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		I

		

		Saturday, August 15

		

	
		

		1

		

		Cape Ginger

		

		The enormous paper lantern globe that hung above their private table softened the light that shone within, and it fell in pale pastel brushstrokes on his wife’s perfect face; Kimmy’s narrow eyes shone reflected sparks when she would toss her head a certain way while she spoke to Devlin. An angled shadow drew a line on her long graceful neck, defining the sharp edge of her pronounced jawline; the edges of her collarbones were painted with luster in the V of her black silk top with the thin spaghetti straps running double lines over her fine shoulders. His wife wore no makeup but was breathtaking.

		Kimmy said to Devlin there’d been a lot of joking around about it, “But I really appreciate you bringing me here to Grand Cayman.”

		As she spoke, she lounged against the leather upholstered seat back, the satin of her black top shimmering—and showing off the twin humps of aroused nipples. Only briefly, as Kimmy folded her long, thin arms across her chest, lightly cupping her elbows. The diamond on her wedding ring finger winked at him.

		Kimmy’s eyes had stayed connected with Devlin’s the whole time. Devlin—sitting right next to her—turned his head to follow Kimmy’s gaze. He smiled slyly and leaned forward, putting his elbows on the table and imitating her, his big hands stroking against the rounded hump of muscle on the backs of his arms.

		He said, “There are plenty more benefits headed your way.”

		Kimmy stayed mildly amused, one delicate eyebrow arching lightly. “Is that so?”

		“Plenty more,” Devlin said and chuckled.

		Josh adjusted in his seat, brow furrowing, heart racing, in love with his wife’s theatrics, and at the same time wanting her to stop. But maybe not stopping altogether, just taking a break. Long enough he could scramble her into the restaurant’s restroom and fuck her hard and fast.

		They were at the Cape Ginger Steakhouse, only a five-minute drive south of their villa once you got back on the main road. The restaurant was one part of a four-building enclave located beachside, and when they arrived, they’d walked out to the sand and looked northward. They could see where their villa would be tucked just around the other side of the point, far in the hazy distance.

		When they’d come in they were shown to their seat. Devlin had booked a table before they’d even agreed to come out for dinner.

		The maître d’ escorted them through the interior of the luxurious restaurant, past full tables of rich tourists softly speaking in murmurs, through the quiet clink and clatter of table service, out across the polished teak floor and onto the patio. The patio was open to the beach view, and when they’d arrived, it wasn’t yet dusk, but the night had taken a heavy, damp feeling and the blue of the sky had darkened.

		The patio was protected by an angled awning of canvas sheets that stretched from the building out across three rows of tables, fifteen feet overhead but descending to a point where raw timber posts supported the patio’s edge. Their seating was a banquette, raised a step above patio tables. The table Devlin had reserved was a half-moon banquette; buttery yellow leather seats around an ebony table, a globe chandelier hanging from above. If he were to put his arms around the globe, they wouldn’t meet even at halfway. The design of the restaurant was modern yet tropical; sedate in straight lines, hard wooden edges and padded leather; potted palms at all the corner points, and some dense shrubbery in pots around the large central fireplace that gently flickered gas-burning flames.

		Devlin had taken his seat first, getting in and going to sit at the crescent’s apex, prime spot for taking in the view. Josh had gone into the banquette clockwise, but Kimmy didn’t follow. Kimmy moved counterclockwise, entering the banquette from the opposite side so Devlin would be between them. Devlin had said to her, “You’re not sitting next to Josh?” Pointing out the snub. But Kimmy acted like that idea was stupid, and said, “I want to face my husband.”

		Josh beamed and met Kimmy’s eye. She gave away nothing in her face, and Devlin had chuckled.

		Now Josh lounged against his cushioned seat back as well, said to Devlin while still looking at Kimmy, “She is very valuable.”

		Devlin agreed, saying, “And she doesn’t even know.”

		Josh laughed, said, “Oh, take it from me: she knows.”

		Kimmy scowled at him, smiling, taking it in good humor. He leaned forward now like Devlin, putting his elbows on the table.

		Devlin said, “Kimmy knows a lot of things.”

		“Mostly the law,” Kimmy said, raising both eyebrows and looking aloof.

		The waiter arrived to freshen their drinks. Kimmy had ordered whiskey for all three of them for the first round. A peaty single malt that for some reason turned his stomach over and reminded him of that night he drank too much bourbon at Tiffany Hanson’s cottage, after the high school reunion. Then Kimmy had ordered another round; more whiskey for him and Devlin, and a pineapple juice for herself.

		The waiter set down their glasses and took away the empty ones. He told them dinner would be arriving soon. Devlin hoisted his whiskey glass, and said, “To Kimmy. And to the law, I guess.”

		Devlin took a sip, and Josh raised his glass a beat behind. He said, “She’ll be very good at keeping you out of trouble,” gestured the glass toward Kimmy and sipped the whiskey. It was no better on the second round. He set it down and smacked his lips.

		Devlin said, “I like trouble.”

		Josh said, “Even the legal kind?”

		Devlin cocked his head Josh’s way, lowering his brow but still smiling to one side, trying to figure Josh out. He said, “I like all kinds of trouble. Especially when I know I’m protected.”

		Kimmy gave a funny laugh, then sipped her pineapple juice. The laugh had Josh trying to reference a dirty double entendre but nothing came to him until he thought of protection. Then thought of Devlin without protection. Was that what prompted Kimmy’s lusty and provocative laugh? She was playing with her husband. Trying to figure out what made him tick. Trying to figure out how to turn him on. The things they’d learned this weekend were powerful. It put them on a higher shelf. Put them up where they could see heads above, see the lay of the land and contemplate their path through it together.

		He imitated his wife’s chuckle; Kimmy’s eyes met his. A secret knowledge flashed between them and she dipped her chin forward, hiding an honest but silent laugh. His heart leapt in his chest for her. One second Kimmy is the sly and beautiful corporate lawyer, dressed for success, beautiful and deadly, black hair, black eyes, black attire. The next, she’s cracking up like he’d just drawn Brian from The Family Guy on the edge of her notebook during chemistry class. Talk about protection. This bond he’d formed with his wife over the last forty-eight hours had wrapped him in an impossibly thick mattress of bubble wrap. Like he could tiptoe to the edge of the Grand Canyon, jump off, plummet 400 meters straight down and bounce away unscathed.

		He leaned back again, getting fidgety, his right leg jumping under the banquette table, moved the cutlery around like he was nervous, anticipating the arrival of dinner. But what he anticipated more was the antics of his wife, who’d committed herself to teasing her husband.

		Just while we’re in Cayman, Josh.

		And she was right about that. She was right about many things. Smart, insightful; almost devious intelligence behind those black eyes.

		Devlin said, “I don’t like legal trouble. Kimmy is my protection. My private life? I can take care of myself.” He smiled, nodding, then looked over his left shoulder at Kimmy. She was watching him. Studying Devlin. And when their eyes met, she smiled.

		Kimmy’s graceful hand came to her chest, folded over at the wrist. Her long fingers played at the thin gold pendant hanging on its delicate chain around her neck. She fiddled with it, brought it to her lips, ran its curved edge back and forth against the plump curl of her bottom lip. Devlin watched the way the medallion pushed down against the pillow, back and forth, back and forth. Flirting. Kimmy was flirting. Doing that feminine girl-thing, that interested girl thing, making eye contact, showing off her sexy mouth, showing her graceful hand. It tightened Josh’s stomach. He stroked his thighs, drying his palms. The tightness grew even tighter. And right here in the middle of the restaurant, he was beginning to stiffen; a hard knot of tissue bulging below his ball sack, his cock beginning to lengthen.

		Now he leaned forward again. More fidgeting. Kimmy was driving him mad.

		Devlin said to her, “What’s that necklace?” and now he rested against the banquette, his shoulder moving near to almost touch Kimmy’s shoulder. They got close for Devlin to get a look at the pendant. Kimmy held it out, and Devlin brought his hand up just under her chin.

		Kimmy said, “The Minor. St. James the Less? It was my mother’s.”

		Devlin said, “I’m sorry. I wouldn’t want to bring up—”

		“It was her medallion,” Kimmy said. “She thought it brought her peace.”

		Devlin’s smile faded. He held the dainty disc and tilted it to gleam under the light. “It’s beautiful,” he said. “It has meaning.”

		“It does,” Kimmy said, and put both her hands at her side. Submissive. Her body posture open. Not closed. No arms folded across her chest—no, the bulbs of her nipples showed plainly under the sheen of the fabric; Devlin’s hand was inches away, knuckles close enough to touch the center of Kimmy’s chest just below her collarbone. A few inches lower, he could settle the palm against Kimmy’s meager but perfect bosom. He could thumb away the fabric—she wasn’t wearing a bra—expose to Josh Kimmy’s nipple and let Josh watch his large masculine hand caress a thumb around that hard, brown quarter of his wife’s arousal. And Kimmy would begin to pant, her mouth would fall open . . .

		Josh’s hands stroked his thighs faster, his heart pounded blood into his cock. He got hard as iron sitting across from his wife playing a game against his high school bully. It was too much to believe. Too good to be true. How could this dreadful relationship he had with Devlin forged in the harrowing post-pubescent days of high school turn around like this? Where young Josh the victim in the story became the victor—could squeeze from a rotten lemon the sweetest of juice . . .

		

		Their waiter and another server appeared, emerging from the dining room onto the patio, both of them in their smart but comfortable Cape Ginger attire: black shorts, black knee socks, white linen shirts with crisply ironed collars.

		“Oh, thank God,” Kimmy said in anticipation. “I’m starving.” She already fiddled with her fork.

		The two men brought to the table-side their three plates along with a shellfish tower for the table. The plates were set down in front of them, all three of them ordering the same dinner: Châteaubriand flambé with honey-ginger glazed carrots, buttered broccoli, and fire roasted forest mushrooms. The steak looked magnificent. The other server set the tower in the center of the table and provided side plates. Before he even considered enjoying this delicious serving, he pulled over his cold whiskey and imbibed.

		A warm and immeasurably comfortable feeling put a cotton coating around his turgid angst. Imagine sitting here happily in Grand Cayman, enjoying dinner and a trip on Devlin Stone’s tab. And Devlin Stone was here with you, and you didn’t hate it. Josh was getting comfortable. But the greatest high of all was the woman sitting across from him, on the other side of Devlin. The one who was making this lurid and outrageous fantasy a reality.

		Josh set down his whiskey glass. Watched as Devlin imitated Josh’s action, taking a sip of his own whiskey. For a brief moment, the two of them shared a look. It had none of that animosity they felt for each other. Two guys about to enjoy a fucking delicious meal. In a perfect locale. With perfect woman company.

		What would it be like to completely let go of Devlin’s historical torment? What would it feel like to actually gain ground with this guy? Gain his respect. Imagine that. Devlin coming around, Devlin finally acknowledging that Josh was a man; an individual with his own accomplishments, a guy who’d made it out of high school, stood up on his own two feet, and scored a wife of immeasurable value. Imagine that.

		Imagine even going out with Devlin and some of Devlin’s friends, enjoined amongst other successful men. He was due a promotion at Swanson; if he got that and he had Kimmy, and he had friends with box seats to Jays games, Leaf games, Raptor games. . . . That would be a long time coming, but would he hate it? If you fucking asked him six months ago he would’ve said no way on earth. Who gives a shit about guys like Devlin? And yet now . . .

		Devlin set his glass down, examined his cut of meat, then looked to Josh. He said, “Wasn’t too bad an idea coming out for dinner with me, now was it?”

		“Only because it’s steak,” Josh said, not meaning it sarcastically, but actually ribbing. And Devlin took it that way and chuckled.

		Devlin said, “I get the feeling. But this sure does beat me coming out here by myself. Not that I would have any trouble finding some companionship for the night.”

		Also not said sarcastically. A reality. Josh wouldn’t challenge him on that. One stop by any of the hotel bars in George Town, and Devlin could get some woman on vacation out for dinner and into his bedroom. But not a woman of Kimmy’s caliber. Josh eyed Kimmy now, and she watched him with a strange look in her eyes. A humorous one, but strange nonetheless. He found out why.

		Kimmy leaned closer to the table, looking at her plate. She said, “What an impressive display of meat.”

		The delivery of the line was slow, careful, deliberate. A truthful comment—the Châteaubriand was hefty—but one whose true context was known only to her husband. Or possibly only. Devlin had a deep, dirty and devious mind as well.

		Kimmy’s proclamation registered with Devlin, but he made no comment or side glance. Josh enjoyed it. Looking at Kimmy now who, through years of knowing her, he could see her struggling to hold a straight face. She pulled her plump lips between her teeth and had to look away for a moment, and he imagined what it would be like if she burst out laughing the way she wanted to right now. But that would give it all away.

		And now Josh was having trouble not laughing too. Watching his cute wife—sorry, beautiful wife reduced to cuteness—like a high school girl, a college kid he dated, trying not to burst out laughing at a juvenile joke. But it was no joke, it was foreplay. Foreplay between man and wife at Devlin’s expense. Poor Devlin, none the wiser.

		Devlin said, “I heard through the grapevine that you were hungry for some real meat.”

		“That wasn’t a grapevine,” Kimmy said, “I literally said it to you.”

		Josh prickled suddenly, said, “When was this?”

		“That I told him I wanted steak? Today. At the lawyer’s office. I told him if we had any meetings coming up, it sure would be nice if we found ourselves at a steakhouse.”

		A shiver chilled him with exquisite and dreadful alarm. Imagine the two of them, Kimmy and Devlin, concocting this scheme. An outrageous scenario, but one he found wildly thrilling. His naughty wife worse than he could ever imagine. Imagined her talking earlier with Devlin today, and how she had suggested a way to have dinner out with him. Already engaging in this game, taking advantage of a terrible situation, Devlin showing up here where he wasn’t welcome. Was explicitly told he wasn’t to show up.

		Josh said, “You made reservations here before we even said yes?”

		Devlin said, “I get what I want.”

		Kimmy scoffed and laughed it off. “How rude,” she said. “I can turn you down six ways from Sunday.”

		Devlin chuckled and said, “But you won’t.”

		Kimmy laughed and rolled her eyes, looking Josh’s way. Then she batted the back of her hand into Devlin’s hard, round shoulder. There was no jostle, the sound of impact a non-reverberating thud.

		Kimmy chuckled, then batted his muscular shoulder again, saying, “The guy lifts more weights now as an exec than he did playing football.”

		And Josh’s stomach muscles tightened again. His cock throbbed in an arcing hump under his khaki cotton shorts. He leaned back to adjust the way it snugly fit in the crotch of his pants. Tried avoiding plucking at the fabric to give it some room, but had to before his cock was strangled. The first two inches literally throbbed right now, aching with the fantasy of pushing into his wife’s tight and hot and wet interior.

		And just like any good bully would, Devlin caught that inopportune moment, looking down below the table edge where Josh sat. Instead of fear and dread, like this was high school still, Josh felt no shame. So what? Yeah, you caught me with a boner. What are you going to do, make fun of me? All I’m thinking about is how bad I want to get my wife back to our villa, get you the hell out of here, and get down to some business that was probably going to last all night long.

		Kimmy set down her fork, saying, “I didn’t wash my hands when we got here. Excuse me a sec,” then began scooting sideways out of the banquette.

		She side-eyed Josh as she passed, giving him a look of fun. She knew he was enjoying this.

		Both men watched Kimmy leave, walking across the front of their table and heading into the dining room to clean up. Josh’s head swiveled, following her along, trying to get a glimpse of her ass. It looked good in her skirt; he wasn’t able to see it now as she was a step below their banquette. He couldn’t help making an appreciative groan in his throat. He was luckier than he ever imagined he could be. More probably than he deserved to be.

		Turned to the table again, he looked at Devlin. Devlin looked at him. There was no fear. No concern about what might now occur between them. He’d said some things to Devlin out on the patio behind the villa, but none of that mattered. Devlin could play his games, the only game that mattered was the game between Josh and Kimmy.

		Text me all you want. Taunt me all you want. I’m going to make the best of it. It might turn your milk sour, but you will never understand.

		Though maybe Devlin did—this whole thing started with that dream-whisper in his ear at Tiffany Hansen’s cottage.

		Devlin said, “I didn’t wreck your night, did I?”

		The concern was unexpected.

		“Quite the contrary,” Josh said. “Look, I can be a bit of an asshole. You’re not the only one to say it.”

		“You think I call you an asshole?”

		“It doesn’t matter,” Josh said, brushing a hand in Devlin’s direction like nothing they would talk about mattered. “I can be an asshole and I know it. Kimmy keeps me in line. No, I couldn’t be happier we’re out having dinner with you. You hiring Kimmy might just be one of the best things that’s ever happened to us.”

		“I’m glad to hear that,” Devlin said. He reached for his fork, then set it down. “I guess it’s rude to begin without her.”

		“She won’t care, but I think this restaurant you picked has standards. I don’t want to get us kicked out for bad manners.”

		Devlin laughed, and it felt good to have him laugh at something other than at his own suffering. He sipped the whiskey, and Josh reached for his as well. “I’m not a big fan of single malt, but I have to say—”

		Devlin set his glass down, wiped at his lips with his first knuckle. He leaned closer to Josh and said, “You have a hard-on right now?”

		This was absolutely right out of high school. The bully’s beginner textbook. Chapter 3, page 9: Set the nerd back on his heels.

		But this wasn’t high school anymore. And Devlin was quite powerless. If he wanted Kimmy’s amazing talents, there was a certain amount of respect to be afforded. A certain protocol to be followed. He could act like the big shot, but Josh was ready to throw down the gauntlet that Devlin wouldn’t want to see at his feet: Kimmy’s coming with me, you’re on your own. You don’t think she can get a better job than what you offer?

		Devlin knew her skills. So the words had no effect. Josh chuckled, sat back unashamed. The crotch of his pants were humped out, and if Devlin wanted to take a peek, well, didn’t that mean he was the gay one now? Touché, motherfucker. Josh said, “In anticipation of when I get back to the villa.”

		“You’re a wily dog,” Devlin said, and didn’t return to his seated position—stayed leaning toward Josh. There was more. He’d been bullied enough by Devlin to know there was more. He waited. Devlin eyed him up and down, looking from eyes to crotch, smiling, looking sly. He said, “Hey, Josh?”

		Josh said, “Yeah?”

		“You think I don’t know what you guys are up to?”

		

	
		

		2

		

		Setup

		

		The Cape Ginger’s bathroom didn’t use liquid soap, they used bar soap, which was weird, except the bar was new and unused, and she wondered if they replaced them after every customer. Some sort of bathroom attendant lurking where she couldn’t see. The bar of soap was very small; shaped like a clamshell, not much bigger than a marble.

		Hands washed and dried, she stood by the sink and held them out. They trembled. She laughed.

		What on earth do you think you’re doing?

		The actions of this weekend were the boldest in her life. A truly insane escapade brewing at the dinner table. An alignment of chaotic trajectories that only she could manipulate. It somehow made her feel powerful, though the consequences of her actions could be disastrous.

