting you were wrong was hard for the best of them. She wasn’t exactly the best of them in that department.





She took a deep breath, sighed, then put her hand over his. Did her best to relax her jaw and not sound like she was talking through clenched teeth. “Okay,” she whispered.





“Okay,” he echoed and she heard the relief in his voice. He sat and stared at her for what felt like a long time. “I want this as much as you do,” he said. “I don’t know why but I do.”





“Okay,” she repeated, nodding.





“But I don’t want you running around hooking up with guys at sleazy motels or parking lots.”





She balked. Who did he think she was? A cheap slut? “Of course I wasn’t going to do that!” she snapped.





“Good,” he replied calmly. “I think we need to be open with each other. About everything.”





“Okay,” she repeated.





“If there’s someone you find you want to…hook up with then I want to know.”





“That’s what I was trying to…”





“And I want to be there when it happens. I want to watch.”





That startled her into silence. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. It was naughty and dirty and kind of hot telling him about it. But having him there watching? What would that be like? Wouldn’t it be weird?





“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he asked.





“I…I just didn’t expect…” She turned to him. “You want to watch
 it happen?” she whispered, breathless. Now, each second she thought about it it sounded hotter. Her acting like a slut while Perry watched. It was so far outside their comfort zone she felt like she was flying.





He laced his fingers together and rested his arms on his knees. “I want to watch,” he repeated.It took a good minute to shake herself from her stupor. She shook her head and stared at him in a daze. “Holy shit,” she said. “Are you serious?”





“I’m pretty sure I’m serious,” he said, his tough-guy act, if that’s what it was, faltering for a second.





“Pretty sure?”





When he looked up at her again his eyes were steely. “I’m serious,” he said.





“That’s…that’s crazy,” she whispered.





He reached out and wrapped his arm around the small of her back and pulled her into his lap.





“Perry I…” She gasped as his hand slipped between her legs. Not the usual cautious gesture of seeing if she was up for it. No. Commanding. Dominant, even. She shuddered as he rubbed his finger back and forth along the line of her crotch. She met his eyes. There was so much confidence in his gaze.





“Strip,” he growled, his mouth right next to her ear.





Arousal shuddered through her at the stern command. So
 unlike Perry. She couldn’t even believe it was him. “Really?” she asked.





“You heard me,” he said.





And without even really willing it she found herself scrambling off his lap, kicking off the heels she’d worn for him and pulling her shirt up and off over her head. Revealing that she wasn’t wearing a bra.





“You walk around like that all day?”





She looked down at herself. “Like this? I just…”





“With your tits hanging out?”





Her eyes bugged. Perry had never
 said anything like that to her. He’d always been so sweet and romantic. Calling her breasts tits
 ? That was dirty. Was it wrong? Should she be offended? But her pussy was soaked from it. She flashed him a shy look. “Yes,” she admitted, biting her lip and feeling herself slipping into a role she hadn’t played since she’d been much younger.





Perry gave a few slow nods then looked at her jeans. “I want those off, too.”





She unbuttoned her jeans, hooked her thumbs under the belt line and peeled them off but left the slutty thong on.





Perry’s eyes went wide when he saw it. His tough exterior wavering again as he realized she’d been walking around like that
 all day, too.





Her heart fluttered at the way he was looking at her. Hungry. Like an animal about to pounce. When he looked back up into her eyes the hardness was back in his. His cock was stiff as a board in his pants.





“You wear those in case you found any takers?” he growled.





She wasn’t sure what this was. A game? Was he just being sexy? Or would he get mad if she lied and told him ‘yes?’ She hadn’t at all expected to find any takers, as he’d said. It was more a way of making herself feel sexy. “Perry I don’t know what…”





He stood up, stepped forward and his hand dipped between her legs again. He pulled the thong aside and she gasped when he slipped two fingers into her pussy and curled them.





***





This was insane. The thought of Amanda out and about all day wearing no bra and a skimpy pair of panties under her tight-fitting jeans had him just about at the edge. His heart was racing. His head was spinning. But he was so juiced up on this new dynamic between them. The way she’d demurred, accepted his proposal that he’d be the one in the driver’s seat. The way she’d said ‘yes’ when he’d asked about her tits. Like a shy, naive young woman who’s done something naughty and is being forced to confess.





His cock throbbed at the way her mouth opened and she sucked in a breath as he pushed his fingers deeper into her.





Her hands shot out. She braced herself against his chest. Her fingers curled, nails digging into his skin.





He started fucking her in a slow, teasing rhythm. Felt her pussy squeeze. Her breathing quickened. He felt a little intoxicated on his new found power. This new super power of telling Amanda what to do and her actually doing
 it. He glanced down at her breasts.





Her nipples were hard as pebbles at the peaks of her plump breasts. Her chest was flushed, cheeks rosy. She started panting as he fucked a little faster.





He dared himself to pose the question floating around in his mind. Would she flip out? Would she smack him? “You like walking around dressed like a slut?” he asked, finding his courage.





Her eyes fluttered open, lips still parted in disbelief at what was happening between them. She didn’t look straight at him. Her gaze darted side to side instead. Like she was ashamed of the truth she was about to share. “Yes,” she said again.





His cock throbbed in his pants. He’d never in a million years believed he could be like this. Had always been a little insecure about his lack of assertiveness with women. It had worked for them. Amanda liked getting her way. He liked being happy. Happy wife, happy life, after all. But this…this was amazing.





Her nails dug deeper into his flesh. Her wet was dripping all down his hand.





“Get on the bed,” he said, pulling his fingers out of her pussy with a wet squelch.





She looked startled. Deer in the headlights. Unsure of of what he wanted.





He put his hand on the nape of her neck and nudged her toward the bed.





She crawled up and onto it and started turning around to lie down.





“No,” he said, next to her ear. “I want you like this.” He bent her forward until she was on her hands and knees. “All the way,” he said, pushing her lower until her face was pressed against the comforter and her ass was sticking high up in the air. He liked the way she gasped at the order.





He stood behind her and undid his pants. Pulled them off along with his underwear and stepped up closer. His cock was painfully hard and her wet crevice was almost impossible to resist. He didn’t want this to end yet, though. Wanted to stretch it out as long as he could. Wanted to wallow in this hot, dark space they’d negotiated. He’d
 negotiated. He pressed his fingers back into her seam. Stared at them disappearing into her. Found his cock flexing at the sight. They’d never been this overtly sexual. Sometimes he’d steal a glance at his cock disappearing inside her when he was a little tipsy. But just shoving his fingers into her and staring at it? Never.





She whimpered as he moved them in and out. Clutched at the sheets and started moving back and forth in time with his rhythm.





And now that they were going, had a good head of sexual steam built up, he wanted more. He wanted dirtier. He was starving for it. His eyes wandered up to the pretty little circle of her anus. All puckered and cute and never penetrated. Gave him a filthy idea. An idea he wouldn’t have ever dared to attempt. This would be the real test. This would show him how far she was really willing to go with this game. The game of letting Perry be in charge.





Pulling his digits out of her pussy he dragged them up over her perineum, then pressed his middle finger against the ring of muscle of her anus.





She bucked and gasped and a little warble escaped her.





He waited until she’d settled. Held his breath and prayed this wouldn’t be the line she wouldn’t let him cross. If she said ‘no’ now that would turn this whole thing upside down on it’s head.





She didn’t. She glanced over her shoulder and bit her lip.





Perry started feeding his finger into her ass hole.





She tensed up. Drew a breath and held it.





Then he felt her opening slowly relax. An invitation for him to come in. He pressed on. Pushing until first one knuckle, then the other disappeared into her. Watching her reaction, the shock, the awe at what she was letting him get away with hardening him completely. He pushed the rest of his finger into her and held her like that for a few seconds. “You like that?” he growled. His heart almost exploded when she bunched the sheets up against her face and gave a few quick nods. “You like it in your ass?”





“Oh god fuck me Perry,” she hissed. “Fuck me dirty.”





He grabbed his cock, his arousal surging at her words. Stepped up and, with his finger still deep inside her ass, parted her lips with the head. Leaned forward and grunted as he slipped into her soaked snatch. Grabbed her hip with one hand, cocked his hips and the slammed
 back into her.





“Oh god!” she shouted. “Yes!”





He shuddered and held himself buried inside her. He was so close to the edge and the last thing he wanted was to pop before she’d had any fun. Closed his eyes and flexed his ass and hoped it would stem the tide that was surging inside him.





“Fuck me, Perry. Please,” she panted. “Fuck me.”





He looked down at his cock sheathed inside Amanda. When he pulled it out it was covered in the clear and sticky slime of her juices. It was aching for release. Breathing deep and steeling himself he slammed it back in. The bed shook at how hard he fucked it into her.





Amanda moaned. Her body twisted and she pressed back against him. “Faster,” she hissed, rocking back and forth on the bed to get what she wanted.





The thought flickered through his mind like an old TV malfunctioning. Was this why she’d fucked Hunter? Was this what had drawn her into bed with him? Getting fucked by a rock hard young cock that could give her the pounding she needed? The idea thrilled and terrified him all at once. He pounded into her again. And again. And again until they matched each other’s rhythm and her shapely ass never stopped shaking from bouncing against his pelvis.





He could feel the contractions coming. His pelvic floor flexing as his body prepared to release. He knew he had to do something to get Amanda over the finish line. Something dirty that would flip her switch and make them come together. Trouble was, Perry didn’t do dirty. He grasped at the only he could think of that seemed like it wouldn’t totally offend her. Bending over her he wrapped his fist up in her hair and yanked her up so she was on her hands and knees.





She gasped.





