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Chapter 1
 
   I stood in the bathroom, looking at the fruits of my outburst - crumpled and damp paper towels strewn across the floor before me.  A shallow dent was evident in the dispenser on the wall.  The knuckles on my right hand were red, raw and bleeding.
 
   I looked to the left and saw my reflection staring back at me.  My brown hair was disheveled, my shirt open where several buttons had been ripped off, and tears were running down my cheeks.  I looked like I'd been in a fight, and I had, with myself.
 
   More than a month of pent up frustration and rage had finally been released in an empty rest stop off US17 south of Camp Verde, Arizona.  It was in the early hours of Saturday morning, the dawn still a couple of hours away.
 
   The weekend had started pleasantly enough.  Well, about as pleasantly as it could, given the situation.  
 
   I was in my own bathroom, in my own home - the one I've shared with my wife, Robin, for the past three years.  I was packing up her toothbrush, make-up and skin care products so she could move further up state to run the Sedona Spirit Rejuvenation Spa and Fitness Center.  It's a mouthful, I know, so we just call it the Spirit Spa.
 
   She was moving to the small town of Camp Verde, about a hundred miles north of Phoenix.  She would still be my wife, but you couldn't really call us a couple anymore.  For one thing, we were living apart.  And for another, she had a lover on the side, one I knew about, and condoned.
 
   She said she still loved me as much as ever and, God help me, I believe her.  I still loved her as well and I wanted her to be happy.  So I had to accept our new unorthodox lifestyle.
 
   “Robin,” I called out, “do you want me to pack up your shampoo and conditioner?”
 
   “No,” she answered, from right behind me.  “And you don't have to yell.”
 
   “Sorry, I didn't know you were so close.”
 
   I turned and gave her a quick kiss on the lips.
 
   “So, you're not planning on showering in your new digs?” I said.
 
   “Don't be silly,” she said, giving me a playful slap on the butt.  “Leave those so I'll have something to use when I'm here.  I may be moving to Camp Verde, but this will still be my home.”
 
   This will still be my home.  I liked the sound of that.  After an agonizing week of packing, it was good to know she still cared.
 
   “So, can I call your place up north our apartment?”
 
   “Sure,” she said.  “You know what's mine is yours.”
 
   “Yeah,” I said, turning to pack away a few more toiletries.  And what's yours is Scott's, I didn't add.
 
   Scott was her new boss and boyfriend.  I tried not to think about him too much, but it was difficult since he was the reason Robin was moving out.
 
   In the end, we had two suitcases full of clothes and about a dozen boxes of stuff my wife would need: dishes, a television, our spare computer, a few books, and the like.
 
   I took Friday off from the veterinary clinic where I work, and that morning we put all the stuff in Robin's SUV and headed out.
 
   The first hour of the drive north was pretty slow, lots of traffic with families escaping the big city for a weekend of camping or boating.  After the exit to Cave Creek, the trip got a little smoother with just the occasional camper heading up to the Grand Canyon or a semi loaded with goods toward who knows where.
 
   Robin found the jazz station on the satellite radio.  I let the sweet notes of Miles Davis' trumpet fill my head, sweeping away all the anxiety I had about this trip.  We still had some issues to discuss, but they could wait.  I wanted to enjoy as much of the time I had with Robin as I could.  I didn't know how many good times we had left, just the two of us.  For now it was just her and me and the music moving smoothly through the Arizona desert, saguaro cactuses standing like sentinels until they finally gave way to the ponderosa pine of the Mogollon Rim. 
 
   Neither of us were speaking, we were just enjoying the music and the time together; the talking would come later.  A short while after the turn off to the Arcosanti Artistic community, state highway 69, to be precise, I felt Robin's hands slowing stroking my cock through my jeans.  My first thought was, what the fuck?  I turned to look at my wife, but she was busy looking down at my crotch, licking her lips, a hungry look in her eyes.
 
   “Watch the road, Peter,” she said as she worked down my zipper.
 
   I snapped my head forward and enjoyed the feeling of Robins finger's digging inside my pants and pulling my quickly swelling penis out into the open air.  After stroking it a few times, to get it nice and hard, my wife undid her seat belt and leaned across the console to take me into her mouth.
 
   For a while, I was able to keep my mind on the road ahead.  Fortunately, there was little traffic to contend with, but soon the pleasure of Robin's warm, wet mouth working its magic on my cock took my attention.  It felt so sweet, her lips gliding up and down my shaft, her tongue swirling under the rim of the tip.
 
   Before Vegas, my wife had never really much cared for sucking me off.  Now, she did it once or twice a week.  Maybe she was learning to like it, or maybe she was just feeling guilty about leaving me all alone; didn't matter to me, I was enjoying the hell out of it.
 
   She was also getting very good at it.  She worked her hand and mouth in a contretemps rhythm, playing her tongue over the tip, along the shaft, occasionally licking my balls, all while keeping a steady stroke with her hands.
 
   And, for a moment, I thought of Scott and how he would also be enjoying the pleasures of my wife's mouth.  I never considered she might have been practicing so she could please her lover, until now.
 
   “You're getting soft, love,” my wife said, pulling her lips away, but still stroking.
 
   I had to forget about Scott, and fast.  I accepted that Robin had a lover; I didn't necessarily like it.  We had a wild time in Vegas, the three of us, sharing a bed, sharing my wife's body.  But that was before the confession.
 
   “Is everything okay?” she asked.
 
   “Just trying to stay safe, sweetheart.  You're not buckled in and I'd hate to have an accident with my dick in your mouth.  I'd hate to lose my wife and my best friend at the same time.”
 
   “Very funny,” she said just before stuffing my dick back in her mouth.
 
   After a few minutes of her skillful sucking, I felt a tension build in my core.  I tried to keep my attention on the road, but it was so hard.  Yes, I get it.  So hard.
 
   The white lines on the road counting out time, my wife's beautiful lips going down and pulling up, Dave Brubeck on the radio.  It was what I could only imagine heaven being like.  Getting a blowjob to the swinging sound of Take Five.  If I did have to die now, well, so be it, there were worse circumstances to expire in.
 
   My orgasm was building.  In the time before Vegas, on the few occasions when my wife would go down on me, I would have given her plenty of warning so she could pull her mouth away and finish me off with her hands.  Now, she had developed a taste for semen, and she swallowed.  At least I could thank Scott for that.
 
   The music played, the high desert moved swiftly passed the windows, and my wife continued her sucking.  I was very close to coming.
 
   “I'm close,” I said.  Robin just hummed, informing me that she was well aware of my impending release.
 
   As my climax built, I happened to look out my wife's window and saw a pickup truck staying with us.  The driver, a middle age man, splitting his attention between the road ahead, and my wife giving head.  She must have been a sight, her ass sticking up, her head bobbing up and down.  He could probably even see her panties.
 
   He gave me a thumb's up when he caught my glance.  I just smiled and turned my eyes back toward the road.  Luckily, we were the only two vehicles within miles.
 
   And then, the tension in my core exploded in a mighty release.
 
   HONK!  The Bastard.
 
   The horn startled Robin, causing her to release my cock from her mouth while I was cumming.
 
   Most of my seed was in her mouth, with a bit dribbling down her chin.  At least two ropes of semen fired into the air, one landed in a glob on the dashboard, the other on my jacket.
 
   The pickup driver just laughed and sped away.
 
   “Dick,” my wife said.
 
   We both couldn't help but laugh.
 
   Robin took out a tissue and wiped my cum off the dash, then carefully tucked my cock back into my pants and finished cleaning up the mess with a few moist towelettes she had in the glove box.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   We were about ten miles from our destination when I decided I needed to take a swat at the big ol' hornet's nest that had been hanging over our marriage for the last few weeks.
 
   “We still haven't decided how this is going to work,” I said.
 
   “What do you mean?” Robin replied.  I wasn't sure if she seriously didn't know, or if she was just playing dumb.
 
   “I know you're developing feelings for Scott,” I said, the words, a poison I had to spit out or choke on.  “And I know you're going to have a relationship with him.”
 
   Robin just stared at the road ahead.
 
   “How's this going to work?”
 
   More silence.
 
   “You say you don't want a div-”
 
   “I don't,” Robin blurted out, cutting me off.  “I love you.  You're my husband.”
 
   “But you also say you love Scott.”
 
   My wife hesitated, opened her mouth to speak, but said nothing.
 
   “And you also want to divide your affections between me and him.”  It was a statement of fact, not a question, but Robin whispered a yes.
 
   “So, you want an open marriage then?” I asked.  I knew what her answer would be, even before she said it.  I'd heard it several times since Vegas, and it didn't make any more sense to me now than it did then.
 
   “No, I don't want to sleep with any other men.”
 
   “Just Scott.”
 
   “Yes, just Scott.  And I don't want you to fuck around with any other women.”
 
   “You do understand how fucked up that is, don't you?  How unfair?”
 
   “Yes,” she said, her eyes staring down into her lap.  She wasn't crying, but also wasn't proud of the situation.  Human emotions could be so confusing at times.
 
    I decided I needed to make some demands of my own.  I was tired of being pushed around, like my feelings didn't matter.  If my wife was going to be spending time with and sleeping with another man, I needed her to make a few concessions, for my own self-esteem, if for nothing else.
 
   I accepted my wife could have feelings for two men, but she was going to have to live with the consequences.
 
   “I need to have that option, Robin.”  There was no other woman on the horizon, no woman I seriously wanted to sleep with, other than my wife, but she didn't know that.
 
   “Why don't you just ask me for a divorce then?  I wouldn't blame you.”
 
   “I don't want a divorce.”
 
   “Peter, the thought of you sticking it to another woman drives me crazy.”
 
   “Yes, I believe it does.  Welcome to my pain.”
 
   “You seem to enjoy watching me fuck Scott.”
 
   “Watching you fuck Scott is not the same as watching you having a relationship.  I've accepted these circumstances we're in, and now you have to accept I might want to sleep with other women.  I promise you, I won't fall in love.”  I regretted the words as soon as they passed my lips.  I didn't mean to hurt Robin, despite the fact she was tearing me up inside.  “I'm sorry I said that.”
 
   “No, you're right, Peter.  I deserved that.”
 
   What I was really sorry about was the my lie.  We had promised each other total honesty, but I was holding out on her.  I didn't want to date or fuck other women, not really, but I couldn't tell her that.  It would give her too much power over me and I was having serious trust issues with her at the moment.  Maybe later, but for now, I wanted Robin to think I might be out on a date of my own every time she was with Scott.
 
   I may have been calm on the outside, but inside I was a boiling hot mess of emotions.  I found myself wanting to raise my voice, to yell in her face, to demand she stop seeing Scott.  I wanted to tell her to come back home with me, to forget Vegas happened and pretend it was just a bad, bad dream.  But I couldn't do that.  I didn't want to make any demands of Robin, I loved her too much for that.  I wasn't going to control her; she had to make her own choices.
 
   I almost missed our exit while I was stewing in my dark emotions.
 
   We continued our discussion on the drive to the extended stay hotel Robin booked.  By the time we arrived, Robin and I had reached an amicable agreement.  She would continue to explore her feelings for Scott, while I would be free to date and sleep with other women when we were apart.  She just didn't want to know about it, as long as I was honest with her when she did ask.
 
   Robin checked in while I called the rental car company in Cottonwood that was providing my ride back to Phoenix.  They said they would be dropping a car off at the hotel, later that day.  Robin came back from the manager's office with the keys to her room just as I was hanging up.  I grabbed a box and followed her.  I continued unloading her stuff as my wife excused herself to take a call.  She didn't say who it was, but I could guess.
 
   I missed most of the conversation while I unpacked, but I did catch a few snippets.
 
   “I called the agent last Saturday.  She said she'll be able to show us the site the first of next week.  Yeah, on Monday.  If everything works out, the contractor can see us on Tuesday.”
 
   It sounded mostly like business details so I tuned it out.
 
   I was bringing in the last of the Robin's stuff and was surprised to find she wasn't in the kitchen where I had left her.  Her day planner was still on the counter, her notes and calendar spread out.  I was about to call out to her when I heard her voice coming from the bathroom off the suite's bedroom.  She was trying to whisper, but not doing a very good job of it.
 
   “I miss you, too,” she said in a soft voice.
 
   I should have knocked to let her know I was there.  That would have been the honest thing to do, but she was obviously trying to hide her conversation, and that wasn't being very honest on her part.  So I stood silently at the partially closed bathroom door and eavesdropped on my wife's conversation with her lover.  This is what our marriage had become.
 
   “What do you mean, tonight?  –But I thought – Yeah, I do.  But I told Peter, he was planning to spend the night. – No, I don't think he'll like that. – No, Vegas was different – Okay, I'll ask him.”
 
   Robin's voice kept getting louder and she didn't seem to be trying to hide anything anymore.
 
   “You'll ask me what?” I said.
 
   A quick gasp of surprise escaped my wife's lips.  “Peter, are you spying on me?”
 
   I pushed open the bathroom door all the way.  Robin was sitting on the counter, her legs dangling in front of her.  One hand held her phone to her ear, the fingers of the other were running through her short brown hair.  Her shiny gold wedding band sparkled as it was caught by sunlight cascading through the dusty window.  She looked too sexy sitting there, talking to her lover.
 
   I was just starting to get used to her new looks.  Before Vegas, she had beautiful long hair that fell well past her collar.  Now it was short.  It was nice and sexy, in a way, but not the same.
 
   Despite the new hair, the new job, and a new lover, Robin was still the same woman I had fallen in love with over six years ago.  The woman who shared my appreciation of fine wine, Marx brothers' movies and miniature golf.  I figured I'd eventually get used to sharing her affections with another man, just like I was getting use to her new hairstyle.  At least I hoped I would.
 
   “Are you trying to hide something from me?” I asked.
 
   “No,” she said, drawing out the word.
 
   “Well then, I guess I wasn't spying on you.  No secrets between us, remember.”
 
   We stood there a moment, gazing into each other's eyes, both of us questing, searching for how much the other knew.  Neither of us wanted to speak first.  I knew she had something to tell me, something I wouldn't like.  I just hoped she had enough faith in me to know I could handle it.
 
   “Yeah, I know, you're still there,” Robin said into the phone.
 
   Our moment was broken; reality, in the guise of Scott, had intruded.
 
   “Yeah, I'll tell him, but I'm pretty sure the answer will be no. - Yeah, yeah, I'll ask.”
 
   “Ask me what?” I said.
 
   Robin put her hand up to silence me.  Such a simple gesture, but in this circumstance like a punch to the gut.  My wife telling me to quiet down so she could hear what her lover had to say.  A month ago, I would have laughed it off.  After catching her in the arms of her lover, I would have slapped her hand away and demanded her attention.  I was beyond that now.
 
   I went back down to the car and drove to a grocery store I saw from the highway.  I bought a  six-pack of a local brew and a frozen pizza.
 
   On the way back, I continued thinking about our situation.  Now, I was resigned to the fact that Scott was a part of our lives, well, mostly Robin's life, but since she was my wife, that made him part of my life, too.  Was I beaten down?  Did I feel like less of a man?  Maybe.  I couldn't help but feel sorry for myself.  There was obviously something missing in our marriage, something Robin needed that I just couldn't provide, but Scott could.
 
   I parked the car and ran into the rental car agent who was dropping off the vehicle I would drive back home to Phoenix, leaving Robin's SUV here for her to drive.  I signed a few documents and looked over the Ford Fiesta for any major scratches or dents they might try to charge me for.  The agent, dressed in a spiffy green blazer then handed over the keys and drove off with her partner.
 
   Surprisingly, my wife was frantic when I got back to the suite.
 
   “Peter,” she cried, throwing her arms around me and burying her head in my neck, “You had me so worried.”
 
   “Why,” I said, “I was only gone, like, fifteen minutes.”
 
   “I thought you were mad at me for shushing you.  I thought you were heading home.”
 
   “I wouldn't say I was mad.  What made you think that?”
 
   “You just left me without saying anything.”
 
   “You shushed me, that's why I didn't say anything.”
 
   “I looked out and the car was gone, then I saw your phone sitting on the kitchen counter.”
 
   “That, right there, should have told you I was coming back.  Plus, I'm not leaving you here without a car.”
 
   “So, you're not mad?”
 
   “A little ticked off maybe, but not mad.”
 
   “I know it's been hard for you these last few weeks with me ignoring you and your needs while I was busy dealing with the move and the new job.”  For the first time since our last day in Vegas, I saw a few tears welling up in Robin's eyes.  She truly seemed sad and sorry for our situation.  I took hold of my wife by the shoulders and looked her in the eyes.
 
   “I understand, Robin.  We're in uncharted waters here.  I'll stand by you, no matter what, for as long as you'll have me.  Never forget that.”
 
   Robin dropped her gaze to my chest.
 
   “Okay, I know there's something you need to tell me, so spit it out.”
 
   Robin looked up at me.  “Are you sure you're willing to stand by me, no matter what?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, without hesitation.
 
   “I hope you still feel that way in a few minutes.”
 
   I said nothing, steeling myself for the inevitable gut punch.  I'd had a few of those in the last couple weeks, but I survived them, so I guessed I'd be able to survive this one.
 