		The task at hand was impossible, and yet she was doing it. And wild as it was, there was something compelling about what she was witnessing.

		Josh had disrobed in front of Devlin and swam. She wondered what that felt like for him. Wondered if there was pain or joy. She suspected joy. Hoped for joy. Hoped for more than joy. In time, maybe Josh would even find himself.

		Devlin was a manipulator. A bully. A bully in high school, and now grown up, an entitled manipulator used to getting his way. The man had somehow lured her out of the safety of her home and marriage—a happy place—and into a lifestyle she’d never imagined for herself, and into actions she’d never anticipated. Fucking him. Sucking him. When this started, she didn’t even like Devlin. Now she knew him, she knew his charms. And his weaknesses.

		Three months ago she was lamenting a failed pregnancy, moping around the house before returning to work at the bland and beige immigration firm. She made baskets by day. Cat beds. Now here she was earning a great income as a lawyer working for an old friend from high school. Almost everything about her was different. Even her appearance.

		She regarded it now in the gold-edged mirror above the gleaming porcelain sink. The woman she saw made money with skills acquired through hard work and stress and all-nighters. No longer meek, she was beautiful. Beautiful in a way the girl she was in high school could never imagine. Tall, smoky eyes, serious expression; standing in the bathroom of a steakhouse in Grand Cayman, two guys at her dinner table she was fucking, and one of them she was in love with.

		She couldn’t help smiling. Adjusted her top then, tugging the thin straps and seeing her nipples had hardened. And here she was braless. Heat pooled at her core and she felt a warmth waver up her back.

		Devlin brought out the change. What she’d become was not a product of Devlin’s manipulations. She was still the same woman, and who she was now was who she’d hidden before.

		She used to watch K-dramas while she wove baskets, and now her life had become one. But even dirtier. The excitement of it all was incredible. The weirdest thing right now was this strange sense of nobility. That she was somehow doing the right thing here. That all the bad she’d done up to this point was now serving her husband. Only he didn’t know it. As his wife she knew what was best for him. It was crazy, but in her heart she wasn’t frightened anymore.

		No, she was frightened. Undaunted was more accurate. There was a certain fright in being discovered. But Devlin was far too motivated to ruin this. And she knew how to inculcate him further.

		One more up close check, leaning and examining her reflection, flicking at her lashes with a pinky, then she headed out of the bathroom, returning to their table, hungry for steak.

		Back through the dining room, she emerged on the patio and into the warm tropical evening air, turned left and made her way back to the table. Devlin saw her first, Josh’s back to her, Devlin giving her his sly face, smirking, the light from the overhead globe casting shadows under his chiseled jaw and strong chin.

		She slipped into the banquette, working her way closer to Devlin, saying, “What did I miss?”

		“Absolutely nothing,” Devlin said.

		She smiled at Josh. Josh was ashen. His eyes hollow, his cheeks drawn.

		Devlin said, “We waited for you like good boys.”

		She looked at their untouched dinners. “You didn’t have to wait for me.”

		Devlin smiled, Josh’s mouth worked around. His eyes went to hers and their gazes met. His thinned lips went to one side in a wan smile and he lifted his knife and fork.

		Devlin did as well, and she followed suit, eyes moving from each of them as they cut into their meat.

		Something had changed.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		MOMENTS AGO

		

		Josh said to Devlin, “There’s nothing going on.”

		“Oh, come on,” Devlin laughed. “Are you trying to make me look stupid?”

		“Stupid how?”

		“I’m not blind, Josh. You guys are running a little game on me.”

		“What, like a con? That’s what you think? Like what, you’re going to wake up in the bathtub with your liver cut out and Kimmy and I sold it on the black market?”

		Devlin grinned and leaned close enough Josh could smell his aftershave. The man loomed large. He put his hands together, big fingers intertwining. He said, “Kinky.”

		“I don’t understand what kind of con you think we might be running.”

		“Not like grifters, Josh, and you know it.”

		“Is that so?”

		“I hear it in everything you guys are saying. When I say don’t try to make me look stupid, what I’m saying is you guys are making it very obvious. So it’s one of two things. One, you think I’m stupid and I won’t pick up on it. You guys are goofing on me.”

		“There’s nothing to pick up on.”

		“Or two,” Devlin said, holding up pronged fingers, and saying, “you want me to figure it out.”

		“Figure out what?”

		“Hey,” Devlin said, amused, holding up his palms. “Okay. Maybe you don’t get it. But I’ll tell you who does get it.”

		“Who’s that?”

		“Kimmy. Maybe it’s just Kimmy who wants me to pick up on the signals.”

		“What signals? You’re crazy.”

		“Impressive meat, Josh?”

		He scoffed, but his scalp tingled. “Don’t think so highly of yourself.”

		“I don’t have to,” he said, “you do it for me.”

		His voice rose. “I do?”

		“Hey, I’ll take it. So which is it, one or two? I’d hate to find out you think I’m stupid.”

		“I don’t think you’re stupid.”

		“Wow, so it’s number two,” Devlin said, widening his eyes.

		“It’s not number two.”

		“I’m sure it is, Josh. Maybe I shouldn’t have jumped out at you with it like this. Maybe I should’ve let it simmer till you were ready.”

		“There’s nothing to be ready for,” Josh said.

		“Number two means you want me to catch on. Want me to make the first move. . . . I’ll make the first move.”

		His frustration heightened sharply. “Did we talk at the party or not?”

		“What party?”

		“Tiffany’s.”

		“What’s your hang up with this fucking party, Josh? That was like the summer.”

		“You talked to me.”

		“Whatever. I talked to you. I didn’t talk to you. Why don’t you tell me what it was I said?”

		The guy was lying. He talked to him. Talked to him and put this bullshit in his head. Now his plan was bearing fruit, and the guy was utterly gleeful. His face beamed. And it made him angry. It was like Devlin had manipulated the situation. Put it in Josh’s head, planted a seed until it grew into a gnarled and twisted tree.

		Devlin asked again, “What did I say at the party, Josh?”

		“You tell me.”

		“Jesus, Josh, I keep saying I didn’t talk to you at the party. You think I did, so tell me what I said.”

		Josh backed down. “So you didn’t talk to me. Fine. I imagined it.”

		“You hit the bourbon good.”

		Josh grumbled and leaned forward, putting his elbows on either side of his serving of steak. He rubbed his eyes, pushed back his hair, stared at Devlin.

		Devlin said, “So what do you want me to do tonight?”

		“I just want Kimmy to come back and for us to eat our steak.”

		“Don’t be a coward, Josh. That was always your problem.”

		“I don’t have a problem.”

		“Yeah, you do. You’re too afraid to ask for what you want. Guys like you never want to admit their own shortcomings. Always want it to be someone else’s fault they don’t get what they want.”

		“There’s nothing I want. I’ve got everything I want.”

		Devlin eyed him drolly. “Almost everything. So what do you want me to do?”

		“How about just leave me alone?” His voice was tight like a teenager’s.

		Devlin shook his head, turned his eyes down to his plate, gathering his thoughts and showing an expression of disappointment. He adjusted his cutlery again, put his elbows on the table and leaned close. He said, “You want me to fuck her?”

		“What?” He feigned incredulity.

		“You want me to fuck her, give me a sign.”

		“I don’t want that.”

		“Josh, I’d fuck her if you want. I’d fuck her if you didn’t want.” He chuckled. “You know what? I think she’s considered it.”

		“No, she hasn’t.”

		“She checks me out.”

		“It’s your imagination.”

		He said, “The other day in her office, she chews her pen when she talks to me, chews it and her eyes go down a little low.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“Down here,” he said, leaned back, legs open, and his big hand grabbed a handful of manhood under the thin fabric of his shorts.

		Josh whipped his head away, indignant, but said nothing.

		Devlin nudged his arm, and Josh looked back. Devlin’s eyes were narrow, knowing slits. He said, “You’re putting your innocent wife in a very dangerous situation.”

		“And you’re being ridic—”

		Devlin’s eyes darted over his shoulder. “Quiet, she’s coming now,” he said, then smiled.
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		During dinner he ordered two more whiskeys. He was the only one who did. But with his belly warmed by the first few, the rest were easier to take. And the alcohol quieted his racing mind. They ordered no desserts. Conversation was stiff. At least from him. Kimmy and Devlin got along great while they ate.

		Josh shifted out of the banquette first, steadied himself, walked toward the dining room door. A hand gripped him at the elbow, and he wheeled. It was Kimmy. She said, “You okay?”

		“Totally fine,” he said.

		She whispered, “You sure?”

		“I’m sure. I’m fine.”

		She chanced a look over her shoulder to see Devlin shifting out of the banquette now. She got close to his ear and whispered, “Suggest we go down for a walk on the beach.”

		You’re putting your innocent wife in a very dangerous situation.

		But Kimmy was eager. Eager to please him. He didn’t want to ruin the fun. So what if Devlin knew what they were doing? He’d never even admitted it. Devlin was just guessing.

		“What for?” he asked her, but now Kimmy let his arm go, stepped away and waited for Devlin to join them.

		She set him up saying, “It’s such a nice night out. It should be a beautiful sunset.”

		Devlin looked out to the ocean and said, “Can you see it from your beach?”

		“We can see the edge of the sun as it goes down,” Kimmy said.

		Josh took a deep breath, held it, then let go. He said, “We should take a walk down on the beach.”

		Kimmy checked her watch, said, “I think it’s getting late. Devlin? I’ll drive you back.”

		Josh looked at her like she was crazy. This was her setup? Drive Devlin back, and he was going to walk on the beach by himself? Of course, she was doing it to make him wild. She was playing a game for his benefit.

		You’re putting your innocent wife in a very dangerous situation.

		He said, “No, that’s all right. Let me take him.”

		Devlin said, “Don’t skip your walk, Josh.”

		“It’s okay, baby,” Kimmy said sweetly, and ran her hand over his arm. “Walk back to the villa on the beach. It’s beautiful.”

		“But you’re . . .?”

		Devlin said, “I wouldn’t want you to miss the sunset.”

		Josh said to Kimmy, “Let me drive him home.”

		“Josh, let me take Devlin to his hotel, and you walk back to the villa. I’ll be back to watch the sunset with you in twenty minutes, I swear. Get the hot tub started.”

		Kimmy stood expectant but oblivious, Devlin looking behind her almost a head taller. Other diners turned to see why these three people were lingering so long on the patio, and Josh turned to look out at the beach.

		Devlin stepped forward, pointing out toward the path from the patio out to the beach, saying, “You go out there, Josh, you walk up the beach, it’s like ten minutes to the villa. You can’t get to the villa’s beach, but there’s a trail up there, totally marked, you can’t miss it. It’ll take you to the front of the estate.”

		“Go on, Josh,” Kimmy said, “you don’t want to be stuck in the car with us driving into George Town. This is what you came to Cayman for.”

		The last thing he should do is let her go off with Devlin if Devlin was onto them. But this was fun, and Kimmy wanted him to get the thrills she was offering. She was safe. Nothing would happen. She wasn’t going to end up in bed with him. Not for real.

		Devlin said, “Go on, Josh. I won’t keep Kimmy long. Trust me.”

		He chewed his cheek, heart thudding, knowing he was going to make a big mistake here. “Yeah. Yeah, okay . . .”

		

		The walk north on the beach from the Cape Ginger steakhouse should have been peaceful. Instead it was filled with dread and the worst dark twisting of regret he’d ever felt. What had he done? How selfish was he? He and Kimmy were playing a game against Devlin. Devlin had exposed to him in secret that he was onto them. Instead of supporting his teammate, he betrayed her. Let Kimmy go off with Devlin. Maybe he deserved this psychic torture.

		The walk was a blur now, at home in the villa, pacing back and forth. He was a terrible husband. It was a dirty trick to play on your wife. And for what? just for his own selfish self interest. He formed a fist and thumped it lightly on the center of his forehead.

		“You’re so fucking selfish, man.”

		When it got too much to bear, he would lay on the couch. On his back, one knee up, the other foot on the floor, he would stare at the ceiling and reassure himself that no harm was done. Kimmy wasn’t going to sleep with Devlin. She wouldn’t do that even if it were to please Josh. This was just a game. Yeah, Devlin thought he knew it all, but Devlin would find out he wasn’t as smart as he thought he was.

		But what if Devlin said to her, “Josh and I talked and he wants you to do it.”

		Just like at Tiffany’s party.

		Devlin fucking had talked to him. This was insane.

		What if Devlin said to Kimmy, “Josh told me he wants you to do it.”

		Yeah, right, Josh, Kimmy’s that stupid. Kimmy would shrug and say Yeah, okay, I guess so. And do what? Lay back and let Devlin have his way with her? Shit, while the idea could drive him into a rage, it was also so fucking arousing. But there was that selfish self-interest again.

		Most likely Devlin would say to Kimmy, “I know what you guys are up to.” Say it just like he’d said it to Josh, but not so intimidating.

		That was the enlightening thing: after the walk, coming up to the villa as the sun was going down, he realized that whole charade at the table, Devlin putting on the pressure, it was all like high school. He’d just been bullied again. He’d been bullied and didn’t even recognize it. That’s how used he was to being pushed around. It was a natural role, and when a guy like Devlin revved his motor, a guy like Josh was quick to pull aside and let them pass.

		If Kimmy found out Josh had let her go off with Devlin, even though Devlin said he knew what they were up to, would she be mad at him?

		Well, he was going to find out.

		Or was he finding out right now?

		I bet she’s doing this on purpose.

		The hot tub had been running. Up until fifteen minutes ago when he shut it off. The champagne he pulled from the fridge and put in the bucket with ice, now sloshed in a bath of cooling water now.

		Kimmy’d been gone for way more than twenty minutes. The sun set half an hour ago.

		He checked his watch. She’d been gone an hour. It had been an hour since they left Cape Ginger.

		I’ll only be twenty minutes, we can watch the sun go down together.

		Either Devlin had convinced her to get in his bed or she was mad at him right now and was making him suffer.

		Unless . . .

		There was always the unless. The greatest hope he had right now was Devlin had said nothing to Kimmy. Devlin knew as much as Kimmy joked around tonight, there’d be no way he’d get her in his bed. That would be a much longer project that would take many weeks for him to accomplish. Kimmy would be a tough nut to crack.

		And if she were to crack, Jesus, it would likely be Josh’s fault. Her doing it for his sake.

		Still, the hope was Devlin said nothing, and Kimmy was taking her time getting home. Maybe she would linger with Devlin, stay around and talk to run the clock down. Then she’d take the long way home, maybe stop in somewhere and pick up some supplies, whistling as she walked down the aisles knowing her husband was at home climbing the fucking walls like a madman.

		The thunk outside of a car door had him leaping from the couch. He trotted on his toes to the front window and parted the curtain. It wasn’t Kimmy. No car out front of the villa. Lights flicked on two villas down. Someone else coming home. Some responsible couple behaving like adults.

		He and his wife were here in Cayman playing kinky games like the childless juvenile couple they were.

		But Kimmy wasn’t juvenile. Kimmy wasn’t like him. Kimmy was mature. So maybe this wasn’t a game. Maybe this was real. It looked like a game because it was playful, but deep down Kimmy enjoyed this. Did she enjoy pleasing per partner, or did she enjoy the thrill of imagining a tryst with Devlin?

		You were the one who put it in her head.

		This wasn’t fun and games. This was torture.

		He lay on the couch again, forearm across his eyes to shield the light, and gritted his teeth.
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		Darkness

		

		Another thump outside had him jumping out of the couch and his sleepless reverie. This time instead of trotting, he crept near the window and peeked outside. The BMW was in the driveway, the dome light on, illuminating Kimmy getting out. She was alone, no Devlin, still wearing her black tank top that showed off her nipples.

		How the fuck had he let her out of the house in a top like that? His wife had gone braless out to dinner with Devlin. This fucking game had gone way too far.

		But goddamn, he was hungry for it. His heart pounded in anticipation of the lies he knew would stream from those sultry, pouted lips of hers. The words would seep into him like delicious poison, and he wouldn’t know whether to believe them.

		It had been an hour and twenty minutes since he’d let her leave the steakhouse with Devlin. An hour and twenty minutes was a long time. Long enough to fuck. Long enough to shower even, to hide the smell of sex. Seeing her rise out of the BMW and close the door, all he wanted was to get her down on the bed and inspect her pussy.

		What the fuck was that kind of thought?

		Where had their love life ended up?

		This was perversion times ten. He got rock hard thinking about it. Rock hard thinking of her reluctantly opening her legs so her husband could examine her vagina, looking for evidence another man had fucked her.

		Kimmy wasn’t even at the front door yet and his sleeping shorts were tented out. His cock throbbed with his thundering heartbeat.

		When her silhouette filled the window by the door he stepped back into the darkness and waited. Soon the door opened and she stepped inside to the dark.

		He said, “Don’t touch the lights.”

		He saw her angle her head and knew she smiled. Blood pumped through him as if he’d sprinted. His heart pounded, his temples throbbed. In his shorts, his cock flexed and released, and flexed again. Electricity zipped through him; he felt alive and all-seeing. As much as he wanted the light on so he could see her beautiful face, the darkness served as a shroud for the lustiest thoughts he could imagine.

		I want to check that pussy.

		“You’re late,” he said.

		Kimmy flicked on the light, and he almost hissed like a vampire.

		In the lit foyer now, she studied him and he covered his erection. The glare of the light embarrassed him, and he stood with hands clutched between his legs, while his beautiful wife eyed him up and down.

		He watched her pink tongue slip past her perfect lips and wet her vermillion, then her white teeth clenched her plump lower lip. A look of guilt. He stiffened further.

		He said, “What happened to you?”

		She was too confident. A tidal wave of disappointment washed over him. He’d pictured demanding she spread her legs so he could examine her, but it was washed away. Kimmy was in control.

		She said, “I lost track of time.”

		“Lost track of time,” he said, scoffing, but still his heart thumping in wariness for what she would tease him with. She was home. She was safe. She hadn’t cheated on him, but she would say she had.

		“I lost track of time, Josh.”

		He scoffed again. “Doing what?”

		“Am I late?”

		Way too confident, standing in their front hall in complete command of his male hormones. She stood with her slight top, braless, her little titties thrust out against the fabric, begging to be sucked. And he was her man, and he would suck them.

		“What kind of excuse could you possibly have?” he said, reeling at the reality that this was his life, and this was the amazing woman he’d married.

		“He wanted to have a drink with me,” she said and took a step nearer.

		“You missed the sunset. Treat me like a fucking asshole, sitting here by myself waiting for you with the hot tub running.”

		She stood now in front of him, unbothered by his aggravation. And, holy fuck, it was turning him on. His cock was ready to shoot into orbit, and the best thing was Kimmy knew that and wanted it as well. He could already tell, despite his angst, she was ready to make this all about him.

		“Is the hot tub running?”

		“It’s off now. It’s late.”

		“I told you to have it running when I got home.”

		“I did, but you never came home.”

		“I’m home now,” she said, brow lowering.

		“I was supposed to keep it running forever?”

		She slunk closer to him, and her sensuality was undeniable. She whispered, “I wanted to get in the tub with you.”