He wished he could see her expression and the way her tits were slapping against each other. Had a moment of panic that she’d screamed and tell him to cut it out and get out of her. A hot pleasure flooded through him when, instead, she reared up onto her knees, grabbed her own breasts and started pinching her nipples. Her pussy squeezed him.





“Oh fuck yeeeessssss!” she moaned as her contractions began.





He’d given her plenty of orgasms before. But for the first time in his life Perry felt like he was giving her the fucking she needed
 . The fucking she craved so bad she’d let another man between her legs to give it to her.





And that thought sent him sailing over the crest of his own eruption. He roared as his cock squeezed and pulsed, the hot load flooding up from his balls, through his urethra and spraying Amanda’s pink interior with his seed. Their joined sexes flexing and pulsing together, bodies slamming hard against each other, Amanda wailing and Perry grunting as they shared a pleasure they hadn’t felt in years.





It was over too quickly. As he slowed Amanda reached back, fingers trying to find his body, hers still rocking trying to wring out the last shreds of ecstasy from her climax. His cock was already softening but he slammed it into her a few more times hoping it would do what she needed.





It seemed to. After a few more thrusts her shoulders sagged, hands falling to the sheets.





He let go of her hair.





She fell forward, collapsing face-first onto the bed. His cock flopped out of her and slapped against his leg. Creamy jizz started running down his thigh.





Amanda’s arms were splayed out on the bed. She was breathing heavily. Her lithe legs were spread.





His eyes fell slowly to her center. To the sodden pussy, the inside of which he’d just basted with his ejaculate. His eyes widened as he saw a trickle of it leak out of her. So messy. So dirty. And yet so incredibly sexy. He stood there, stunned by what he’d done. What they’d
 done together and marvelling at the bizarre turn of events that had brought them to this place. After a while he walked around to the side of the bed Amanda was facing. Stared at her and marvelled some more at how beautiful her sweat-covered, blushing face looked. She had a post-coital glow. It even looked like there were the beginnings of a pleased smile turning up the corners of her lips.





Her eyes fluttered open. She looked up at him. Stuck out her lower lip and blew some stray hers out of her eyes. Her stare turned serious. “Holy shit,” she whispered.






 
Chapter Fourteen







Amanda had no idea what to do with this. Her heart was still hammering from Perry’s impressive lay. He was standing over her looking like he didn’t know what to do with himself. Classic Perry. She had to dig deep to find the strength to roll over onto her back and pat the bed next to her.





Predictably, Perry’s eyes wandered to her breasts. He stared at them until she patted the bed again. He took the hint and sat down next to her.





For some reason that made her giggle. That was just like Perry, too. If she didn’t do something he’d be reaching out and asking her if everything was okay in a few seconds. So she grabbed his wrist and hauled him down onto his back next to her. Rolled half of herself onto him, swinging a leg over his thighs, leaned in and plunged her tongue into his mouth in a deep kiss.





She didn’t normally even think in swear words. But that fuck he’d given her had been incredible. There was no other word for it. She revelled in the dirty warm wetness of his mouth for a few seconds before pulling away and staring deeply into his eyes. “Wow,” she whispered. “Color me impressed.”





He snickered at that and went a little red.





Her heart squeezed. Perry proud of himself for giving her a deep-dicking like he was an alpha stallion in his twenties. If he’d lasted a little longer and went a few more times he’d give even Hunter a run for his money. A wave of guilt washed through her at the thought. She pushed through it. Wasn’t that what had inspired this performance? Hadn’t Hunter fucking her unleashed this creature? Confident Perry who all of a sudden knew how to fuck like a porn star? Why feel bad about that? She knew, though, now that it was over he was probably having his doubts. That was Perry. Worrying if he’d gone to hard or if that hotter-than-hell hairpull had been too much? She knew he needed some reassurance. “Seriously,” she said quietly, touching his lips with a finger. “That was really amazing.”





“Thanks,” he muttered before looking away.





She knew right away that he was retreating into his head. Starting to wonder where this was going and whether they should really be doing it. She knew he needed some warmth from her. She let her fingers flutter down to his chest, then his abs. Feathered them down the inside of his thigh.





He flinched and squeezed his legs together, pushing her hand away with his. He’d always been ticklish.





Made her chuckle for some reason.





Perry smirked again.





“You okay?” she asked him.





“I think so,” he said.





“That was some pretty sexy bedroom bossing there, mister,” she said.





He looked over at her again. “Yeah? Really?”





“Really,” she said.





“Is that what you want all the time?” he asked.





She frowned. What a weird question. “All the time? No. What do you mean?”





“I mean…” He paused and held his breath.





She could tell he was trying to grind out some question he was worried about asking. Felt too exhausted to wait for it. Why couldn’t he just say what was on his mind? “Just say it,” she finally said.





Perry let out a breath, looked up at the ceiling, then back at her again. “Is that why you fucked him?”





Anger flashed through her. Why did he have to bring that up right now? When they’d had a great lay and were having a romantic moment together. Why did he have to inject some badness into it? Then she realized she was about to fall down the same old hole. Fall into the same old rut and get mad at him for saying the “wrong thing” at the wrong time. Besides didn’t he deserve a little honesty after what she’d done? Wasn’t that what they were trying to do here? She opened her mouth but couldn’t find words she could be sure about.





“Mandy?” he said.





“Hm?”





“It’s okay. I want to hear it. I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t.”





She sighed. This wasn’t going to be easy. Not as easy as she’d talked herself into believing it would be. “I…I guess,” she said. “Honestly though I don’t really know. It’s not…if you’d asked me a week ago if I was going to crawl into bed with Hunter if he showed me his dick I’d have laughed you out of the house.” She saw him flinch when she said dick
 . “His penis,” she said softly.





Perry chuckled and shook his head. “Don’t mind me. I’m just not used to it, I guess,” he said.





“Used to what?”





“My wife talking dirty I think?”





“You don’t like it?”





“Just not used it, like I said. But it’s growing on me.”





She smiled at him. Decided he probably needed a little more from her. “Seriously that was really hot all that stuff you did.”





He smiled back. “Yeah?” he asked.





“Yeah,” she reassured.





“Even the…you know. The back-door thing?”





She snickered and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know how I feel about that,” she replied. It had been hot in the moment, sure. But she didn’t want him getting the wrong idea. Like she wanted him going there with anything thicker than his finger. “It did what it needed to do. I’m not sure I’m that kind of gal, though, if you know what I mean?”





“Yeah. Sure,” he said. They stared at each other for a while. “Hey Mandy?” he said, breaking the silence between them.





“Hm?”





“Thanks for not leaving.”





That brought another smile to her lips. Because even though he’d somehow found it within himself to become an animal, he was still her Perry. And that felt…safe. In a way she was glad he’d put his foot down. No. Not in a way. She was
 glad he had. Strangely it somehow felt like maybe that’s what she’d needed from him. A little less mister nice guy and a little more man.





“Do you really think you’re going to sleep with another guy?” he suddenly blurted.





The question, out of the blue, broadsided her. Was she? Really? She’d had every intention to try that morning. Not today but sometime in the next little while. But now lying there with him she had herself wondering if that’s really what she wanted. Would it just make him worry? Would it break things between them? An indiscretion was one thing. But a pattern of infidelity? Even if he knew it was happening, that was something different. She opened her mouth to respond when her phone buzzed on the nightstand. A moment later and her heart was in her throat because of who it might be.





“Looks like you want to get that,” he said, eyes searching hers.





“It’s okay,” she muttered looking away.





“Amanda,” he said, turning her face toward his with his finger. “It’s okay. It looks like you want to get it. So get it.”





She bit her lip, unsure of where he was going with this. Did he know who it might be? Did he remember she’d given out her number? Was he jealous? Would this all blow up in her face now that they’d had sex? His expression seemed…playful. She reached back and found her phone with her fingers. Rolled onto her back and tapped the message icon with her thumb. Her heart skipped a beat at seeing the message.






Hey gorgeous. What are you up to this evening?






It was Carter. The very attentive young man from the parking lot earlier that day. She’d been so confident then, out there alone in her sexy get-up. Now, here with Perry lying by her side that confidence was nowhere to be found.





“Hey,” Perry said next to her.





She turned to look at him.





There was mischief in his eyes. “Your think you’re going to sleep with another guy?” he asked again, a smile slowly spreading on his lips.





A jolt of adrenaline shot through her at the question. She bit her lip, glanced at the phone, then back at Perry. She shook her head. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “Am I?”





***





The way she was looking at him sent adrenaline and testosterone flooding through him. Phone still in her had, the message obviously from the guy she’d told him about, her eyes a little wild, a little scared. Were they really going to do this? Was she? Would she let him watch like he’d asked? That thought had his flaccid cock flexing, rising up out of his lap as he thought of what it would be like. Lurking in the shadows and watching his beautiful Amanda take another man. It was insane. And so very enticing. He rolled sideways and onto her, his hand moving to her soft breast as he gazed into her eyes. He could feel his heart hammering inside his chest as he contemplated what had happened between her and Hunter and what might happen between her and the guy she’d obviously just received a message from. “Was that him?” he whispered.





“Him?” she asked, smiling with one side of her mouth.





“You know what I’m talking about. The guy from earlier today?”





She bit her lip and gave the smallest nod in reply.





His cock stretched between his legs, his whole body thrumming with sexual excitement. Were they really going to do this? Was he really going to let her? He’d put his foot down and told her how it was going to be. Was he really brave enough to see it through? “Mandy,” he said, shaking his head. “You really think you can do this?”





She giggled, let the phone fall from her hand to the bed and covered her eyes.





He watched her as her laughter waned, wondering what was running through her head. When she looked at him again she was deadly serious. “Can you?” she asked.