   “Do you want to tell me now,” I asked, “or after we eat?” 
 
   “I better do it now,” she said.  “Your reaction could affect our dinner plans.”
 
   I didn't like the sound of that.  “Continue,” I said, prepared for the worst.
 
   “Scott's on his way over.  He'll be here in about half an hour.”
 
   I should have been expecting that, but I wasn't.  “I thought he wasn't coming to Sedona for a few more weeks,” I said.  I had planned to spend the weekend with Robin and head back Sunday night.  This latest development might change that.
 
   “That was the plan, but things are going so well in Kansas City, Scott decided to come out here sooner to help me get all the ducks in a row for the Spirit.”
 
   “Do you still want me to stay?” I asked.  I couldn't believe my wife would want me to leave.  I just couldn't.  But, I had to ask.
 
   I was relieved when she leaned over to give me a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “Of course, silly,” she said.  “Scott wanted me to ask if you wouldn't mind him joining us for dinner.  It would be a great opportunity for you two to get to know each other better.  Everything was so rushed in Vegas.  I really think you two would get along well.”
 
   “We do have one thing in common,” I said.
 
   Robin rolled her eyes.  “What's that?” she said, with as straight a face as she could muster.
 
   “You,” I said, giving her a kiss on the lips.  I should have been furious, but I wasn't.  I had experienced too many crises recently, and I was burned out.  Instead of fighting against the waves of emotions, I decided to ride them out.  I was going to enjoy the time I had left with Robin.  I'd deal with whatever the future had in store for me later.
 
   “So, dinner it is then,” I said.
 
   “And you'll behave?”
 
   “Don't worry, I'll play nice.  I know how much this job means to you.  And, God help me, I know how important Scott is to you.  Yes, I'll behave.”
 
   “Thanks, that means a lot to me.”
 
   We embraced.  It felt good.  We held each other for a few minutes.  Then I had to go and open my mouth.  “So, is that all that Scott wanted you to ask me?” I said.
 
   “So, you heard that?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Robin didn't answer right away.  She tightened her arms around me, her head resting on my shoulder, her warm breath caressing my neck.
 
   “Actually, it's not,” she said.  I felt her hands working their way down my back to land on my ass.  She started kneading while she kissed a trail along the bare skin of my shoulder and up my neck.  Then she started nibbling at my ear lobes.
 
   I was becoming extremely aroused.  My previously staid wife had become a wanton vixen.  I was loving it.
 
   “Scott had another idea,” she whispered directly into my ear.  “One that I like.  One that gets me so wet.”
 
   I stepped back, away from my wife.  I looked at the woman who stood before me, a look of extreme sexual hunger flaring up in her eyes.  She giggled as I adjusted my inflating cock.
 
   “Okay, tell me,” I said.
 
   “You enjoyed what happened in Vegas, right?” she asked.
 
   “Be more specific,” I said.  A lot happened those four days.  Not all of it arousing, and not all of it pleasant.
 
   “You know what I'm talking about, Peter, our little ménage.”
 
   “Of course I remember.” I knew what she was hinting at, the semi-threesome encounter we shared.
 
   “Well,” she said, again, drawing out the word.  “Scott thought, since we three would be here for the weekend we might try it again.”
 
   Robin was asking me to share her with her lover.  Again.
 
   “So, Scott wants me to watch him fuck you?”  I tried not to sound bitter.  I didn't think I pulled it off, but Robin seemed to ignore the tone of my voice.
 
   “Well, you did seem to like it then.  And you don't have to just watch.  There's so much we could do, together, the three of us.”
 
   My wife was really getting into the new lifestyle, and at least part of me was as well.  The lower part.  It seemed I did like watching my wife have sex.  I loved the way she looked as she was climaxing, her face glistening with sweat, her moans issuing from her mouth, a perfect oval.  It was a sight I could only get from a distance.
 
   Despite the jealously, or maybe because of it, I got incredibly hard watching another man fuck my wife.  The sexual act was not the problem with me.  I discovered that shortly after I found my wife lying on our hotel bed with Scott between her outstretched legs, burying his cock into her pussy.  I didn't mind my wife sharing her body with another man.  I wanted her to explore all the pleasures the world had to offer.
 
   No.  My problem was Robin sharing her heart.
 
   But, I was horny.  And I did, kinda, want to watch my wife get pounded by another man.  It would be fun, I thought.  I'd deal with the emotional stuff after.  I found I was doing that a lot – putting off the emotional stuff.
 
   “Sure, I'm game,” I said.
 
   That's when Scott knocked on the door and I nearly came in my pants.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I jumped.  Robin just smiled as she answered the door.  She greeted the man who stood there  with a kiss – a long, deep kiss – one reserved for long absent lovers.
 
   They eventually broke their embrace and Robin escorted Scott into the suite.  Ever the gentleman, Scott extended his hand.
 
   “Good to see you again, Peter,” he said.
 
   I doubt it, I thought.
 
   “Nice seeing you again, too,” I lied, as I shook his hand.
 
   I could understand how my wife could be seduced by this man.  He had a laid back and self-assured manner, with a professional demeanor that put business associates, as well as lovers, at ease.  He kept his wavy blond hair cut short, just off his collar.  The smile in his steely blue eyes was warm and inviting.  He stood just a few inches taller than Robin and myself.  This evening he was wearing a powder blue polo shirt that was pulled tight across his well-defined torso, just one of the perks of owning a string of fitness centers.
 
   With his superior looks and physique, I should have been intimidated, but I wasn't.  Scott's demeanor radiated warmth and, I'd say, a kindness most other alpha males of his type lacked.
 
   I figured my wife lusted after his body, but she was falling in love with his personality.
 
   I really wondered if Scott knew how much he was upsetting our lives.  Not just with his relationship with my wife, but also with his job offer, requiring her to live apart from me, turning our three year marriage into a long distance romance.
 
   I wondered if he cared.
 
   Robin invited Scott in and I offered him a beer.  We sat around and chatted, my wife sitting on the couch next to Scott, me sitting on one of the chairs around the small dining table.  My wife was acting fidgety.  She couldn't keep her hands still, and her feet were tapping out a heavy staccato rhythm.  I could tell she wanted to attack her lover with kisses and caresses, but she was controlling her passion in deference to me.
 
   She looked sexy, with an erotic hunger in her eye, a look I had seen before, but focused on me, not another man.
 
   Scott, for his part, had the sense to split his attention between the both of us.  He must have thought if he paid too much attention to Robin, I would get pissed off.  He couldn't know I was beyond that feeling at the moment.  I had switched into neutral, as a favor to my wife.
 
   He told us about his trip, flying from KC to Phoenix, then on to Flagstaff.  I told him I'd never flown into Northern Arizona; Robin and I prefer the scenic drive.  Scott said the flight was fine, but that he'd probably drive up himself on future trips to Sedona.
 
   “Anyone else hungry?” I asked.
 
   Both Robin and Scott raised their hands, like eager kindergarden kids needing to use the restroom.  I thought about making a comment about how they were both hungry for each other, but I held off.  I knew the topic of sex would come up eventually, but I wasn't going to be the one to broach it first.  I mentioned the frozen pizza instead.
 
   None of us were interested in that.  Instead my wife suggested a place called The Horn she discovered while researching the area.  It was known for its extensive wine list and an eclectic selection of craft beers.
 
   A half hour later we were seated in a corner booth, my wife enjoying a glass of the house Cabernet and Scott and I comparing notes on a Pecan Dunkleweizen from the restaurant's own brewery.
 
   “This place is pretty nice,” Scott said, taking another sip of beer.
 
   “It had some great reviews,” Robin added.
 
   “I just hope the food's as good as the beer,” I said; and it was.
 
   The waitress recommended the pecan pie for dessert.  My wife passed, Scott and I indulged, it was excellent.
 
   We were lingering over our after dinner coffee when the subject of sex finally came up, so to speak.  True to my commitment, I wasn't the one to start the ball rolling.
 
   “I have to say, Peter,” Scott said, apropos of nothing, “I was surprised at how easily you accepted Robin's affair.”
 
   “I can't say it was easy,” I said.  “I really thought my marriage was over when I saw you two going at it in our hotel room.”
 
   Robin took my hand as I explained the pain and betrayal I felt.
 
   I continued, “It wasn't until I had a heart to heart talk with a total stranger that I realized I didn't own my wife.”   I held her hands tightly and looked into her eyes.  “She's her own woman with her own desires, and I feel lucky to be a part of her life.”
 
   “And I feel lucky to have such a wonderful and understanding husband,” Robin said before leaning in to kiss me.
 
   “And I'm lucky to have such a highly competent and very sexy woman to run my spa,” Scott said.  “And to share my bed.”
 
   I wanted to say something.  I wanted to explain how I wasn't upset about sharing a bed, it was sharing Robin's heart that hurt me the most, but now wasn't the time.
 
   “So are you two up for continuing this conversation back at the room?” my wife asked, a deliciously sexy smile playing across her face.  Scott and I looked at each other, like there was any other way to answer that question.
 
   “Sure.” “Sounds great,” we both said, simultaneously.
 
   We stopped at an all-night grocery store on the way back to the hotel to pick up a couple bottles of wine.
 
   Even though the three of us had already shared one sexual experience, I was still apprehensive about another.  Robin seemed the most comfortable, but then she was the sole woman.  Scott and I couldn't help but feel competitive, it was a guy thing.  The wine would definitely help smooth any rough edges between us.
 
   Robin also picked up a couple of red candles.  “To set the mood,” she said.
 
   “Seeing your beautiful body, au naturel, is all the mood setting I'll need,” Scott said.
 
   My wife blushed.
 
   Score one for the bad guy.
 
   “You're silly,” Robin said, giving him a light punch in the shoulder, quickly followed by a kiss on the cheek.  “And quite sweet.  Peter, you could learn something from this man.”
 
   I hoped she didn't mean to hurt me, but the words stung.  Had I ignored my wife's romantic needs so badly?  Was I the one to drive her into another man's arms?  I'd have to talk to her about it later.
 
   I drove us back to the suite.  Robin and Scott sat in the back, exchanging kisses and engaging in a little light groping.  I watched them in the rearview mirror, getting a head start on the evening's festivities.  I found myself getting extremely jealous.  I also found myself getting extremely hard.
 
   I pulled into the parking lot and before I could get the keys out of the ignition, Robin and Scott had already exited the SUV and were racing to the suite.  I followed them as quickly as I could, grabbing the grocery bag as I went.
 
   I should have been pissed, being left out, but the red hot burning in my blood was rushing to my erection.  My rational mind, my jealousy, my self-esteem, all were starved.
 
   Robin, myself, and Scott were going to share a sexual encounter.  It was going to happen.  Nothing I could do would change that.  I didn't want to change that.  My randy hormones had taken control of my body.
 
   The inevitable comedown would be painful, but I didn't know that, or even care, at the time.
 
   I caught up with the couple at the door to our suite.  Robin was trying in vain to get the key in the slot.  She was being distracted by Scott, who was mercilessly groping a breast with one hand, while the other rubbed the sweet spot between her legs.
 
   “Let me help with that,” I said.
 
   Robins said, “Thanks,” and handed me the key.  Instead I took her face in my hand and kissed her, hard and wet with as much passion as I could muster.  With my free hand, I kneaded her other breast.
 
   “Funny,” she said, “can we take this inside?”  Robin pulled away from the two of us and opened the door.
 
   We three stumbled into the room.  We were drunk, not on liquor, but on lust.
 
   I went to put the grocery bag on the kitchen counter.
 
   “You want the candles?” I asked.
 
   “Fuck'em,” my wife said, “we won't need them.”
 
   I was stunned, and not from seeing my wife enveloped in a passionate embrace with another man.  Robin hardly ever used that word.  I was impressed.
 
   “Pour us all a glass of wine, Peter,” Scott said as he scooped my wife up and carried her into the bedroom.
 
   I didn't like taking orders from my wife's lover, no man would, but I did it.  I felt mildly embarrassed.  A better man than me would have probably refused.  I let the slight humiliation slide.  Again, I was thinking more with my dick than with my heart.
 
   When I joined them, Robin was sitting on the edge of the King-sized bed, the buttons on her white blouse were undone, revealing her white lacy bra.
 
   Scott was standing between her legs pulling his shirt up over his head.  My wife was pulling down the zipper of his jeans.
 
   My attention should have been drawn to watching my wife free Scott's cock, but instead my eye was caught by the intricate tiger tattoo that covered almost half of the right side of his back.  It was an exquisite and masterful work of art.
 
   “Someone's excited to see me,” my wife said as she lowered Scott's jeans and boxer briefs.  “Very excited.”  She began to stroke his hardened cock.  It was a decent size, seven or eight inches maybe, just a little bigger than mine, not that I was comparing.
 
   Who the fuck am I kidding, yes, I was comparing  He was slightly taller than me, with bigger, more defined muscles; of course he had a bigger penis.
 
   I took a swig of my drink before handing Scott his glass.
 
   “Thanks,” he said, taking the wine and setting it down on the nearby night stand.
 
   I was going to offer Robin a drink of wine from my glass, but she had Scott's cock in her mouth.  She looked at me with a smile in her eyes.
 
   “Maybe later,” I said, putting the glass down on the dresser.
 
   I got undressed, then helped Robin out of the rest of her clothes while she continued to suck on Scott.  I was somehow able to get her to pause in her oral worship of her lover's penis in order to maneuver her onto her hands and knees.  Watching her service Scott was making me jealous and angry, and horny as hell.  I needed relief.
 
   I ran my fingers gently along the peach fuzz around her pussy.  Robin had waxed her mound bare and her hair was just beginning to grow back.  I discovered she was sopping wet.  I licked my fingers savoring her tangy flavor.
 
   “I hope you're going to fuck me, Peter,” my wife said, briefly turning away from Scott to demand my attention.
 
   I didn't want to disappoint her.  “Sure thing, dear,” I said.
 
   I knelt on the bed, behind my wife's beautiful little ass and easily slid into her.  It felt wonderful to sheath my cock into my wife's warm, inviting pussy.
 
   I took a moment to relish the sensation, before beginning to fuck her in a slow steady rhythm, in – out, in – out.  I tried to time my strokes with my wife's as she bobbed up and down on Scott's erection.
 
   Scott and I briefly made eye contact, across my wife's naked back.  He smiled, as if to say, isn't this sweet?  I wanted to look away, to stare at my wife's ass, or up at the ceiling, anywhere but into the face of the man fucking my wife's mouth.  But I wasn't willing to give in to this man.  She was still my wife.  I had nothing to be ashamed of.
 
   In the end I did close my eyes as I became lost in the pleasure of my approaching climax.  I grabbed my wife's ass and began pounding her relentlessly, my cock delving deep as I could, my balls slapping against her mound.
 
   She had to stop sucking Scott's dick as I took control of her body, momentarily using her for my own pleasure.  While I continued to thrust, a deep moan issued from my wife's lips.  She was very close to cumming.  I could feel her muscles tighten around my cock.  At that moment, I came, filling my wife's womb with my seed.  Even after I was done, I was able to remain hard and continued pumping, extending Robin's orgasm a few moments longer.
 
   We both collapsed on the bed, spent.
 
   Scott waited about a minute before insisting it was his turn.
 
   Robin and I looked up at him, standing at the side of the bed, one arm akimbo, the other holding a condom.
 
   My wife looked at me, as if to make sure I was okay with what was happening.  My mind was still a little fuzzy, delirious post orgasm. I just shrugged.
 
   “You want me to clean up, first?” my wife asked her lover.
 
   “Nope, I'll take you just the way you are,” Scott said.
 
   I rolled off the bed and took a seat by the window.  Scott climbed on the bed and positioned himself between my wife's outstretched legs.  Robin took the condom from her lover's fingers and opened the package.  She placed the latex sheath on the tip of her lover's cock and began rolling it on with her mouth.  I later wondered where she learned that skill, since she was on birth control and we never used condoms, but at the time I just sat and enjoyed the erotic show.
 
   With the condom securely in place, Scott slid down to position the head of his cock at the entrance to Robin's pussy.  He slowly worked his penis up and down her slit, causing her breathing to quicken. I could just make out my wife's juices, mixed with my own, lubricate his shaft.
 
   I felt my own flaccid cock begin to re-awaken.  I still found it odd how aroused I became watching another man take his pleasure with my wife.  I had truly reached the point where I could separate the physical act of sex from the bonds of love.  I knew my wife had feelings for this man, but that didn't dampen my arousal.
 
   “God, Scott, just put it in, already,” my wife moaned.
 
   “Say please,” her lover said, his cock wavering between her labia.
 
   My wife looked up at the evil grin on Scott's face.  She pouted and it looked like she was actually going to beg him to fuck her.
 
   “No,” she said.  Instead of asking nicely for Scott to fuck her, Robin began to fuck him.  She wrapped her legs around Scott's thighs and her arms around his torso and with a strength born of passionate need, she pulled her lover down, and into her.  She began grinding her hips against his, controlling the friction between them.  She let out a gasp of joy as beads of sweat dripped down her face.  She had closed her eyes, disappearing into her own world of pleasure.
 