		Defiant, he said, “And I wanted you home before the sun set.”

		“I’m here now,” she said. An unacceptable answer.

		“You are,” he said. “Why are you late?”

		“Time slipped away,” she said, unperturbed.

		He whispered, “Slipped away how?”

		“We got to talking.”

		He looked at her revealing top. “Your boss practically saw your tits.”

		She chuckled. “He saw my tits, Josh.” Unabashed, unafraid. Her lack of fear frightened him.

		Out of the blue he said the most crass thing he could imagine: “I bet he came in his pants.” Then: “Sorry.”

		“Sorry about what?”

		“Being so crude.”

		She looked down at her top. “You think these little things would make him come?”

		In a firm and demanding tone, he said, “Show me them.”

		Kimmy was quick to oblige. She tugged down one side of her top and exposed the hardened bud of a nipple. “Be crude with me, Josh. Devlin sure was.”

		The mention of Devlin’s name burned in him, and his hands clenched into fists at his sides.

		The feeling was intense. Incredible.

		Now she said, “And I’m going to be crude with you.”

		He flexed his fists again, staring into her eyes. She smiled, and he couldn’t help smiling too. They both straightened their faces. Laughing now would ruin this. He did his best to look imposing. Assuming the role of a possessive husband. Standing in a hall in a rented villa in the Caribbean—a place he could never have imagined he’d be. In a situation he never imagined he could handle. But he was handling it. And more, he was enjoying it. Enjoying it with his wife.

		Now Kimmy turned her side to him, leaned her back next to the mango-painted wall beside the louvered doors of the closet. She turned her face to him, and bit her lower lip again.

		He approached her, faced her. She looked into his eyes. He put his hands on the wall on either side of her head and got very close to her. “I want to know what my wife was doing with another man for an hour and a half.”

		“We were just talking,” she said, defiance in her tone.

		He looked down to the spaghetti strap of her black top hanging near her elbow. Her nipple had condensed to a hard brown stone.

		He looked into her eyes. “Did you fuck him?”

		“Of course not,” she said.

		“Then what were you doing for so long?”

		“Talking. I told you we were talking.”

		He licked his lower lip, sucked on it, fighting the urge to kiss her and fuck her right here in the hall. It was a strong urge, but then this amazing experience would be over.

		“I ran the hot tub. I had champagne waiting. Good champagne, I think.”

		“Devlin has excellent taste.” She said it stone-faced, but there was humor in the statement.

		He flashed a smile, then corrected himself. Returned his face to a stern and angry expression. “You’re my wife. I don’t like you out with him.”

		She writhed against the wall, and said, “Possessive Josh. I think I like Possessive Josh.” She tilted her chin toward him and it took everything he had not to kiss her.

		He said, “Can’t you see how crazy that would make me?”

		She bit her lower lip again and gave him a sly look. Then, a momentary break in their game: She raised both hands to his neck, ran her long thumbs on his jaw. She said, “You get one night like this. Make it worth it. Get it out of your system.”

		It was the opening he wanted. He said, “Show me your little pussy. I want to check to see if you’ve been fucked.” And he couldn’t believe the vulgar words that had just come out of his mouth. And wilder still was his timid and sweet Kimmy’s reaction. Her eyelashes fluttered like the words had turned her on. Her hands slipped from his neck, her nails dragging on his chest for a moment. Back still pressed to the wall, she looked down.

		He said, “Take off your panties.”

		It was like she didn’t hear him. Her eyes stayed down-turned, then she raised her face to his. “I’m not wearing any,” she said.

		His heart double-thudded in his chest and his knees went weak. “Not wearing any?”

		She shook her head no.

		“Did you wear panties to the restaurant?”

		She shrugged. It drove him insane. The mystery. The What if. Why was she so late? Why wasn’t she wearing panties? Maybe they just talked. Maybe she hadn’t been wearing panties all night. But in that skirt . . .?

		He said, “I’m going to run that hot tub. You’re going to get in, you’re going to sit on the edge and show me. Prove to me that you are faithful.”

		Her breaths came quicker and her eyes fluttered again. She said, “Check me now.”

		“You want to be close to the front door. When I find out he fucked you, it’s a short trip to the vehicle when I kick your skinny ass out of here.”

		She flashed a smile. Another momentary break in their game. But he wasn’t trying to be funny.

		She said, “If you want to check me. Get on your knees.”

		“I don’t get on my knees.”

		“I don’t accept demands to have my pussy inspected. Get on your knees. Or I’ll walk out of here. It’s an insult what you’re asking me.”

		He chuckled, and she showed the slightest smile again. Fuck it. He lowered his mouth to hers and kissed her.

		Then he kissed her neck and her collar, lowering. Pausing to suckle on the exposed nipple. Then he got on his knees before her. She widened her stance and looked down on him.

		He took the hem of her light skirt and slowly worked it up her toned thighs. Bit by bit, until the thatch of her pubic hair was exposed. He raised the hem higher, and in the hallway light could see her vulva exposed to him, her tawny mound furred with sparse black pubic hair, a wriggled split of brownish sex flesh. His stomach quivered with butterflies. He closed his eyes and bit at the flesh of her inner thigh. She gasped and sighed and her nails went through his hair. He kissed and bit his way to her center seam, her pubic hair tickling at his nose. He kissed her there, at her commissure.

		She smelled of sex.

		He kissed her there again, and said, “I think you fucked him.”

		“Don’t be crazy, Josh,” she whispered, and when he looked up saw her chest heaving with excited breath.

		“I think you did,” he said. “You smell like sex.”

		“That’s impossible,” she said, and scratched his scalp with her nails. He moved his hands closer between her legs till his thumbs pressed into her split and separated it, folding back the wings of her opening. He looked at the twisted pink yoke of her vagina. Imagined the insanity of seeing semen pool in those beautiful folds. “You’re stretched,” he said, though he didn’t believe it.

		“Josh, if I fucked him . . .”

		“Say it.”

		“I don’t think I could walk after that.”

		His cock twitched and throbbed, and he felt the propulsion of lubrication through his shaft.

		“His penis is so big,” she said.

		He groaned, then dove his mouth forward and fully engulfed that small, narrow opening of hers. Pressed his tongue into her canal, used his mouth to put pressure on the bulb of her clit. She tasted of salt. Tasted of sex. She’d been worked up by their game. Worked up into a wild arousal. He moaned and groaned as he ate her out. His breath snorted through her pubic hair, and soon Kimmy was gyrating her hips and thrusting her sex into his tongue. She began to gasp and squeak above him, and she grabbed fistfuls of his hair and her thighs trembled. He sucked her harder. Sucked and pushed his tongue as deep into her as it would go.

		She began to sing soft, tremulous sounds, and then pulled tight the grip on his hair until it hurt. She gasped, “I’m gonna come . . . I’m gonna come, Josh, don’t stop . . .”

		His heart beat loud drums in his ears, and he reached his hands around to grab her small round buttocks. He grabbed them hard and shoved his tongue deeper. His middle finger went into the split of her ass, and he pushed it against her sphincter. She cried out. Her hands lashed from his hair and beat fists against the wall. She cried and cried. And then she came. Came so beautiful he couldn’t even believe it.

		He spread his tongue wide and lapped against her as her weight sagged against the wall, her legs going out wider, her knees jellying. And then the tinkle of her arousal on his nose and his forehead. He looked up, eyelashes fluttering as her spritzing continued, and he watched her face twist as long as he could while she came and came again.

		When at last she was done, he worked the point of his tongue in gentle strokes against her engorged split. The strength in her legs returned and she looked down, caressed his hair and said, “Did you taste him? Did you taste Devlin’s cock?”
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		Cheap Talk

		

		As he rose, Kimmy gripped his hair again and brought him to stand before her. They looked into each other’s eyes. Both of their pupils darted back and forth, both of them struggling to comprehend what this was all about. No, they were past that now. They knew what it was about. They just didn’t know the how. How do they navigate through this? “One night,” she’d said. Get it out of your system. Plus encouragement, like she was ready for anything.

		He took her mouth. With the mouth he’d just used to eat her out, make her come, and make her sprinkle. It had been so easy. Kimmy was so primed. Sure, she could say this was all about him, but if he pressed her, she couldn’t deny that it was driving her wild too. He kissed, and took her tongue, pulled back and said, “Do you taste him, too?”

		The horribleness of what he’d said rang between them. But this was one night only. Only while they were in Cayman. And Kimmy had just proven she was eager and willing.

		“Yeah,” she gasped, let go his hair and hugged his neck. She kissed him hard in return, pushed her tongue deep in his mouth. He sucked while the slippery thing wriggled against his own.

		He pushed down his pants and his cock sprang free between them. Kimmy pushed him back. She said, “Tell me what you want,” her tone hurried and desperate. She gripped his cock and he almost fell to his knees again. Eyes fluttering, he supported his weight with two hands on either side of her once more, and she looked in his eyes and stroked his thundering erection. She said, “Tell me.”

		“Let’s make it bad,” he said, his heart soaring with hope.

		“Tell me what you want to hear,” she said.

		“Tell me the worst. Tell me the worst thing you can.”

		She kissed him again, let his cock go and hugged his neck, clinging to him. He wheeled her from the wall, walking her clumsily backward, deeper into the villa, not even knowing where he was heading. He wanted her on the ground, wanted her laying down. The couch, where? Out the back? The hot tub...

		But Kimmy grabbed his T-shirt with both hands as they passed through the living room and wrestled him onto the couch. She got on top of him, straddling his thighs, his cock pointed upright. Off ripped her tank top, small perfect breasts jiggling. She fell toward him, hugged his head against her, and he sucked each nipple in turn. They were full and engorged; thicker than he’d felt them before.

		She panted above him. “Tell me what you want to hear. Just tell me, baby, I don’t want to get it wrong.”

		He wished she would do it without asking. Wished she could push his buttons without being told. She’d done it before. this time though was different. She was right. With how he felt about Devlin, and the things about their past he’d revealed this weekend, his wife was taking care with his dark fantasy. The thought of saying it out loud twisted his stomach, but if he wanted it, he had to say it.

		“You fucked him. Tell me you fucked him.” He hid the spoken words by moving his mouth to bite and kiss her long elegant neck.

		Kimmy wasn’t rattled. “Call me a bad name,” she whispered. like she could get off on this too.

		“Yeah?”

		“Call me a bad name, Josh. If I did that, what would you call me?” She writhed her body against his.

		“Slut. Tell me you fucked him, you slut.”

		“Pull my hair and fuck me.”

		He pushed his hands down her hips trying to figure out how to remove her skirt. She wriggled, arched her back, put a hand behind and undid the zip. He shoved the skirt down her thighs, her ass and pussy bared. He stroked a hand over her rump, dove a finger against her sphincter, and pushed. She growled, bit his lip then humped her hips against him.

		“Fucking tell me you want this,” she said.

		He grunted into her neck. “Why were you so late?”

		“We were—”

		“You weren’t talking.” He bit her neck now.

		“We weren’t talking,” she said.

		“So don’t lie to me.”

		“Tell me what you want to hear,” she said.

		He said, “You know what I want,” and thrusted her on the couch, pushing up one shoulder, getting on top of her, his wife’s legs kicking up and him getting between them. Hips wedged between her open thighs, he pressed his cock against her slippery pussy. She yowled with lust and bared her teeth, her head thrashing on the couch cushion.

		He said, “I’m not stupid. Tell me what you did.”

		“I played you,” she said.

		“And I thought we were playing him.”

		Kimmy thrashed her head more, pumped her hips against him, wanting him inside her. But he kept the point of his erection held back, teasing her now as much as she teased him.

		“You know what I want to hear.”

		“Tell me,” she grunted.

		“I told you. Tell me what you did.”

		She looked right in his eyes and spat, “I fucked him, Josh. Is that what you want to hear?”

		“You’re a slut.”

		“Pull my hair.”

		He growled then, gripped a handful of her hair, wanting to hurt her but loving her way too much, caressing the side of her head and kissing her hairline, drawing back his erection and finding her opening with ease. His hardness pushed against her slit and entered the heat of her wet velvet interior. His rock hard iron sunk deep inside her sticky canal with no resistance. She said, “He fucked me so good, he fucked me loose.”

		“You’re a cheating whore,” he whispered.

		“I can’t help it,” she said through bared teeth.

		“You let him do whatever he wants to you.”

		“He’s so hot.”

		“He’s a piece of shit, and you know it,” he said, stabbing into her faster and harder.

		“He’s a piece of shit, but he’s a millionaire, Josh, and his body, his face, that huge penis, he could get me to do anything.”

		“Not you,” he said.

		“Yes, me,” she said, “even me. Devlin gives me what you can’t.”

		A cyclone whirled inside him, and his consciousness blotted white for a moment. A fucking dead bull’s-eye. His fucking wife figured him out. Things he never knew about himself exposed to light and accepted. Things of his youth he kept hidden—trauma and abuse, bullying, and hiding—the yin and yang of now.

		He stroked her neck and said, “How can you be with him?”

		“He’s so hot,” she said and bit his collar.

		Now he thrashed, and he thrust deeper, and she said, “Give it to me, Josh, don’t hold back—try to fuck me like Devlin did.”

		He powered into her, all the muscles in his arms cabling. Slick with sweat, their hot bodies slipped together. Both of them panted hot air, and still he fucked her, the echoes of the awful things she said in his ears.

		How awful it was this turned him on. How awful Kimmy knew this about him, but how wonderful it was to be accepted. To be accommodated. To be loved.

		He growled until his growl became words. Grabbed her hands then, and held them over her head saying, “You’re such a fucking whore.”

		“I’m his whore,” she said, tilting up her chin.

		He kissed her, rolled his hips against hers, feeling the pressure building in his balls. Kimmy had turned herself on with this tale, the slickest sound of suction between her legs as he stabbed his hardness into her over and over again. And she reacted with lust.

		She could say what she wanted, say that Josh wasn’t the same in bed, wasn’t as good; she could make up how amazing Devlin Stone fucked her. But the truth was Josh made her come with his tongue. And he was about to make her come with his cock. Kimmy enjoyed this as much as he did. His dark fantasy touched the same buttons in his wife.

		They were meant for each other—

		Then, a mild panic: he didn’t want this to end. Wanted to do it every time. “One time only” wouldn’t be enough.

		So now his brain fumbled with compliments, struggled to find a way to make this hotter for her than for him. To make it about Kimmy.

		He looked down on her exquisite frame; the long, lithe, and well-toned body that showed every cup, every swell of lean womanhood. He said, “I can’t believe you’d give this to him. He doesn’t deserve it.”

		“Deserve this?” Her hands swept her naked stomach, and he admired the curve of her long, graceful fingers. “Maybe Devlin’s the type of man who really does deserve it.”

		It brought a hitch in his breath and a bounce to his stomach. It hurt. How did she know so well to navigate this strange quagmire of his sexuality? How was it that she knew how to press the buttons that brought the sharpest response?

		He dropped over her, hiding the hurt, and hating the detachment he saw in her eyes. This was a performance for Kimmy; she only played a role. That role was to dominate him, say hurtful things, or things that complimented another man. A man he hated. “Devlin doesn’t give a shit about you, Kimmy. He fucked you, but then what?” His cock pulsed inside her tightness and it got her gasping.

		“I don’t care if he wants me or loves me or hates me. In fact it’s hotter if I’m nothing to him but a fantastic fuck.”

		Fantastic fuck? Her voice echoed in whispering poison through his mind. She was playing his game but how was it she could be so dirty? How would his innocent Kimmy find the knowledge to play so well the cheating cock-hungry vixen? Did she read books, did she watch porn?

		“That’s what he called you? That’s what he called my beautiful wife, a fantastic fuck?”

		“Mm,” she moaned luxuriously, then, putting her arms around his neck and showing him her long throat, she purred, “I fucked him so good, Josh, he said that’s what happens when a woman doesn’t get fucked right for so long, she just goes wild . . .”

		Fuck. He grunted and panted and thrust into her over and over again, his balls sizzling, feeling squeezed and clamped, his semen wanting to rocket out of him and into her hot belly. The words hurt so bad. They were perfect but his fragile mind refused them, refused the altruistic source. Kimmy was playing with him, trying so hard to give her husband the kinky thrill he wanted. Feeling him out the whole time, wanting to know what it was he wanted to hear, wanting to get it right. But he was afraid to tell her. Afraid to hear his own voice utter such shameful requests. And yet when his intelligent wife began firing her rifle and pinging red dot bull’s eyes, he had to twist her kindness, wrestle it into something nefarious. But, fuck, she was hitting him so hard right now. Every secret shame and humiliation were being lit up by his wife’s laser-sight. It was like he couldn’t escape her; her words had rocked him. But instead of enjoying it, letting his anxiety go and taking advantage of something Kimmy offered up for one night only, his dark thoughts sought ways to find truth in her words:

		She knew how to hit him good because she’d watched porn. She knew how to hit him good because these things she said were actual thoughts she’d had on her husband’s inability to rock her world in the bedroom.

		But you do rock her. You make her squirt. What if you’re a stud, what if this turns her on and you’re getting the thing you wanted so bad but never knew could exist in reality?

		Or what if—

		Now she chuckled, running her nails on the backs of his arms. “You’re so hard right now,” she whispered, her eyes closed.

		It returned him to the here-and-now reality. His thrusting slowed and he eased back, lifted her knees to her shoulders, Kimmy smiling (but not exactly out of her mind with passion). He withdrew and rolled her over onto her side, and she tilted her pelvis to show him her pussy. He folded over her, never taking his eyes off her perfect face, pushing the point of his spear into the hot slick sandwich of her folds and pushed inside her again. Only a small whimper. If Devlin put his horse cock into her, she would squeal with delight.

		So tell her that.

		He didn’t want to. Didn’t want to say it. His brow lowered and he wondered why in hell he just couldn’t enjoy the things he was given.

		Devlin said Guys like you never ask for what you want and when you don’t get it you blame everyone else.

		Fucking asshole.

		He didn’t ask for Kimmy. He wanted to be with her forever and they dated and he worked and she fell in love with him. He never had to ask.

		Near her ear, eyes still open and watching her pouted lips, he said, “You tricked me.”

		“How did I trick you, baby?” Her voice was a thin and high whisper.

		“Told me to suggest walking on the beach.”

		“Yeah, I tricked you.”

		“Made me look like a fool.”

		“You didn’t have to do what I asked.”

		“I didn’t know you would humiliate me like that.”

		“It’s all part of the game, baby,” she said.

		“But you did it for real.”

		“You loved it,” she purred, and began to swivel her ass, screwing it against his cock, wanting him to keep fucking her.

		He began thrusting again, hands planted on either side of her, Kimmy on her side.

		Devlin suspected what they were up to. And still he let her go off with him. That was so dangerous. What if Devlin had made a move? He’d put his wife right in the path of the most dangerous predator.

		It’s all part of the game, baby.

		He said, “Devlin told me you check him out at work.”

		She coughed a scoffing chuckle. “How do I check him out?”

		He gritted his teeth against what he wanted to say. His neck muscles flexing, his brow getting lower and tighter. He grimaced, said, “You look at his cock in his pants.”