The question made his heart squeeze. “Boundaries,” he said.





“What?” she asked.





“We have to talk about boundaries.”





Worry worked it’s way over her expression. “Okay,” she finally said.





“No sleeping with anyone behind each other’s backs.”





Her eyes darkened. Maybe at the reminder that they were talking about opening this all up for both
 of them.





“What’s that?” he asked.





“What’s what?”





“That look. What does that look mean.”





She huffed and looked away.





He touched her chin and brought her eyes to his again. “Hey. This is only going to work one way. Together. Okay?”





She nodded but didn’t look entirely convinced.





“Doesn’t seem like that’s okay,” he said.





“Ugh…it’s just…it seems like you already have someone all picked out,” she said, her frustration bubbling over. She locked eyes with him. “Do you?”





The thought came lighting quick and surprised him. Perky Steph in her gym outfit smiling at him. He chased it away and hoped it hadn’t shown on his face. “What? No,” he said. The tiniest white lie. Because it wasn’t like he’d been fantasizing about her or anything. Still, it wasn’t as if he hadn’t contemplated it at all. For a fleeting moment in the car on the way home from the gym. But she’d never go for an old foggy like him. “What’s his name?” he asked, hoping to steer the conversation away from himself.





Her expression softened at the question. She looked over at her phone and sighed then looked back at him. “Carter,” she said quietly.





That got his motor running. “Young?” he asked.





She smirked. “Pretty young,” she replied.





“Handsome?”





“I only do handsome.”





Her sudden confidence took his breath away. “Oh Mandy,” he said. “Oh shit.” His cock twitched against her thigh.





Drew her eyes down to it. She looked back up and reached down between his legs. Wrapped her hand around his prick and stroked it gently. “Yeah? You like that? You want to see young, handsome Carter between your wife’s legs?”





“Oh god,” he groaned as she jerked him off.





Excitement filled her eyes as she rolled him onto his back and leaned over him.





There was still something twitching in the back of his mind, though. One last thing they hadn’t dealt with. “Mandy wait,” he muttered, pushing her hand away.





For a second she looked like she was going to tip over into darkness again. “What? What is it?”





“What about…you know. Birth control, I mean.”





She sighed, visibly relieved that this wasn’t leading down the road to another confrontation. “I made an appointment to get a UTI today.”





He nodded at first. Then a slow dread filled him. “You…you did?” he asked. So before they’d hashed out any of this she’d gone ahead and…





“It’s not what you think,” she said, pressing a hand against his chest. “I’m tired of condoms, Perry. I want to…I want to feel it in me. I want to feel you filling me,” she whispered.





His cock twitched again.





She reached out slowly and resumed her grip, giving him a sultry stare. “I thought you might like that.”





And while he was relieved she hadn’t been out birth control shopping for another man, he couldn’t help but wonder if he could handle that
 . Seeing her after Carter or some other guy was done with her. Semen running down her legs from another man. It was a dark thought and one he couldn’t bring himself to share. But his treacherous prick betrayed him again, hardening to steel in Amanda's fist.





“I guess you really like that,” she said, stroking him.





He looked up into her eyes as love for her swelled through him. Reached up and palmed her cheek as she jerked him harder. “What did Carter want?” he whispered, letting himself slip into his dark fantasy.





She climbed up onto him, pointed the head of his cock at her entrance, then slid down onto it enveloping him in her tight wetness. Fell forward onto him and started sliding back and forth slowly. She kissed him gently on the lips. “Wanted to know what I was up to this evening,” she said.





He gasped as his chest constricted. “Tonight?” he said, voice filled with panic.





“Relax,” she said, kissing him again. “I’m almost on my period. Not gonna’ happen tonight. Tonight you’re all mine.” She rocked a little faster, her ass rising as she started fucking him harder.





He reached around her and grabbed it. His hips bucked up to meet her thrusts. Even though he knew this was all colored by the fact that they were having sex, by all the blissful hormones they were juicing on, his love for her swelled so big inside him he thought it might tear him apart. It shot straight down to his crotch and made him flex inside her. “Oh shit,” he grunted, feeling himself getting close again. “You better slow down, baby,” he said.





She smiled and shook her head. “Not a chance.” Instead she started fucking harder still.





He dug his fingers into her ass and returned her thrusts with his own. Plowing his cock up deep into her, loving the way her thighs felt as they slammed against his hips. He looked down between them to watch his cock disappearing into her.





“Perry?” she whispered.





He looked into her eyes again.





“Think about it for me?”





“Huh?”





“Think about what it was like seeing me with Hunter.”





The vision came swooping in. Splattering across his whole brain. Seeing Amanda in the throes of ecstasy with another, younger man plowing her from behind. His whole body shook from it as he started ejaculating. “Oh fuck!” he shouted.





Amanda rose up, hands on his chest, ass twerking furiously on his lap, eyes filled with a strange glee, a wicked smile twisting her lips. She closed her eyes and rolled her head back as she took what he had to give.





His brain sank down between his legs. His singular focus on the insanely pleasurable contractions at the root of his cock as it pumped seed into his wife. He groaned and stared at it again, watching a trickle of his juice roll out of her and down his shaft.





Above him Amanda let out a sharp cry. Her pussy squeezed him as she came. She rose up onto her knees and grabbed her breasts.





Perry did his best to carry her over the apex. Holding her hips and thrusting up into her until his cock started to soften. But it seemed like she’d made it.





She collapsed forward onto him, hot and sweaty, arms on either side of his head and pressed her lips against his in a gentle kiss.





He slowed. His flaccid cock slipped out of her.





She stayed on top of him kissing his lips and his neck, gazing into his eyes like they were young lovers again.





He couldn’t ignore the doubt that wriggled into the base of his brain. Were they crazy? Was this a mistake? Could this actually be dangerous to them? But everything that had happened so far had him feeling closer to her than he had in years. They’d survived Amanda cheating. Surely they could enjoy Amanda stepping out with his consent. “Hey,” he whispered as she kissed his neck again.





“Hmmm?” she purred.





“I love you.”





The kisses stopped and her eyes came up to meet his. She smiled. A warm, wonderful smile like she was falling in love all over again. “I love you too, Perry,” she said.






 
Chapter Fifteen







It was Friday and the pins and needles she’d been on the last week and a half felt like they might finally kill her. A week and a half of intimate nights with Perry. The kind they’d had before the kids. Not all about sex, either. Foot rubs. Watching TV together. Working themselves up to this day, this evening and all the sexual potential it held. She wished they could do it all again. She had half a thought to text Carter and change plans. Move their encounter to the following week. Just so her and Perry could bask in the glow of this…this whatever
 it was. But then she’d come off as just a tease and Carter would probably move on with his life.





And who said the basking and the glow would come to an end once it happened? It had, after all, been caused by her cheating. Or, more accurately, Perry seeing her cheat. That’s what had inspired all of this, she kept telling herself.





She glanced at the clock and decided to take her third shower that day. Perry would be at least another hour before he got home. Carter wasn’t showing up until eight. She had to do something to fill the time.





She spent a good twenty minutes standing under the hot water. Fantasizing in turns about the last week with her husband and the coming evening with Carter. She wondered what he’d be like in bed. He had swagger. That same confidence Hunter possessed. Would he fuck her like Hunter had? Hard and feral? That got her juices flowing. Then she thought of Perry lurking in the closet that they’d cleared space in two nights ago. Peering through the parted doors as Carter nailed her. That got her hand swinging up and pulling down the shower head. She was done in under a minute.





She took her time drying herself off. Walked to the dresser and started picking through it looking for a cute shirt to wear.





“Hey.”





She jumped and squealed at the sound of Perry’s voice behind her. Let the towel she’d wrapped around herself slip off. Spun around, cheeks flushing as she scrambled to cover herself up. Started laughing when she realized how silly she was being. Picked the towel up and wrapped it tightly around herself, tucking it in at her chest.





“I’m sorry!” Perry said, smiling and walking into the room. “I thought you heard me?” He walked up to her and put his arms on her shoulders and his hands behind her neck.





“I didn’t,” she muttered, chuckling. “Lost in my thoughts, I guess. How was work?” She looked up at him and smiled.





He smiled right back. “Who cares? What were you thinking about? Much more interesting.”





She smiled wider, eyes moving side to side. “Oh, you know. This and that.”





“Yeah?” he prodded. “Your big date maybe? Oh god I can’t believe I’m saying that. I can’t believe we’re doing this.”





She looked up at him, a little wary. “You can’t? Like bad can’t believe it?”





His laugh reassured her. “Hell no. At this point I don’t think I could live with not
 seeing it.”





Her smile returned. “Good. Me too. Help me pick something to wear.”





“Yeah? Okay. Sure,” he said. He moved her to the side and started ruffling through her dresser.





“Hey! You can just take things out and put them back you know! I’m going to have to re-fold all of that stuff.”





He chuckled at that and she loved the sound. Not too long ago that probably would have tipped them into another argument. These days Perry seemed so much more relaxed. So much more confident around her. So damn sexy.





“How about this?” he asked, pulling out a ratty old t-shirt with holes in it.





“That?” she said, balking at his choice. “You can’t be serious. It’s practically a rag.”





He shrugged. “Shows some skin. Don’t wear a bra with it. Same way as when you met him.”





“That’s so trashy,” she said, frowning.





“Trashy’s sexy,” he countered.





She shook her head. “I don’t know. When I met him I had a nice shirt on. It’s too out of character for me. It’s young girl slutty.” Their vocabulary had evolved over the last few weeks. As they’d contemplated this words like slutty
 and trashy
 , words Perry would never have used to describe her before, had crept into their conversations. Words she would have been offended by not too long ago. Now they had a warmth spreading through her sex.