   For his part, Scott, too, was enjoying the ride.  After a few moments he began participating himself, working his cock up and down in time with Robin's thrusts.
 
   It was better than any porn I had ever seen, and it was a live show, not ten feet away from me.
 
   It didn't take the lovers long to get into a steady rhythm, and for that rhythm to steadily increase.  It felt like three hours, but it was really only three minutes, before the erotic ride came to a sudden, pleasurable climax.  My wife threw her head back and let out a loud deep moan as Scott clenched his ass and shouted his own cries while he filled the condom with cum.
 
   “Oh, God, Robin, that was wonderful,” Scott said as he collapsed onto her.  His head was to her side, away from me, and he was lightly panting from the sexual workout.
 
   Robin ran her hands down his back, clutching his ass.  She was clearly enjoying the feeling of cock deflating within her.  Her eyes were closed, I was obviously forgotten, especially from what I heard her whisper into her lover's ear.
 
   “Oh, Scott, I love you.”
 
   It was like an explosion went off in my chest, my heart burning with a raging inferno.  I sat stunned.  What had been an arousing diversion had become a horrorshow.
 
   Was I losing my wife?  It seemed I was.  I knew she told me before she was developing feelings for this man, but to hear the words pass her lips in a moment of sexual bliss made it all too real.
 
   I quickly collected my clothes and went into the front room.  I slammed the door behind me, making sure they both knew I had left, as if they cared.
 
   I dressed and poured myself another glass of wine.  I gulped it down, the taste bitter on my tongue.  I began to pour myself another.
 
   “Are you alright?” Robin asked.
 
   I turned and saw her, standing naked, framed in the door way.  She was a ravishing, sensual beauty, her hair tussled, lipstick smeared, light marks on her modest breasts and shapely hips.  I saw Scott behind her, get out of bed and remove the used condom as he made his way into the bathroom.
 
   Robin approached me, closing the door behind her.
 
   I decided to be honest.  “No, can't say that I am alright,” I said.  I took another drink.
 
   “You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”
 
   “I was, up to the end.”
 
   It was true.  The threesome was fun, as long as it was just about the sex.
 
   “What happened to change your mind?” Robin asked.  Did she really not know, was she that blinded by lust?
 
   “You said you loved him.”
 
   Robin's face dropped as she realized what was troubling me.
 
   “You heard that,” she said softly, as if to no one in particular.  Had I not been sitting next to the bed?  Did Scott really take her to a place where even my presence was forgotten?
 
   “Yes, I heard that,” I said.  “And it hurt.”
 
   “I'm sorry, Peter.  I didn't mean to do that.”
 
   “Do what?  Tell Scott you loved him, or say it loud enough for me to hear?”
 
   Suddenly her soft features hardened.  A lecture was approaching.
 
   “You know how I feel,” she  said.  “I told you as much in Vegas.”
 
   “I know, I guess I was just in denial.”
 
   “Well, snap out of it.”
 
   She was getting mad at me, what a fucking turnaround.  Was this the end for us?
 
   “Do you still love me?”
 
   Her face softened and she reached her hand up to caress my cheek.
 
   “Of course I love you.  You're my husband and best friend.”  The aroma of sweat and cum wafted across my nose, the aroma of sex.  Robin leaned in closer.  “I love you with all my heart, with all my soul and with all my body.” She punctuated the last part by rubbing my slowly hardening cock through my jeans.
 
   This woman was good, turning an argument into a come-on.  My heart might have been aching, but my dick was ready for round two.  I stopped her wandering hand with my own.
 
   “You can't love me with all your heart if you love Scott as well, or is that a lie?”
 
   Robin took a step back.  “No, it wasn't a lie,” she said.  The sensuality had left her voice.  “I don't believe love is a finite resource, Peter.”
 
   “What about our wedding vows?”
 
   “Peter, I still love you and I will stay with you as long as you'll have me.”  She paused.  I waited for the word I knew was coming.  The word that called into question all that came before it.
 
   “But,” she started.
 
   “Stop,” I said, interrupting her.  I didn't want her to finish the sentence.  I knew what she was going to say.  She'd just be rehashing more than a month's worth of conversations and arguments.  “I accept that you love me and I love you and I'll stay with you for as long as you'll have me.  Period.  No buts.”
 
   All of it was true.  I did love Robin.  She was my wife and partner.  My lover and soulmate.  I couldn't imagine a world without her.  If I had to put up with Scott, then so be it.
 
   I took my wife into my arms and hugged her as hard as I safely could.  It felt like a goodbye hug, like the world was ending, and for me, deep down, it was.
 
   We ended our embrace when the bedroom door opened and Scott appeared.  He, like my wife, was naked, save for a pair of blue silk boxers.  His bare, waxed chest still glistened, giving an extra dimension to the dragon tattoo on his left pectoral muscle.
 
   “You two make a cute couple,” he said.
 
   I felt like stabbing him in that fucking tattoo for turning this couple into a trio.  For lack of a sharp instrument, I didn't.
 
   “Yes, we do,” I said, with no pride in my voice.  “So where are you staying while you're in town?”
 
   I wanted him to leave, to go off to his own hotel room, so I could spend the rest of the night alone with my wife.
 
   “Uhm,” Scott stammered, his glance darting between Robin and myself.  “Did you tell him?” he asked my wife.
 
   “Tell me what?” I said.  I felt my wife pull away, as if she feared I would get violent.  That hurt as much as what Scott said next.
 
   “I'm staying here.  This is my suite, but I assumed Robin would be staying here as well while she's looking for more permanent digs.”
 
   I had assumed this was Robin's suite, but I was wrong.  So, while I was living alone down in Phoenix, my wife would be shacking up with Scott
 
   “Lovely,” I said, the venom dripping from my lips.
 
   Robin looked at me funny, sensing the sarcasm in my reply.
 
   Scott continued blabbing on, either ignoring it, or misinterpreting my tone.  “Great.  Well, you're more than welcome to stay here tonight with us.  If you like, I'll even sleep out here on the couch, let you two love birds have the bed.”
 
   What a prick.
 
   There was no fucking way I was staying here tonight.  I looked at my phone.  It was just after one in the morning.
 
   “Nah, I think I'll head home,” I said, in as calm of a voice as I could muster.  “The roads should be pretty clear and, with any luck, I should be home by three or so.”
 
   To her credit, Robin did try to get me to stay the night, Scott didn't try to help her.
 
   I gave my wife a wet, lingering kiss.  I needed it for the trials ahead.
 
   I gave Scott a quick handshake.  I couldn't help but notice a sly self-satisfied grin play cross his lips.
 
   I grabbed my keys and the small overnight bag I'd brought, and left.
 
   As I sat in the rental car, I couldn't help but wonder if Robin hadn't lied to me earlier in the day.  I do remember her telling me Scott wasn't expected in Sedona until much later, but she must have known when we checked in.
 
   We were having some real trust issues.  I couldn't tell my wife our 'open marriage' was just for show, and she couldn't tell me the truth about her new living arrangements.
 
   I started the car when my phone vibrated.
 
   Drive safe Peter.  I love U.
 
   I thought about answering the text, but didn't.  I had nothing to add.  Instead, I turned my phone off, put the Fiesta in drive and pulled out onto the interstate frontage road, heading home.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 2
 
   I was driving south, moving through the inky blackness of the desert at night.  My entire world consisted of the beams of light rushing ahead of my car – the white lines on the road rushing past at an almost hypnotic pace.  The monotonous drive punctuated by the occasional car speeding past me.
 
   I was alone, left to my thoughts.  And those thoughts were tormenting me.  I couldn't get over the fact I was leaving my beautiful wife, the woman I loved, so she could be alone with her handsome, charismatic boss and lover.  I was leaving them alone, so they could fuck the night away, freely.
 
   And I wasn't doing a damn thing about it.  Sure, I was free to explore my own sexual adventures, but, at the moment, I wasn't really interested in that.  I was captivated by the image of my wife, astride Scott, bouncing up and down on his cock, screaming his name in ecstasy.
 
   While I was tortured by erotic thoughts, a horned beast, an elk or deer, really just a brown furry blur, emerged from the darkness.  The creature darted out in front of me.  Instincts kicked in, I swerved to the left to avoid the beast.  It continued bounding away off to the right and disappeared into the night.
 
   But I wasn't out of danger yet.  I over-corrected and my car started to spin.  With a mix of luck and skills learned in a defensive driving class I took in high school, I was able to regain control.
 
   I stopped and sat in the middle of the freeway.  My body shaking, my mind racing.  Some people say they see their life flash before their eyes when they experience a near-death moment.  My only thought was I didn't want to die being mad at my wife.
 
   After a few minutes and despite the shivers that racked my body, I was able to get the car moving.  I kept to a moderate speed, rightly or wrongly fearing a run-in with another wild animal.  My hands were shaking, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to make it home in my current state.  Eventually I found a rest-stop I was able to pull over in.
 
   I parked and sat in the car.  My mind a blank.  I don't know how long I was there.  Eventually I turned my phone back on to check the time.  I had 2 missed calls from Robin.  It was almost 2:30.
 
   I got out of the car.  My mind was kinda numb, but I still had to pee, really bad.  Moving like a zombie in search of brains, I shuffled towards the restroom.
 
    
 
   As I opened the door, the spell of shock and self-pity I was under was broken by the blinding florescent lights.  My senses now flooded with the un-natural bluish white light and the insistent electric buzzing.
 
   I pissed, long and hard, all the toxins of the day evacuating from my system.  If only my toxic thoughts and emotions could be flushed out as easily.  I washed my hands, running them under the cold water for a good fifteen seconds.  I lathered them up as best I could and spent another two or three minutes trying to rinse the soap off.
 
   I reached for a paper towel.  The dispenser was empty.  I turned and looked across the room.  All the dispensers were empty.  I tried the air-dryer, but it only put out cool air.
 
   Now I was fucking mad.  I felt like the saddest, sad-sack in the world.  Everything, and I mean everything, seemed to be working against me.  My wife falling in love with another man, and me not able to just put my fucking foot down.  I almost get killed running into a wild animal in the night.  And now, there's no fucking paper towels to dry my fucking hands.
 
   Without a thought I kicked the waste bin and started pulling out the damp and dirty refuse within, throwing it into the air.  I kicked and kicked and when that wasn't enough, I pulled back my hand in a fist and punched the paper towel dispenser.  I don't know what I thought I might accomplish with this rash action – maybe some relief from my emotional pain.  Instead I got the opposite.  A sharp, searing pain shot through my knuckles, up my arm and into my shoulder.
 
   “Fuck!” I yelled out.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”  I held my now bleeding hand tenderly to my chest.
 
   The pain in my fist must have knocked some sense into me.  I realized I needed to clean up the mess I had made, and hoped no one would notice the dents to the waste bin and dispenser, small as they were.  Luckily for me, most of the damage was done to my hand.  A vandalism charge would do nothing to lift me out of the doldrums of my current situation.
 
   Through the tears of pain and humiliation, I slowly gathered up the trash and returned it to the bin.  I made my way back to the car, keeping my head down, trying to avoid any security cameras that might be around.
 
   I leaned against the car, dreading the ride home.  I needed to talk to someone.  Someone who cared about me, but wasn't involved in the situation.
 
   I pulled out my phone and quick-dialed my sister.
 
   The phone rang.  And rang some more.
 
   “....” the line opened but no one spoke.
 
   “Suzie?” I said.
 
   “Wha...” a groggy voice answered.  “Peter is that you?  Is everything okay?”
 
   “No,” I said.  “Well, yeah, not really.”  I didn't know what to say, and I didn't think my sister was awake enough to tell the nuance in my tone.
 
   “Peter, hold on.  Wow, it's early.”  Suddenly my sister became more alert.  “Peter, are you okay?  Is it Robin? Is she okay?”  The questions rained down like a monsoon.
 
   I really didn't know how to start.  Robin and I had not clued my sister in on our new marital relationship.  We didn't even tell her about my wife's new job.
 
   “No, no, she's fine,” I said.
 
   “Then why are you calling me this early?”
 
   “I just had to talk to someone.  I'm kinda lost here.”
 
   “Where are you?”
 
   “At a rest stop, about an hour north of Phoenix.”  I calmly explained that I wasn't hurt, physically.  That I wasn't in an accident.  That I just needed to talk to someone, badly.
 
   “Can it wait?” she asked.
 
   “I thought it could,” I said.  “But, I was wrong.”
 
   “Okay.  Well, I am not driving out to Black Canyon City this early on a Saturday unless you're hurt.  Can you meet me at the Denny's in North Scottsdale?”
 
   “The one on Indian Bend?”
 
   “Yeah, I'll meet you there around 4:30.  Shit, I don't believe I just said that.  This better be important, Peter.  It is important, isn't it?”
 
   “Yes.  It's important.”
 
   “Okay.   See you in a bit.”
 
   “Suzie, thanks.”
 
   Traffic was light heading into town.  I made it to Denny's ahead of my sister.  Outside the diner's window I could just make out Four Peaks silhouetted in the glow of the impending dawn.
 
   The waitress had just finished with my first refill of coffee when Suzie arrived.  She had a casual look,  no make-up, her long blond hair, still wet from a shower, done up in a ponytail.  She was wearing a pair of blue running shorts and a gold and maroon ASU sweatshirt.  It was the perfect outfit for a crisp, dry, late May morning.
 
   “I'll have one, too,” she said to the waitress.  “Cream on the side.”  She slid into the booth across from me.  “So, bro.  What's the emergency.”
 
   I looked at my sister.  Despite the early hour, she had a spark in her eyes.  She looked ready to face just about anything.  She was twenty-nine years old, and worked as a personal assistant to the President of a mid-sized tech company located in Scottsdale, but I figure she'll be running the company within the next five years, assuming she ever finishes her MBA.
 
   I figured this wasn't the time to hedge on my situation.  I called her out in the wee hours, on a weekend, and she came.  No questions asked.  She deserved the truth.
 
   “I think my marriage is in trouble,” I said.
 
   “What?  Didn't you just celebrate your anniversary in Vegas?”
 
   “Yeah, sis.  That's where the trouble started.”  And for the next ten minutes I explained how my trip to Vegas turned into a life-changing event.  How we won a rather large sum of money at roulette with the help of a complete stranger, a handsome, rich, charming stranger.  I told Suzie how my wife was seduced, right under my nose by this man.  How she had an affair with him, how she was still having an affair with him.  I then told her how I had spent yesterday moving her up to Camp Verde so she could start working for him, opening and managing a state-of-the-art fitness spa.
 
   “So, she's left you then.  Good thing you two don't have any kids.  That always gets messy.  My friend, Maddie, I don't think you know her, she has two kids.  She has custody, but she can't move out of Arizona with them.  It's a nightmare.”
 
   “We're not getting a divorce, Suz,” I said.
 
   My sister had been getting ready to take a sip of coffee.  She just sat there, looking at me over the rim of her cup, the steam, rising silently between our eyes.
 
   “You serious?” she asked, raising her eyebrow.
 
   Keeping the kinky sex stuff to a minimum, I told Suzie how we had decided to have an open marriage, taking sexual pleasures where we found them, but staying lovingly faithful to each other.
 
   My sister calmly put down her coffee cup, looked me square in the eyes and told me I was a fucking idiot.
 
   “This isn't going to work,” she said.  “You two were not meant for this kind of... lifestyle.”
 
   “Suz, she says she still loves me, and I believe her and I love her too.  I just want her to be happy.  Sometimes we have to make sacrifices.”
 
   “But didn't you say she loves this Scott guy as well?”
 
   “Yeah,” I said, staring down into my coffee.  “That's the hard part.”
 
   “No, Peter.  That's easy.  She has to choose.”
 
   I paused for a bit.  I was coming to the realization that my sister was right.
 
   “I know.  It's just that I'm afraid she won't choose me.”
 
   Still looking down, I felt my sister reach out across the table and touch my hand.  “Peter, look at me.”
 
   I looked up.  Her mouth was turned up in a sad smile.  I think I noticed just a hint of pity in her eyes.  I knew my sister loved me, but we were just two different people.  She was ambitious, never letting others tell her what to do.  She trusted her own judgment and damned what other people thought.
 
   I, on the other hand, was a follower.  I was very competent in my job, and when I took on a task, I completed it.  I just never liked to venture out of my comfort zone.  I took very few risks, and only when I had some sort of plan B to fall back on.  That's why I was so lost in my current situation.
 
   “Peter, you have to trust yourself every now and then.  I think you're a great guy, and Robin wouldn't have married you if she didn't feel that way as well.  But if she won't choose you over Scott... well then, do you really want to stick around?”
 
   “Sis, I think I'm hoping she eventually sees the light.”
 
   Suzie laughed and said, “Maybe she will.  What will you do in the meantime?”
 
   “Continue working.  She'll be coming down twice a month to spend the weekend with me, and I'll visit her in Camp Verde whenever I can get away from the clinic.”
 
   “And you're really okay with her sleeping with Scott?”
 