		“Oh,” she laughed. Bit her lower lip. Humped her ass back against him. Wanting to get fucked. “Sometimes I do.”

		Sometimes I do?

		“You check out his dick?”

		She pulled both lips between her teeth and hummed, “Mmm-hm.”

		This brought the heat of rage up his back. He felt his neck and chest flush. But his cock throbbed inside her; absolutely ached, stretched to its largest possible proportion. And Kimmy loved it, drawing in air, looking lusty, humping it.

		He pushed deep inside her and she moaned. He said, “You can see his cock in his pants?”

		“Sometimes,” she said, eyes still closed, his wife still not looking at him—maybe thinking of Devlin. She clutched his arm like she was getting off too much on this. “I can tell the days he didn’t put on underwear.”

		Oh, fuck, the hurt was exquisite. Too much to bear. His balls rolled around and he fought the urge to come. He pulled out of her, scooted back, regarded her.

		Beautiful, naked, sexy. Dirty. Kimmy was dirty.

		His heart squished with pain and injury, and a rolling ball of sick jealousy careened through his stomach and knocked down all his pins. He felt small and weak and powerless. He felt bested. Kimmy checked out Devlin for real. His wife really did try to see his bully’s big cock, and Devlin knew she looked.

		While Kimmy got up on her elbows, looking for him, he said, “You can?”

		Kimmy’s eyes met his, her expression puzzled, unsure what to say. Her open mouth closed. Her lips slimmed.

		She thought long on how she would answer.

		At last: “Yeah, I can.”
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		Dear Truth

		

		He reeled, but Kimmy pursued him. His expression was ratcheted open in loose disdain, as if his wife just told him she liked to eat vomit or she watched snuff videos.

		Craziest thing was what she’d just confessed was an awful admission on the same level as the others—it was just something that thrilled him to hear. And Kimmy had felt encouraged to reveal. He recoiled not from Kimmy, but from his own shocking perversity.

		She sat up, reaching for him—and in that second he saw a flip away of her gaze, like a mother with an irritable child on the edge of a tantrum. That’s what he was. Hurt by her words, he recoiled, and at the touch of pain he sought to lash out. Or maybe throw up a shield.

		Though Kimmy only showed concern in her features now, he knew it masked the sheer endurance it was taking trying to figure out what the fuck turned her husband on and if any of this was worth it for her.

		And he laughed. Laughed at himself, at the ridiculous situation. In the Caribbean. With the woman he loved. Playing dirty games with her. He turned his face away and palmed it, groaning into his hand. Kimmy had pursued him all the way to the other side of the couch where he recoiled. Why would he want to hurt her? Why would he want to hurt her feelings when all she was doing was fucking entertaining him?

		“What is it?” she said, and the hesitant glee in her voice instantly made him feel better. That was what he needed more than anything right now, and definitely a much better option than a fight—especially when he was naked and erect.

		She’d chased after him, worried she’d done something wrong, and now his laughter had her hoping she’d done something right. And the truth was she had.

		Face still shielded, he said, “That one got me.”

		A soft chuckle. “It did?”

		“Got me pretty good,” he said, and shifted aside his hand, peeping at her hovering above him, a faint smile soothing the otherwise worried pinch to her features. Smiling at her eased the embarrassment of his weak reaction to her admission. But it still hurt.

		Now Kimmy pried his hand away from his face. Her fingers were hot and feverish. A moment ago she’d been fucking him while his thrusts grew weak and impotent over hearing what he truly wanted her to tell him. Kimmy was horny. She liked this game.

		Don’t ruin it.

		He chuckled and groaned a sound of wounding. “They’ve all been good, but, wow, that . . . really got me.”

		“Got you good?”

		He decided to be honest. “I’m not sure. But I think so.”

		He opened his posture to her, rolling to lay his back flat on the couch seat, shimmying his legs so he could get under Kimmy. Proof of how well that revelation wound his crank: His cock was crowbar straight and bursting. It barely wagged it was so stiff, right down to his butthole. It felt good to expose himself to her after such a psychic blast, to open his arms out and bare his chest and throat to her when she made him feel so vulnerable. He loved her and trusted her, and she was far more than a guy like him ever deserved.

		“You ready for more?” Now is wife saw him this way, it was like she knew he was putty in her hand. And there was no denying there was an aspect to this play that she enjoyed. Was it the control? the taboo, the dirtiness? Did she like fantasizing about Devlin? Did it give her license to put her sexy boss in her sexual consideration? What was the harm, anyway? Devlin was hot. An asshole, but hot. Rich, too. And hung. And he’d purposely showed that impressive manhood to his lawyer today.

		Admit it: you fucking love it.

		Kimmy straddled him, face overtop of his, her silky black waves hanging around his face. He’d waited an hour for her to come home. She’d done it on purpose. What did she do for an hour while she knew she was tormenting him? Did she really have drinks with Devlin? He didn’t think it was likely. Did she go sit by the beach parked in her car?

		He said, “Give it to me,” and showed her a brave face.

		Her eyes stayed on his as she adjusted her position, reached between them and angled his cock. She smiled, said, “You’re really big right now.”

		A compliment. And she meant it. And yes, he couldn’t possibly be harder.

		The truth had done that. The truth hit him ten times harder than fantasy. She could play around with him and say awful, dreadful things a husband should never want to hear from his wife, but no matter how grandiose her kinky claims could be, a sliver of nasty truth showing in her white wall of innocence was somehow a multitude more powerful.

		He locked eyes as she settled his hard tip into her opening, then steadied herself with palms on his chest as she sank him inside her. His eyes fluttered, but didn’t close.

		When she settled in his lap with every inch he had inside her tightness, they both began to rock their hips and their breaths grew slow and heavy. She felt so hot and luxurious on her insides. But the truth of her confession had his focus now, and as much fun as it would be to think of Devlin fucking her, Devlin’s huge cock inside this tight slick space, all he wanted to know was the actual aberrant thoughts his Kimmy might have.

		So he wanted to set her on that path. “Tell me that’s true.”

		“What’s true?”

		“You can tell what days he didn’t put on underwear.”

		Kimmy’s mouth hung open while she panted. Everything he read on her face now was reluctant, hesitant.

		“That’s what I really want to hear, Kimmy. You do check him out?”

		“He told you that?”

		“He’s taunting me. I can take it. I’m a big boy.” With that he pulsed his hips, getting her lifting up a little and forcing another millimeter of the best erection he would ever garner into her.

		“It’s not bad, Josh,” she whispered.

		“Tell me the truth, Kimmy. I mean it. It’s what’s making me so hard right now.” His tone was soothing and compassionate. He didn’t want her to think he was setting her up, laying a trap so he could win a point against her. That would serve no purpose, and she didn’t deserve a juvenile husband who couldn’t manage his own kink. He put his hands over hers where they were flat on his chest. He stroked his thumbs on her thin wrists.

		“It’s not bad,” she repeated.

		“I don’t think it’s bad,” he reassured her, working his hips in protracted gyrations.

		When she still said no more (how things changed when she had to utter truth instead of rambled fantasy), he said, “What’s different on those days?”

		Her mouth opened and closed. Her hips rocked. It felt so good and sticky inside her. Kimmy riding him slow while he was this hard was the most exquisite feeling, and he wished it could last for hours.

		“I don’t check him out.”

		“But you know when he’s not wearing underwear . . .”

		She nodded and a sweet liquid thrill raced up his back like freezing cold silver lighting. His heart raced and he began to chuckle breathily.

		“Don’t, Josh,” she said and looked away like she was embarrassed. He wanted to come inside her right now so bad. For this whole weekend she’d been the tigress who had his balls in her grip, her hot hunky boss lurking around, then showing up here and having dinner with them. He’d been struggling with the dynamics to be second most important in the group, and his wife had helped him toy with the dynamics that twisted a dark sexual part of him. But right here, right now, chasing this truth out of her showed off how the Kimmy-in-charge was a fabrication. Now when she had to be honest, she’d been reduced to the sweet college-Kimmy who liked to wear sweatshirts and watch K-dramas.

		“Tell me, Kimmy,” he urged. “You look?”

		“Not on purpose, Josh.”

		“How then?”

		“Sometimes you can’t miss it.”

		He squeezed his butt muscles and lifted her right off the couch again, biting his lower lip and showing her a face that showed he liked this. Kimmy made a soft squeal of delight. He caressed her hands, saying, “What do you mean?”

		“I don’t check him out, but sometimes it’s like he . . . presents it.”

		“And you look?”

		“Like I said, I can’t not see it.”

		“You’re looking there.”

		“Stop, Josh,” she laughed and hid her face again.

		“Kimmy, Kimmy, wait, come on, this is it, this is perfect. This is what I really want to hear. You asked me so you would do it right. This is it.”

		“It is?” Her eyes went to black lines as she scrunched up her nose.

		“Come on, be a sport. I swear . . .”

		She sagged against him, her hands slipping off his chest as she lowered then and hugged his head. She kissed his neck and he rubbed his hands on her smooth lean back.

		“I’m not looking, but I can see it sometimes. I think I can . . .”

		“You think?”

		She raised her head up, her face just inches above him. “I don’t know what it is I’m looking at.”

		He frowned to show incomprehension.

		She sighed at how difficult it was for her to express. “I don’t know what’s a ball . . . and what’s . . .”

		“Oh wow, a ball and what . . .?”

		More cute feature scrunching. “And like maybe the . . . head part.”

		Again his heart raced quicker and he drew in a deep breath. “You look that hard?”

		“No,” she said, almost laughing.

		“Tell me.”

		She settled, forced herself to relax, got her hands on his chest again, her weight getting his hard cock right inside her deep. Her face showed she liked the depth a moment, then she got back to task. “There’s just a bulge, and I’ve never seen his penis or anything, but I can see— Okay, on days he doesn’t wear underwear it’s not a bulge, it, like, hangs down his pant leg and when he sits it squashes against his pants. I don’t know if it’s his balls or his penis.” She showed him a steady So there you have it expression, her scrunched mouth twisted to one side.

		It was perfect, but he held back the gushing, instead pushing his hands down on where her thighs met her hips and shoving his cock into her deep, raising her up. She moaned a quick sound of pleasure. Kimmy liked it deep.

		“You like it deep, huh?”

		She nodded in quick jabs and bit her lower lip.

		“Devlin’s caught you looking—”

		“I register it, I’m not looking at it.” She scowled, though her eyes were closed.

		“He loves you checking it out.”

		She whined, “What did he say to you?”

		“He’s just taunting me.”

		“Josh, did he really say that to you?”

		“Never mind, Kimmy.”

		“No, really, it’s important. He’s my boss.”

		“He’s more than your boss and you know it.”

		That startled her a bit and brought her out of her lustful reverie, getting her eyes to focus on him. “What do you mean?”

		“He hired you because he knows you from school. He thinks you’re hot and he wants to see you every day. This is second to the fact that he knows you’re a top-notch lawyer and worth every penny. But we both know he gets a kick out of me being your husband and don’t tell me he doesn’t want to fuck you.”

		“Josh,” she said, offended but playful. “Don’t you want to hear what I did when I dropped him off?”

		“I think this truth is way hotter than anything you can make up . . .”
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		Full Size

		

		Josh’s lust for the truth revealed a certain aspect of his own truth. The biggest fantasy she could conjure paled next to the smallest truth. And what did that mean?

		To her it meant one thing: her husband’s kink was entrenched, and she was probably only seeing its surface.

		He reared up from his cowering spot on the corner of the couch and she moved rearward, back to where they’d began. Drawing him to her, Josh pursuing, chasing after the source of his wellspring of sexual fulfillment. She was the source from which the timid deer of Josh’s psyche would come to lap.

		She whispered, “You like that?” Got on her back, let her husband assume his dominant position. She’d flashed to him the thing he wanted, and now that he knew what she could deliver, she’d riled her husband’s hidden inner predator. He felt safe with her, and secure enough to fluff up his masculinity and wear it proudly. Something he feared to do when he was in Devlin’s presence. Or some other Devlin-like men, too—she’d seen it before and never thought of it until Devlin’s talk of power that night she’d finally submitted to him. There in the luxurious cocktail lounge belly of the beast where she’d committed her carnal sin, Devlin had laid out to her Josh’s self-defeating prophecies and his magnetic pull of the strong-willed. His weakness—no, not weakness, that was unfair and cruel; timidity—drew other’s verdant power to fill the vacuum of Josh’s bleached desert. But Josh had a spark. She’d seen it. He’d showed it. He’d stood up to his tormentor. Done it right in front of her. And today, stripping down in front of Devlin and revealing his smaller cock and not caring. That Josh excited her. Made her happy. Why? Easy, because she loved him, and his happiness was her happiness.

		“Do I like my slutty wife checking out her boss’s package?” He smiled and watched through narrow eyes. Between his crouched legs his cock stuck out ramrod straight. That was exciting too.

		“I need you to fuck me.”

		“‘Cause you’re thinking of your boss’s package?”

		He wanted truth. “I’m thinking how I like your dick this hard.” She reached down and gripped it underhanded, stroked right to his base till the ring of her thumb and index finger pushed into his pubic patch and squashed his balls. He was harder than ever. His cock was hot and steely, the skin stretched till it shone. It was wet from her, but as she squeezed and pushed, a long stream of his pre-come spewed and fell on her thigh. It was such a turn on. It turned her on so much to see him this hard, to know some dark sliver of her husband might be roused by his wife’s badness. Even when he thought she only fantasized for his benefit, he was turned on, but when he thought she checked out Devlin’s dick in his pants, he turned into a bawdy demon.

		Josh tucked his chin down to look at her grip on his cock. he was over her on hands and knees, she was on her back. She kissed the top of his head and gave his dick a few short strokes.

		For the moment, he was aroused by her comments on his hardness and dirty talk from her mouth. In her hand was a penis she loved but was truly maybe half the size of his bully’s. Would dirty fantasy talk be worth it, or was there a bigger play? One that would make both their lives better.

		“You’ve never felt this big before,” she whispered, now stroking his dick lovingly and making him shudder.

		His face returned to hers, a look of satisfaction there, enjoying the way she played his game.

		“You like it bigger?”

		The truth. “I like it bigger.”

		“Am I big enough for you?” He began to curl his hips, humping his cock through her closed hand. She worked with him.

		“Maybe.”

		“Maybe not?”

		“You satisfy me.”

		He showed an amused shocked expression—not offended or hurt, thinking she was playing along. “Did I go deeper?”

		She nodded and smiled, still stroking.

		“Kimmy likes it deep.”

		She said, “Kimmy does.”

		“But if that’s true . . .”

		Did he really want to go there? “Then . . .?”

		Still humping her grip with his steely rod, he said, “Maybe deeper would satisfy you more.”

		Now she showed a comical shocked expression. She chastised him in a gentle sing-song: “Jo-osh.” His cock flexed and more shining pre-come drizzled to her naked thigh. She aimed his tip to her sex and showed him a needy face. “I want you so bad right now.”

		“Because it’s so big and hard?” His voice was an airy whisper, and his mouth came near hers, but diverted to the side of her neck and kissing her just below her ear, suckling and biting. Her nipples tightened hard.

		She whispered back: “I want it big and hard, Josh.”

		He chuckled happily, positioning himself at last between her legs.

		Low, he said, “How deep do you like it?”

		“Real deep,” she said. And she did.

		That got his cock flexing again, and she looked between them to see it leaking onto her stomach. She let go his erection and touched a finger to the slick spot on her skin and ran circles on her own stomach. Josh looked between them to see what she was doing.

		She said, “I want it this deep,” and showed him just below her navel with a slippery fingertip. Right about where she felt Devlin’s cock head when she was wet and worked in. “That’s how deep I want it.”

		Then Josh—who clearly enjoyed this erotic demonstration of the depth where she liked getting fucked—rolled his hips a quarter turn and pressed the base of his erection against the split of her sex, making a soft sticky crackle.

		He pressed his erection to lay on the flat of her belly and said, “I don’t think I can get that deep.”

		She looked to his cock, about three or four inches short of his bully’s big cock. “I know who could get that deep.” Again, not a lie. A truth.

		“Oh, fuck, Kimmy,” he groaned, reared back his butt, pushed his fingertips to guide his iron member into her pussy and drove it slowly inside her. He was hard enough to hurt for a second.

		“Oh, wow, Josh, mm, you feel so good.” She caressed his chest, his neck, then cupped a cheek. “Kiss me.”

		His mouth met hers and she gripped the back of his neck, kissed him hungrily while holding him in place. Down below they both humped against each other and his cock felt amazing right now.

		She broke the kiss, said, “I’m only going to let you fuck me when you’re this hard, baby.”

		“Shouldn’t be a problem, just . . .”

		“Check out Devlin’s big cock at work every day?”

		Josh uttered a squeezed groan like she’d plopped his balls into a vice and spun the lever. The reaction got her so crazy hot that her own canal gripped his cock tight and rippled its grip. “Oh fuck, Kimmy. I can’t believe you do that.”

		“I don’t. But now I will.”

		“Don’t you dare.”

		“You can’t stop me.”

		Josh’s pace quickened, and she put a hand on his hip to slow him. “Easy, slow, baby. I want this to last.”

		“Me too,” he muttered, controlled his thrusts again, looked between them, watched his cock going in and out of her. He shifted back, got over her, did an awkward move to wrangle her leg, lift it and twist her hips so he could get beside her while she lay on her back. Both her legs were over his hip and thigh.

		“Show me where you want it,” he said.

		With her fingertip, she showed him again the depth Devlin got inside her. On top of the wild and incredible sexual thrill that was happening right now, there was a liberation to the act. This was true. This was where it felt like Devlin’s cock reached. She was telling him. Telling her husband and her husband was legitimately getting off on it.

		“No one can get that deep,” Josh said playfully.

		“Oh yeah?” Devlin was the implication.

		Josh asked, “And where am I?”

		She stroked her fingers lower, just above her pubic patch. “Down here somewhere.”

		“Not even close.”

		“You feel good, Josh, you feel amazing.”

		“You’re only going to fuck me when I can get this hard.”

		“For sure.”

		“You know how to get me this hard,” he said.

		“I do,” she chuckled. Josh wanted this for more than just one night. That was where his words were seeking to direct her. Encouraging her to play along, get in the game with him; if you like my dick this hard, you should play my kinky game with me all the time.

		If she played the game, it would only be because Josh begged her to do it. And he would beg her.

		They both watched his cock slipping in and out of her. Josh was rigid, and she sucked her lips between her teeth, biting them, letting off little squeaks now to turn him on.

		His mouth went to her nipple, and she stroked his hair.

		This was the proudest—the strongest—she’d sensed from Josh since this whole thing began after she’d messed around with Devlin at the high school reunion. And maybe in a way it was the strongest she’d ever seen him. Not that he was weak—she didn’t think he was a weak man, not at all. Just he feared the application of his strength. Did Devlin rob her husband of that when her husband was just a boy?

		It seemed like it. The events since the end of summer seemed to tap a spike into the hurting tributary one could trace right back to its origin. That origin was Devlin.