“Okay hang on then,” Perry said. He bunched the shirt up, dropped it into the dresser drawer and darted out the door.





“Hey where’re you going?” she called out after him.





He was back a few seconds later. Carrying a white paper bag with a ribbon tied around the handles. He handed it to her.





“What’s this?” she asked, a smile forming on her lips.





“Look inside,” he said.





She peeled the sides apart and stuck her hand in. Felt it touch something soft and gauzy. Pulled it out, dropped the bag and held it up with both hands. Her jaw dropped. “Did you…did you buy this today?” she asked.





“Couple days ago,” Perry said. He was grinning.





The shirt, if it could be called that, was scandalous. Nearly transparent and almost a size too small for her. She shook her head again. “I can’t wear this,” she said.





He raised an eye. “Yes you can,” he said.





“He’ll see my bra right through it. That’s…tacky.”





Perry shook his head. “You won’t be wearing a bra.”





She let out a guffaw and rolled her eyes. “Yeah…no.”





The smile faded from Perry’s lips. He took a step toward her. “That’s what you’ll be wearing,” he said, his voice low.





The way he did it gave her shivers. He’d been playing this way ever since that night Carter had texted her. The dominant husband dictating to his wife what she would and would not be doing. She’d played along, too. Putting on her best submissive pout and obeying his instructions. It had flipped the dynamic between them and she loved it. Now, the thought of agreeing to this, had her even hotter between the legs. Thinking of opening the door for her would-be lover wearing this slinky thing. Thinking of the way he’d gawk at her breasts. Knowing it was Perry who’d made her do it made her feel all kinds of dirty. She looked up at him from under her brow and put on the pout she’d perfected. “I guess if you say so,” she said.





He smiled again. “That’s better.”





Flashing a coquettish look she pulled the towel apart and let it fall to the floor.





Perry’s lips parted at the sight of her breasts. He stood there, stunned and staring, making her feel like some kind of sex goddess. She couldn’t remember him ever looking at her like that. Not even when they were younger. She poked her arms through the shirt and pulled it on over top her head. It was so tight it felt like rolling on a body condom. She looked sideways at her reflection in the mirror and excitement surged through her. She looked smoking hot. Not even ‘for her age.’ She looked smoking hot, period.





“Holy shit,” Perry whispered, stepping in and wrapping his arms around her waist.





She laughed, unwrapped them and pushed him away. “Ah, ah, ah,” she said, wagging a finger. “Not until we know how Carter feels about sloppy seconds.” It was out before she knew what she was saying. She clapped a hand over her mouth and looked at Perry.





The dirty comment looked like it had sucked the air out of his lungs.





“Oh my god I have no idea why I said that. I’m sorry. Are you okay?”





Perry shook his head. “I want to fuck you so bad right now,” he said.





Relief washed over her that he wasn’t upset. Some days it was a delicate balance. Like walking a tight rope where, if she said the wrong thing, he’d fall into a mood and start to worry. If she said the right thing they’d both fall into bed and fuck like rabbits. She’d more or less figured out what turned him on and what triggered him. Sometimes she still made mistakes. She was glad this wasn’t one of them. She flashed a smile at him. “Pervert,” she said.





“That’s me,” he answered.





“Okay. You got to do my top bits. I get to pick out bottoms. It’s only fair.”





He nodded.





“So shoo. Go downstairs. Get the thing set up.”





“It’s all set up.”





“Then go downstairs and wait. I’ll be right down,” she said, giggling.





He nodded again and backed away. Soaked up one last glance at her before turning and walking out the door.





She walked over to it, closed it, then walked to the closet to pick out some pants.





***





His heart was hammering away as he sat on the couch waiting for Mandy and wringing his sweaty hands. The shirt looked even better on her than he’d imagined. The tight fabric gave her round tits a nice lift. He couldn’t wait to see what she chose for pants.





Heat flashed through him. His head got a little spinny. It had been happening these last few weeks. Less and less when he thought of her with Hunter and more and more when he imagined her with Carter.





It was followed by a nagging worry. Not so much about what they were doing but about whether he had the balls to go through with it. Whether he’d actually be able to watch his wife taking another man inside herself. With Hunter he hadn’t had a choice. Now he did. He’d pretty much orchestrated the whole thing. And while he liked that feeling — Puppet Master Perry, he’d named it — it still gave him the heebie-jeebies.





He got up and walked to the hall. Checked the tiny home security camera he’d set up there. Walked to the living room and made sure that one was on as well. Pulled his phone out of his pocket and pulled up the app that had come with the cameras. Checked he had a good feed. Everything was working. Everything was set.





He heard the top stair creak. Listened as Amanda came down the stairs. His jaw dropped when she came into view. He put a hand over his mouth.





“Whaddya’ think?” she asked.





“Oh Mandy it’s so perfect,” he said, talking into his palm. She’d put on a pair of almost too-tight yoga pants. Her beautifully firm ass was on perfect display. A pair of strappy sandals she used to wear back in the day on her feet.





He could just make out the darker skin of her pink nipples through the shirt.





The outfit screamed fuck me
 .





“I don’t know,” she said, looking down at herself. “It might be a little much. I don’t want him to get the wrong idea.”





“Are you serious?” he asked.





She shot him a skeptical look. “Um, no.”





He laughed at not having gotten the joke. She’d changed so much the last ten days. It was like watching a butterfly emerge from a cocoon. Or maybe like watching her slip back into her former self. Before they’d had kids and a mortgage and savings. She seemed so carefree and sexy.






Because she’s going to fuck another man.






He got another hot flash at the thought. That happened sometimes, too. They were both in this together. He’d put his foot down and she’d met him on his terms. He was the one in charge here. The director of their own personal porno, telling his wife what dirty things she was going to do for him.





But every once in a while he couldn’t help but wonder if he’d been played. He felt terrible about that because he trusted Amanda one hundred and twenty percent. Sure, from time to time she pulled a tantrum to get her way, though not recently. But they both understood that game. Still the thought tormented him that maybe she’d agreed to his demands — that he’d have an opportunity for a hall pass if one came up — because she was playing the long game. Because what she really wanted was to feel a strong, young cock up inside herself again. And if it meant letting good old Perry have his own hookup later what was the harm in it?





It was followed, as it usually was, with a darker take on the same idea. That maybe Amanda was being so obedient because she knew it was a deal she’d never have to follow through on. Maybe she was betting on the fact that Perry wouldn’t find anyone to play with?





None of it really mattered. Not now, anyways. This was happening. He wanted it to happen. She wanted it too, yes. But he was in charge. He was in control. He’d be there watching. If things got too intense he could just emerge from his hiding spot in the closet and shut the whole show down.





That was the way he usually reassured himself and it had always worked. Worked this time as well. He knew it would pop up again, though and probably this evening. It kind of added heat and danger. How well can you really know a person? Even after this many years of marriage he couldn’t be absolutely one thousand percent sure that Amanda wasn’t into this for herself. It was a dark and troubling proposition but it sent blood rushing to his cock. That maybe Amanda had a craving so deep and powerful she’d do anything to satisfy it. Maybe even lie to him?





“Hey.”





Her voice hauled him up from the dark corners of his mind.





“Everything okay?”





“Yeah. For sure,” he said. “Why?”





“Because you stopped staring at my tits and spaced out for like a minute,” she said, walking toward him.





His eyes returned to her curves and he drank the sight of her in.





“You going to dark places in there?” she asked, tapping his temple with a fingertip.





He flashed a warm smile, hoping it would dissipate her doubt. “Totally not,” he said.





They’d done a lot of sharing the last few days. He’d shown a few more cards than he maybe should have. Told her how sometimes, in the middle of the night, he’d jerk off in the bed next to her. To the memory of walking in on her with Hunter. Admitted that it wasn’t always super sexy. That sometimes he’d let the pain it brought, in.





She’d been a little shocked at first. Hadn’t known what to say about that. Who masturbates about a painful memory? She’d even suggested that maybe this wasn’t a great idea. That maybe they should reconsider, maybe he should see a therapist first or maybe they both should.





He’d waved the suggestion away. Felt a little ashamed about the overshare. But her reaction was what he used to soothe himself. To tell himself her willingness to let this go, to not go through with it, was evidence she wasn’t just into this for herself.





That was his teddy bear.





He realized he was spacing out again. “You want to get some dinner?” he asked.





“Sure. How about Chinese?”





“Oh, yeah. Sure. Great. You pick, I’ll order,” he said.





She raised an eyebrow. “Oh no I meant let’s go out,” she said.





His eyes bugged for the split second it took for him to figure out she was teasing. He put a hand up to his forehead and almost staggered back. The thought of Amanda out in public in that getup, all the eyes on her, took his breath away and pushed his cock against his pants.





She laughed and shook her head before leaning against him. “Wow,” she said. “Are you sure you’re in a good place for this? How could you think I was serious?”





“Just…don’t mind me. I’m fine. Seriously what do you want to eat?”





“Are you kidding? I’m not doing this on a belly full of food.” Her smile waned as she gazed into his eyes. “Hey,” she said, one hand moving to his neck. “It’s not too late to call this off you know?”





“What?” he asked, balking at the idea. “No, I don’t want to…”





“Perry,” she interrupted. “Hear me out. I know we’ve been talking this up. I’ve had a great time. I’m excited. I know you are, too. But if there is any
 chance at all that this is going to mess us up then I don’t want to do it. I don’t want to do anything that would risk losing you. You seem like you’re really deep in your own head right now. I want you here. With me,” she said, tapping her chest above her heart.