   One of the few good things about my father leaving us when we were young was I could talk to my sister about anything.  We formed a very close bond, and no topic was off limits.  It was Suzie I went to when I was pondering asking out one of my patient's owners.  And I was the one who went with my sister to the Planned Parenthood clinic when an un-planned pregnancy nearly sidetracked her college plans.
 
   So talking about kinky sexual habits was not out of bounds for us.
 
   “This open marriage thing is a two way street,” I said.  “ I also get to sleep with other women.”
 
   Suzie chuckled some more.  “You got any prospects, bro?”
 
   “Um,” I could have lied and tried to save some face, but I don't think Suzie would have bought it.  “No.  I've never really been outgoing around women.  You know that.  Someone had to hit Robin's dog and nearly kill it to get us together.  I'd probably still be single if it wasn't for that mutt.”
 
   “What ever happened to little Barney?”
 
   “His name was Beasley, and he passed away a couple years ago.  You really have to get over to the house more.”
 
   About this time our breakfasts arrived.  I had my usual, scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage and hash-browns.  My sister had something off the healthy choice menu, a spinach and pepper omelet, I think.
 
   Over breakfast we chatted about unimportant stuff, like the weather, warm and sunny, the Diamondbacks, two months into the season and already out of the pennant race.
 
   I told her I was putting together the plans to expand our Veterinary Clinic's surgery facilities.  Suzie told me her boss was planning some major surgery and would be out of work for at least three weeks.  I told her this was her time to stage the coup.  She chuckled.
 
   Our conversation eventually came back around to my personal life.
 
   “So, anyway,” my sister started between bites of her turkey bacon, “there are a few single ladies I know at church I might be able to set you up with.”
 
   I laughed and almost choked on my hash-browns.  “You really want to deal with the gossip?”
 
   “You could always lie and tell them you're single or separated.”
 
   “Isn't lying against one of the ten commandments?”
 
   “Says the adulterer.”
 
   “I haven't slept with anyone but my wife... yet.”
 
   We both shared a laugh.  I was starting to feel much better.  While I hadn't dealt with all of my emotional issues, it felt good to talk to my sister and get a different perspective on the situation.
 
   The check arrived.  I paid.
 
   “I really need to get home, sis,” I said.  “I've been up more than 24 hours now and I'm beat.”
 
   We got up to leave.  As we stood my sister pulled me into a strong hug.  “Peter,” she said, “Anytime you need anything, just call.  I'm serious, even if it's at 3 in the morning.”
 
   “Sure thing.”
 
   “I love you,” she said.
 
   “I know, and...”
 
   “I may think you're an idiot but I still love you.”
 
   “Thanks,” I said, with just a hint of sarcasm, as I walked away.
 
   The sun was just coming up as I pulled into our driveway.  It was still 'our' driveway, Robin's and mine.  I wasn't willing to give up on our marriage as long as she wasn't.  Maybe I'd feel better after I had a few dates under my belt.  Maybe Robin would realize she didn't really love Scott and she'd move home.  And maybe the D-backs would win the World Series.  Anything was possible, but I wasn't going to hold my breathe.
 
   I walked into the house and tried in vain to ignore the enormous void that was left by Robin's absence.  Pictures on the refrigerator spoke of happier times, a trip to the bottom of the Grand Canyon, a ski trip to Lake Tahoe our first winter as a married couple.  Little nick-knacks scattered around the house, things my eyes normally skipped over now demanded my attention – these little touches of Robin.
 
   I was able to hold myself together long enough to call the rental car company and tell them they could pick up the car anytime.
 
   The walk-in closet in the master bedroom felt barren with almost half the clothes gone, another reminder of how alone I was.
 
   I undressed and slipped into bed.  Even there I could still sense Robin's presence, her aroma permeated the bed sheets and pillow cases.  Surprisingly her scent filled me with a certain calm.  If I closed my eyes, I was able to imagine she was still there.
 
   Exhaustion was quickly overtaking me and sleep would soon follow.  I was lost in thoughts of my wife, erotic, lustful thoughts.  Robin's lips wrapped round my cock, her head bobbing up and down.  Now it was my head between her thigh's, her musky scent in my nose, her tangy taste on my tongue as I eagerly lapped at the folds of her labia.  I so enjoyed the essence of her arousal.
 
   My eyes are now closed and I can feel the waking world slipping away and a new image invades my thoughts.  It's Robin on her back, enjoying a good hard pounding.  She shouts with pleasure at each thrust.  It's Scott, her lover, who's fucking her.  I see him, his body looms over her, his ass clenching as his seed erupts deep into her womb.
 
   And I am aroused myself and sleep has overtaken me and I fall, head first, into this abyss of pleasure.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 3
 
   The first two weeks after the move were the hardest.  To fend off the loneliness, I filled my time with activity.  At work I kept myself constantly busy, taking as many clients as I could.  I was fortunate that one of the other vets at my clinic was on vacation.  I volunteered for his on-call time, and was able to perform a few spayings that were scheduled before his time off request.
 
   I was constantly around people; I didn't really want to be alone.  Before Robin's new job, and new lover, I would spend my lunch break in my office, catching up on journal readings, or playing computer solitaire.  Now I ate in the clinic's employee lunch room, getting to know my co-workers, people who I, quite honestly, always took for granted.  While I spent a lot of time around people, I didn't really say much.  All the conversations were light, weather, sports, maybe a little local gossip.  I never mentioned my wife, and I only talked about her if someone asked me a direct question.  I kept all my answers vague.
 
   After work, I avoided the empty house.  I ate out a lot and spent my free time working on office paperwork and planning for the clinic expansion.  As long as my mind was occupied with other issues, I was able to deal, and after a while I did start to feel better,  I started to get used to being alone again.
 
   It also helped that, even though we were living apart, I still talked to Robin almost every day, and it never failed to lift my spirits.  We usually talked right before going to bed.  She'd call me some evenings – I called her on others.  I'd tell her about work, the memorable patients I saw, like the  Siamese cat I had to remove seven large cactus needles from, or the Black Lab that got into a tussle with a wild javelina.
 
   For her part, my wife's days were weighed down with the seemingly unending parade of tasks and issues she had to deal with to get the Spirit Spa up and running.  The proposed site passed its initial inspection and a lease was signed the Wednesday after she moved up north.  Now, she was supervising the contractors to make sure all the needed construction and remodeling was done properly.  There were also vendors to contact, licenses to apply for, and soon, staff to begin hiring.
 
   I loved the time I spent talking with Robin - even if the topics were light, they were interesting.  I wanted these calls to last as long as possible.  Luckily, between animal emergencies and business obligations, we never ran out of things to talk about.
 
   Scott's name rarely came up, and when it did, it was always about the business.  Contracts only he could sign, or decisions only he could make.  He had stayed in Camp Verde for just a few days, enough time to sign the initial paperwork, then it was off to oversee one of his other projects.
 
   We never talked about her intimate relationship with Scott, but I couldn't help but think about the two of them, together on the bed, when his name did come up.  And weirdly enough, I sometimes became aroused when it did.
 
   Our calls only ended when we were both too tired to go on.  Robin was happy, I was content, and our life seemed to be settling into a comfortable, if unfamiliar, rhythm.
 
   Robin's days were filled beyond capacity and she was really looking forward to her first weekend off, to come back home to Phoenix, to relax, and spend a little more quality time with me. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   On my first Friday night alone, I was sitting at the bar of The Oasis, one of my favorite restaurants nursing a shot of 12 year old Glenlivet, when a gorgeous red head sat down on the empty stool next to mine.
 
   “You don't mind if I sit here, do you?” she asked.  It was a rhetorical questions and she didn't wait for a response.  “Tommy, be a dear, and get me a Sam Adams.”
 
   Her name was Angie.  Usually I only saw her on the other side of the bar, wearing a black button down shirt and black slacks, the universal uniform of the barkeep.  Tonight, she was wearing civilian clothes – a gold and black cocktail dress that ran halfway down her thighs.  The neckline was cut low, allowing her breasts, at least a cup size larger than Robin's, to almost spill out the top.  
 
   She looked mesmerizing.  Her makeup, usually understated, was bold.  Her green eyes sparked, her dark red lips - moist, inviting - seemed to be asking to be kissed.  And I oh so wanted to.  I briefly thought of my wife, then I thought of Scott, and I almost did something stupid and piggish.  But I thought better and simply raised my glass.
 
   “A toast for your day off?” I said.
 
   “Sure thing Pete,” she replied.  We clinked glasses and drank.
 
   “You must really love this place.”  I said, trying to be friendly, yet enjoying the flirtatiousness of it.  I wasn't used to talking to women outside of a pure business or casual environment.  Before Robin, most of the women I dated were friends first, or friends of friends.  I've never picked up a woman in my life, so if I was going to make this 'open marriage' thing work, I'd need all the practice I could get.
 
   “Was suppose to go to the museum tonight, with my soon to be ex-boyfriend.  Looks like he's stood me up once again.”
 
   “He's an idiot,” I said, like I actually knew the guy she was dating.  “Standing up someone like you.”  I took a sip of my scotch.
 
   “Thanks, Pete,” she said.  I was stunned when I felt her soft warm lips on my cheek.  “But also shame on you.”
 
   I turned to look at her.
 
   “You shouldn't be flirting like that,” she said.  A look, a small spark of anger, like a woman who knew what it was like to be cheated on.  I was afraid for a moment she was angry with me, like she was getting ready to slap me.  “Aren't you married?”
 
   I looked down at the ring of my left hand then back up at Angie.  The red-head held my gaze, the look – sad and angry.  Then she couldn't help it and she started laughing.  I smiled too.
 
   “Come on, Angie,” I said, “flirting's harmless.  Let me buy you a drink to show there's no hard feelings.”
 
   “That's kinda moving from flirting to hitting on a girl.  What would the missus think?”
 
   “You might be surprised,”  I said, with a wink.  I felt so stupid doing that – winking.  It wasn't something I would normally do, but the alcohol and my new marital situation put me in a weird mood and I was going to ride it out.
 
   I must have looked a sight, me, an average man, pushing forty, making time with a girl a decade younger.
 
   We both took a drink.  I felt kinda giddy.  Like a much younger man.  And, a bit naughty.  Enjoying an evening out with a woman, a beautiful, sexy woman.  The fact that she wasn't my wife just made it feel even naughtier.
 
   We sat and chatted for a bit.  I bought her drink, a dirty martini.  And soon I was even thinking I might actually ask her out for dinner, or a movie.  But before I could take that step, and before I could maybe make a fool of myself, her boyfriend walked in.
 
   He wasn't familiar to me, so he wasn't a regular at the bar.  He was about six feet tall, just a little taller than Angie, wearing heals, with short blond hair and baby blue eyes.  He was wearing a black suit with a white shirt, but no tie.
 
   I could deny he was reminding me of Scott, coming to take yet another woman away from me, but I'd be lying.
 
   “Jason,” the beautiful red-head next to me said, with just a little surprise.  “You should have been here an hour ago.”
 
   Angie looked at me with a sad smile, and shrugged her shoulders, telling me she was kinda sorry, but.
 
   “Car got a flat.  Had to call a cab. Come on, it's outside.”  He had a very clipped, brusk way with his words.
 
   “You coulda texted.”
 
   “Hey.  Lay off me Ang.  My battery died.  Damn iPhone.  Smart phones ain't so smart.  You coming or what?”
 
   Angie looked at Jason, then at me.  I could tell she would make good on her threat, to make him her ex-boyfriend.  “Okay,” she said, with a sigh.
 
   The boy turned to go, unaware of the danger his relationship was in.  But then again, he was pretty enough.  He'd find another girlfriend soon.
 
   “I'll be right there,” Angie said, just as the bar's door shut behind Jason.  She took her drink, finishing the martini with one pull.
 
   She turned to me and said, “sorry, gotta go.  Thanks for the drink, Pete.  I'll make it up to you later.”
 
   She was walking towards the door, but turned before she got too far away.  
 
   “Promise?” I asked.
 
   “Promise,” she said, with a wink.  And then, she was gone.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I had finally become comfortable spending time alone with myself when Robin showed up at my door one week later.  Although I was expecting her, the sight of my wife standing on my threshold had me stunned.  She stood there, in tight brown shorts and a white blouse, undone at least two buttons past decent, looking at me through her Maui Jim shades, as hot and beautiful as the mid-June afternoon.  She brushed her fingers through her short brown hair, feathering it back.  It had grown out a bit, from the extreme cut she got in Vegas, but there was still a ways to go before it was as long as it was before our adventure, that's if she didn't cut it again.
 
   I loved her long hair.  I loved her short hair.  Length or color, it didn't matter.  It was Robin's hair and I loved it, as I loved everything about her.
 
   She wore a lacy black push-up bra that, immediately drew the eye to the modest cleavage she exposed.  My attention was caught by a single bead of sweat, slowly and steadily rolling down her chest, into the promising valley between her breasts.
 
   “Eye's are up here, silly,” were the first words she said to me.
 
   “I know, but your tits are right there,” I said.
 
   After a short pause, I looked up with, what I hoped, was a sexy grin.  She had a rather wicked gleam in her eye.  Like she hadn't fucked in a long while, and need it badly.
 
   It had been two weeks since we had last laid eyes on each other, probably the longest we'd been apart since we got married.
 
   “Well, are you going to invite me in?”
 
   I felt silly inviting her in.  It was her home as much as mine.  “You're not a vampire.  I don't have to invite you in.”  I turned away and headed towards the kitchen.
 
   “You want a drink?  Water or something?”
 
   I was half way to the kitchen when I felt Robin's hand grab my arm.  Like a spark to dry kindling, her touch ignited my desire.  And just like that, two weeks of loneliness were gone.
 
   I turned around and took Robin's face into my hands.  I pulled her towards me, our lips met, our tongues dancing to a moanful tune.  My fingers brushed through Robin's hair, as she threw her own arms around me.  She held me in a tight embrace, surprisingly tight for her small frame.
 
   My cock was caught between our bodies at an awkward angle.  I was starting to become aroused, and it was becoming uncomfortable.
 
   Robin must have been able to feel it.  Even as we kissed, her lips turned up in a grin.  She thrust one of her hands down the front of my jeans and adjusted my stiffening penis into a more comfortable position.
 
   “Better?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, much better,” I said, our lips still pressed together.
 
   “Little Petey's happy to see me,” she said, finally pulling away.
 
   “So am I.  You hungry?  Wanna get some lunch?”
 
   Robin put her index finger to my lips.  “Shh,” she said.  “Food can wait.  I'm hungry for something else.”
 
   We made our way to the bedroom, tripping over ourselves to get there, disrobing along the way.
 
   In the very back of my head, thoughts of Scott, my wife's lover, loomed, but they were smothered by the powerful lust I felt for her.
 
   I tossed her on the bed; she landed face down.  Before she could turn around, I was on her, my hands grasping her shoulders, my lips kissing the side of her neck, my cock wedged between her legs, rubbing against her warm, wet, vaginal lips.
 
   Robin may have taken a lover, but she was my wife, and I was going to reclaim her.
 
   A few soft moans escaped her lips as I thrust my hips creating friction between my shaft and her clit.
 
   “I've wanted you so badly,” I whispered into Robin's ear.  “Wanted to be inside you.”
 
   “Shut up and fuck me,” my wife said, spreading her legs just a bit.
 
   I grabbed her hips and pulled Robin up onto all fours.  I was going to take her from behind.
 
   Robin held herself up with one hand, with the other she helped guide my cock to her waiting opening.  I was about the thrust when she told me to wait.
 
   “Wait?”
 
   “It's in the back pocket of my shorts.”
 
   I let out an exasperated sigh and went in search of my wife's clothes, somewhere between the bed and the front door.  I found her shorts, tossed aside in the hall.  In a pocket, I found a condom.
 
   We hadn't used condoms since we were married.  Why did we have to start now?  The thought of using a rubber made my dick start to deflate.
 
   “Before you say anything,” Robin said, as I returned.  “Let me explain.”  She was laying on her back, one hand behind her head, the fingers of the other playing along the folds of her labia.  “My gynecologist has me on a new birth control regime.  She says the chances of me getting pregnant are low, but”  I was having a hard time concentrating on what she was saying as I watched her play with herself.  The show did help me regain my erection.  “...we should use condoms for the next two months, just to be safe.”
 
   I looked down at the red and silver foil package.  They appeared to be from the same box we used in Vegas, well the box Scott used in Vegas and during our threesome in Camp Verde.  And probably after I left.
 
   I thought again about Scott banging Robin, and my dick started getting a little harder.  What the fuck was up with that?
 
   “What if I promised to pull out?”
 
   “You know we can't take that chance.  Remember what Doctor Shaw said?”
 
   Yes, I remembered.  The doctor said Robin shouldn't get pregnant.  I don't remember all the details, save for one fact.  That carrying a fetus to term had a high probability of killing her.
 
   I quickly let that very un-sexy thought drop and stopped resisting the condom.
 
   “I'll wear it, but I'm not sure I remember how to put it on.”
 
   “Come here, lover,” Robin said, beckoning me with her finger, one she had used to play with herself, one moist with her own juices.  “Don't worry, I can help.  I've had recent practice.”
 