		Josh internalized his fear of Devlin, normalized it, despite knowing inwardly—even at this adult age—he doesn’t have to. But in normalizing his fear of Devlin Josh gave Devin authority.

		If Josh confronted Devlin on Devlin’s terms, he wouldn’t win. In fact, wouldn’t he make Devlin stronger? Devlin—who’s convinced he’s right—would see Josh’s weak reprisal as proof that Josh is weak, just as Devlin always maintained. And would Josh gain respect or power? No. His effort would be wasted, and he’d only achieve the temporary illusion of power. He wouldn’t assume power over Devlin, only borrow it. Borrow as much as Devlin was amused enough to lend. And when it was depleted toward nothing? Josh would be rendered more helpless than before.

		She cupped Josh’s jawline and raised his face to look at her. She kissed him. She said, “You want me to check out his cock at work, you want me to do that?”

		Josh nibbled on her lower lip, closed his eyes and nodded.

		She said, “I saw it today, I’m going to know what’s his cock and what’s his balls.”

		“Fuck, Kimmy . . .”

		“You like that? You like me knowing what my boss’s penis looks like?”

		“I hate it.” He hissed the words through clenched teeth.

		“He showed it to me, Josh. He’s really proud of that thing.”

		“Fucking asshole.”

		“I guess he’s wanted me to see it for a long time, the way he sits at work, making it bulge out the fabric right in front of my face.”

		It was getting too much for Josh. He loved this. His thrusts came quicker and he was spewing his lube inside her. The sound of their mating grew wet and flatulent.

		“Slow, Josh, slow,” she whispered, pushing her thighs down to ease away from his thrusts. His shorter cock plopped free, and he had to push it in again with his fingers.

		“That’s better,” she whispered. “You like this game?”

		“Fuck, yes,” he said emphatically, and she chuckled.

		“Me too. . . . Josh?”

		“Yeah?”

		“Want me to look at it again?”

		“No way, mm,” he said, grunting and stabbing inside her.

		“You do,” she said and thumbed his earlobe.

		They kissed again, and she thought of dropping it. But the sex was hot, the sex was good. And there was a play toy between them. One she could use. Use hard. Devlin fucked her so good she didn’t want to lose him. And somewhere in Josh’s cobweb psyche there was a lever she was sure she could throw that would get him to ask her to fuck Devlin.

		“No fucking way,” he said, mad, all-male. She liked it.

		“I already saw it, baby. The damage is done.”

		“What are you saying?” His voice was tight, but still on the edge of humor. Thinking this was part of the game. And it was.

		“Look how hot it gets you.” She kissed his chin.

		“You just want my cock this hard.”

		“Am I that selfish?” She smiled.

		“Are you?”

		She shook her head no. “His penis was kind of weird, really, but maybe if I took another look at it you’d get hot.”

		“I don’t,” he said, chuckling, trying to look away.

		“Hey,” she said, chasing after him, making him look at her. “You know it does, and I think that is fucking hot.”

		“It’s you who makes me hot.” He was serious.

		“So next time, Josh, that Devlin shoves that big bulge in my face, what if . . .”

		Josh’s thrusts came faster, and this time she didn’t stop him.

		His breath came in quick chuffs; she had him on the edge of his seat. “What if, what if what? . . .”

		“I ask him to take it out and show me.”

		“Oh god,” Josh moaned and began to squirm against her. Her insides flooded with more pre-come.

		“You like that? Should I do that?”
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		Pictures of Her

		

		The image came to him of his wife with Devlin. Kimmy’s all dressed up for work, stern business wear, black suit, her gleaming hair pulled back and makeup on her face. Devlin’s with her and it’s late in the day, late enough that all the secretaries have gone home, and the other lawyers and exec hotshots, so it’s only the two of them alone in the office. Devlin’s confident and sneering, knowing Kimmy is josh’s wife, and that Josh’s wife has been checking out the bulge in his pants, which he presents to her as often as he can. A reminder that her husband doesn’t have this thing that so many women crave. The way he’s seated with his butt on the corner edge of the desk pushed his meat against the fine wool fabric so that it’s clearly visible to Kimmy. Kimmy is seated in front of him, one leg crossed over the other, showing off her crazy long legs. She’s got a notepad on her thigh and jotting things down as Devlin relates to her some milestones he needs met. Only tonight, Devlin thinks, Josh’s wife sure is taking advantage of this great display of his manhood. Devlin is thinking how she must have enjoyed that Cayman flash, must have got a good look at his swinging meat and was curious. And just as Devlin thinks how much he loves that shit-head Josh’s wife checking out his huge sex organ, Josh’s wife tells him to pull it out and show it to her again.

		“Fuck, Kimmy,” he grunted now, “ah, mm, shit, I can’t hold on . . .”

		“Slow, Josh, slow, easy, easy, make this last.”

		While his pulse thundered a whooshing sound in his ears, he did what she told him. Pushing in a little and holding, not letting this all run away from him.

		Kimmy looked incredible. She’d got a little sun today, but not much. Jus enough to bring a brownish blush to her tawny cheeks. She was enjoying this too. They were both enjoying playing this game. He watched her perfect mouth with its sharp divot at her philtrum; the way they curled, the padding of them. She was too far to kiss, but he imagined taking her now, getting between her legs and fucking her while they made out—but slowed his racing mind again, centering himself in the hear and now, the reality of the dirty talk game they were playing and how incredible his wife was to play along.

		Her hands requested his hands, and they locked them together, his right wrist bent awkwardly with her long skinny fingers between his. The other hand she led between her thighs, to where their engorged and wet sexes were combined, and the erection he had impaled inside her—though at the angle they mated he couldn’t get the most satisfying penetration. For a woman who was dirty-talking about depth, she sure was limiting his ability. All part of the game. And he loved it. Would love anything she could come up with.

		With her hand overtop of his, he rubbed against her clit and asked her: “What would you say to him?”

		She drew in a quick whispering inhale and it roused him. It was like the idea of being so naughty was now playing out in her innocent mind, like his wife was picturing the same scenario at work he was right now. She was picturing it too.

		She said, “I don’t know . . .”

		“Sure you do, tell me . . .”

		Kimmy chuckled, bit her lips and moaned, closed her eyes. Picturing it. Fucking picturing it.

		“I’d say something like, ‘You sure want me to notice it, don’t you?’”

		“He’d play unaware.” In a deep imitation of Devlin’s voice: “Notice what?”

		Kimmy chuckle-moaned now. Eyes still closed, playing out a home movie in her mind’s eye, recreating what she’d seen Devlin flashing her, trying to picture what it would look like, pants unzipped, Devlin’s hand tugging out that skin monster and letting it dangle.

		He said, “You’re picturing it?”

		“No,” she laughed. But she was.

		He said, “You sure, because you are so wet right now.” With that he gave her a pretty good stab, deep enough to squash his scrotum against her pussy.

		“You think he would show me if I asked?”

		That got his stomach cabling, and he wanted to warn her that she was making it very hard for him not to come if she was going to role-play this kinky scenario with him. “What do you think?” he asked, breaking up.

		“He’d show me,” she said, those pouting lips showing a wide smile he loved to see.

		“Damn right he would, he’d unzip that thing before you were done asking.” They shared some breathy laughter, Kimmy’s bouncing tummy getting her slippery grip on him swirling on his super-sensitive cock head right now. There was such a crazy connection he felt to her, such a bonding in a moment like this. This was mutual honesty without fear of reprisal. She could say any kinky shit she thought of and he wouldn’t use it against her. Not anymore. This was too expensive a gift to look for faults within. Now wife would offer such wild and uneasy kink satiation to their husband. He hoped she knew that; hoped she knew she was safe with him. He had some growing up to do, and he had to take responsibility for how his mind worked. Up till now he resisted this because in a dream he imagined Devlin had taunted him like he knew deep down Josh’s secret desires. He’d been fighting it because he wouldn’t submit to Devlin. But the truth was this turned him on. He’d become triggered to rage against his blameless wife, attributing to her the qualities he worried Devlin could provoke, galvanizing against Josh by giving Kimmy the things her husband couldn’t. Showing Kimmy the things her husband didn’t have. But Kimmy didn’t see them. She saw them now, and what did she do? Roll with it, entertain her husband, try to find a way for it to work for both of them.

		Now he pictured what it would look like if Devlin complied. And he surely would. Devlin thinking he was getting over on Josh because Josh’s wife just said, “You sure want me to notice it, don’t you.” Devlin would chuckle inside, smile, thinking how Josh’s wife couldn’t help herself from his strong masculine sexuality, not knowing that Kimmy was doing it because she knew it turned her husband on.

		“‘Notice what?’ That’s what he’d say. Then what would you say?”

		Kimmy began humping her bottom against him, getting his cock slipping in and out in small increments. She’d closed her eyes, and now he said, “Tell me, look at me and tell me, Kimmy.”

		Her lashes fluttered, her eyes opened. And she smiled. It had mischief in it. Dirty mischief. A gleam in her eye, too. There was a knowing flash in those dark eyes he didn’t like—not that he didn’t trust her, just that the shit he was trusting her with right now, the weird shape of his kinky sexuality, was a lot and with it she could wield enormous power over him. But wouldn’t that be what he’d want?

		“I’d say we might as well get this over with.”

		He let her hand go so he could lay it over his heart—a gesture meant to show her with honest appraisal how good she was at this, how close to the bull’s eye she was landing her arrows. And how much he appreciated it. “That’s so dirty,” he said.

		“And right to the point. I’d say, ‘Let’s get this over with,’ then sit and wait patiently for him to do what I know he’s been dying to do.”

		“You know it, right?”

		“I’m not dumb, Josh. He puts it out there every day, I’m just not the type to fall for it.”

		“You’re too smart,” he said.

		With his hips carefully thrumming against hers, trying to eke out as much enjoyment from this crazy talk without spilling over too soon and ruining it, he pictured it now: Kimmy setting down the notepad, shifting closer in the chair, her face at crotch height. Now she’s point blank and expressionless, patient and waiting for her boss with the big dick to unzip, pull it out and show her. And Devlin does. Doing it slow, unzipping, thumb and two fingers reaching in the gap—this is on one of those days Kimmy said he’s not wearing underwear—tugs out this big wrinkly flesh hose, drops it and lets it bounce on his leg and sway side-to-side right on front of her. Despite having seen it already in Cayman, somehow up close like this, her eyes not averting, the glimpse not fleeting, Kimmy’s reaction isn’t what she’d thought it would be.

		“What if he showed it to you, and despite the cool cucumber you think you are, suddenly it turns you on?”

		He watched her face.

		She smiled, sucked her lower lip. This time she didn’t deny him. Entertained the possibility.

		“Like I just can’t help myself, Josh?”

		“What if you like it, Kimmy?”

		She laughed enough it got her squirming and his cock popped out again. They both fingered it in place and when he slid back inside, she drew in a raspy sound of lust.

		“What if I like it, Josh?”

		He looked her way, met her gaze, saw bedevilment. It was too much to comprehend how she could play along with this. And how she was the one who tried to make it happen, like she knew him better than he knew himself.

		He said, “Would you suck it?”

		Now it was him turning her on with dirty talk. There was a quick widening of her eyes, a momentary shock, then she flicked her face away like she was embarrassed. But it amused hr, she wasn’t offended or turned off. In fact, he thought she might be turned on a little by this angle.

		He persisted. “Would you?”

		Her eyes stayed on his, but now her features scrunched up, like a comical representation of someone about to deliver some bad news.

		“What?” he chuckled, rolling his hips against her.

		“I don’t know . . .” She bared her clenched teeth, reluctant now to tell him.

		“What, no, come on. Tell me . . .” It bewildered him what she might be holding back. Did it have something to do with sucking Devlin’s cock?

		“I don’t know,” she said again, but he could see her resistance crumbling. She would break, but he wanted to assure her.

		“Tell me, tell me,” he said. “Come on.” His hand stroked flat stomach, his cock inside her, his weight coming down on the seat, his torso wedged between her and the couch’s back. It got their faces close, though he could barely thrust into her from this position.

		“Something . . . Something Amy told me . . .”

		Oh no. This was real again. This was a wrong turn into a bad neighborhood. He should roll his windows up, lock his doors. Instead he endured a new rolling wave of sexual dread coming to shore fast and hard from a hurricane out deep in the sea. It clutched his heart in a vice-like grip and he stood on an outcrop watching it roll in, aware of the danger but riding the thrill.

		“Tell me what Amy told you . . .”

		She bit her lower lip and crinkled her nose.

		Oh god, it was bad. It was going to be bad. Shit, of course Amy had talked to Kimmy about Devlin. Of course Amy would give all the dirty details to her friend. Amy had been obsessed with Devlin, totally in love with him, would have done anything for him. And when he finally banged her, she would have been over the moon. Would have confided it all in her best friend, even though her best friend was a good girl who wouldn’t want to hear such things.

		Kimmy said, “Are you sure?”

		“I want you to tell me so bad . . .”
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		Depth

		

		The first time after Amy slept with Devlin Stone, she’d gushed all about it to Kimmy. It wasn’t even something Kimmy wanted to hear, though she was curious. Curious, yes, but not so vulgar as to want a play-by-play with all the gory details. Which Amy had been eager to divulge. Almost gleeful in seeing her friend Kimmy reeling and hiding her giggling face behind a pillow, the two of them congregated on her bed on a Sunday morning. Amy was persistent and Kimmy heard her out, sneering and grimacing and shying away like the bashful virgin teenager she was.

		Two girls on a bed like after a mid-morning sleepover. But there was no sleepover; Amy had gone to a party at one of Devlin’s group of friends’ house and Devlin took her upstairs and they ‘did it.’ Most of what Amy had revealed—and Kimmy had squealed and reeled over—was talking about how hot Devlin was and how good his body looked and how he had the biggest penis in the world, just like everybody said. Biggest fear she had that morning was her father overhearing or, just as bad, her sister (who would be likely to listen at the door in search for just this kind of dirt).

		But there was a detail told to her by Amy, and it was close and intimate—and also something Kimmy knew herself, firsthand, and got a sick and twisted thrill telling Josh. It was true, it was truth she knew, and she had a way to be truthful and divulge to her husband something meant to turn him on. There was no denying there was a benefit to her. It felt good to tell the truth about something so insane she was keeping from her husband. She had lurid fact that she would normally relate to her best friend and husband, but couldn’t because she was cheating on him. But telling him things she’d like to tell him and getting away with it by using Amy as a proxy felt strangely liberating. Like confiding in Josh a dirty secret knowledge of Devlin was a confession in a half way, and a confession was half way to absolution.

		She told him a truth: “Amy told me . . .” Then halted yet again, waiting to be lured.

		Her Josh pursued her. “Tell me, Kimmy,” he pleaded. “I want to know. Don’t be shy, tell me.”

		She sighed and blubbered her lips on the exhale. “You sure? This is real.” Josh’s body tightened with anticipation.

		“I’m sure, come on.” He fingered her clit and slunk his body against hers, encouraging her to continue and to get into it like he was.

		She made a funny reluctant face, but then told him. “She said she could hardly . . . suck his, you know, because . . .”

		Josh’s cock flexed inside her, his eyes wide with wanting. “Because why? Because he was so . . .”

		“Because his penis was so big.”

		Josh’s jaw slackened and everything about his body and his expression told her this news was driving him wild. “Did she really say that?”

		She drew a cross with a fingernail between her breasts. “I’m serious. She really did tell me that.”

		“What, really? For real?” His disbelief was genuine, and it made her wonder if Josh knew how big Devlin got when he was hard.

		This information had trouble seeping into Josh’s comprehension. His eyes stayed open but distant, jaw still slack. His thrusting slowed to a complete stop.

		She said, “I’ll tell you want you want to hear, baby, but . . .” She touched his cheek with her fingertips and it seemed to draw him from the reverie.

		“But what?”

		“Don’t stop.”

		“Oh,” he said, eyes shifting, truly apologetic, hooking an arm over her, holding her waist and easing himself in and out again, bringing a good tickling pleasure.

		She said, “Let’s make this about both of us.”

		He showed her a puzzled expression. “What do you mean?”

		“I mean . . . Don’t stop when I’m telling you the good stuff,” she said and laughed, still stroking his face.

		He kissed her hand, looking in her eyes. “Tell me what else she said.”

		“It was gross, first of all,” she said. “I didn’t want to hear any of it, but Amy was in love with Devlin, and she finally had sex with him.”

		“You didn’t want to hear it?”

		She shook her head no in vigorous wags. That was true. She hadn’t wanted to hear it, but Amy told her anyway.

		“But you heard it?” Josh was smiling, liking his innocent wife being made to suffer the cruelty of hearing detailed talk of sex when she hadn’t done it yet herself. It had made a strange expectation, and it occurred to her now there had been a measure of disappointment after her first time because it wasn’t how Amy described.

		“I heard it. I even plugged my ears, but that made Amy want to tell me even more. It made her laugh.”

		“So you’ve always known this?”

		She shrugged. “Yeah. You know I know that Devlin’s . . . hung. And you had to know Amy would tell me . . .”

		“That’s why you look between his legs when he sits in front of you?”

		That seemed like a trap. “No, he’s showing it to me. I’m not looking there on my own, Josh.”

		“I know, I know,” he said reassuringly, not wanting to get her out of the mood.

		Back on task: “She said she could suck it when he was soft, but when he was hard . . .”

		Josh’s Adam’s apple jumped as he swallowed, eyes bulged, intent on what she told him. “She couldn’t . . . what, she couldn’t . . .?”

		She said, “Oh, no, she could, she said . . . Amy was playing it up. I’m sure she could suck it. How big would it be if she couldn’t? She likes to exaggerate.”

		“You’ve always known this?”

		Matter-of-fact: “She could suck it, Josh. But she couldn’t, you know, go deep like normal. Like it was wide, and it hurt her mouth, she said.”

		“Like normal?”

		“Like how I can do it with you.” Put the image in his head.

		Josh groaned, adjusted his position next to her like he was grossly uncomfortable. The lines in his brow knitted into deep furrows between his eyebrows. “Why are you doing this to me?”

		She laughed how she would laugh if she were innocent and just being playful.

		“Stop . . .” He laughed too, caressing her chest and looking at her admiringly. “It tickles when you laugh. You’re going to make me come.”

		“That doesn’t sound too terrible,” she said, smiling at him, biting her lower lip and wiggling her hips, getting his cock slipping in her canal. He slipped out, and they both tucked his cock back in place. “I can make you come by laughing?”

		“Are you messing with me right now? Is this true?”

		“About Amy?”

		“Are you just doing dirty talk?”

		“You don’t like it?”

		“I do. I want to know . . .”

		“Get on top of me, baby. Let’s just have sex.”

		“No, I want to know, Kimmy.”

		She leveled her gaze at him. “And I told you I like it deep. So get on top of me.”