Her words were a soothing balm. She was right. His nerves were a little frazzled. Had been all day. This had all been fun and games the last few days. Now it was about to become very real. He was sure he wanted it. And he was almost one hundred percent that it wouldn’t mess them up. Trouble was there was only one way to find that out.





He put his hands on her arms and gave them a squeeze. “I’m here, baby,” he said. “I’m right here with you. Cut me some slack, though. This is a big deal. I might be a little nervous, is all.”





She smiled but didn’t look totally convinced. “Okay. How about you make me a drink? Something fruity?”





He nodded. It took a moment but it felt like was at the reins of this thing again. He walked into the dining room and to the hutch where they kept the booze.






 
Chapter Sixteen







The two hour wait was pretty excruciating. Perry was a wreck, she could tell. He was handling it like a champ. All smiles and pouring cocktails like a pro. But she could sense every time he burrowed into his mind. She could feel his absence.





She almost let it get to her. Sure, she’d said that thing about calling it off to make him feel better. She’d have done it, too, if he asked. But the truth was she wasn’t nervous or scared at all. She wanted this. Really
 wanted it. Had the damp stain between her legs to prove it.





She couldn’t wait to see what Carter’s cock was like. Couldn’t wait to suck him off. Knowing Perry was going to be watching made it extra kinky. But what she really wanted was that young dick up in her. Pounding her the way Hunter had. Giving her a young guy fucking. She wanted it so bad her pussy ached.





Quarter to eight Perry kissed her and disappeared upstairs. He smelled like sweat and she thought she saw his hands shaking. Felt a pang of sadness for him being so stressed out. She wanted him to enjoy this as much as she was going to. Wasn’t totally sure what it was doing for him but knew it was doing something. The last ten days had been plenty of evidence of that. She finished the last sip of her drink a moment before the doorbell rang.





It surprised her how cool and collected she was. Not a single flutter of nerves in her belly. Not a one. She was going to own this. Ride her nice big stallion to exhaustion. Her pussy started drooling as she swung open the door.





Cool guy Carter was standing on the stoop. One shoulder sagging like he couldn’t give a damn, looking off down the street like this was no big deal at all. Squared right up when he laid eyes on her, though. Couldn’t have had a better reaction. Eyes bugging when he saw her tits in that tight shirt. Jaw dropping when his eyes rolled down to her ass and thighs.





She nearly lost it and started laughing. Mister hot stuff blushing like he’d just caught his first glimpse of tail. It was perfect. She kept it together though.





An insane feeling gripped her. This was what she wanted. This was what she’d been craving. Yeah the fucking would be good. But what she was really hungry for was this reaction. The power over him her body gave her. The control.





“Holy shit,” Carter whispered, his bulging eyes glued to her breasts.





“Well good evening to you, too,” she replied. She let her eyes rake over his frame. Chest so broad he nearly had to twist sideways to walk through the door. Powerful pecs and abs you could see through the black t-shirt he was wearing. Nice guns, too. She allowed herself a smile as she stepped aside to let him in. “You gonna’ come in or would you prefer to just stand there all night?” she asked.





“Uh, yeah,” he muttered, rubbing a bulging bicep with his hand. “Come in for sure.” He stepped inside and didn’t act anything like Hunter. His eyes darted side to side like he didn’t know where to look. He glanced at her sideways. “Your…your, like, husband’s not gonna’ show up or anything, is he?” he asked.





His manner was a little disappointing. Not at all like Hunter. He looked scared. Cornered, almost. Then she realized what was different. “He’s away on business,” she said, swinging the door shut as he stepped in.





With Hunter the roles had been reversed. Him the predator, her the prey. Now the tables were turned. Carter had probably known he was coming over for a booty call. Probably hadn’t been expecting her to be so obvious about it. Probably thought he’d find her with a glass of white wine in hand, maybe listening to some classical music. He’d come over thinking he’d have to work for it a bit and here she was ready to give it away and not afraid to flaunt that. And dammit if that didn’t make her feel even sexier. “Can I get you a drink?” she asked.





Carter was starting to regain his composure. He straightened up, cast another long glance at her ass and smirked. “Yeah, sure,” he said.





“Beer?” she asked.





“Yeah, sure,” he said.





“Follow me.” She walked through to the kitchen, opened the fridge, pulled out a can and set it on the counter. Swung the fridge shut and hopped up onto the counter next to it, swinging her feet back and forth and staring Carter down. “Come and get it,” she said.





He walked across to where she was sitting. Without taking his eyes off hers he cracked the can, brought it to his lips and swallowed it all in three big gulps. Crushed it in his fist and set it back down. His jeans were tenting.





She laughed and rolled her eyes at his bravado. So much testosterone coursing through that muscled body he could get a boner just thinking
 about sex. You could probably pour a bottle of booze into him and he’d still be able to get it up. She inhaled. The scent of his deodorant and, beneath it, his natural masculine musk made her pussy squish. “Sorry it took so long to meet up,” she said.





“Just happy to be here,” he replied.





“I bet you are,” she whispered.





His eyes raked down her body. He reached out trying to put his hands on her hips. Leaning in looking for a kiss already.





She pressed a fingertip against chest. “I’m gonna’ need to see some ID,” she said, smiling sweetly.





He smirked. “What? Like, serious? I’m twenty-three.”





She nodded. “Yeah. That seems about right. But, you know, these days you can never be too sure.”





He groaned and rolled his eyes but reached back to get his wallet. Driver’s licence checked out. He tucked it back into his pants and leaned in.





She drew in a deep breath as their lips met. He was hungry for her, she could tell. This was going to be one hell of a ride.





***





His hands were shaking as he tried to hold his phone. The closet was hotter than hell and he wished he’d tried to sit in it before, to test it out and see if it would be bearable. Hadn’t even given it a thought.





But what was really gnawing at him, what was threatening to tip him into a real dark place was that Mandy had wandered into the kitchen and not come out.





They’d talked about this. They’d talked about how she was supposed to stay where he could see her on one of the two cams he’d set up. In the hall or the living room or, worst case, in the dining room. Not the fucking kitchen
 . There was no way for him to see anything in there.





And now he couldn’t stem the tide of dark thoughts threatening to break through the carefully constructed mental defences he’d put up.





Was she doing this for herself after all? Had she already forgotten that he was there? Waiting in their closet bedroom like a schmuck while she got what she wanted downstairs?





He kept trying to hang onto his wits. Hug his teddy bear and tell himself that she’d said they could cancel if he wanted. They could call it off if he didn’t feel right about it. That meant she was thinking of him, didn’t it? She wouldn’t have said that if she only wanted this for herself?





It got worse.





What if she’d been being crafty? What if she was playing the really
 long game and knew that if this didn’t work out something else would? What if she’d only said those things to lull him into a sense of security, make him feel like he was in charge, like he was the one pulling the strings of this whole thing? What if he’d fallen into her trap? If that was the case then he really was
 a schmuck. A schmuck who’d raced out and bought his own wife a slutty shirt for her boyfriend to enjoy.





What if this had nothing to do about them
 and everything to do about her? Mandy’d had her itch scratched by a stiff young dick and now she couldn’t get enough. Was that it? And if it was what did that make him?





It made him a cuckold. A fucking cuckold
 whose wife had played him so she could get the deep-dicking she
 wanted. It was like she was cheating on him all over again.





A glance down at his phone brought a swell of relief. There she was. There was Mandy leading Carter — god that guy was ripped — into the living room. Walking backwards as his hands wandered all over her beautiful body and he tried to kiss her.





She didn’t let him. Instead she spun around, taking his hand in hers and wandering toward the couch. And then, like a gift from heaven she glanced sideways at the camera and winked.





It nearly broke him. What an untrusting asshole he’d been. Thinking those terrible thoughts. That Mandy was doing this for herself? What a total jerk. All it took was one glance and he knew she was in this for them. All that stuff she’d said had been true. How could he have doubted her.





His hands steadied and he stared so hard at his phone he worried he was going to burn a hole in it. His heart felt like it grew to twice it’s size when Mandy and Carter collapsed onto the couch. She beneath him, one leg draped over the side as he crawled up and rubbed his crotch against hers.





Perry’s eyes went wide. He pinched the screen and zoomed in on that spot. He hadn’t noticed it before but he could see it clear as day now. Her yoga pants were soaked. Not a little damp like maybe she’d been sweating. No. They looked like she’d pissed herself.





That sent an earth-shaking tremor rushing through him. His sweet Mandy who he’d fallen in love with all over again this past week was slobbering from in between the legs for this young hunk.





What did that mean? What the fuck
 did that mean?





Of course he’d figured she was going to enjoy herself. That was part and parcel of this whole experience. But to be enjoying herself so much so soon?





He wasn’t entirely sure why that freaked him out so much. Of course she was going to enjoy herself. He just hadn’t thought about how that would make him feel. They’d talked through this so many times, planned it out, staged it like she was in a play. That had felt safe. That had made him feel like he was in control. He hadn’t thought of the possibility of Mandy going off script and improvising. Hadn’t considered that maybe Mandy was going to have some feelings about this, too. Feelings that made her pants so sodden they were going to stain the couch if she stayed on it.





His throat constricted as Carter’s meaty paw crawled up Mandy’s side and squished her tit in the most vulgar way. No romance, no finesse, just a young buck — too young or too stupid to know or care — having his way with Amanda. With his wife






Is this what she wanted, Perry wondered? Obviously some part of her did. Her gushing kitty was evidence of that. Did she want it all the time? Did she even still enjoy sex with him? Or had the whole past week been a giant act? A warm-up to the main event. Had she been fucking playing him?






Get a goddamn hold of yourself.