   “Oh, have you?” I said, crawling onto the bed with her.  “You've been a very naughty girl, have you?
 
   “Oh, you wouldn't believe how naughty I've been.”
 
   “Oh, I think I can believe it.”
 
   “You want to spank me?”  A sly grin played across Robin's face.
 
   “Maybe later,” I said.  “Right now, I just want to fuck you.”
 
   “Oh, that sounds wonderful,” Robin said and she started stoking my cock to full erection.  After she got me good and hard, she opened the package and rolled on the condom.
 
   The latex felt weird, but not uncomfortable.
 
   Robin laid back on the bed, her legs open, her arm stretched towards me.  “Come to me Peter.  I need you inside me.”
 
   She didn't have to ask again.  I fell on top of her and she helped guide my sheathed shaft into her warm and inviting pussy.  Despite the condom, it felt wonderful, thrusting into her, then withdrawing until just the tip nestled between her dewy lips, and then back down.
 
   “Oh, God, Peter.  That feels so good.”
 
   I bent down and took her left breast into my mouth.  I sucked hard, my tongue flitting against her nipple.
 
   “I've missed you so much.  I play with myself every night after we talk.  Oh shit that feels good.”
 
   I switched breasts but kept on thrusting, occasionally altering my rhythm, pulling out and going back in half way a few times, before going in hard and deep.  Each time I went deep elicited a cry of pleasure from my wife.
 
   Under normal circumstances I should have blown my load by now, what with my very sexy wife talking dirty and a whole two weeks without sex.  And, unlike my wife, I hadn't masturbated the whole time.  The latex helped me hold back.
 
   And just as I was about to erupt, Robin let out one more cry and then I felt her muscle walls tighten around my dick.  I continued thrusting through her climax and this finally set off my own orgasm and I started cumming myself, filling the condom with my seed.
 
   Afterward we held each other close.
 
   “I love you so much, Robin,” I said.
 
   “I love you, too, Peter.”  There was a short pause as we just lay there in each other's arms
 
   “Are we going to make it?” she asked.
 
   “I'm willing to try if you are.”
 
   “Oh, God yes, I want to make it.”
 
   We continued to lay there in silence, thinking about what the future might hold for our very unconventional relationship.
 
   “So, you masturbate after we hang up each night?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “You think about me while you play with yourself?”
 
   “Yeah,” Robin was a little bit slower with her answer this time.
 
   “You think about Scott?”
 
   Silence.
 
   “Come on, fess up,” I said and I started tickling Robin.   She tried hard to fight be off.  “I won't stop until you answer me.”
 
   “Ok.. ok” she said between laughs.  “But I can't talk if you keep tickling me.”
 
   I stopped and wait for my wife to catch her breath.
 
   “Yes, I also think about Scott.  There, you happy?  I said it.”
 
   “Happy? No.”
 
   “You're not mad, are you?”  The playfulness left Robin's tone.
 
   “No, I'm not mad.”
 
   “Then how do you feel?”
 
   “Aroused,” I said.  “Thoroughly and confusingly aroused.  Don't ask me to explain.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   We spent that whole afternoon in bed, making love, only taking a short break for a quick lunch of Chinese delivery.  Robin had two more condoms from the original batch in her purse.  We used those that day.  
 
   We meant to get more on Sunday morning, but we never got around to it.  We woke up late; around 9am.  We had planned on going to church, but decided against it since we didn't want to rush.  We weren't regular church goers by any stretch of the imagination, but we liked to go every so often.
 
   Instead, I made some pancakes and ham for breakfast.
 
   “So, what is it you see in him?” I asked Robin.
 
   “Wha – Who?” my wife said, feigning ignorance.
 
   “You know who, Scott.  Your lover.”
 
   “You like calling him that, don't you?”
 
   How true that was.  Using that label helped me deal with the emotional break that had come between us.  The sex – the affair – wasn't the issue for me, it was the falling in love.
 
   “Don't deflect,” I said.  “Answer me.  What do you see in him?”
 
   Robin sat in silence, sipping her coffee and staring out into the middle distance.  Just when I was about to give in and change the subject myself, she answered.
 
   “I think his astonishing good looks and confident manner were what attracted me at first.  He's intelligent and witty; man, can he hold up his end of a conversation; that's unusual in a handsome man.”
 
   Was she saying I wasn't handsome, or that my conversations were dull?
 
   She continued, “After we got talking while you were upstairs in the room in Vegas, I learned he liked to explore new experiences.  He shares my love of Southwestern art and culture.”
 
   I sighed.  This answer was getting pretty fucking long.  Did I really want to hear all the great traits Robin saw in my rival?
 
   “Of course, I also found out he's good in bed.  He's a great kisser, and the things he can do with his tongue.  Wow.”
 
   I started tapping my fingers against my coffee cup.
 
   “Oh, and did I mention his ass.  God, he has a great ass.”  Robin stopped talking, looked me right in the eye and took a bit of breakfast.  “That enough for you?” she said, her mouth full of pancakes.
 
   “I guess I asked for it.  I just wanted to know what you find lacking in me, that you were able to find in him.”
 
   “It's nothing you're lacking, dear.  It's just something – different – he has.  The bottom line is, I love you both.  I can't help it.”
 
   Hearing her say that, so boldly, hurt.  Like a punch to the gut.  It turned out to be a horrendous ending to a wonderful weekend.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 4
 
   Another two weeks and I was sitting at my favorite bar, staring down at a disappointing text message on my phone.
 
   Can't make it down to Phoenix this wkend.  Issues with plumbing.  Sorry :(
 
   God, how I hated emoticons, those symbols that fail to convey how we are really feeling.  Like I wouldn't believe her if she just texted 'sorry' without the colon and left parenthesis.  These attempts to try and add subtly to serious messages didn't work for me.  I preferred face to face communication, but my long distance romance forced me into compromise.
 
   This latest message had arrived earlier that Friday, so I had all day at work to be pissed about it.  Even though we talked every other night over the phone, I was still really looking forward to Robin's visit, to enjoying her company and enjoying her body.  It was a cliché, but Robin's absence was driving me crazy with desire.
 
   So, here I was on a Friday evening, playing at being single.  The place was packed, all the tables taken, and more people than stools at the bar.  Angie and a new kid I wasn't familiar with were pouring drinks.  I waved the red-head over for a refill.
 
   “Crazy, tonight,” I said.  “Even for a Friday.”
 
   “Yeah, I think there's a bunch of Dodger fans staying at the Holiday Inn across the street.”
 
   “And they decided to all come here to drown their sorrows after the D-backs kicked their asses?”
 
   “Looks like it,” Angie said back, waving off a few other patrons trying to get her attention.  “Here's your scotch.  I'd love to chat, but I gotta go help Kenny, he's getting swamped over there.  Idiots are ordering mojitos.”
 
   “No problem,” I said, taking a sip of the Glenlivet she put in front of me.
 
   So instead of spending the night with my wife, I had to entertain myself by watching the circus that played around me.  The drunken Dodger fans had taken up about half the tables.  They weren't too rowdy, but they also weren't afraid to let everyone know L.A. could still win the weekend series, despite losing the first game.  The bar was mostly populated by couples waiting to get a seat in the restaurant, beckoned onward by the blinking lights on the vibrating pager held in their hands.  And then there were the loners like me, sipping drinks, some reading a magazine or iPad, with nothing better to do on a Friday night.
 
   During a lull in the chaos, Angie came back over.
 
   “Hope the Dodgers crew are good tippers,” I said.  “They've been taking up enough of your time.”
 
   “We'll see,” she said.  “We'd definitely make more if their team had won.  Happy fans are happy tippers.”
 
   “But, that would mean the D-backs had lost.”
 
   “So, you're a fan, huh?”
 
   “Yeah, I try to go to a couple games a year.”
 
   “So, been to any this year,” Angie said as she tried to catch up on cleaning the dirty glassware.
 
   “Not yet,” I said.  I had been thinking about taking Robin to the game this weekend, but the text message I got put a stop to that plan, and I really didn't want to go alone.  I'd just have to enjoy the game on the cable.
 
   “So, are you a fan, Angie?”
 
   “Only since the team's been in existence.  My dad took me to like a dozen games that year – '98 I think.”
 
   “You must have been like, what, six years old then?”
 
   “Please,” she said, flicking her wet fingers at me.  “I'll inform you that I was almost twice that age.”
 
   “So, 12.”
 
   “Eleven, a mature eleven.”
 
   I had never felt as old as I did at that moment.  I was just starting medical school that inaugural season.  I had nothing to say back.
 
   “So how old were you, Peter?” Angie asked, her eyes beaming with curiosity, like an excited puppy dog.  I'd later realize I failed to note the sarcasm.
 
   “I'm not answering that question.” I said.  I punctuated the declaration with a sip of my scotch.
 
   “I told you my age,” Angie said, like she had given away some top secret codes.
 
   “Yeah, but I didn't ask.”
 
   “Bet I can guess,” she said.
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yeah, really.”
 
   “What do I get when you get it wrong.”
 
   Angie thought a moment then said, “how about...”  I didn't know why she was stalling.  It was just a silly wager.  She could have said a dollar or a drink.
 
   “how about I take you to a ballgame if I'm wrong.”
 
   Like a date, I thought.
 
   “Like a date?” I said.
 
   “Sorta, just don't tell Jason.”
 
   “Okay,” I said.  “And you can't tell my wife.”
 
   Angie chuckled.  “What do I get when I guess right?” she asked.
 
   It only took me a second to come up with an answer, one I'm sure Angie was expecting.  I smugly smiled and said, “I'll take you to the ballgame.”
 
   Angie kept on smiling as she walked away to pour some more drinks.
 
   It gave me a chance to think about what I had just done.  Was I really ready to take a woman over 10 years younger than I was out on a date?  Although she was an adult, didn't it make me look a little desperate?  Then again, what should I care, I was married, I wasn't suppose to be going out with other women anyway.
 
   Angie came back a few minutes later.  “Okay, Peter, I'll go to the game with you.”
 
   “Aren't you going to guess my age?”
 
   “I could fake it and try to impress you, or I can just tell you I've seen your driver's license.  I know how old you are.”
 
   “You don't have to guess my age to impress me.  Going out with a man my age is enough.”
 
   “You're sweet, Peter.  Yes, I'm willing to go on a date with a man old enough to be my dad.”
 
   “Fuck you,” I said with a smile.  “I'm not old enough to be your dad.”
 
   “Almost,” she replied, returning the smile.
 
   This was going to be a fun date.  We decided to go to Saturday's game.  It was an afternoon affair and Angie didn't have to be behind the bar until 7.  Plus the Diamondbacks were on a ten game winning streak, so it promised to be interesting.
 
   I paid my tab and asked Angie where she wanted me to pick her up.  She said she'd meet me at the ballpark.  I was a little disappointed, but not surprised.  I was only an acquaintance; our relationship, up until this point, was only as drinker and barkeep.
 
   I left looking forward to my first date as a married man.  I knew people would judge me for dating a woman much younger than myself.  If they knew I was also married to a different woman, well, that would be a whole other indictment.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was walking out of the bar to my car when my phone buzzed.  It was Robin, of course.
 
   “Hey, love,” I said.  “How's it going?”
 
   “You miss me?” she asked.
 
   “Fuck, yeah, I miss you.”
 
   “Whatcha been doing?”
 
   “Drinking.  At a bar.  You know, the one near that taco place we love.”
 
   “Yeah, I know it.  You drinking alone?”
 
   “Kinda.”
 
   “Kinda?”
 
   “Well there were like forty or fifty people in the place.”  I failed to tell her about the gorgeous red-headed bartender.
 
   “Very funny, silly,” she said.  “You still there, or at home?”
 
   “Sitting in my car, about to head home.”
 
   “Oh.  Maybe I should let you go then?”  She sounded like she wanted to say something, but wasn't sure about herself.  Like she didn't know how important it was.
 
   “No, we can talk while I drive,” I said as I put the keys in the ignition.
 
   I was just about to start the car when Robin said, “What if I wanted to do more than talk?”  She giggled after that; sounded like she had a little bit to drink before she called.  I pulled the key out of the ignition.
 
   “Go on,” I said.
 
   “You know how I told you I play with myself after we talk?”
 
   “Yes,”  I said.  This was getting interesting.
 
   “How about if I played with myself while we talk?”
 
   “Like, phone sex?”
 
   “Yes, exactly like phone sex.”
 
   Who is this woman that's taken over my wife's body, I asked myself.  I should have expected it.  Ever since we got back from Vegas she had been more daring, more sensual.  Yes, some of that sexiness had been aimed at Scott, her lover, but I also was the benefactor of her new found interests.
 
   “Kinda kinky.  We've never done that before,” I said.
 
   “Peter, we're doing a lot of things we've never done before.”
 
   “Right about that.”
 
   Robin stopped talking and I heard some rustling in the background.  I thought I might have heard a man's voice.  Was it just my imagination?  I wouldn't put it past my wife to call while her lover was there.
 
   “Robin, are you okay?”
 
   “Yeah, sorry.  I was just trying to take off my panties and hold the phone at the same time.  Very tricky move.”
 
   “You alone?”
 
   Silence filled the line.  Then Robin said, “Maybe.”
 
   Now, I was getting aroused.
 
   “Is Scott there?”
 
   The answer came faster this time.  “Maybe,” my wife said in a most sensual voice.  “Would it get you hard if he was?”
 
   I was getting hard and I had to adjust myself to avoid discomfort.  “Yes, actually.  Just the thought is getting me hard.”
 
   “What if I told you he was right here, in bed with me, running his fingers up my thighs.?”
 
   “Is he?”
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   I wasn't getting much out of her in the way of answers, but the sexual tension within me was building, and I was really enjoying the tease.  I kept fidgeting with my cock.  I'd already adjusted myself, now I was just stroking it through my slacks.
 
   “What else is he doing?”  I asked.
 
   “Oh.. Oh... He just licked his middle finger and he's rubbing it along the outside of my cunt.  Oh... oh, God that feels good.”
 
   Another shocker, I'd never heard my wife use that word – cunt.  I kept quiet, listening to Robin get off and pleasuring myself.  I felt quite deviant.
 
   “Please, don't stop,” she said.  I pictured Scott, his shirt unbuttoned, showing off his chest tattoo, bearing down over my wife, rubbing his finger through her labia.  He was probably stroking slowly, getting his digits nice and moist, occasionally sliding one in.
 
   “Oh, Peter, you wouldn't believe how good this feels, how good he's making me feel.”
 
   At this point, if I hadn't been sitting in my parked car, I would have pulled my cock out and been stoking myself to orgasm.  I was so turned on and jealous, listening to another man make my wife come.  As it was, I was close to making a mess in my pants, and I didn't want to have to drive home with a wet stain on my crotch.
 
   “He's pressing on my clit now,” Robin said.  She no longer needed me to prod her for details.  “Fuck... now he's penetrating me, I can feel his finger's deep inside me.  Oh, Scott, don't stop.”
 
   The oh's and ah's and moans continued for a few more minutes, and I was rock hard the whole time.
 
   “Peter, I'm cumming.  Scott's making me cum.”  A deep, loud moan followed.  I caught myself rubbing my cock and getting too close to cumming myself.  It felt so good, yet so wrong.  It was dirty, and twisted, and I loved it.
 
   On the other end of the line I heard Robin's moans of ecstasy, and I think she dropped the phone.  I heard the sloppy sounds of fingers rubbing my wife's moist mound and in the distance her voice calling her lover's name.
 
   I was jealous and aroused.  It was confusing, but I perversely enjoyed it.  I caught myself again, rubbing my cock.  I felt the tingle in my core, indicating my climax was imminent.  I immediately stopped.  My groin protested, but I held my resolve and, with sheer force of will, was able to hold off an orgasm.
 
   “You still there, Peter?” Robin said, her voice soft and out of breath.
 
   “Fuck, yes, I'm still here.”
 
   “You enjoy it?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “A lot?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Did you cum?”
 
   “Almost.”
 
   “Why didn't you?”
 
   “I don't want to drive home with a load of semen in my shorts.”
 
   “Ah, you're a wimp,” Robin said.  “Hell, I've driven home with a load of spunk in myself.  I was fine.”
 
   I wanted to ask for details about that, but didn't.
 
   “You and I are different that way,” I said.  “So, I guess you'll want to hang up to return the favor to Scott.”
 
   “I would if he were here.”
 
   So, she made the whole encounter up.  “So, you lied to me then,” I said.  It was more of a ribbing, not an accusation.
 
   “Only a little one,” she said.  It's funny – she lied to make me think her lover was there, not that she was alone.  Most people would do the opposite.  “You loved thinking Scott was here, getting your wife off.”
 
   “Yeah.  It was hot.”
 
   “So a little white lie is okay?”
 
   “You did admit the truth in the end, so that's not a lie, just a little role-playing.”
 
   “Any plans for tomorrow?” Robin asked.
 
   That would be a tricky question to answer.  I could tell her I was going to the ballgame, but then she'd have to ask the natural followup.  Our agreement was I could date and sleep with other women, but she didn't really want to know about it.  I also couldn't lie.
 