		She held the look as long as she could, watching his pupils dart over hers, trying to gauge if she was serious or if she was playing or maybe a bit of both. What did he want? All of it seemed to turn his crank, but what was it he really wanted? A tiny fractional slice of her perception—a total conspiracy theorist that espoused craziness with a secret hope of it all being true—dared to suggest Josh wanted her to have sex with Devlin. The whole of her mind rejected this hypothesis out of its sheer looniness, but didn’t totally silence the wild ramblings that bubbled up from the dark-web of her mind. No, because maybe this prophesier with crackpot theories could negotiate a path for what had become a runaway horse leading a carriage of debauchery and infidelity.

		At last she smiled a little, releasing his angst and loving the warmth of his relaxing features and the look of affection for her in his eye. “Are you going to put it in me deep?”

		Now he smiled too, caressing her legs, withdrawing his erection from her and getting between her thighs, his eyes locked on hers.

		When he was over top of her, steadying himself to slide back inside her, she said, “Amy said she’d never felt it so deep.”

		Josh barely could control himself, plunging his hardness back inside, arms shaking, moaning and chuffing. She caressed his back, raised her knees so he could get deep.

		He groaned, “That’s what she told you?”

		She nodded. Amy told her that, and she knew it now too. “She told me he poked her organs.”

		“Oh, mm, she did not . . .”

		“You know how vulgar she can be.”

		“She really said that? Did you believe her?”

		She cupped his buttocks and clawed them, helping guide the pace of his thrusts. Josh was bubbling over; his cock passed in and out of her with liquid ease. “You don’t think he would?”

		“What?”

		When Josh’s eyes met hers, she said, “You don’t think Devlin’s cock would disrupt my organs?”

		Josh let out a gibbering gust of guttural appreciation, “Oh, fuck, you’re so evil . . .”

		She laughed and pushed him away from her, locking her legs around the backs of his thighs to secure his outrageously hard cock inside her. Then while he watched, she showed him how deep Devlin got inside her again. “You don’t think that huge cock of his would touch the inside of my belly button?” She touched fingertips in a feathery circle around her navel while her husband’s eyes took on the frenzied glaze of a brainwashed martyr.

		He thumbed just above her pubic patch, knowing that was the length of his cock inside her, his frightened but hyper-sexualized mind polishing the fear-glaze Devlin and others had baked.

		She whispered, “Amy said he fucked her so good—”

		Josh’s eyes widened further at her dirtiest words.

		“She said her legs shook all night long.”

		“Fuck, Kimmy,” he grunted.

		“Yeah? Amy told me his cock was so thick it hurt.”

		“She did?” Josh thrust faster, and she rolled her hips in circles.

		“He made her come like ten times, she told me.”

		Josh’s lips thinned and a streamlet of sweat ran a crooked line through his brow furrows then raced to the tip of his nose. His eyes were focused and his gaze hot. He was chasing down his own orgasm and didn’t want to be stopped.

		“Do you think Devlin would make me come?”

		“Holy fuck, Kimmy, you’re fucking evil.” Those thinned lips twisted to an uneasy smile, and she knew her words were luring his orgasm closer.

		“I wonder what it would feel like to get stretched—”

		“Mm, fuck, Kimmy!”

		“I wonder what it would feel like to take Devlin deep,” she said, watching his eyes through her narrowed lashes, running the fingers from her navel down to her clit, pushing Josh’s hand aside. Josh was too encumbered now by her dirty talk to pleasure her properly, so she would do it herself.

		The sweat from his nose dripped, and his hands on her stomach and thigh squeezed and trembled. His thrusts came faster, like he knew he neared the finish line.

		“Amy said it was like completely different sex than with any other guy—his cock was so big, his body was so hot, and he did things to her . . .”

		Josh’s cheeks billowed outward, and he clamped his line of teeth over his bottom lip. His cheeks blazed red, the veins rose in his shoulders, arms, and neck. It looked like his head might pop before his balls did.

		She let out squeaky gasps now in time with his thrusts, closing her eyes and rolling her head on the couch seat like she was lost in rapture thinking of Devlin. But, shit, she was thinking of Devlin. Telling her husband dark truths and feeling good about it, thinking of her illicit lover while her loving husband fucked her, thrumming her clit with two mashed fingers in a buzzing side-to-side, thinking how she knew exactly how it was to get fucked deep with Devlin’s big cock, knew his muscle, his charm, knew all the dirty things Devlin did to her to make her come . . .

		Even through her own orgasm that arrived in unison with Josh’s she enforced this cuckold fantasy of Josh’s—when his cock flexed, she rolled her hipbones up and forward, tilted downward her pelvis. The quick change in posture got Josh’s erection flicking upward and outside of her. When it did, she pushed her fingers in the way of re-entry, still rolling them against her sex and pulsing a thick but draggy orgasm, thinking of Josh and Devlin at the same time; love, sex, lust, depravity.

		Josh’s cock rammed over the back of her hand, sending out a zigging rope of semen that splashed over her fingers, her pubic hair and onto her stomach. Josh roared with satisfaction pinched by disappointment.

		She moaned a sound of her own disappointment in sympathy, mewling small sounds of ecstasy at the same time—this salacious interplay rewarded her with a sick and weird kind of orgasm-pleasure. A deep nauseous feeling in her stomach, a rotten fruit kind of sex-sogginess that caressed knots of aching pleasure on the insides of her hipbones. The orgasm was long and weird and awful but as it waned, she wanted it to return, wanted again that terrible no-parachute, rollercoaster stomach-drop feeling that should tell her this was wrong and she was crazy to enjoy.

		Josh thrust again and again, mashing his balls into her knuckles, while his cock jiggled and wagged and spit darts of white over her. He growled and groaned and his features twisted with what looked like rage, but she knew—just like how she felt now—was still also pleasure. She knew what he was thinking. Knew by where he was looking: at his own cock sending short streams of semen onto his wife while they talked about his bully’s big cock.

		She said, “Devlin would have—Oh, mm, Devlin would have come inside me . . .”

		Josh loved the psychic torment, growling deeper, his stomach tightening, his cock rising and falling, still erupting. Weaker now, the semen bubbling from his tip and rolling down the underside of his cock.

		She let her fingers slide from her pussy, gliding up to his pearly spread on her stomach. She mushed through the spattered array, all of it below her navel. “Devlin would have come so deep inside me,” she said, the terribleness of the words making her nape hair prickle; the words out in the open were dreadful and humiliating and as soon as she said them she knew it was too far.

		But it wasn’t.

		Josh groaned again, content, his sleepy eyes narrowing, thrusting his cock over her pussy and watching his shorter cock, knowing his come wouldn’t even spurt as far as Devlin’s dick would sink inside her.
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		Timer

		

		Alone in the kitchen, he stood with his robe open, a new erection poking out of the gap. Hands on the counter, he leaned his head over the two glasses of whiskey he’d poured as a new wave of red shame washed up his back.

		This feeling was the worst part, and the part he wished most he could get rid of. But what other way was there to consider these things that were turning him on other than shameful? It was humiliating and embarrassing, and even though he had a wife who was understanding and compassionate enough to play along, to entertain his fantasies—maybe even to be turned on by them in her own way—it didn’t erase the natural humiliation rising up within him once the fun part of the spectacle was over.

		They’d really got into it. Really got into it and got closer to the heart of it. It was the truth that turned him on. The fantasy was pretty good, but nothing compared to the thrill of the What if it were true? question. The things Kimmy had told him had astounded his sexuality. But now he drew in a deep breath, stared at the cupboard while he forced a smile on his face. The worst thing was to wallow, the worst thing to do was to expose that weakness to his wife. What kind of wife would be a party to weakness? Kink was one thing, but shame, weakness, and humiliation was another. And there was nothing arousing about any of that.

		Into the main room now and to the back sliding door that was left open, he walked with the robe flapping and his erection bobbing. It was a free feeling, and just thinking about how he’d done this today in front of Devlin brought him to full hardness again.

		Kimmy was in the hot tub naked, her long thin arms draped over the crest, a hint of her brown nipples at the steamy water’s bubbling surface.

		She saw the erection and said, “I see you’re ready for round two.”

		He hip-wagged, still walking, making his dick bounce stiffly, and Kimmy giggled. He came around the tub to her side and presented her with the whiskey glass, which she took with two hands. He let the robe drop to the deck, and slipped in beside his wife, holding his drink high. They both were quiet for a moment, sipping their whiskey. Kimmy said, “That’s good.”

		“They’re all the same to me,” he said.

		“They’re close, but . . .”

		“You’re a real connoisseur now.”

		“Not really.”

		“But you’d like to be,” he said.

		She smiled and didn’t answer. Looking right at him warmly. “So you don’t want to know what I did?” Her eyebrows raised.

		He said, “What? You dropped off Devlin, probably drove somewhere and sat making me suffer. Knowing I’m suffering. Maybe you went somewhere for dessert. I’m thinking ice cream.”

		Coquettish and unlike herself: “Was I alone?”

		“You still want to play this game?”

		“The clock is ticking down, Josh. That’s up to you.”

		“You’re seriously wanting to do this more tonight?” He hoped.

		Kimmy’s smile stayed the same, but her eyes went more serious. “You seriously want me to do this every time?”

		“No, I guess not.”

		“We’re on vacation. You want to get kinky, then I want to get kinky.”

		“So what did you do? You wanted to be kinky, so you went up to Devlin’s room . . .”

		“I did,” she said and sipped her whiskey.

		Glass paused near his lips, he studied her, looking for the truth in her eyes. “Did you?”

		“You want to know the truth.”

		“I do. What I figured was you’d gamed me. From the second you told me to suggest we walk down the beach after dinner, you knew what you were going to do to me.”

		“I did,” she said, turned then, showing her trim and narrow naked back as she set down her whiskey glass. She returned, looking more sultry now. Back into it again.

		He said, “So you went to his room.”

		“I did.”

		He waited a second. “You did not.”

		She nodded. “I really did, Josh.”

		What had been fun before was not fun now. This hurt too much. This game he didn’t like. Kimmy saw it in his face.

		“You didn’t like that?”

		He shook his head no. “Did you really go up to his room?”

		Now she didn’t answer, just watched him, all the fun deflating from the moment.

		“You thought I would like that?”

		Kimmy shrugged, an aroused nipple flipping up out of the water for a second.

		He said, “You don’t know what to do.”

		“I just want to please you.”

		He scratched his head, water streaming around his ear and down his neck. “Tell me what you did then.”

		“Maybe I shouldn’t.” Her lips pursed and her brow knitted.

		“No, come on, tell me.”

		She shook her head, unnerved. “No, it’s different now. I see it in your face.”

		“Kimmy, you can’t not tell me.”

		“I don’t want to tell you, Josh. I don’t like the look on your face now. That’s not fun. Anything I did, I did for fun.”

		He showed her an earnest expression but knew it was restrained and unsure. “What did you do?”

		“Let’s just drop it.”

		Now she turned, showed him her sexy back once more, took her whiskey glass again and sipped.

		“Kimmy, you can’t leave me hanging like that. Can’t tell me you went to his room and then not finish the story.”

		She faced him again. “Now I feel like I’m in trouble.”

		“You’re not in trouble though.”

		“But you didn’t like what I did.”

		“I didn’t. . . . Well, I did, but I don’t—”

		“I don’t like that. I liked it better when I knew what was working and what wasn’t.”

		“Kimmy, you can’t give me only one night, and then wreck it like this.”

		“How am I wrecking it?”

		“By not telling me.”

		“You don’t want to hear it.”

		“I don’t, but you can’t not tell me.”

		“That doesn’t make any sense,” she said.

		“Why won’t you tell me?”

		Now he saw her reluctance was like regret—she’d done something she thought he’d like, but now realized she’d gone too far. She’d kissed Devlin. Or flashed him.

		The mere thought got his heart thumping and jumping, and he saw for a second that he liked it.

		Kimmy showed a funny face, bulged out her eyes a second and said, “You definitely won’t like the rest of the story.”

		His stomach jolted, enough that his whiskey sloshed in the glass.

		She’d kissed Devlin. She’d exposed a nipple. Or her bare ass. She’d . . . touched him . . .

		Kimmy saw his reaction and slunk against him, purring, “I’m kidding, Josh, I’m kidding.”

		“That was like a punch in my stomach.”

		Her hand went down under the water to pat his tummy, and her wrist bone grazed the tip of his dick. She said, “You’re still hard.”

		“This thing has a mind of its own.”

		“And no morals, apparently.”

		“You really think I don’t have any morals?” he said.

		She looked up at him. “I think your dick doesn’t. I think you do.”

		“Maybe you’re right. . . . Then you should tell me what you did. Or at least tell my dick.” Trying to be funny.

		She hugged him, planted her chin on his shoulder. “I want to have fun tonight, Josh. I don’t want to see you upset.”

		“I don’t want to appear upset.”

		She slunk away, bobbed around to get her drink. “Things were going so well,” she said and sipped her whiskey, returned to him and she set the cold glass down on his chest just above his nipple. He sipped his own whiskey.

		“Go on then and tell me. I do want to hear it. Or maybe I’ll plug my ears and you can do what I said, just tell my dick—my lowlife immoral dick.”

		She watched him through narrowed eyes, a small smirk easing some of that tightness from her features. She leaned forward and spoke to the water between his legs.

		“I went up to Devlin’s room,” she said, her voice raised so his dick could hear her underwater.

		“You’re an idiot,” he said and elbowed her, laughing.

		She cackled too, leaned back relaxing with her head angled back on the lip, looking up at the stars. “It was a great trip,” she said.

		“I wish we didn’t have to go home tomorrow.”

		Her head rolled his way. “There are many ways for us to get back here.”

		“Oh yeah?” he said, knowing where she was going.

		“You say the word, I bet I can get us a week in Cayman anytime.”

		“Look who doesn’t have morals now.”

		She looked skyward again. “All these years I’ve wondered if Amy was right.”

		His expression sagged again, loving this but hating it. “What do you mean?”

		“I’m teasing, Josh. This was working ten minutes ago.”

		“Ten minutes ago we were having sex.”

		“I think ten minutes from now we’re going to be having sex. You don’t think so?”

		“I think so,” he said.

		“Let me tell you my story then. Let me tell you what happened when I went up to Devlin’s room.”

		She turned and set down her glass on the deck again. Came back to him. This time she straddled his lap, wrapped her long arms around his neck and looked in his eyes. “It’s just a story. We won’t say it’s the truth.”

		“But it might be?”

		She shrugged, cocked her mouth to one side.

		He said, “I can just pretend that you sat at the Cayman Islands Dairy Queen, sipping a milkshake and coming up with some terrible story to tell me.”

		She nodded. “Now you get it.” She shifted in his lap, his cock point stoking near her sex. “I went up to his room,” she said, bringing her mouth near his ear. “I was just playing around. But Devlin took it so seriously.” She humped her crotch against his cock head.

		Voice dry and creaky: “Then you were up in his room . . .”

		She said, “You’re right about one thing.”

		“What’s that?” he said, stroking her lean sides.

		“Devlin definitely wants to fuck me.”

		“I told you.”

		“You’re right.” She ran fingers through his hair, knowing she was teasing him again and he was on board.

		“Okay,” he said, “okay, I’m calming down, keep going . . . I can take it.”

		She snickered, took his glass from between them, sipped his whiskey and set it down behind his head.

		“Let me tell you exactly what that terrible man with the big cock did to me tonight, Josh . . .”

		

	
		

		II

		

		Sunday, August 16
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		Departure

		

		Sunday morning they slept in and it was wonderful. He had a lot to drink the day and night before, but he woke with no headache or regret. No regret at all.

		Which was weird because they’d done and said terrible things last night.

		Instead of regret, he woke with happiness. And for most of the morning he’d even been thankful that Kimmy had told him this was one night only, or just in Cayman or on vacation. It had spurred him to pursue further what he wanted from her sexually. If she hadn’t said that, he’d probably have reneged in some way or had his feelings hurt and then taken it out on Kimmy and backed his way out of his own kink. With Kimmy’s timer counting down the seconds where she would engage her husband with his kink, he’d finally abandoned his hang-ups and followed through with what he feared he wanted. With what he feared had been Devlin’s power of suggestion that night in the tent out back of Tiffany Hanson’s cottage.

		In the morning he’d woken with her, soft sunlight radiating off the bright surfaces of the bedroom, Caribbean songbirds singing tunes outside the open living room door. Sometime in the night he’d got out of bed and put on a pair of boxer shorts. Kimmy had put on her Hell T-shirt he bought her and put on a pair of plain black cotton panties.

		While she slept, he admired her for a long time with the sheets pulled back. She slept on her tummy, both arms folded underneath a pillow, her cheek planted in the center of that pillow. Her lips were pouted, her face peaceful. The skin on her arms was smooth and flawless, and the backs of her thighs as well. She was a perfect thing, and he was very lucky she would have him.

		By the time he’d woken enough to leave the bed, he was smiling and couldn’t stop smiling. Smiling all the way out to the living room, looking at the couch where they’d said dirty things. The pillows tossed to the floor, clothing strewn on the rug. Out back around the hot tub he gathered their glasses, brought them inside. Cleaning up in the aftermath for what would be a brand-new day. He brewed coffee. Kimmy woke up, came out looking adorable and young and innocent, a lot like when they first married. Those impossibly long legs stretching, bare feet on the polished wood flooring, stretching and smiling, her hair tied up on the top of her head, two hanging locks still hanging, framing her face.

		“Good morning,” she said.

		They never talked about what they’d done last night. They had coffee out back in the garden by the hot tub and organized their schedule for the day. He walked with her the way he’d come home from Cape Ginger last night, going up the front side of the resort, two happily married people enjoying the last morning of their vacation before flying home that afternoon. They walked on the beach. Right past Cape Ginger about a mile before turning around. He took pictures of her. Took selfies with her. She laughed and cuddled against him. God, he loved the way she smiled. The way her lips would peel back, showing her teeth, a little bit of gum, forming little dimples high on her cheeks—the way her eyes narrowed to happy little dashed lines. They got back to the villa and packed. They put their things in the BMW and he drove south through George Town to Owen Roberts. Handed in the keys to the rental agency and then walked through the airport down to where a golf cart took them to the private airfield.

		The private plane home was different from the one they’d come in on. The flight attendant was older, more cultured and well-mannered. The plane was newer, still smelling of leather. They shared it with four young executive women in their late thirties. The women drank a lot of wine, and he and Kimmy would share sidelong glances, smirking at each other at their loud cackling, and some of the double entendres they would say. One of them laughed with snorts.

		But then they were taxiing, and he lay out his palm. Kimmy set her hand in his and he gripped it, weaving his fingers between hers. He lay his head back on the caramel leather headrest and felt himself sink into the seat as the private jet picked up speed, his stomach dropping in a strangely sexual manner as they lifted off from the tarmac and rose up into the air.

		

		That sexual feeling of the liftoff was familiar. That drop-away stomach feeling was a lot like how he felt when he thought about Kimmy and Devlin together. His hand grew sweaty against Kimmy’s, and he chewed at his lower lip remembering the fantastical tale she told him, the two of them having sex in the hot tub, his wife sitting in his lap with his cock inside her whispering the dirtiest things in his ear.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		As the plane lifted off and she sunk into the leather seat, all the tension of their wild vacation got lost behind them. Every minute now in this plane was zooming them away from the bad things they’d all done. Even Josh.