From somewhere deep within his mind the voice of reason sounded. He was a grown man. He was acting like a spoiled child. He’d confessed his fantasy to her and she’d gone for it. He’d taken charge, even. Telling her it was going to be on his terms. She’d gone for that, too. He looked down at the screen and gasped.





Carter’s hand was in between her legs. Grubbing around her cooch, copping a feel of how drenched she was and smiling. He whispered something but the camera was too far away to pick it up.





Mandy laughed and rolled her eyes. Same way she did with him.





That fucking slayed
 him. He hadn’t thought of that, either. What did he think she was going to put on some whole new persona for this guy? That she was going to totally stop being Mandy and become a porn star so as not to hurt her precious husband’s little feelers? He stared at the two of them rolling around on the couch, his blood boiling in his veins, cock poking up inside his jeans.





It crept up on him from somewhere in the darkness. Up his back like a spider, injecting itself into the base of his brain and flooding him with the toxic mess of chemicals he’d nearly drowned in when he walked in on Mandy that day.





He didn’t fight it. Let it poison him like a smoke at the end of a night of drinking. Luxuriated in the horrible way it made his testicles and guts clench.





Somewhere in his brain a wavering voice sang. You can still put a stop to this.






He resisted the urge to laugh it away and potentially expose his hiding place. Because now that he was here there could be no turning back. He hadn’t bargained on that, either. Now that he was here he had
 to have this. He had to see it. He had to watch it come to life and become real again.





That was the part of this poison that tasted oh so sweet.






 
Chapter Seventeen







Carter was working her over like an animal. His hands were everywhere like he didn’t know which part of her to grope next. It would have been nicer if she could have really given into it. That young energy that made each fuck so feral.





But there was Perry to think of. Perry and his meticulous game plan with the camera angles and precise positioning. All she wanted was to spread her legs and ride this beast. All she could think of was how Perry had rehearsed each motion, talked about positions, carefully planned out what was supposed to be a spontaneous event. The way he planned out everything. Their finances, their vacations, their entire life
 .





The tiniest sliver of resentment wedged it’s way into her mind. Here she was, pinned to the couch by this stud and instead of enjoying herself she was thinking about Perry, Perry, Perry. She didn’t let it dig in any deeper. There was an easy fix to this. As Carter came up for air from trying to give her a hickey on her neck she slipped adroitly out from under him and smoothed her slutty shirt down on her belly.





He looked up at her, stunned and confused at the interruption in the proceedings.





“We’ll be much more comfortable upstairs,” she said, and winked. If there was one thing she remembered about guys it was the younger they were the more fragile their egos. Last thing she needed was Carter having a hissy fit because she hadn’t acted like the blushing, giggling bimbo he needed her to be.





It worked. His wounded shock twisted into a grin. He stood up, wrapped his paws around her and brought her into a lewd kiss, all tongue and no romance.





She let herself fall into the dirty place inside her mind that put her. The one she’d been so excited to inhabit looking forward to this. “Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered again.





“After you,” Carter said.





She took him by the hand and dragged him up the stairs. Shot a nervous glance at the closet they’d checked and re-checked with Perry so many times. Couldn’t see a thing. She spun around and peeled her top off over her head and threw it onto the floor next to the bed.





“Fuck you’ve got nice tits,” Carter said, scraping a hand over the stubble on his chin.






Charming
 .





She hadn’t thought this part through. Young guys who didn’t know how to talk to a woman. That hadn’t so much been a problem with Hunter. Things had gotten so hot and heavy so quickly and he was a natural bullshitter anyways. Now she just wanted to tell Carter to keep his mouth shut and get to fucking so she didn’t have to listen to him. Decided to shut him up another way instead. Walked over to where he was standing and dropped to her knees. Yanked his belt open and undid his jeans. Jerked them down along with his underwear and was rewarded with the sight of his stiff, thick cock springing up in front of her face. She looked up and smiled, genuinely pleased.





What he lacked in personality he’d definitely more than make up for with what he was packing.





“You like that dick?” he said, grabbing his tool and wagging it in front of her face.






I’d like it a hell of a lot more if you kept your trap shut.






The thought shocked her, the words nearly forming in her mouth. She flashed another smile instead. Just in time to keep herself from saying it. Opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around his stiff meat. Closed her eyes and started bobbing, letting her tongue flick side to side on his undercarriage and slipping into the whorish space she’d been craving.





***





He sat paralyzed staring through the crack between the doors. His phone lay face down on the floor where it had fallen from his hand and landed with a gentle thud on the carpet. He had his cock in his other hand, his arm moving up and down as he pumped himself to the sight of Mandy looking like she was trying to swallow Carter’s dick whole.





He’d had no idea. No idea she could be like this. When he’d seen her with Hunter she’d been getting fucked. But giving another man a blowjob like she was a professional hooker? That was beyond shocking and beyond thrilling.





His body filled with a glorious euphoria. He felt beside himself. The poison was still there but it was controlled now. An IV drip of perfect dosage that would bloom inside him every time he got a hit. Render reality a little sharper and give his sexual buzz the edge he craved. An edge that heightened his arousal as he watched Mandy working that fat tool with her mouth and hands.





His darkest worries had receded, pushed out by the almost painful titillation of watching the woman he loved so very dearly betray him again.





He thought of it that way only because it juiced his buzz. Made him hurt but in a nice, controlled way. Not the rending betrayal he’d felt walking in on her. There was a shadow of that there. But this was manageable. This was pleasant.





“Yeah. Suck that dick,” Carter said.





His voice, a put-on growl, intruded on Perry’s exhilaration. He couldn’t help but think will you shut up, guy
 ? He wondered if Mandy liked it or if she was thinking the same thing as him? Wondered if she was getting what she wanted out of this? That made his heart squeeze. That Mandy wanted some part of this, that a part of her wanted to be used like a dirty slut was heart-wrenching. That he wanted to see it shredded his guts in the best way.





He felt a contraction between his legs. Looked down to see his cock leaking pre-seed all over his hand. Somehow managed to force himself to stop before he ejaculated. Looked up to see Mandy scrambling to her feet and onto all fours on the bed.





Carter pulling off his t-shirt, then peeling off her yoga pants. Getting up onto his knees behind her and pointing his big cock at her pussy.





“Wait,” Mandy panted.





His heart swelled again when she rearranged herself, turning so that she was diagonal on the bed, so her face was turned toward the closet. His love for her ballooned when she glanced sideways at the closet door and winked again.





She was
 in this for him. She remembered he was there. She hadn’t lost herself so completely to the moment to forget that this was supposed to be about them.





Carter didn’t seem to notice or care. Shuffled around so he was over her ass again. Grabbed his cock and smacked it against her wet pussy a few times.





Mandy made an ‘ew’ face.





Perry nearly lost it. Nearly burst out laughing. Had to clap a hand over his mouth to stop himself.





Carter pried her pussy lips apart with his thumb and eased the head of his thick prick into the sticky wetness of Mandy’s dripping pussy with a squish.





Mandy’s expression changed in an instant. Her jaw went slack. Her eyes rolled back. Her arms gave out and she fell forward, face pressed against the sheets.





Carter grabbed her by the hips and drove his cock balls deep into her.





She moaned, her voice muffled by the comforter.





“Oh fuck yeah,” Carter growled. “You are fuckin’ tight
 ,” he said. Drawing his hips back he slammed into her again.





“Oh god,” Mandy gasped.





“Yeah? You like that? You like that dick?”





Mandy rose up onto her elbows, head down between her arms. “Fuck me,” she said.





Carter chuckled. Cocked his hips again and plowed back into her. And again. Slow at first, like he was letting her enjoy each inch of his dick. A few more of those and he found a rhythm, his pelvis pounding against the soft globes of her ass.





It was a surreal experience for Perry. His mind serving up alternating doses of jealousy and lust to his throbbing cock. As he sat there he wanted desperately to put his finger on what, exactly, made this so alluring to him. There was the wrongness of it, sure. The taboo of not just watching another man insert himself into his wife but of letting her accept him. The dirtiness helped as well. That was another man’s dick gliding in and out of her. Unprotected. That part, for some reason, was particularly thrilling. The thought that there would be an exchange of fluid was disgusting and sent more arousal crackling through him. Then there was the jarring juxtaposition of seeing the woman who he’d only known as wife and mother for so long turn into a purely sexual creature.





But even all of those reasons combined didn’t cut to the core of the feeling he was experiencing. They were all too heady and intellectual.





It wasn’t until Mandy raised her head and looked up and toward him from under her brow that he began to understand with his gut and not his mind what made this so intense.





The sultry look she flashed him went straight to his groin. A sexy laser-stare that pointed straight to the throbbing seat of his arousal. Her body shaking from Carter’s increasingly hard thrusts. Her tits slapping lewdly against each other. Her hair falling over her eyes. A line of sweat beading on her forehead.





In that moment Perry realized this wasn’t something he could ever explain fully. This was only something he could experience. A visceral feeling unlike any other ever felt. A space inside his mind he could only unlock and enter by allowing this to happen again. It was dark and steamy and inside it lived the promise of unending pleasure wrapped in a delicate veil of pain. The pain of knowing Mandy was enjoying herself in the most intimate way possible with another man. And the pulsing pleasure of being having the privilege of sharing this transgression with her. Of watching her make this descent, then elevating her again to the beautiful, pure woman he’d married.