   My only option was to ask, “do you really want to know?”
 
   “Yes,” she said.
 
   I paused to allow her to think about it.  I found it funny she didn't even think I might try to find companionship on the weekend that was suppose to be ours, the weekend she cancelled.
 
   “Do you really want to know?” I said, stressing the 'really'.  I hoped she got the hint, the silence on the other end told me she probably had.
 
   Eventually, she said, “yes, whatcha got planned.”
 
   “Going to the ballgame.”
 
   “The Diamondbacks?”
 
   “Yeah”
 
   “You going with someone?”
 
   “Yeah.”  I wasn't going to give any more details than she wanted.  I figured she couldn't get mad at that.
 
   “A guy?”
 
   “Come on, Robin, you're smarter than that.  I wouldn't be hedging so much if it was a guy.”  
 
   “You're right,” she said.
 
   “So you want to know more?”
 
   Robin hesitated again.  She didn't get off on the thought of me fucking other people.  I still didn't fully understand my arousal from watching her.  But she knew I only accepted her affair with Scott, like I had the option.  She finally answered.
 
   “Part of me says, yes, I want to know,” she said.  “Another part says, fuck no.”
 
   “Okay, I'll tell you I'm taking a woman to the ballgame.  That's the plan.”  I didn't add that Angie was bright, and beautiful and sexy.  I felt that Robin didn't need or want to know that part.
 
   “Okay,” she said.  “Well, have fun.  Luv ya.  Be good.”
 
   “I love you too,” I said.  “And, no promises.” I added just before I hung up.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Angie and I met up outside the main gate to Chase Field, home of the Arizona Diamondbacks.  She wore a short-sleeve D-back's jersey with black shorts.  Her shoulder-length red hair was pulled back in a pony-tail.  She looked especially sexy, even with the minimal amount of makeup she wore.  I felt so lucky to be able to spend the afternoon with such a lovely woman.  If there was a God, she was smiling down on me that afternoon.  But then again, I figured she or he owed me for what happened in Vegas.
 
   I bought our tickets, two seats about half-way up from the field on the third base side.  They were nice seats with a great view.  Since I bought the tickets, Angie sprang for beer and hot dogs.
 
   The game was interesting and kept our attention, but I was more thrilled to be out on a date.  For the first few innings we just watched the game and talked about  the action on the field.  Around the fifth inning the home team was up by six runs, and around that time the conversation turned toward the personal.
 
   “So, are you going to tell you wife about our little date?” Angie asked.
 
   “I already did,” I said.
 
   “Really?”  Angie didn't seem to believe me.  “And what did she say?”
 
   “Told me to behave myself.”
 
   The red-head seemed to turn her attention from the game, to my marital situation.
 
   “And what did you say to that,” she asked.
 
   “Told her I wouldn't make any promises,” I said and gave her, what I hoped, was a sexy smile.
 
   Angie dropped her serious look and started grinning.
 
   “So, you have an open relationship, huh?”
 
   “You sound surprised.”
 
   “No, not really.  I figured as much when you started hitting on me.  You didn't seem to me the type of guy to cheat on his wife.”
 
   “Thanks for that, but I wasn't hitting on you.  I was flirting.”
 
   Angie laughed out loud and said, “only a guy would think there was a difference.”
 
   “So you don't think married people should flirt?”
 
   “It's safer if they don't”
 
   “Kinda of conservative of you.”
 
   “If I was conservative about relationships, I wouldn't be here with you.”
 
   “That's fair,” I said.
 
   “So, how does you wife feel about this – you taking me to the ballgame?”
 
   “She's not really too happy, but she can't really say much since she started it.”
 
   As briefly and casually as I could, I explained how my wife took a lover in Vegas and decided to go work for him.  We didn't want to break up over it, so we agreed I could date on the side, as well.
 
   “You're a very understanding man, Peter,” Angie said after I was finished explaining.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “Or a very gullible one.”
 
   “Thanks, for nothing,” I said, and gave her a playful punch on the shoulder.  It was just a simple, quick touch, but the contact sparked my desire.  All the talk of dating, and lovers – and then the touch - was starting to arouse me.
 
   Lucky for me, not so much for the home team, the Dodger's third baseman took this moment to hit a three-run home-run, cutting our team's lead in half.  It looked like L.A. might be staging a rally and our attention switched back to the on-field action.
 
   The Diamondbacks' pitcher settled down and got the next batter to pop-up.  He finished the inning with a strike-out.  Angie and I cheered, along with most of the rest of the crowd, as the game moved on to the bottom of the sixth inning.
 
   I decided I would take advantage of this break to steer our conversation over to Angie's love life instead of mine.
 
   “So, what does Jason think you're doing this afternoon?” I asked.
 
   “I don't know, and quite honestly, I don't think I care.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   The red-head paused, the look on her face indicating she was trying to work out how much information she wanted to divulge.  I could understand the reluctance.  I may not have been a complete stranger, but I was hardly a close friend either.  I felt fine telling someone I hardly knew about my open relationship, but not all people liked to be open about things like that.
 
   Angie finally decided I was worth telling.  “I think I'm going to break up with him pretty soon,” she said.
 
   “You're not happy?”
 
   “No, not really.  Jason's smart and gorgeous and takes me to plenty of fancy places, like the museum and opera.  I love that.  But he's just too controlling.  Like that weekend I saw you at the bar and he was late.  If the situation was reversed and I was late, he would have had a fit, called me liar or a cheat.”
 
   “I do remember you grilled him a bit,” I said.  “Forced him to explain himself.”
 
   “That was nothing.  Plus you may not have noticed, his answers were all pretty lame”
 
   I didn't remember at the time, so I let it drop.  I figured he probably was pretty possessive.  Lots of men are like that.
 
   Angie continued.  “I've been putting up with his crap for six months.  I mean, I like the guy and the sex is great, but lately his demands have been rubbing me raw.
 
   Now he even wants to know how I spend my money.  That's a bit much don't you think?”
 
   I had been nodding my head, so I just went with it.  “Yeah,” I said, “that does sound a little over the top.”  And I meant it.  Even if I wasn't attracted to Angie, I still would have sided with her.  I didn't like control freaks and I never wanted to be one.  My current situation was testament to that.
 
   “So what would Jason do,” I asked, “if he knew you were here with me?”
 
   “He'd be jealous as hell and probably punch you.”
 
   “So he's the violent type?”
 
   “Not really,  he's just very jealous, that's why I'll never tell him, even after I break up with him.”
 
   “Yeah, I know the type,” I said.  “He'd blame me for the break-up.  Say I stole you away from him.”
 
   “He'd be wrong.”
 
   “Doesn't matter.  That's what he'll think, no matter what you said.”
 
   “What do you think?  About your wife.  And Scott.  Do you think he stole her away from you?”
 
   Good fucking question, I thought, and a hard one to answer.  My first reaction was yes, he totally stole her affections from me.  He seduced her.  But then I realized, no.  I was wrong.  Robin was her own woman.  She never did anything she didn't want to do.  She made her own decisions.  She liked Scott, found him charming and sexy, and decided to sleep with him.
 
   Plus, it wasn't like she was withholding her affections from me.  In fact, she seemed even more interested in sex.
 
   Well, at least when we were together.
 
   I explained all this to Angie.
 
   “Wish I could meet a guy as understanding as you,” she said.
 
   “You have,” I said, pointing my thumbs at myself and smiling.  “But we can't all be saints.”
 
   “Please.  You're not a saint.  Saints are boring.  And Peter, you are not boring.”
 
   “Really?  I'm not?  I took you out to a ballgame.  Most women would find that boring.”
 
   “Peter -”
 
   “I know,” I said, interrupting her, “you're not most women.”
 
   Now it was Angie's turn to punch me, and she did.
 
   It was time for the seventh-inning stretch, the baseball tradition where everyone stands and they play 'Take me out to the ballgame'.
 
   After we sat down, Angie caught me by surprise and put her hand on my knee.  The simple touch, bare skin on bare skin, set my nerves on fire.  She held it there as the game went on.  Then  she slowly started to caress my thigh.  The blood started flowing to my crotch, swelling my cock.
 
   I loved the feeling, but it was going to get rather embarrassing, trying to hide my erection while wearing a pair of shorts.  I reluctantly placed my hand on hers and held it tight, stopping the massage.
 
   “That feels really good, Angie,” I said.  “But you have to stop.”  I looked down at the tent forming in my shorts.
 
   She smiled, leaned in and gave me a quick kiss on the check.  “Okay, I'll stop,” she whispered into my ear, “for now.”  That just made my cock grow harder.
 
   We settled for just holding hands and my erection began to recede.  But even this simple display of affection felt odd.  Even though no one else knew I was married to someone else, or even cared, it felt so, taboo.  I know lots of people cheat, and lots of marriages dissolve, and some marriages are unique.  I just never thought I would be in one of those categories.
 
   I was always a rule follower, never one to start a trend or veer from the norm, but here I was 'dating' a woman who was in middle school when I was in college.  All this, while my wife was working and probably planning her next visit with her lover.
 
   Life has a way of fucking up even the best laid plans.
 
   We sat and watched the rest of the game, sipping our beers and holding hands.  I was feeling a wonderful buzz, partially from the booze, but mostly from the beautiful woman sitting next to me.
 
   At one point, between the eighth and ninth inning I think, she put her head on my shoulders and a warm, fuzzy feeling came over me.  I wouldn't say I was falling in love with Angie, but I was starting to feel an attraction I hadn't felt since my first date with Robin.  It felt warm and wonderful, and best of all, new.
 
   I really wanted the Dodgers to stage a comeback and send the game into extra innings, just so I could keep this feeling going.  Sadly, that didn't happen.  The D-backs' pitcher came out in the ninth and set the batters down, one, two, three, and the game was over.
 
   Oh, we cheered the outcome, Angie and I, but inside I wept a little.  Even if I continued dating Angie, I would never again experience the magic of this first time out.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   We stood out on the street, outside the stadium gate, where we met before the game.  We faced each other hand-in-hand.
 
   “I had a wonderful time, Angie,” I said, staring into the red head's beautiful green eyes.
 
   “So did I,” she answers, “better than I expected.”
 
   “Yeah, the Diamondbacks really showed up those Dodgers.”
 
   “I wasn't talking about the game,” she said.  She stared into my eyes with an intensity I almost found frightening.  “I'm really glad I was able to spend this time with you, Peter.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes, really.  You shouldn't doubt yourself so much.”
 
   “Was it better than if Jason had taken you?”
 
   Angie started laughing and said, “Jason would never take me to a ballgame, he'd say it was too pedestrian.”
 
   “I'd like to be able to say I'm sorry to hear that,” I said, “but I'm not.  I'm just glad you enjoyed it.”
 
   “So, how about you?  Did you enjoy my company over your wife's.”
 
   Another tricky question.  I liked Angie, I loved my wife.  Angie was here, in front of me and I didn't want to hurt her feelings.  But I respected her too much to lie.
 
   “Angie, I had a wonderful time, and I'd love to do it again...” I didn't want to say 'but.'
 
   “But?” Angie graciously said it for me.
 
   “No buts,” I said.  “I had a great time with you and I would have had a great time with my wife.  I'm just lucky that way.”
 
   Angie looked at me, her expression blank.
 
   “I'm not going to compare the women in my life to each other.  I would hate for Robin to compare me to Scott.”
 
   “I guess I can see that,” Angie said.
 
   “I'm just going to enjoy their companionship as long as I can.”
 
   “I still say I had a better time than I would have with Jason.”
 
   “He doesn't know what he's missing.”
 
   Angie reached up to give me a kiss, on the lips.  It was a thank-you kiss, a pucker, a quick meeting of flesh, soft and warm, then a moist pop as she disengaged.
 
   I would make the next move.  I held her gaze for an achingly long time and waited.  I knew what I wanted, but I waited for the right moment.
 
   Angie took a breath as if to speak and I made my advance.  I took her in my arms and kissed her slightly open mouth with a passion that surprised me.  She kissed me back, our lips locked together, our tongues dancing together.  Desire for this beautiful, fun woman burned through my body.  I wanted to know her, to be with her, to be inside her.  My cock was aroused and ready for action, but my tongue would have to suffice.
 
   We stood on the street, kissing with abandon, not caring about the world around us.
 
   I was able to make out a few stray comments from passing strangers.
 
   Some encouraging, “get a room”, “way to go,”.
 
   Some not so much, “that's embarrassing.”, “I never...”
 
   I thought I heard another woman ask her husband why he never kissed her that way.  I guess she saw my ring and thought Angie and I were married.  The husband didn't say anything, he knew the truth.
 
   After what seemed like a long while, but not really long enough, we ended our kiss.
 
   “Wow, that was something,” I said.
 
   “Something wonderful,” Angie replied.
 
   “I guess this is where we part ways for the day?”
 
   “I could use a ride home,” Angie said.  “I was going to call a friend to pick me up, if things didn't work out so well.”
 
   “And they worked out?”
 
   “Uhm, yeah they worked out.  You want to take me home?”
 
   “Angie, I would love to take you home.”
 
   In the car, we talked about a lot of things, mundane things mostly.  She told me she was born in Tucson, but her family moved to Phoenix when she was six.  She went to a community college for a few years after high school, but never finished.  She liked tending bar - made a decent living at it - and thought, one day, she would open her own place.
 
   “Angie's Place would be a bar I wouldn't mind hanging out at.”
 
   “No free drinks though, not even for my boyfriends.”
 
   “So, I'd be your boyfriend?”
 
   “You are a boy and a friend.”
 
   “Kind of literal there.”
 
   “Yeah, so what,” she said, poking me in the side.  “This is my stop.”
 
   We were sitting outside a small apartment complex on the east side of Phoenix.
 
   I figured this was the end of the afternoon for me.  Angie had to get to work in a couple hours, and I had to - actually I didn't really have anything I had to do.
 
   “Again, I want to tell you how much I enjoyed our date,” I said.
 
   “Me, too.” Angie said.
 
   We looked at each other.  The silence hung in the air like fog.  It had been so long since I had a first date.  I didn't know what to do.  I really didn't want to say goodbye, so I did what came naturally and leaned over to give Angie a kiss.
 
   She didn't lean in to meet me, instead she said, “Would you like to come inside for a bit?”
 
   “I would love to,” I said.
 
   I parked the car and followed her to her unit.  I was giddy as a school boy and it was all I could do to keep from skipping along like a fool.  I want to say I behaved myself, but I would be lying.  All the way to her door all I did was stare at her lovely ass.
 
   Angie lived in a small one-bedroom unit, with a living room and a kitchenette.  It was sparsely decorated in a quaint southwestern style.  She invited me to sit on the couch.  Across the back was a hand woven blanket, with Kokopelli and gecko lizards, she probably bought at a gift shop on one of the nearby Indian reservations.  On one wall was an oil painting featuring some Native American pottery and cacti, on the other hung her one indulgence, a rather large flat screen TV.
 
   While I looked around, my host put on some music.  I think it was Katy Perry, which made me feel old.
 
   “Can I get you anything to drink?” She asked.
 
   “Just some water.”
 
   She handed me my drink.  I was nervous.  My face sweating as much as the icy glass of water in my hand.
 
   Going to the ballgame was one thing.  Hanging out in a woman's apartment was another.  I was out of my element, a fish trying to navigate a sandy beach.
 
   “So, Peter, you got any other plans for the evening?  Any other hot dates?”  Angie sat down next to me.
 
   I chuckled a little.  “No, probably grab a little dinner and go home and watch T.V.”
 
   “Remember when I said you weren't boring?  I think I might have been wrong.”
 
   That stung a bit, even though I knew she was joking.  In fact, I knew she was right.  I was boring.
 
   “Wow, that hurts,” I said.
 
   “Okay, you might not be boring, but your plans for tonight sure are.”
 
   “You have to cut me some slack,” I said.  “I just spent the day watching the D-backs with a sexy red-head.  That's pretty exciting.”
 
   “So you think I'm sexy?”
 
   “Angie, I'd have to be blind not to see how sexy you are.  In fact, I'd bet you could even get a blind man to admit you were sexy.”
 
   “Funny,” she said, “but thanks for the thought.”
 
   “Not a thought, the truth.  Anyway, after such a fun day I need a simple, boring night to recover.”
 
   “I don't have to be at work for a couple hours.  You want to do anything else?”
 
   At first I didn't know what she might be considering, but it didn't take me too long to figure out she was coming on to me.  It felt weird, this attraction.
 
   Now, don't get me wrong.  I love women.  I love looking at women.  I find all kinds of women sexy – blonds, brunettes, red-heads; buxom, small-breasted, average.  I like women with tight, toned bodies or curvy healthy bodies.  I get that physical attraction – that animal instinct - it's just that I had never felt myself emotionally attached to any other woman besides my wife.
 