		Josh had his own hidden badness—it was made clear by his guilt over what got him hard this weekend. Whether it was a crime remained to be seen; that would be up to Josh and how she made him feel about it.

		The way her husband reacted to her story would horrify any wife. Not a wife who was guilty of far worse. And though she’d recited in his ear a close approximation of what she’d done with Devlin in his hotel room, she’d left out some key details . . . 

		

		Devlin asked her if she was coming up for a drink and she said, “I can’t. Josh is waiting for me.”

		Then they both laughed, but she stayed seated. They were out front of the Spice Route Club & Hotel, a glitzy but small place by the ocean on the west side of Cayman. She’d been here earlier with him, bringing him back so he could change. She hadn’t gone up to his room, but now Devlin was luring her.

		He said, “We’ve got a few minutes. Come up and have a drink with me.”

		“I’m blocking traffic,” she said, checking the rearview.

		They were right out front, under the carport, the doorman standing and watching them as Devlin paused in the open passenger door of her BMW, leaning in and smiling. Of course she was going to go up for a drink. It’s just that she couldn’t believe she was going to go up. But why not? All the damage was already done.

		Go up and fuck him. Make it quick.

		I won’t even take my clothes off. I’ll just lift my skirt and he can grab my waist and fuck me from behind. We won’t even lay down. We’ll just do it standing. Maybe out on the balcony with the Caribbean breeze coming off the water, my elbows on the railing.

		“One drink,” she said.

		“There’s a spot over there,” Devlin said and waved her to an empty visitor space up near the entrance. He closed the passenger door, strolled away with his hands in his pockets, waiting at the base of the three steps up to his expensive hotel. She nosed the BMW into the empty spot, stepped out, purse and phone and keys in her hands, elbow tucked against the purse so she wouldn’t drop it. She pinged the alarm, shoved everything in her purse then and slung it over her shoulder. Her skirt had pockets, and she put her hands in them, walking like Devlin did up to the front door.

		The whole while she strutted, flexing her legs, she watched Devlin’s eyes study her legs and feet. She loved the way he watched her. Loved that confident stare. There was so much about Devlin to dislike, but there was a lot that she liked. A lot. It was like you could only appreciate it if you were in his grace. She was definitely in his grace. And sometimes she could see in his eyes that he recognized when he was in hers.

		Like right now.

		They were going to fuck.

		Devlin could act cool and collected, but it was only because she allowed it. He wanted it as much as she did.

		They weren’t a couple, so when she made it to the top of the stairs next to him, she didn’t take his hand. Devlin didn’t offer, anyway. They continued walking together, hands in their pockets, the doorman studying them. Pretty sure this guy knew what was going on. Knew that Devlin stayed at the hotel alone, so thank God she’d hidden her wedding ring hand in her pocket. This guy knew she was going to fuck Devlin. And it would be confirmed when she left again in half an hour, stinking like sex and Devlin’s cologne. Why the fuck did that turn her on so much? There was no denying that it did.

		They walked together through the small foyer and lobby of the hotel, appointed in luxurious Caribbean colors, British colonial furniture and mahogany, gold trim on everything. Even the elevator’s faceplates on were smoky rose gold.

		A young couple joined them, waiting for the elevator cab up to their room. The couple spoke Italian to one another. They all got on the lift together. The other couple cuddled, and she watched them in the warbled and hazy reflection of the gold-plated elevator doors. She jumped when Devlin’s hand brushed down the small of her back. But she settled against him. His large hand circled the small of her back and she liked his touch. The hand dropped lower, fingers tugging up the back of her skirt. She thrust down a hand and pinched the fabric of her skirt. She wore no panties. Devlin’s hand smoothed the back of her thigh, getting her trembling. His hand slipped under her skirt, cupped a bare buttock, then squeezed. It got her going on her toes, her eyes closing.

		“You have such a perfect ass,” he said.

		She shushed him. The couple spoke Italian, but that didn’t mean they spoke no English. Devlin squeezed and coddled her ass cheek, caressed it with his thumb.

		He asked: “Are you sore?” And patted her bottom.

		She covered her mouth with a hand, looking away from her own reflection. “I’m fine,” she whispered.

		“I’m glad to hear that,” he said, still patting her bottom, then letting the skirt fall as the elevator came to a halt on the sixth floor. The doors opened, and the Italian couple left. As soon as they left and the doors began to close, they both broke out in soft laughter. The Italian couple knew what had been happening next to them.

		As the doors closed and the elevator rose again—taking them up one more floor to the top level, the seventh floor—Devlin cornered her, both his hands gripping the waist-high rails. His head hung above hers, and she lifted her chin. They kissed, and she slipped her hand along his middle, feeling the hardness of his midsection.

		“Just one drink,” she said when their kiss came apart. Devlin licked his lower lip and said nothing.
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		Heights

		

		First thing inside his hotel suite, Devlin peeled off his black shirt and threw it onto the couch. His broad and muscular back right in front of her. Did he know how much she liked his body? Stupid question.

		Devlin walked into the main room of his small suite, right to the tall circular table that served as the bar. He turned over two glasses. He sighed then with relief, still thinking about taking his shirt off saying, “That’s better. It’s so goddamn hot here. Take your things off, Kimmy, get comfortable.”

		She chuckled, tossed her purse next to his discarded shirt and came into the center of the room.

		The suite was a uniform cream color; painted walls, draperies, and an upholstered couch. A small leather sofa in chocolate brown ran along the wide window that looked out over Seven Mile Beach, and on the other side of the room was a large kitchen with stainless appliances, separated from the open part of the shite by a granite topped island curved like a quarter moon.

		“Pretty presumptive, Devlin.”

		He put a splash of amber into the two glasses, deep burning orange light painting the muscles on his chest and stomach. “Pretty presumptive how?”

		“Disrobing as we walk in.”

		“Does my body offend you?” He laughed to himself, closing the decanter and setting it back down on the bar.

		“You think you can just come to the Caribbean and fuck me behind my husband’s back when I told you not to?”

		He came her way, just wearing shorts, a whiskey in each hand. He presented her one. “I saw your face when I surprised you. You didn’t look disappointed.”

		She sipped her whiskey. Peatier than the one they had at the villa. She said, “I’m not going to deny I wasn’t a little thrilled, but that was mostly because I saw my power over you.”

		“Oh,” he said. “Power over me? Funny how you see it that way.”

		“Big strong man like you with all those muscles, yet you can’t seem to lift little old me out of your mind.”

		“You got me there,” he said. “You think that means you can control me?”

		“I’m not trying to control you, Devlin.” She sipped again.

		“I don’t think you want to tangle with me like that, Chang. Not over control.”

		“Oh?” she said drolly. “What would you do to me?”

		“Break you in two. Leave you used up, covered in my come on the side of the road. Little Josh crying into his hands next to you.”

		It disarmed her, but she didn’t show it. Chuckled instead. “Broken in two?”

		“Crotch to cranium,” he said, smirking, eyeballing her over the top of his whiskey glass as he sipped.

		“You’re so full of yourself.”

		“And you’re the one who’s here to get filled.”

		“I always knew you were a pig.”

		“Did I ever deny it?”

		Both of them still smiled, though they traded barbs. She said, “I guess you never did.”

		“I don’t deny what I am. But I know what I deliver. And I know you’re hungry for a new load.”

		“I can see why Josh hates you.”

		“You want to talk about Josh, I’ll talk about Josh.”

		“I told you we have to leave him out of it.”

		“I don’t even think you believe that anymore. You’re up here in my room right now.”

		“So what?”

		His eyes narrowed. “I told Josh you flirt with me.”

		“He won’t believe you.”

		“He wants to believe it, Kimmy.”

		“He hates to believe it. He loves me.”

		“Do you love him?”

		She looked at him, shocked, like he was crazy. “I should throw this whiskey right in your face,” she said.

		“Do it,” he said, “I’d fucking love it,” and set down his whiskey glass on the granite countertop.

		“I wouldn’t give you the satisfaction.”

		“Come on,” he said, daring her, “we’ll throw whiskey all over each other, roll around on the floor, lap it off each other. Then I’ll put you face down on these tiles and fuck you from behind.”

		“That’s what I’m here for,” she said, smiling, not giving him an inch.

		He said, “You really think this is a game?”

		“Do you think I’m playing?”

		“I know that my Kimmy Chang’s got all kinds of ideas in that big giant brain of hers.”

		“All kinds of ideas,” she agreed.

		He sneered, smile curling up on one side. “She doesn’t have the guts to act on them.”

		“That’s bullshit, Devlin.”

		“It would fucking turn me on if you did just one thing you thought you could do—”

		She tossed the whiskey onto his neck and chin and chest. Laughed, then turned to get away from him, but he grabbed her. Grabbed her by the back of the neck and his iron grip circling her skinny bicep. He tossed her easily onto the upholstered couch. She laughed and kicked up her feet. When he came closer, she kicked at him. He grabbed her shoes, pulled them off and threw them away. Grabbed her bare feet, gripped her ankles, held them on either side of his hips. She didn’t struggle anymore.

		She said, “Did that turn you on?”

		He pushed her right foot back, bringing her knee up to her chest, then put the sole of her foot against his crotch. She could feel the hefty weight of his growing member. She said, “You’re as big as my foot,” and scrunched her toes on it.

		“What size do you wear?”

		“Tens.”

		“Sounds about right,” he said, did down his zipper, pulled out his huge cock. Her bare sole pressed it, felt its heat, pushed it up against his belt line and his bare hard stomach. She stroked him with her foot, watching the skin bunch up around the bulbous head. “We have to be quick,” she said.

		“I’m going to take my time,” he said. “For Josh’s sake.”

		She sat up, yanked him closer by his belt, his stiffening cock wagging heavily, said, “Then I’m going to lick every drop of that whiskey off you,” and ran her tongue from his waist to his navel.

		

		Devlin stripped her while they made out on the couch, him between her legs. Her hands went over his muscular arms as her lips moved from his mouth to his neck, tasting the pepper of the whiskey she’d splashed on him. Devlin’s arms outstretched on either side of her, supporting his weight. Then while she kissed his hairy chest, sucked his nipples, handled his hanging penis into huge hardness, he pulled over her head the top she wore and worked at getting her skirt undone. Didn’t even need to undo it: she wore no panties and sometimes while they kissed she could feel the weight of his testicles resting against her hot and wet aperture.

		The sunlight came low through Devlin’s oceanfront window, a deep and throbbing orange, like the world was on fire. It fed her lust. The light painted Devlin like the demon he was: all muscle and fire, fireball twinkling in his black gaze. The passion she felt for him rose to a soaring height. No remorse, no guilt, nothing standing in the way of getting the deep satisfaction Devlin delivered. She surrendered to the massive pull of sexual desire she felt for him; a pulsing hot graviton in her coital tensor, ultra-eager lust drawing her devil lover inside her, needing him inside her, wanting with unambiguous desperation the terrible black pleasure Devlin infused.

		“Fucking take me,” she growled around his kiss, getting tight grip of the thick hair at the back of his head and looking deep in his eyes. Her knees rose higher and wider, the soles of her feet stroking the small of his back.

		Devlin loved to see her passion, was roused by it, his long cock hard and ready and laying heavy on her belly. He drew his hips back, readying himself to penetrate her, their foreheads coming together to touch while they looked in each other’s eyes.

		As the first pressure built—the bulky smooth bulge of his engorged cock head spreading her wider, the first taste of his wonderful girth beginning to stretch her—her mouth fell open but she never let her eyes stray from his.

		“Yes,” she panted through clenched teeth, showing him a flash of smile before the overwhelm of his extra large size dominated all her attention. “Oh yes.”

		Deeper and deeper he sunk and her stomach muscles tightened to a column as that incredible satisfying pleasure of being fulfilled, of being satisfied, flooded her again, spread across the flat expanse between her shoulder blades and flushed up her neck and around her throat.

		She took Devlin’s mouth again, this time holding spread hands on his neck and jaw, pushing her tongue in his mouth. The whiskey-wetted muscle of his torso pressed against her, squashed the swollen bulbs of her aching nipples.

		The size and shape of his cock was incredible—she chuckled, nonsensical, but thinking how she’d told Amy that fucking Devlin had been no big deal.

		Devlin liked her laugh, thought it playful, grabbed her hair, locked his eyes with hers—and, cock still impaled in her belly, he shimmied them both into the corner of the couch, getting her in an almost upright sitting position, the setting sun behind her flooding Devlin’s handsome face, showing off the sexy stubble that peppered his angled jaw, lighting up the steeliness of his eyes, inflaming them, putting light into the dark, illuminating the slivers of steel and gunmetal in the colors of fire. He was so fucking hot. So fucking handsome. So much man; and for brief and terrible trysts like this she could indulge her passions, her darkness, take what Devlin offered and enjoy it for herself. And return whole to her loving husband.

		A pillow in the couch corner pushed a comfortable cushion against the small of her back, bowing her tummy forward while her legs draped Devlin’s thighs. The strange angle provided a new and novel point of pleasure-pressure from his cock head strobing deep in her interior wall. So fucking deep. Her nails dug into the hard slabs of his hard shoulders.

		“Oh, mm, don’t, oh wow . . .”

		Devlin knew her pleasure, could tell from her expression and from her bewildered eyes that they had discovered a wonderful and exquisite positional circumstance.

		He rocked her in place, stabilized his knee-stance, a confident smile pushing dimples into his Caribbean weekend scruff cheeks. He knew he had her; knew that what he was giving she wanted. this married woman. His employee. The spouse of some high school dweeb he used to torment.

		With a jab of his hips he got her gasping a tight whisk of surprised air. The point his cock head rubbed was something untouched, some secret part of her that itched in a way that had her insides gushing, a mushroom cloud of pleasure blossoming up her spine and spreading out through her mind, hazing the vision of her handsome asshole boss.

		“You’re fucking exquisite, Kimmy,” Devlin said. “I don’t think you even have any idea how fucking perfect you are.”

		“Right there, mm, right there,” she whispered, her hands working over his wet and hairy chest.

		Devlin began a syncopated swing of his hips, rolling them forward and up in short pulses; his heavy testicles beat a sticky rhythm against the insides of her thighs.

		They’d barely started, and she was going to come. How could he make her come so fast? Down in the BMW she’d thought she’d come up and bang out a quick one, seeing this happening a different way. A way she expected. But they’d taken a turn, an adversarial one, and it seemed they both liked it. A struggle between them. Both of them seeking power and thinking they deserved it over the other.

		Devlin was nothing to her. A handsome masculine asshole with a big dick he knew how to use. There was nothing else of value. He wasn’t exceptionally bright, wasn’t kind, offered nothing to her other than physical pleasure. She deserved power over him. Only one thing Devlin understood well was power, how to wield it, how to make it work for him. How to manipulate others through its application.

		She wondered: Did Devlin have her cooperating against a friend, an ally—her life partner—sucking up to power (her high-paying job)? It was more humiliating than just betraying her husband.

		She was indulging in bad behavior, being manipulated by power.

		If she was truly an innocent person—and she was sure she was—then wasn’t she living in a tyranny? How would she ever restore her self-respect?

		She knew how, though it would be a parlous gamble.

		Now her head lolled rearward, her shoulders rising up to touch her ears, her mouth falling open. Stars twinkled behind her closed eyes and the pulse-waves of pleasure beat against her sexual shoreline. Her nails dragged Devlin’s skin, and he leaned closer, hooking a strong hand to close the back of her neck in a tight grip. The more she arched her back, the more pressure built on her tummy where the head of Devlin’s cock deeply probed.

		“I’m coming,” she squeaked, feeling small lines crinkling at the corners of her eyes.

		Devlin bit her throat and she came hard, her stomach bouncing, her shoulders twitching, her hands losing their strength and slipping down Devlin’s muscular front. Her legs shook and quivered, and she sagged into the couch arm as Devlin’s weight settled on her.

		Then he was up, tugging her along with him, one hand on the back of her neck, the other at the small of her back, hugging her to him as he backed off the couch.

		She gasped and clutched him, hooked ankles behind his ass, surprised how he could lift her like this. He cradled her when he stood, hands cupping her bottom. His cock was still inside and her weight bouncing in the suspension of his arms got his cock pulsing in and out in tiny bounces that felt absolutely incredible.

		Devlin walked her back from the couch, turning so he faced the kitchen. Over his shoulder blazed the view of the setting sun.

		“Take me outside,” she said. “Fuck me on the balcony.”

		He kissed her mouth, and she wrapped her arms around his neck tighter. At the sliding glass door, he thudded a shoulder against the glass and slid it open. He stepped out and the cool evening washed all her hot wet surfaces, chilling them. The cool air touching her in those places—between her legs and under her arms—soared a wild feeling of exposure.

		The sky above was shielded by a roof overhang, but as Devlin walked her into the corner of the L-shaped balcony, the deepening night spread wide. He let the small of her back touch the cold metal steel of the balcony’s hand railing, and she draped her arms over the other side, laying back her head. Her hair danced on a sudden breeze. Devlin closed the space between them, sinking deeper inside her, his face looming close, and she kissed him.

		Then he was gone, bracing her in the metal framework V, her arms over the railing, her legs locked around him. Now he fucked her. Fucked her for real. Her head fell back, and she opened her eyes to the blazing sunset showing to her upside down. Darts of light dashed on the wave peaks; birds flew black against the orange to purple sky. Devlin’s flat hand stroked up from her navel, between her breasts, and closed on her throat, not squeezing, only caressing.

		The abandon was unreal; floating distant from her confines, from her duty, from her responsibility. Far from her husband, unsafe and base and debauched. If Devlin fucked her harder, more carelessly, she could topple the balcony railing and crash to death on the pool deck seventy feet below.

		The abandon had another orgasm swelling up high then washing down her back. She gasped and cried, and the slide of her hands on the metal tube railing grew sweaty. The pleasure was enormous.

		She thrashed under Devlin’s pounding, her back squeaking against the railing, her feet bouncing behind him as he gave her long incredible strokes that brought her to the knife edge of an orgasm bigger than the first she had inside on the couch.

		Another breeze rose from the shore and swept her hair and rattled the dry palm fronds below. She lashed a hand forward and planted high in the center of Devlin’s hard chest. Not low enough to suggest he should stop or not go so deep, because everything he was doing to her now was perfect. She couldn’t be fucked better.

		She came again, came big and hard, and didn’t care how she cried out.

		“I love to make you come,” Devlin said. “I’d do this all night long.”

		“If I’d let you,” she purred and laughed, and the hand on his chest swept higher to grab at his mouth. Devlin sneered and tugged his face away. And kept fucking her, trying to make it hurt. Going deep and hard and rocking her against the metal railing.

		If she could tame Devlin, she could bring Josh peace. She would make Josh understand his adversary: to think like him is to know him. Josh has to know Devlin better than Devlin knows Josh.

		The hard and athletic fucking he gave her now washed her thoughts away. Devlin snatched her up, spun with her, kissed her while he walked her back two strides and planted her back against the smooth stone pillar that held up the roof overhang. She wrapped arms around him again, her hands fanned his muscular back. His forearms hoisted under her knees and she whooped as his cock stabbed deep into her guts. Something felt dislodged or shunted and a knot formed at the back of her throat, the feeling uncomfortable but not displeasing.