He wrapped his hand back around his cock and slowly started stroking himself again, eyes locked on Mandy’s. He watched her lip curl and her back arch as Carter kept hammering into her. When she closed her eyes his heart flexed as the connection snapped between them. Watching her disappear into the ocean of her own thoughts and desires was gut-wrenching. She was alone now, dwelling in feelings he would never fully comprehend. No matter how much they talked about this later he knew there was no way for him to truly understand what she was experiencing. A loneliness he didn’t know existed wrapped around him. As his stomach hollowed from him he took solace in the arousal coursing through him and the knowledge that they would come together when this was over.





“Oh yeah,” Carter grunted. “Squeeze that cock.”





Perry swallowed back the tightness that formed in his throat. Mandy’s cunt was squeezing around another man’s cock. The look on her face meant she was close to coming. Her body was flopping like a limp toy in Carter’s grip. His cock flexed in his hand. He had to stifle a groan.





“Fuck…fuck…fuck,” Mandy panted.





Each profanity stabbed through him like a spear.





“Yeah? Like that?” Carter said. “You want it on your face?”





The crushing weight of knowing this was almost over fell on Perry. His nuts tightened up between his legs.





Mandy’s eyes flew open and she craned her neck to look over her shoulder. “No. No!” she gasped. “In me. Please. I want it in me.”





Perry’s free hand shot to his chest. Nothing could have prepared him for hearing his wife beg to take another man’s seed inside herself. Such an intimate and dirty request. He watched Carter’s prick, dripping with Mandy’s lubricant, stabbing in and out of her.





“Oh fuck,” Carter growled. “Fuckin’ take it!”





Perry watched the thrust that triggered Carter’s climax. Somewhere in his peripheral vision he saw the Carter’s blurry face twisted in pleasure. The focus of his attention, though, was on Amanda. On the slight shift in her expression when she realized Carter had peaked and was unloading ejaculate into her.





Her quivering lip. A helpless look in her eye. The shape her body made as the psychological clockwork that made this moment tick for her was set in motion by Carter’s release.





A cold wave washed over Perry followed immediately by a blast of heat. This
 was what Amanda craved, he realized. This was what had driven her into Hunter’s arms and this
 was what she wanted from Carter. Perhaps from other men? The feeling and the knowledge that he was spilling in her. That his cock was pumping and gushing deep inside her, spraying virile seed along the lining of her still-fertile reproductive tract. The feeling of being filled
 .





Carter grunted as he came.





Amanda let out a long, low bovine-sounding moan. Her body shuddered, fingers clawing at the sheets. She pushed against the bed, thrusting her body backwards in time with Carter’s thrusts, giving him access to her deepest spot. An instinctive reaction honed by by eon’s of evolution to give his sperm the best possible chance of impregnating her.





It pushed Perry over the edge. The thought of Amanda getting pregnant by another man pulled the tripwire that started the cascade of his own orgasm. His vision tunnelled on Amanda’s pained expression. The lust and pain and pulsating arousal twisted tightly together. The message shot down from his brain, squeezed the muscles at the base of his cock and flooded his mind with pleasure chemicals. Cum shot from the head of his cock and landed in a pearly stripe along his pant leg.





He flew over the crest of his climax watching Amanda recovering from hers. Carter’s thrusts slowing, her body undulating as it tried to squeeze out just a little more of her waning pleasure. Her shoulders sagging, face falling to the bed again. What really got him was seeing her ass still moving back and forth, her pussy sliding along Carter’s girth, a charitable act of making sure he got what he’d come here for, too.





Perry’s orgasm ended in a violent shudder. He looked down to see the mess he’d made. The closet suddenly felt unbearably hot and claustrophobic. A vacuum formed inside him and filled immediately with something that felt like regret but quickly reconstituted into what he realized was longing for Amanda.





She flopped down onto the bed as Carter’s sagging cock fell out of her. She let out a satisfied purr.





Carter stood there awkwardly staring at her, stroking his cock and staring at her defiled sex. “Want to go again?” he asked.





“Mmm…” Amanda groaned.





For a terrifying moment Perry thought she might say yes. He didn’t know how much longer he could make it in the cramped dark space. Worse still he didn’t know how much more of being separated from Amanda he could stand. His entire being was screaming to go to her. Rouse her from her post-coital fog and reclaim her. Remind her she was his.





“Maybe another time,” she muttered.





The answer sent a bolt of jealous rocketing through Perry.





“I’ve got an early morning tomorrow.”





A wave of relief washed over Perry.





Carter picked his clothes up and started putting them on, his eyes roaming the shape of Amanda’s body twisted through the sheets. “You’re a hot fuck,” he said. “Your husband know you do this?”





Amanda lifted her head and flashed a puzzled look. “What?” she asked.





Carter shrugged. “Hey whatever it’s none of my business. Lot of guys are into it, though.” He glanced around the room. “You don’t have any cameras in here do you? I don’t want to end up on the internet.”





Amanda raised an eyebrow, then started chuckling. “No cameras. No worries.”





“Cool,” Carter said. “Cool.”





Amanda glanced at the crack in the closet Perry was staring through. “You mind letting yourself out? I’m feeling really sleepy.”





“Yeah sure,” Carter said. He bent over the bed like he was going to kiss her.





Amanda smiled and pushed back on his chest. “Okay bye,” she said.





Carter looked a little wounded at the rejection. He stood up snapped his fingers and slapped a hand against his fist. “Alright. I’ll, like, text you or whatever.”





Amanda flashed another condescending smile. “Yeah, sure,” she said. “Whatever.”





Perry barely heard the awkward interaction. He sat in the darkness obsessing about the thing Carter had said. A lot of guys are into it.
 It was silly that it brought him so much relief. A respite from the doubt of whether he was an aberration. A lot of guys were into it. It wasn’t just him. He slumped back in his chair and closed his eyes. Heard the door close downstairs.





“You gonna’ stay in there all night?” Amanda asked softly.





A smile formed on his lips as he hoisted himself up and pushed the closet door open.






 
Chapter Eighteen







For some reason she didn’t have the same sense of satisfaction she’d felt after Hunter. Maybe because this had been planned? Maybe because she knew Perry was behind the closet door watching? Though that had her feeling all sorts of tingly. Maybe because the cheating this time was only pretend. But knowing that her husband had just witnessed her being a total slut and taking a man between her legs and letting him finish inside her had her hungry for dessert.





She looked up as Perry stepped out of the closet. He was red-faced. There was a dark line of stains along his pant leg. Her heart fell when she realized he must have finished himself while he watched her and Carter. She’d have to do something about that because there was no way they were just going to sleep after what had just happened.





It took a huge effort but she dragged herself up onto her hands and knees and gazed into Perry’s eyes. A momentary worry flashed through her. She couldn’t quite read his expression. He looked a little worried himself.






Oh shit.






Was he having regrets? Had he gone into his dark place after he’d finished? Was he upset with her?





“Baby?” she whispered.





“Oh Mandy,” he said, nearly groaning. “Oh baby.”





“Oh baby good? Or oh baby bad?” she asked.





“Oh god that was…that was incredible.” He sounded like he was choking up.





Her mouth stretched into a smile. She bit her lower lip. Lifted a hand and squeezed her breast before looking down at his soiled pants and pouting. “You finished without me?”





He shook his head. “I couldn’t help it,” he said.





“C’mere,” she said, lifting a hand and crooking a finger in what she hoped was a wicked-looking invitation.





Perry, eyes glued to hers, shuffled forward until his knees were touching the bed.





“Take your clothes off, silly,” she said.





It took a moment for Perry to connect. He looked dazed, like he was in a trance. He started fumbling with his pants and finally managed to wriggle out of them. Popped a button on his shirt trying to undo it, then abandoned that and just pulled it off over his head.





It made her giggle seeing him so stunned.





When his clothes were off he stood there naked, staring at her. She laughed again. “Am I going to have to do everything myself? Get over here!”





Perry got up onto the bed. His cock was hanging low between his legs.





Looking up at him seductively, she crawled to where he was kneeling and got down low, keeping her ass in the air. She reached up and gently brushed his balls with her fingers.





His cock twitched.





She looked up at him. “Tell me that you liked it?” she said.





“Mandy, baby, I loved it,” he said, taking his cock in his hand and stroking it.





“Tell me what you liked about it?” she asked.





He shook his head. “I can’t…I don’t think I can put it into words right now.”





She smiled, pleased that she’d put on a good performance for him. In the week leading up to this she’d had a pang of guilt or two at how selfishly she wanted this. Even though they’d both agreed to it there was a part of her that had really just wanted it for herself. To relive the thrill of getting fucked by a different man again. But knowing Perry had been watching had changed all of that. It really had made it about them
 and not just her.





She ducked under his stroking hand, flicked out her tongue and licked his balls. Her pussy squeezed when Perry groaned. She grabbed his wrist and drew his hand away from his cock, then slipped it into her mouth and started sucking staring up into his eyes.





Perry closed his eyes. He bent over her and palmed her ass. His hands wandered up her body, then beneath it to squeeze her tits.





The achy craving in her pussy heated as he grew solid in her mouth. She worked him with her tongue until he was standing erect then pulled her mouth off of him and looked up into his eyes. “I want you in me,” she said. As Perry got up and walked around the bed she rolled over onto her back and spread her legs. Getting nailed from behind was fun with a stranger. She wanted the intimacy that came with making love with Perry. She flashed a funny look when she saw him standing by the bed staring at her. “Everything okay?” she asked.





“Uh, yeah,” he muttered. “Everything’s fine.”





“You just gonna’ stand there?” she asked, giggling.





He locked eyes with her, looking sort of sheepish. “Mandy?” he finally said.





“Yes?” she whispered, running her hands up her body and squeezing her breasts, then pinching her nipples until they were hard.





“Can I, uh, can I see it?”