   I was starting to feel that with Angie.  Like I said before, I didn't love her in a romantic sense.  I wouldn't leave my wife for her.  I just really liked her.  Yes, she was pretty, she had large, well-proportioned breasts and an ass that was very nice to look at, but she was also smart, funny, and she loved baseball.  If I was a few years younger and single, I'd – yeah right.  I'd admire her from afar, watching her date some dude like Jason and wish I were him.  My self-esteem sucked.
 
   Anyway, I understood my attraction to her, what I didn't understand was what she saw in me.  Again, my self-esteem was lacking.  I'll admit I'm not bad looking, and I do consider myself a nice guy.  I eat healthy and occasionally exercise, but I'm no muscle bound Adonis.  I guess the best I would admit to was that I was average.  I was the kind of guy to get lost easily in a crowd, not the kind who got hot women, like Angie, excited.
 
   What I'm trying to say is I felt kinda uncomfortable having this gorgeous creature hitting on me, and I do know that was what she was doing.  So I played dumb; not to hard for me.
 
   “I like playing scrabble.”
 
   Angie looked at me in silence.  I tried to keep a straight face.
 
   “Are you serious?” she asked.
 
   “Okay, no, but I have to say, I'm in an awkward situation.  I'm not used to getting so much attention from a beautiful woman.”
 
   “So, you don't think your wife is pretty?”
 
   “I didn't mean that.  She has to pay attention to me, we're married.”
 
   “No, she doesn't have to.  In fact, it seems she's paying attention to someone else.”
 
   “Hey.  Go easy on me, I have a fragile ego.”
 
   Angie put a hand on my knee and said, “Peter, I'll go as easy or hard on you as you want.”  She leaned in, her eye's lidded, her lips starting to pucker.  I could have played hard to get, sat there continuing to pretend I wasn't turned on by this woman, but I didn't.
 
   I set my glass of water down on the end table, and moved closer to Angie, meeting her luscious warm mouth with mine.
 
   Her lips felt so much different than Robins.  So full, and new.  Her scent, pleasantly sweet - citrusy with a hint of honey.  At first the kiss was tame, just lips touching.  We embraced, and soon a passion swept over us.  Our tongues began to explore each other's mouths.  Again, it was new territory, a new flavor.
 
   Soon, desire overtook me, and my kiss became more desperate.  I began exploring Angie's body with my hands, first running them down her back, caressing her butt, feeling the warm bare skin of her thighs.
 
   I was lost in the newness of this delectable woman, enjoying the unfamiliar, exotic sensations.  I was a man used to hearty Cabernet wines finally tasting Champagne.  I don't like to compare women to cars, and I'll deny I ever wrote this, but if Robin, my wife, was a Mercedes Benz then Angie was a Tesla Roadster, and I wanted to ride them both.
 
   And the red-head was doing her own test-driving.  I felt her fingers dig deep into my back.  When I started kissing her neck, Angie reached one hand down the front of my shorts and began rubbing my growing erection.
 
   The feeling was sensational, the taste of her neck, sharp and salty.  We briefly broke apart.  Angie lifted her arms so I could remove her jersey.  While I was throwing that to the floor, she started to unbuckle my belt.  I stood up so she could lower my pants.  I stepped out of my shorts and unbuttoned my shirt.  I was now standing there in my blue and grey boxer shorts and worn hiking boots.  Angie was wearing a pink and black bra.  A pair of yellow lace panties came into view as she took off her own shorts.
 
   I think I must have been a better date than she was expecting.  I always thought if there was any chance a woman was going to sleep with a guy after a date, they wore matching undies.  Maybe I was wrong, but I wasn't questioning my luck.
 
   Angie pulled me towards her bedroom.  I stumbled along, trying to take off my shoes.  Her bedroom was a mess, another sign she hadn't planned on bringing me in.  There was a pile of black shirts in the corner.  On her dresser were scattered various make-up supplies.  Her bed wasn't made.
 
   “Pardon the mess,” Angie said, throwing the bed covers on the floor.
 
   “Hey, I'm privileged to see your inner sanctum in such a lived-in condition.”
 
   “Yeah, only Jason gets to see this mess.”
 
   Angie jumped on the bed and took off her bra.  I just stood there, in awe, looking at this amazingly stunning woman.  She laid back, her bountiful bare breasts on full display.  Again she was so much different than Robin.  Where my wife's breasts are small, with tiny nipples, Angie's were full, with large nipples and silver-dollar-sized areola.
 
   They looked so inviting.
 
   “May I?” I asked.
 
   “You're quite the gentleman, asking permission.”
 
   “Just want to be sure I'm not misreading any signals.”
 
   “Get in bed, Peter, before I kick you out.”
 
   I started to crawl into bed.
 
   “Wait,” she said.  “Take off your socks.”
 
   “Oh, sorry.  I guess that is kinda dorky.  Remember, I've only had married sex for a long time.”
 
   “I'll forgive you - this time,” Angie said.
 
   I took off my socks and continued my quest.  I crawled over Angie, sprawled out on the bed, and started kissing her stomach.  I worked my way up her torso, giving little kisses as I went.  I could feel the fine ginger hairs on her skin rise and smell the fruity aroma of her perfume.  I kissed and licked my way around her breasts, curving around in a spiral, making my way to her nipples.
 
   I took a tiny nip, coaxing a moan from her barely parted lips.
 
   I was in another world, lost in unfamiliar territory, but loving every second of it.  This is what it must have been like for Robin, when she gave herself to Scott.  Her laying back and enjoying the sensation of someone other than me paying homage to her body, using a different technique to work toward the same goal of bringing her to orgasm.
 
   While I continued kissing and caressing Angie's chest, I took my free hand and worked it down the front of her stomach and over her mound.  I gently massaged her labia through her lace panties.  This elicited more sighs and moans.
 
   “That feels nice,” Angie said.
 
   I looked up, our eyes met.
 
   “I'm glad you like it,” I said.
 
   “If you're like this all the time, I can't imagine why your wife would ever leave you.”
 
   “Shhh, now's not the time to talk of wives and boyfriends.”
 
   I went back to kissing her breasts and then began to move down across her stomach, licking her navel as I passed.  I ran my tongue down lower, stopping when I hit lace.
 
   But the stop was brief.  I hooked my fingers under the waistband and removed the undies.  I tossed them to the side and looked down at the naked beauty below me.  Her red hair, splayed out like a fiery halo, her breasts glistened with sweat and saliva, her legs parted and between her thighs, tucked within a tuft of soft red hair, her pussy.
 
   She looked so inviting.  Her labia, moist and open wide, her clit engorged.  The aroma of her arousal filled my nostrils.
 
   I started by kissing her left ankle and working my way north along her shin and thigh until I reached my destination.  I licked around her folds, tasting her tangy essence.  Again it was similar, but different than Robin's.  Angie was more salty and gave off a headier scent.  I was lost in the pleasure of it.
 
   “Peter, that feels wonderful.  Don't stop.”
 
   I didn't plan on stopping until she asked me to stop.
 
   I continued focusing my attention to her outer folds, enjoying the scent and taste.  I eventually worked my way in until I was literally fucking her with my tongue.
 
   This elicited more moans and a few unintelligible words.
 
   I then moved my tongue up and started twirling it around her clit, this brought on a quick, sharp cry of pleasure and she pushed her pussy forward into my face.  I started flicking my tongue, faster and faster on her clit, as she matched my motions by humping her hips forcefully against my mouth.
 
    Together, we were working her to a frenzy.  I could tell a large climax was coming and intended to ride it to the end.
 
   It seemed like forever and my tongue and lips were getting sore, but eventually Angie came with a loud scream as she grabbed my hair with both hands and held my head in place, refusing to let me go until her orgasm receded.
 
   For my part I just kept licking, and sucking and enjoying the hell out of pleasing this woman.
 
   “Shit that was good,” Angie said.
 
   “Can I have my head back?”
 
   “Oh, sorry.”  The beautiful red-head released my hair and let me up for air.
 
   “I guess I don't have to ask you if you came?” I said, rubbing the side of the head where she almost pulled out a hunk of hair by the roots.
 
   “Sorry if I was a bit rough,” Angie said.  “I haven't come like that in, forever.”
 
   It felt good to pleasure a woman, a right boost to the ego.  We kissed, tongues dancing.  Angie didn't seem hesitant at all to taste her own juices.  In fact she seemed to enjoy them as much as I did.
 
   “I really want to fuck you right now,” she said.
 
   “I love to hear a woman say that.  Where are your condoms?”
 
   I looked toward Angie's dresser, expecting her to tell me which drawer they were in.  She didn't say anything.  I looked back at her.  Her mouth hung open, her eyes were wide.
 
   “You were expecting me to bring the party favors?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Damn.  I'm really not used to using them, and I wasn't planning on getting lucky.”
 
   “I'm so sorry,” Angie finally said.  “Jason usually has the condoms.  And...” her voice trailed off.
 
   So we just lay there.  As the immediacy of the moment faded and the blood started to return from my cock to my brain, I started to feel a little guilty.
 
   Even thought my wife had been sleeping with another man for the last few months, I still wasn't used to indulging myself with other women.  It felt kinda wrong, even if it was fair.
 
   “I don't want to leave you unsatisfied, Peter, even if we can't fuck.  I'm more than willing to suck you off.”
 
   I looked at Angie's luscious, full lips and imagined them wrapped around my dick.  I would enjoy it, but it just sounded like a consolation prize.
 
   “Would you be disappointed if I said no?”  I asked.
 
   “Of course I would,” Angie said.  I could tell by looking in her eyes she was lying.  It wasn't obvious, but I don't think she really liked giving head.  Blow jobs are not to every woman's taste.  I couldn't blame them.  I wouldn't want to stick a dick in my mouth.
 
   “I must decline your tempting offer,” I said.
 
   She didn't fight me on it.
 
   We got dressed, and exchanged a few more pleasantries.  Angie said she wouldn't mind if I stopped in to see her at the bar.  I told her I might, but to not get upset if I didn't show up.
 
   “I had a really great time today.” I said, as I stood outside her door.  We had just exchanged another tasty passionate kiss.
 
   “Probably not as much as I did,” Angie said.  I wasn't going to argue with that.  “I'm sorry I didn't have a condom.”
 
   “Not as sorry as I am.”
 
   We both smiled.
 
   “So, do you think you'll want a second date?” I asked.
 
   She paused for a moment.  Her hesitation froze me for a moment.  Did she not really like spending time with me?  Was she embarrassed by the age difference?
 
   “Don't look so worried, Peter,” she said.  “You really have to have more confidence in yourself.  Low self-esteem is not sexy.”
 
   “Come on, Angie.  You are way out of my league.”
 
   “Let me be the judge of that.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “So are you asking me out on another date?”
 
   Now it was my turn to hesitate.  I didn't know if I wanted to plan another outing.  I really enjoyed the afternoon, even if it didn't end to my complete satisfaction.
 
   “How about if we leave it open.”
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
   “I had a great time and it sounded like you had a great time.”
 
   “Yes.  Yes I did.”
 
   “So, how about we just keep our options open.”
 
   “Are you mad?  Are you pissed I didn't have a condom?”
 
   “No!  I just need time to get used to dating other women.”
 
   “Guess I'll have to live with that, but I'm not going to wait around for you, Peter.”
 
   “I would hope not, you know I'm happily married.”
 
   “I might question how happily.”
 
   “I'm working on it.”
 
   We kissed again and exchanged phone numbers.  I told her to call me anytime and she told me to feel free to stop in at the bar whenever.
 
   On the way home I thought about everything that had happened on my date.  The game, the conversation, the sex.  I wasn't sure how much I was going to be able to admit to Robin.  I hoped she wouldn't ask.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 5
 
   “So, did you fuck her?”
 
   I was shocked by the abruptness of my wife's question.  We were sitting outside a small cafe in downtown Sedona watching the tourists stream past when Robin decided to start interrogating me about my date with Angie.
 
   “Excuse me?”  I said.  At the time we were both eating salads and talking about how construction was going at the spa.
 
   I drove up to Sedona that following Saturday morning and met Robin at the site.  The Sedona Spirit Rejuvenation Spa and Fitness Center was located on the grounds of a timeshare resort tucked in amongst the pines just a few miles south of the village.  The work was still in the early stages, with bare concrete floors, exposed wiring and a maze work of wooden studs waiting for drywall.  Robin showed me were the various massage and aroma therapy rooms would be, where they would put the few exercise machines and free weights, and where the larger rooms for classes like yoga would be.  I also saw the construction crew digging into the floor for in-ground hot tubs and sauna baths.
 
   After the tour, we drove into town for lunch, and questioning.
 
   “I think it's a simple question,” Robin said, looking over her salad.  She took another bite.
 
   “I'm guessing that you're talking about Angie.”
 
   “Was that her name?”  Robin was playing coy.  At times I thought it was cute.  This wasn't one of those times.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “So..”
 
   “You want me to just tell you if we fucked?  You don't want to know what else we did?”
 
   Robin took her time, chewing her food.  I watched and waited for a answer.  She swallowed and said, “Okay, you've been waiting to tell me the story, so go ahead.  Tell me what you did on your date.”
 
   “Look Robin, if you don't want to know, I won't tell you.  Do you really want to know.”
 
   I had thought Robin wanted to be kept out of my dating details.  It looked like she couldn't control her curiosity.
 
   “Peter, if I didn't want to know I wouldn't ask.”
 
   “Okay, first we met at the ballpark.  I bought the tickets, she bought the food and drinks.”
 
   I proceeded to tell Robin about the game, who won and how I had a good time.  She seemed to have calmed down and was interested in how the date went.  I told her about the kiss we shared outside the stadium gate.  I noticed her pupils dilate when I mentioned that detail.  I stopped talking.
 
   “Why did you stop?” Robin asked.
 
   “You seemed to be bothered when I told you I kissed her.”
 
   “Yeah,  I was picturing your lips, locked on hers.  It kinda bothers me.”
 
   “You really want me to go on then?”
 
   “Yes, go on.  I want to know, it's been killing me these last few days.”
 
   I told her about the drive home, leaving out some of the minor physical contact, and how she  invited me up to her apartment.
 
   “What a slut,” Robin said, under her breath.
 
   “Uhm, excuse me?”
 
   “Oh, nothing, go on.”
 
   “Do you want me to continue?  You seem to be getting bothered.”
 
   “Yes, go on.  I'm just feeling a little jealous, that's all.”
 
   “Now you know how I feel when I see you and Scott fucking.”
 
   “But I thought you said it got you excited and aroused.”
 
   “It does now, but it didn't at first.  It took me a little time.  Still not sure I'm cool with your emotional attachment to him.”
 
   “Sorry, I can't stop how I feel.  Do you love Angie.”
 
   That was an easy question to answer. “Nope.”
 
   “You seem certain.”
 
   “I am.  I like her.  She's nice.  She's smart. And she's very pretty.”
 
   As I went on describing Angie, the concern on Robin's face increased.  I couldn't tell if this was good or bad.
 
   “Eventually I left her apartment so she could get ready for work.”
 
   “That's it then.  You just took her to the ballpark, had a glass of water at her apartment, and left.  Nothing else?”
 
   I still could not tell how much detail Robin wanted.  When we came to our marital arrangement she had told me she didn't want details.  At the same time we both agreed to not lie to each other.  Maybe she had discovered she was turned on by the details, like I was.  Maybe that little bit of jealously was arousing her.  I decided to see how turned on I could get her, to see if I could push the right buttons to get her wet.
 
   “Well, we did make out a little.”
 
   Robin's eyes went wide, but she remained silent.
 
   “We kissed.  It was awkward at first.  She was the first woman I've kissed on the lips since we've been married.”  I watched Robin's reactions as I spoke.  She was fidgeting in her seat, moving her butt against the wire mesh chair.  She kept moving her hands from on the table, to her lap, and back.  I half expected her to start rubbing her sex through the jeans she wore.
 
   “Then, we started petting.  Moving our hands across each other's bodies.  Over our clothes at first, but then we took them off.
 
   “It was odd.  Her body is so much... more... curvy then you.”
 
   “You mean her tits are bigger.”
 
   “Yeah.  Does that bother you?”
 
   She mulled over her answer.  “Kinda.”
 
   “It shouldn't.  I love your tits just the way they are.”
 
   “But you also like hers.”
 
   “Yes.  Just like you love Scott's cock.”
 
   Robin smiled.  “Okay, you made your point, move on.”
 
   “Things were getting hot and heavy, so we moved to her bedroom.”
 
   Robin's face went from coolness to concern before I finished my sentence.  “So you did fuck her.”
 
   “I didn't say that, yet.”
 
   “YET!”
 
   “Robin, calm down.”
 
   She lowered her voice, but she didn't calm down.  “How can I calm down, when you're telling me you fucked another woman.”
 
   “Well for one thing, you're one to talk, with your lover and all.  Two, you asked me to tell you about my date.  And three, I didn't say I fucked her.”
 
   “You've been hinting at it.”
 
   I figured she wasn't going to get turned on by the thought of me fucking Angie, so I decided to end the teasing.
 
   “I was just kidding around.  Angie and I didn't fuck.”  I left out the part about not having a condom – kept it simple.
 