		“Fuck, you’re so deep.”

		“When we get back to Toronto, I want a whole fucking night with you. I want you for my own. One night, Kimmy.”

		“Take me somewhere good,” she said.

		“Cayman’s not good enough?”

		“Josh is here,” she said.

		Devlin laughed loud, turning his face away for a moment while he did. When he looked back, his eyes blazed with something like ardor. That’s when she knew she could take him. Could see his desire and how it intersected across her line and met Josh’s. She kissed him in return, said in his ear, “We can tell him it’s business. Take me somewhere good and treat me right.”

		Devlin placed his forehead against hers and locked eyes as his thrusts came hard and deep again.

		“Take me out and show me off and then fuck me all night like this.”

		“Fuck, Kimmy, where have you fucking been all these years?”

		“Ajax.”
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		Pearls

		

		In Devlin’s white-tiled shower stall, she aimed the spray under her chin, washing his semen off her neck and chest. She’d got on her knees on the pebbly balcony floor and asked him to come on her face. It was a shocking and fitting end to such a powerful session. Devlin made her come four times. Even now in the shower when it was all over, her heart still raced from the effort, and her hamstrings and glutes quivered. There was something she liked about submitting to Devlin. Maybe it was because she knew it was an act. She wouldn’t submit to the man for any other reason than what it earned her from him. Devlin got off on her submission. Devlin probably got off on anyone’s submission or subservience. But to be that woman for him, the one that would get on her knees and encourage him to ejaculate his load onto her upturned face, was exciting. Exciting through the act of submission—and it was an act, or at least a temporary abandonment—but also exciting to see the power she lent to her cicisbeo; simply on loan, just as Devlin loaned power to Josh when he deferred punishment or rebuke, letting Josh sass him out front of the Dragon. Devlin was so riled in the moment, knowing she wanted his semen on her skin, and she enjoyed the act about as much as he did, though it was him making the most noise. The fucking image of him would be burned forever: Devlin in glowing fiery orange; the muscles of his shoulders flexing, the flat of his stomach sucked in concave, the deep inset of his stomach muscles shaded by the range-hood of his ribcage; the way his forearms, biceps and chest raced with thick veins coursing blood from his pounding heart; the sweat-shine, the matted hair; the large masculine hand that stroked and choked his huge cock, the twisting flourish his grip curved as the hold slid forward over the bulging cock head; and that cock head: flared and full, its coronal ridge swollen like a cobra’s neck; the urgent sway of his big hanging balls as his jerking brought his imminent release closer and closer . . .

		“So fucking hot,” she whisper-laughed to herself in the glass-walled confine, the hot water splashing around her neck. Her nipples were still hard and achy. And she still wanted to fuck. She wanted to fuck bad. But she wouldn’t stay now with Devlin; she would go home fully primed and ready, and almost anything Josh would do to her tonight would set her sprinklers off.

		She squeaked off the tap and stepped out onto the bath mat, the mirror fogged up from the shower’s intense heat.

		Was there any greater act of submission than getting on her knees and requesting that?

		The hot wet tapping of his semen on her skin had been so arousing. She’d been sweaty and warm, and yet Devlin’s semen still felt warmer and wetter. It had splashed on her chin, mouth, cheeks, down her neck, and then he’d wagged it closer, making sure he’d squirted some of his mess onto her nipples. No wonder her nipples were so hard. She plucked them now, wondering what Josh would think if they hadn’t gone down by the time she rolled back to the villa. Fuck, it would drive him wild, wouldn’t it? She flicked them again and then winced and chuckled at how sensitive they were. Now she cupped and squeezed her breasts, wandered to the mirror and wiped it clean. her breasts ached how they did when she was pregnant. That got her eyebrows raising as she watched her reflection.

		“Not possible,” she said to herself.

		What would Josh make of that? Imagine the depths his mind would take his kink, wondering if the baby growing in her belly was Devlin’s. That would be cruel.

		But, one: the baby could be Josh’s, and two: she wasn’t pregnant, she was on the pill. The chances she got pregnant in a one-day window were about five-million to one.

		She wasn’t pregnant, only super-horny.

		And she couldn’t wait to get home to Josh.

		

		Devlin lay naked on the bed as she came out of the bathroom wearing his robe.

		Out the windows the color had leeched from the sunset, the sun gone for the night, and Josh at home waiting for her with the hot tub running, wondering where the hell she was. His tortured mind playing with the possibilities of where she could be and what she could be doing.

		But the time for stalling had passed, and she’d already been too long in Devlin’s room. What if Josh took a cab to come look for her here?

		She said, “Where are my things?”

		Devlin had his phone held at his stomach, thumbing through. He set it down now and regarded her. “What’s your rush?”

		“I’ve got to get home to Josh.”

		“He’s going crazy right now.”

		“I know, I have to get going.”

		Devlin lay out his hands to either side, calm and inviting. “You’ve got some time. Come lay with me.”

		“I don’t have any time.”

		“Tell me where you want to go.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“Where am I going to take Kimmy?”

		Right. A trip away. “Surprise me. . . . My things?”

		He patted the spot next to him in the center of his king-size bed, looking tanned and masculine on his coffee-cream bedding, and so fucking delicious she couldn’t look away. “Lay with me, Kimmy.”

		“You’re so fucking hot,” she said. A natural unprovoked statement. The guy lay on his bed on top of the covers, pillows piled up against the headboard. It showed off his best attributes: the body, the chest, the stomach; his sleepy cock lay across one thigh like a deflated kielbasa. He was gorgeous.

		He patted the mattress again, devilish gaze aimed at her, tempting her.

		She stayed standing, saying, “How long did it take you to figure that pose for when I came out?”

		“About as long as it took you deciding to come out here with that robe wide open.”

		The robe was open, and, yes, she’d liked the way it looked, hurrying out, knowing his eyes would be drawn to what she revealed. She took the open halves and flashed him a whole look, then closed it up, wrapping it tightly and crossing her arms. “Are my clothes out in the front room?”

		“I threw them off the balcony. Now you have to stay all night.”

		“Nice try,” she said, hiked around and strode out to the main room. Her clothes had been tossed over the arm of the couch.

		But Devlin was right behind her, putting his arms around her, his mouth close to her ear, saying, “Stay longer with me.”

		“I can’t, Devlin. I want to, but you know Josh is waiting.”

		“Why did you do this to him?”

		“Come up here with you? You’re so hot I couldn’t help myself.” She smiled to herself.

		“What’s going on between you two?”

		She turned to him, still in his arms, looking up to his scruffy face. She loved the way the beard looked on his cheeks and rugged jaw. “What do you mean?”

		His hands came to her neck, then into her robe, and he pushed the collar back to expose her shoulders. “You have the most beautiful neck,” he said, thumbing up and down the sides in soft strokes.

		She said again, “What do you mean?”

		“You looked beautiful wearing my pearls.”

		Now she chuckled and groaned, rocking her head back. He kissed her, and she kissed him back.

		“You’re terrible,” she said, resting her hands on his chest.

		“You did.”

		“I liked wearing them,” she said.

		He swept the robe off her shoulders and she let it fell to the floor, the two of them naked and embracing now. “Stay longer. I know you’re messing with Josh.”

		“Why would I do that?”

		“You know he likes it.”

		Devlin Stone was no partner, he was an adversary. Not to be trusted. The only thing that held him in check was that he wouldn’t hold her affair over her head because he would lose her as a lawyer and possibly face a human resources complaint. No, not possibly. She would run at him with full legal force.

		So she wouldn’t engage him in the torment of her husband.

		“I really need to go,” she said, resisting his clutch, pulling back. He released her.

		While she slipped the skirt on and pulled the top over her head, Devlin stood admiring. His cock had lengthened, and it bobbed with his heartbeat. Devlin was turned on by her infidelity.

		She faced him, meeting his gaze, smiling while she undid her hair that she’d tied up to keep dry while in the shower.

		Devlin said, “Imagine if you wore my necklace home.”

		She cocked her head. “My pretty pearls?”

		Devlin smiled, came closer and held her neck. “We should have taken a picture for him.”

		“Maybe next time I’ll wear them home and see if he notices.”

		Devlin’s jaw muscles flexed and his eyes narrowed. A small grumble in his throat told her she was pressing all his buttons.

		“That turn you on?” As proof—in case he tried to deny it—she looked in his eyes, getting closer, and grabbed his cock. “Don’t lie to me.”

		“You turn me on, Kimmy. Like no one ever has. I mean ever.”

		She caressed his growing member, stroking it downward, feeling it swell.

		“One more time, Kimmy,” he said, smiling and doing this thing with his eyes and deep voice that had her considering it for a moment.

		“I’d love to,” she said, “but I have a husband waiting for me.”

		Devlin looked at her admiringly. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

		“I have some idea,” she said, switching her grip to underhanded, his cock long and floppy and stiffening even further.

		“Come to bed. You think one hour late is any different than two?”

		She nodded. “One hour is the right amount.”

		Devlin creased his lower lip with his teeth and smiled wide, stepping back, his cock falling from her grip and dropping heavily between his thighs like a horse’s. Fuck, she did want to stay.

		Her head lolled on her neck, showing him how she struggled to leave.

		“You want to drive Josh crazy, you know how to do it.”

		Her eyes traveled his body, from face down to his beautiful reproductive equipment. It would be so much fun to go back to bed with him, to toss around in the comfy king-size and really surrender without having to worry about getting back to Josh, knowing how he worried. She said, “That right there drives him crazy,” nodding between his legs.

		Devlin said, “He tell you that?”

		“I know he knows.”

		Devlin took hold of it, brought it up to cradle it sideways across his hip, squeezing. “You’re not going to leave me like this, are you? You’re cruel to me, if I had the slightest amount of respect for your husband I’d feel sorry for him.”

		“Stay on my good side,” she said, closing the distance and putting her arms around him. She went to her toes to kiss him, then said, “I swear, make it happen: take me away on a business trip. I want to spend the night with you. I want us to take our time without worrying about Josh.”

		“You’re not worried about Josh, Kimmy, not even right now. Come on, come to bed with me.” His hands went around to coddle and grip her bottom, pulling her up to him. The urge to stay was getting stronger, and that surprised her because she was so determined to get the hell out of here.

		She pushed away, laughing, groaning at how much she did want to stay, and Devlin grabbed her wrist, trying to pull her back.

		“Kimmy, if Josh is such a big deal, call him, tell him to come by. I’ll show him how you like it.”

		“And how do I like it?”

		He tugged her close, embraced her. “Deep.”

		“You’d show him?”

		“I’d love for him to see you go wild when you get it how you need it.”

		“What if he liked it?”

		“Then what’s the problem?”

		“You want me to call him?”

		Devlin was taken aback. “Really?”

		She took the opportunity to escape his clutch again, laughing. “No way, I have to go.” She walked to the foyer of his suite.

		Devlin followed her, and she turned at the front door, Devlin closing the distance with his cock at full-hard, sweeping from side-to-side ahead of him like a metal detector. He pinned her to the door, his hands flat on its surface on either side of her. In the process, his cock wagged up underneath her skirt and they both laughed. Devlin locked his eyes with her and without wagging his hips or bouncing on his knees, he flexed his cock. It tapped up and down under her skirt, sometimes even touching her pussy, sticky skin to sticky skin. It got her knees weakening. And so was her resolve.

		She said, “Monday, I’ll see you Monday.”

		“I’ve got a meeting at lunch.”

		“Oh.”

		“With you. In my apartment.”

		“Okay,” she whispered and touched her hands on either side of his neck. She kissed him. “Monday,” she said.

		She scooted out sideways, backhanding his turgid weapon to clear it from under the skirt fabric, turned and opened the door.

		“Monday,” Devlin said, standing naked in the gap of the open door and watching her as she walked to the elevator.
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		Homestyle

		

		Five hours ago they were in the Caribbean, now they were stuck in highway traffic, five clicks from their apartment, and he was bursting to pee. His leg bounced up and down and Kimmy rested her hand on it, giving him a serious look. “There’s a Timmy’s just off the exit. Want me to tell her to stop?”

		He shook his head no, lips thinned, brow lowered.

		“You’re sure you’re going to make it?”

		“We’re almost home,” he said, voice tight.

		“You don’t look like you’re going to make it.”

		He shifted in the back seat of the Uber, trying to get a look ahead at the traffic and why the fuck they were stopped. It was Sunday fucking evening, why were so many people on the fucking road?

		Kimmy slunk against him, and he immediately got defensive. “Don’t do it,” he said, trying not to sound angry but at the same time wanting her to know this was no joke.

		“Don’t do what?” she purred, putting an arm around his middle—or at least trying to.

		He squeezed his elbows to his sides and leaned away from her.

		She said, “Where are you going?”

		“Don’t, Kimmy, it’s not funny,” he said, already chuckling.

		That was a mess-up, because as soon as he did it was like a license for her to be a jerk. She clawed her fingers and tried to bite at his side with them. He jolted and hissed through clenched teeth, “I’m not kidding,” and glowered at her.

		She stopped, got near his ear and whispered, “You’re not going to pee your pants, are you?”

		“Kimmy, look,” he said, trying to be reasonable, “don’t be a jerk right now, I’m serious.”

		“It would be so embarrassing if you peed your pants in this nice lady’s Mazda. It’s practically brand new.”

		Now he couldn’t help smiling at her humor—and the smile would hopefully appease her and reduce the chance of her going whole-hog with her tickling fingers.

		What was amazing—truly amazing—was what had transpired over the weekend. Despite the ruination that Devlin could have brought, the man’s arrival had done the opposite. In fact, even now, far removed from their tropical vacation, he felt closer to Kimmy than he had in years. Gosh, really maybe ever. It was the admissions he made to her. It was like he’d kept those dark thoughts in his head so long, worried at the humiliation their revelation would bring. But once revealed, all the revelation had done was to relax his own anxieties. Though his imminent urination was an emergency, all he could think now was how young and uninhibited he felt. And the way Kimmy acted suggested she felt the same. There was a youthful exuberance that reminded him of the way they were in university. Was it possible that when his barriers crumbled, her own did as well—as though they’d put up glass walls where they could see each other but not come too close. Kimmy’s had been built against his and toppled when his did.

		Now her hand slipped along his side to his thigh, then smoothed to cup between his legs. He held his breath and puffed out his cheeks. Kimmy made sure their driver’s attention was still on the road—traffic had picked up and they were near the highway exit. She manipulated and fondled his package. “Where’s he hiding?”

		“He’s in there somewhere,” he said.

		Kimmy watched his face as her finger and thumb began pinching at his bulge—I don’t know what’s a ball . . . and what’s . . . like maybe the . . . head part—and a slow smile crept. So slow, so quiet, he could hear the crackle of her lips against her teeth.

		“What is it you think you’re doing?”

		“I’m going to put a kink in your hose,” she said, at the exact moment her finger and thumb clenched just behind his cock head. The smile she had grew wider still, and she bit down on her lower lip as if she wanted to diminish it. Her eyes stayed on his and there was a mischievous sparkle.

		He dipped his chin and kissed her. She kissed him in return, into it. The warm breath from her nostrils felt amazing on his skin. She thumbed over his cock head, then gave the whole package two gentle pats.

		Their kiss parted, and he said, “You’re a real—”

		With a burst of scrabbling energy, her spidery fingers clawed and walked on his stomach, pinching at his side, shovel-stabbing where she thought his bladder might be. Just a few jabs, then she was cackling, jumping back to her side of the seat, raising her knees protectively. He watched her, thinking how beautiful she was, how amazing. The way her long black hair fell around her perfect face—beauty, yes, intelligence too, but also the picture of mirth and happiness. He thought to chase after her, give her her own tickling–it wasn’t like she wasn’t ticklish–but his belly felt full, the skin as tight as a drum. Why did he have two bottles of Perrier on the plane?

		Kimmy brought from her pocket her phone and wagged it in his face. “Hold on,” she said, “hold on,” keeping him at bay.

		“You’re so mean,” he said as he watched her, smiling eyes turned down to her phone as both her thumbs danced over it. She put the phone to her ear, held up a finger for him to be quiet. He sat listening as they exited the highway, Kimmy ordering jerk chicken and shrimp fried rice with a wing chow mein they could split. She said, “Okay, thank you, we’ll be there in ten.”

		She closed off her phone and slipped it into her pocket again. “Good Taste. You can run in to pick up our dinner. You know they have a bathroom.”

		“It’s really clean too,” he said, laying back with his head on the headrest, looking at the Mazda’s ceiling, and resting his hands on his distended and aching stomach.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Josh ate in absolute peace. It was a joy to see him so happy. They ate like college students, not two adults with real jobs. It was like they were back at college and there wasn’t a thing wrong with that in the world. All it did was make her look forward to going to work in her expensive suits and meeting with high-power clients, and . . . what else? Travel. More prestige. More money.

		They ate from the takeout containers, sitting on the floor in front of the TV, their backs to the couch’s front face, their meals and Cokes on the coffee table. They’d watch a movie, they’d go to bed early, and she couldn’t wait to snuggle up next to him in bed. Looked forward to it.

		Also looked forward to seeing Devlin tomorrow. To meeting him at lunch and spending an hour in his North Toronto apartment.

		Six months from now, maybe eight, she would trade the Leaf in and lease something she’d be proud to show up in at Devlin’s building. Would look proper getting out of. Something black and low.

		Her best friend—her husband—sat poised next to her, one hand on the remote as he scanned for a show they’d both enjoy, a plastic forkful of fried rice with shrimp held near his mouth. She couldn’t help herself, shimmying closer to him and putting an arm around him. He asked her what she was doing.

		“I love you,” she said.

		Josh set down his fork in the dinner container and hooked an arm around her, then the other. He squeezed her too tight, and she made a choking sound. “I love you too,” he said. Then he tried to kiss her, knowing his lips shone with grease and she shied away, getting a hand in between them and laughing, falling to her side. He slapped her rump and got back to eating.

		They’d both jumped into their PJs when they got home, didn’t unpack, just threw it all in the closet. She wiped her face with the long sleeves of her sweatshirt and Josh ate, laughing to himself, landing on Jeopardy and letting it ride.

		“Jeopardy?” She skewered a shrimp with her fork tines.

		“You object? I’m tired of looking for something to watch, I just want to eat.”

		“Fine,” she said, “but I want to watch a funny movie next.”

		“Deal,” he said, eyes still on the television. then: “Thanks for bringing me this weekend.”

		“Who else was I going to bring?”

		“I had the best time, I mean it.”

		“I did too.”

		He looked her way like he had more to say but changed his mind and went back to Jeopardy, the category: Potent Potables.

		

		Later, in bed, three in the morning watching Josh sleep with her arm around him, she thought: What if there was a way to give her husband his fantasy, and in turn, give him the knowledge of Devlin he required in order not to suffer? In order to exist in peace.

		She knew the way, and it was something she was already doing, though Josh didn’t know it. How would she make Josh ask her to do it?
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