It took a moment to realize what he meant. Really got her motor running when she did. The thought that Perry wanted to see the evidence of her tryst. Another man’s ejaculate leaking out of her, like he couldn’t trust what he’d just watched. It was raunchy and hot as hell. She spread her legs wider, ran her hands along the insides of her thighs, then pried her lips apart with her fingers. A shiver raced down her spine when Perry sank to his knees, eyes on her dirty pussy. She arched her back and squeezed her insides to try and push out some of Carter’s sperm. Closed her eyes and moaned when Perry put two fingers into her.





***





He could hardly believe what he was seeing. His cock was rock hard again, an impossibly short refractory period given his age. He watched his fingers as he pulled them out of Amanda’s stretched out cunt. They were covered with a big glob of Carter’s sperm. He didn’t know what had compelled him to do this but the urge was too powerful to resist.





He stared at the yellowish genetic material coating his fingers and now starting to run out of Amanda’s opening. The dirtiness of it made his cock throb with pleasure. He stroked himself with his other hand, wiped the mess on the sheets and crawled up onto the bed. Now, getting ready to enter her, he felt himself slip into that dark but unexpectedly happy space again. He couldn’t find the words to describe it and didn’t know if he’d ever be able to. It seemed to defy explanation.





Amanda accepted him between her warm thighs, putting her hands on his shoulders as he adjusted himself to enter her.





Their eyes met. Her smile melted him.





“Come closer,” she whispered.





He lay down on top of her, his cock touching her wet sex, and kissed her. Pulled away and looked into her eyes again. Pressed a thumb against her lip.





She tipped her head forward and sucked it into her mouth.





Perry thrust his hips gently and entered her. A shudder of pleasure raced up his back at the feeling of her moist walls squeezing him. Made the skin on the back of his neck tingle. He groaned as he drove himself fully inside her and felt the creamy mess Carter had left in there ooze out between them. He looked down into her eyes. “Was that sexy?” he asked.





She smiled and blushed. “Pretty sexy,” she said.





“Why?” he pressed. “Because I let you fuck another man?” For some reason this was the hottest part of this for him. Trying to get to the root of why Amanda had wanted to do this. Digging to see if he could unearth whether it was some failing in him or in the life they had together that had driven her into the arms of another man? Or if she’d just succumbed to a momentary weakness. Was he overthinking this? He wanted desperately to know everything that was going on in her mind.





She bit her lip. “Because you let me fuck another man. Because you watched me. Because you let me be a dirty girl,” she said. She gasped when he flexed inside her.





He drew his cock out of her, then pressed back in, savoring the feeling of gliding through her sodden pussy. He closed his eyes. The last thing he wanted was to ruin this moment, this reunion, this reclamation. His mind wouldn’t let him. Was it his ego that needed answers? Or was it just an extra layer of titillation, hearing what had prompted Amanda to take this path in life. “Tell me more?” he asked, thrusting back and forth in a slow rhythm.





“More about what?” she asked.





He looked into her eyes again. “More about why you did it?”





A momentary exasperation flashed across her expression before she regained her composure and smiled softly.





He didn’t mean to irritate her. But he was hooked now. Addicted not just to the sight of his wife breaking their vows for him but to her reasoning. He felt like if he could solve that riddle he could get ahead of this. Maybe be able to decipher a pattern of behaviour that would warn him the next time she was thinking of straying? He’d gladly watch her with another man again. He never ever again wanted to experience the feeling of walking in on her alone with one. That had been horrible.





“Just make love to me?” she finally said.





He took a breath and nodded. He knew he had to respect the request. If he pushed her too hard now he sensed he’d get nowhere. Or worse yet he’d break this beautiful moment happening between them. Putting a hand behind her neck he lowered his lips to hers and kissed her.





Her pussy felt amazing as he fucked her harder. He’d had some fleeting worries of his own in the closet. That she’d be too sore to do this. Too shy or ashamed or whatever else was possible to let her husband make love to her after he had watched her with another man.





She put her hands on his cheeks. “I love you, baby.”





“I love you too, Mandy,” he whispered. “So much. You don’t know how much.” It had sounded good in his head but saying it out loud it felt kind of cheesy. He found it hard to keep staring into her eyes. Like he was too vulnerable to let her see what was in his. He wrapped his arms around her back and fucked her slow and gentle. Savored every moment of being inside her, of touching parts of her he’d at times neglected and now felt like he needed so badly. He lost track of time in her embrace.





His climax bubbled slowly up from between his legs. He slowed his thrusts, stretching out the delicious sensation of being on the cusp of release. He wondered if she was close.





She wrapped her arms tightly around him and locked her ankles behind his back. “I’m gonna’ come,” he whispered. “I’m gonna’ come inside your pussy.”





She pressed her cheek to his. “Do it,” she said. “Take me with you.”





He shuddered when she said it. Her acknowledgement that she was close relaxed him, allowed him to sink fully into the moment. His mind sank between his legs. His cock flexed. He felt it twitch. The pleasure chemicals doused his brain. He groaned as his organ started pumping his load deep into Amanda’s sex.





She shuddered beneath him. Let out a gasp that he knew meant she’d just crested.





He worked hard to keep his slow rhythm, teasing out the finale of the most intimate sex they’d had in years. As his pleasure ebbed a satisfied, vacant feeling settled in his groin. He stayed on top of her for a few more moments kissing her neck. Kissed her gently on the lips before pulling out and rolling off. Put an arm on his forehead and stared up at the ceiling, his mind pleasantly vacant as well for the first time that day.





Gone was the worry and painful arousal. His head was clear. His wife was lying on her side next to him, lovingly staring over at him. This was heaven. He deserved this. They both did.





Epilogue





“What are you thinking about?”





Her voice coming at him through the darkness startled him. He turned his head to face her. He could barely make out hers, the only light being the sliver of moonlight bleeding through a crack in the drapes. “I was, uh…just, you know.”





“Having trouble sleeping?” she asked.





He nodded.





“Me too,” she said.





He’d been lying there for hours. Could have sworn she was asleep, on her side with her back to him. He even thought he’d heard her gentle snoring. “How long have you been up?” he asked.





“I don’t know. Forever?”





He smiled, leaned in and kissed her.





“You going to dark places in there?” she asked, looking at his forehead.





He shook his head and looked away.





“Hey,” she said, cuddling up closer to him. “We’re supposed to be in this together, remember?”





she asked, rubbing her hand on his chest.





He looked at her again. Opened his mouth to speak but hesitated. He’d been turning too many questions over in his mind to know where to start. And he still wasn’t sure how she’d react if he asked any of them.





“How about I help? What makes it hot?” she asked. “You couldn’t tell me earlier.”





He sighed and nodded. “Yeah. I don’t know. I just…I can’t really put a finger on it, exactly.” He’d come a lot closer in those last few hours. But the foundation of it was elusive and ephemeral. He could describe the structure but not its underpinnings. “It good in a bad way. Or maybe it’s the other way around? I know it’s wrong. I know we shouldn’t be doing it. But watching it happen it’s like…it’s like a sexy disaster. Beautiful devastation.” It was as close as he had come to putting it into words.





“Hm,” she mused. “I’m not sure I totally get that but that’s okay.”





“Your turn,” he said.





She drew in a deep breath and let it out in a slow exhale. Rolled onto her back and tucked the covers up under her chin. “I thought…” She paused, her eyes wandering along the ceiling as she collected her thoughts. “I thought at first it would be like with Hunter.”





That stabbed him in the good place. Gave him an inkling of why she’d wanted this. It hurt in a way. Knowing that she wanted to repeat something that had hurt him. But it was a relief knowing she felt safe enough with him to share the truth. “Was it?” he asked.





She shook her head on her pillow. “Not really. Carter was different. The whole thing was different. The set up. Knowing you were there.”





His heart sank a little. “You didn’t like that?” he asked, bracing himself for an answer he might not want to hear.





“What? No! No the opposite. It made it like, a hundred times better.“





The urge gripped him to roll onto her and smother her with kisses for saying that. He smiled instead.





“Perry I know this was always meant to be about us. But I have to tell you something. I was being a little selfish. A part of me wanted it to be about me.”





If she hadn’t just said him watching made it a hundred times better he might have taken offence. But truth, no matter how hard to hear, was a hundred times more welcome than empty reassurances. “What happened?”





“Knowing you were there watching, knowing that you trusted me, you trusted us
 enough to do this was…really fucking sexy.” She rolled onto her side again. Tucked her hand under the sheets and wandered down from his chest to his belly with it.





He turned to look into her eyes.





Her smile faded as she chewed her lip. “Perry? You think you’re going to do it?” she whispered.





“Do it?” he asked.





“You think you’re going to find someone to have sex with?”





The question took him by surprise. He’d been so totally obsessed with what they’d just been through he hadn’t even contemplated the possibility. His mind served up a vision of Steph at the gym that took him by surprise as well. But while he’d toyed with the idea of something happening between them, the way Amanda was looking at him now, worry furrowing her brow, he didn’t think there was any way he could go through with it. How would that even work? She didn’t have the same fixation he had. Didn’t even really understand why it was so sexy to him, watching her with someone else. It was a totally different dynamic if the other person wasn’t into it. He put a hand on her cheek. “Farthest thing from my mind to be honest with you,” he whispered.





She let out a relieved sigh. A look of arousal returned to her expression.





Perry smiled when her fingers dipped lower, into the waistband of his underwear.





“You think you have another one in you?” she whispered.





He rolled onto his side and put an arm over her shoulder. “Only one way to find out,” he whispered back.





END





Also by Jason Lenov





***





Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by 


Thirteenth Line Publications



 to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!







Honeymoon Lodged







Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up. George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names. Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?







Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy







Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...







Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy







Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…







Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy







Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say?
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