   “So what did you do in the bedroom.”  Robin was getting nervous, like she wanted to know, but didn't.  The jealousy was eating away at her.  It hurt me, to see the pain, but also to understand how hypocritical she was acting.  She was sleeping with another man, a man she professed to love.  How could she really get upset about me just fucking another woman?
 
   “You really want to know?”
 
   “Yes, tell me.”
 
   “You won't get mad?”
 
   “I can't promise, but I'll try not to.”
 
   “Okay.  We got naked, or mostly naked and rolled around on the bed.”  I was going to try and make this as quick and clinical as possible.  “She stroked my penis a little.  I performed cunnilingus until she came.  Then we got dressed and I went home.”
 
   “Really, you didn't fuck her?”
 
   “Honestly, Robin, I didn't fuck her,” I said, adding “I might have wanted to, but I didn't”
 
   I looked at her.  The pained expression she wore slowly turned to relief.  She didn't ask any followup questions.
 
   “Well, I'm done eating.  Want to head back home?”
 
   “So, you're getting rid of me already?  I thought I was staying the night?”
 
   “I meant home to my apartment.  I hoped you'd consider it your home-away-from home.”
 
   “Okay then, let's head home.”  I paid the bill and we went back to Robin's apartment in Camp Verde.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Robin had moved into a small studio style apartment on the east side of town, away from the freeway, near the Verde river.  It was an open floor plan with a kitchen area on one side, living area on another, with a loft for a bedroom and master bath.
 
   It was a nice little place, with an excellent view of the water out of the plate glass window that took up half of one wall.  It was expensive as hell, but seemed worth it.
 
   “Maybe I will quit my job and move up here with you,” I said later that evening as we sat on the couch looking out at the forest stretched out before us.  I thought I saw a few deer moving along just a few yards away.  It looked peaceful, a definite break from the urban sprawl of Phoenix.
 
   “That would be wonderful,” Robin said, “but you'd die of boredom.”
 
   “I could open my own practice.”
 
   “There are already four veterinarian centers here, if you count the horse doctor.”
 
   “I might be able to get a job at one of the clinics.”
 
   “You'd have to wait for someone else to quit, I think.”
 
   “You just don't want me up here, butting into your bachelorette lifestyle.”  I was joking, kinda.
 
   “Peter, you might not believe it, but there's nothing in the world I want more then to be living with  you.  I'm not trying to brush you off.”
 
   “I know, I'm just teasing you.”
 
   “I checked around and no one was hiring.  There's barely enough clients to keep the few places here open.  In fact I think one of the clinics is getting ready to close.”
 
   “It was just wishful thinking.  Besides, I'd miss the city.  I love visiting nature, but I always feel better in the city.”
 
   “So do I,” Robin said.
 
   We talked a bit more about how much Robin missed me, and living in Phoenix, until Robin got up and made us a small grilled-chicken salad for dinner.  We shared a bottle of Chardonnay.  I helped her clear the table and wash the dishes.  As I was drying, Robin poured us two small glasses of port for dessert.
 
   We took them with us, up into the loft, where we made love.  It was a simple thing, but so important.  We lay together, side by side, kissing and caressing.  Getting to know each other again, after almost a month apart.  I so missed the feel of my wife, her skin, her hair, her small pebbly nipples.  I glorified in her scent, the floral sweetness of her perfume, the musky aroma of her sex.  Her taste, a divinely tangy mix of sweat and arousal.
 
   I brought her to climax with my tongue and again with my cock.  And even though I had to wear a condom, I felt as if I were in heaven.
 
   After our lovemaking, we laid together, my arms around her bare torso, her back against my chest, my now deflated cock resting between us.
 
   It felt so right.  The two of us together, the rest of the world - Sedona, Phoenix, Scott, Angie – a distant buzz.  We fell asleep in each other's arms.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I awoke to the smell of bacon.  I really was in heaven.
 
   After a quick shower, I joined Robin downstairs.  She was dishing out scrambled eggs when I came up behind.  I slipped my arms around her and started giving her little kisses on her neck.  She was wearing a fluffy robe, I, a towel around my waist.
 
   I slipped one hand inside her robe and fondled her breast.
 
   She moaned a bit before putting a stop to it.  “Let's eat first, you insatiable man.”
 
   “I guess I do need to get my strength back after last night.”
 
   Over breakfast, I brought up the plans for our next get-together.  “So, I was wondering what you might want to do for your upcoming birthday.  I know it's still a few weeks off but I was thinking, maybe a trip to the Grand Canyon, or maybe -”
 
   Robin put her fork down and looked at me across the table.  Something was up, and I didn't think I was going to like it.
 
   “What's wrong Robin, you forget your birthday?”
 
   “I – I thought I told you.  Scott and I are going to Seattle.”
 
   I was hoping to get through the weekend without Scott coming up.  Well, I didn't.
 
   “Uhm, no, you didn't tell me.”
 
   “It's kinda a birthday/business trip.”
 
   “And you didn't think to tell me, your husband, about it.”
 
   “I thought I did.”
 
   “No, you didn't”
 
   Robin furrowed her brow, the sunny disposition of a moment ago turned cloudy.  “Is this going to be a problem?”
 
   I wanted to scream, Yes, it would be a problem, and in hindsight, maybe I should have.  Having a lover was bad enough, but when he started monopolizing my wife's time, that was a whole other shade of wrong.
 
   “I really wanted to celebrate your birthday with you.”
 
   “I know.  It's just there's this convention in Seattle, spa owners and managers.  It's a great chance to meet people, see some interesting equipment, learn -”
 
   “Robin, you don't need to sell me on it.  I know, you want to go.  I'm just telling you, I wanted to celebrate your birthday with you.”
 
   “I know, Peter,” my wife said, concern returning to her voice.  “We can go out the week after,  I'll come down to Phoenix and let you take me to Christopher's at the Biltmore.”
 
   “It's not the same,” I said, putting a fork-full of quickly cooling eggs into my mouth.  “It's just not the same.”
 
   I was losing my fucking mind.  Why couldn't I stand up for myself?  There was a line between being an understanding and adventurous husband, and being a fucking pushover, and I had tripped over that line.  I felt silly for having been concerned about Robin's feelings over my own affairs.  I felt like a fool.
 
   Then I thought, maybe Robin was waiting for me to say something.  Maybe she wanted me to force her to make a decision, between Scott and me.  But then a darkness settled over my already dim situation.
 
   What if she choose Scott.  I mean, what the hell did I have to offer.  I was an average man, in an average job, in an average city.  My rival was a rich business owner, who travelled the country and was able to offer all that glamour to Robin.  She's be stupid to give that up.
 
   So I kept quiet and ate my bitter breakfast.  We finished the meal in silence.
 
   After we cleaned up, we went to church.  I don't remember the sermon, something about forgiveness, I'm sure.  I had never been much of a religious man.  I went to church out of habit.  I believed that there was a God of some kind, a Creator, a force for good, but a lot of the dogma surrounding religion I could give or take, like most people.
 
   But today, I prayed for guidance, and it helped.  I was able to come to the conclusion that I just needed to settle down.  If Robin didn't love me, she would have left me.
 
   I still loved my wife.  I just hated having to split her time with another man.  To lose her completely would be to lose a piece of myself, and I didn't doubt if I insisted she choose, it would not be to my benefit.
 
   I could have been wrong, but I didn't feel like taking that chance.
 
   We had a light lunch at Robin's apartment; I still had a hard time calling it home.  We watched a movie and snuggled on the couch.  We made love again, and it felt so sweet.  It was moments like this that reminded me why I loved my wife and why I would always want her to be part of my life.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 6
 
   “That's a healthy looking pussy you have there, Miss Walker,”  I said, without thinking.  Miss Walker was a client, her pussy's name was Twinkles.  It was a small, white, long haired mix, and she was very healthy.
 
   “Pardon me?” Miss Walker said.  Her head was down, her eyes glued to her smartphone.  “Did you say something?”
 
   “Just that your cat is looking fine.”  I stroked my fingers through Twinkle's soft, fine fur.  “My assistant is getting her rabies booster ready.  If you want to see the receptionist, he'll have your bill.  I'll bring Twinkles out in a moment.”
 
   It was only Thursday afternoon, but Miss Walker and Twinkles were my last clients for the week.  I had scheduled an extended weekend before Robin told me she was spending her birthday with Scott.
 
   After giving Twinkles her shot and handing her over to her owner, I had nothing to do until Tuesday.  In the past, I might have hopped a quick flight to Vegas, but I still had a bad taste in my mouth from my last trip there, just three and a half months ago.  Plus, a solo trip to Vegas is just sad on its face, so I figured I'd just head home, watch a little Netflix, or catch up on my reading.  I was going to have a very boring weekend while my wife was celebrating her 35th birthday with Scott.
 
   I still wasn't sure how I had arrived at this point.  I didn't mind my wife's infidelity so much as I minded being left out of her life.  I wanted Robin to enjoy her sexual freedom, but I wanted to be a part of it.  It was her emotional attraction to Scott that I was having trouble with.
 
   I was about to log off my PC and head out when I noticed I had a new e-mail message waiting.  When I saw who it was from, all thoughts of Scott and Robin faded to the background.  The e-mail's subject was 'In Phoenix for the Weekend' and the sender was Kelly Cho.
 
   Kelly Cho, Doctor Kelly Cho, the woman who helped talk be out of my depression over Robin's affair.  She lived and worked in Seattle, but it looked like she was coming to Arizona.
 
   I clicked on the message and read it.
 
   Hey Peter,
 
   I'm coming to your town for a convention.  I'm flying in tomorrow afternoon and would love to get together, maybe for dinner or something.  I'd love to meet Robin, too.  Sorry for the short notice.  If you already have plans, I'll understand.
 
   Call me,
 
   Kelly
 
   She added her number in a post script.
 
   Kelly Cho.  I was thrilled to hear from her.  I met her at a veterinarian conference in Vegas, the same conference where we met Scott.  She worked at an animal shelter in Seattle.  And she was also very sexually liberated.  She and her husband, Tom, were swingers.  I found this out when I ran into them at a casino bar.  Kelly was trying to pick up another woman, Tom was watching.
 
   I fished out my phone and called.  It rang five times before someone picked up.
 
   “Hello,” it was a man's voice.
 
   “Uhm, Is Doctor Cho available,”
 
   “Just a sec,” he said.  “Kelly it's for you.”
 
   I heard the phone pass hands.
 
   “Who's this?” Kelly said, her voice sound rushed as if she was out of breath.
 
   “Peter,” I said.  “Hope I'm not interrupting anything.”
 
   “Oh, Peter, great to hear from you.  Tom and I were just talking about you.”
 
   “Uh, really.”  This was kinda weird, but I guess she did send me an e-mail, and she was coming to Phoenix, so not totally surprising.
 
   “Yeah, you got my message I guess.  You free anytime this weekend?  I'd love to get together.”
 
   “I'm free the whole weekend.”
 
   “Great. How about Robin?  I'd love to meet her.”
 
   “Afraid that will have to wait for another time,  she's not available.”
 
   There was silence on the line, until Kelly finally said, “sorry to hear that.”  More silence on the other end, like Kelly wasn't sure how to proceed.
 
   “Can you talk about it?” she asked.  “Did she leave you for that other guy, Steve or Scott?”
 
   “It's Scott, and she didn't leave me, exactly.”
 
   “Okay, let's not talk about this on the phone.  You still want to get together?”
 
   “Absolutely,” I said,  “So is Tom coming?”
 
   “No.  He wanted to, but his boss needs him.”  The line muted a bit. It sounded like she was still talking, maybe to her husband, while she held her hand over the receiver.  I could just make out what she was saying.  “No Robin, sorry to spoil your fantasy.”
 
   “You still there, Kelly?” I said.  I wanted her to know I was still there, but I didn't want to eavesdrop on her conversation with her husband.
 
   “Yeah, I am.  Just telling my husband I won't be seeing Robin.  He was kinda hoping -”
 
   “Hoping what?”
 
   “Hoping – I'll tell ya later, if you want.  Would it be too much to ask you to pick me up at the airport?  Save me a taxi ride to my hotel.”
 
   “Will do.  Text me your itinerary and I'll meet you at baggage claim.”
 
   “See ya tomorrow afternoon then.”
 
   “Looking forward to it, and Kelly, I'm really glad you called.”
 
   “You called me, Peter.”
 
   “You know what I mean.”
 
   “Later,” she said and hung up.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The US airways baggage claim was a hive of activity that Friday afternoon.  Mostly business travelers returning home, I figured, with just a few vacationers brave enough to endure the midsummer desert heat.  It wasn't bad today, just 101 degrees.
 
   “It's like a fucking oven,” said a woman's voice behind me.  I turned around to find myself face to face with Kelly.
 
   “Hello, Peter” she said, pulling me into a hug.
 
   Kelly was a beautiful, full figured woman, with lots of curves and the desire to show them off.  Today she was wearing a pair of ankle-length jeans and a tight long-sleeve blouse.  Around her waist she wore a rain-jacket.
 
   The top four buttons of her blouse were undone, clearly displaying her black bra.
 
   Her black hair was cut short, like I saw her in Vegas, framing her face down to her chin, tapered up toward the back.
 
   “A little overdressed for the weather,” I said.
 
   “It was raining and 70 when I left Seattle.”
 
   “Welcome to the Valley of the Sun.”
 
   We gathered up her two suitcases and headed out to my car.  She was staying at the Phoenician, at the foot of Camelback Mountain, a very ritzy spot to book a veterinarian convention.
 
   “That's a lot of luggage for a weekend trip,”
 
   “Not just clothes,” she said, and changed the subject.  “So, are you going to tell me why you're alone on your wife's birthday?”
 
   Because I was a wimp, I thought to myself.
 
   “She and Scott are in Seattle actually, some type of business slash vacation.”
 
   “Why didn't you go?”
 
   “She didn't ask me to.”
 
   “And you're too wimpy to ask yourself.”
 
   “You're pretty perceptive.”
 
   “You're just new to this lifestyle.  And so is Robin.  So how are you feeling?”
 
   “You my counselor now?”
 
   “Yeah, I guess I am.”
 
   We drove north toward the resort, and I spilled my heart out to Kelly.  Told her about moving Robin, how our nightly phone calls had tapered off to weekly, and how my one date with another woman went.
 
   “So tell me about Angie.” she said.
 
   “Figures you'd focus in on her.”
 
   “It was your first extramarital date, of course I'm interested.”
 
   I described the red-head bartender I took to the ballgame.  I told Kelly how we met, how much we enjoyed the game, and how we made out after.
 
   “So, you got pretty serious?”
 
   “Yes.  We would have ended up screwing if I had a condom.”
 
   “Gotta be prepared, Peter.”
 
   “I'm not used to needing one.”
 
   “You do now, Mister.  So you got any on you?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Really?” Kelly said, and slapped my arm.  “You need to get some.  What if you and I wanted to hook up?”
 
   That thought had not occurred to me.  Yes, Kelly was pretty, and I found her very attractive.  She was a bit heavier than Robin, but held it well.  If I thought about it, I would love to get lost in her curves, but I hadn't.
 
   But why hadn't I?  I really had to get used to the fact that I had an open relationship, that I could date any woman I wanted.  The problem was, I hadn't been much of a ladies man before I'd met my wife.  Now that I had been married for over three years, any game I had with women was long gone.  Maybe Kelly could help me get it back.
 
   “I'd run to CVS.”
 
   “You're some catch, Peter.  Robin is so lucky.”
 
   “Now, you're just teasing me.”
 
   “Get used to it, Pete.  That's the way I am.”
 
   I pulled up to the Phoenician's main entrance and parked.
 
   “So what kind of veterinary conference books a five-star resort?” I asked as we headed to check-in.
 
   “Oh, it's not work related.  It's fun related.”
 
   “I see,” I said, not seeing at all.
 
   Kelly checked in, but had to wait while housekeeping finished getting her room ready.  We waited at the bar.
 
   “So what kind of fun are you planning on having?  Golf?”
 
   Kelly started laughing.  “Oh no.  It's a lifestyle conference.”  She was talking in a hushed tone.  “But we need to keep that quiet.  Don't want to spook the locals.”
 
   Kelly told me she was in town meeting a small group of other swingers, sexually liberated couples who liked to get together with others who shared their hobby.  Kelly said this particular event had about 35 people attending.
 
   They were booked as a health professional conference, but there weren't any events, other than a kick-off breakfast scheduled for Saturday morning.  It was all, impromptu.  People mingling, breaking off into groups, doing their own thing.
 
   “No big orgies in the ballroom, no nude swimming in the pool, just consenting adults, getting together to have sex.”
 
   “Sounds -” I wasn't sure what to say.  Before Vegas, I'd say it was weird and kinda creepy.  But now, “interesting.”
 
   “Is it something Robin might be interested in?”  Kelly asked.
 
   “I don't think so.  She isn't happy I'm dating other women, but she can't really stop me.”
 
   “That's a dangerous attitude for her to have.”
 
   “I know.  I think she'll come around.”
 
   “I hope so, for both your sakes.”
 
   The concierge came over to tell Kelly her suite was ready.  I accompanied her.  We didn't say much on the way up to the room, since we didn't want to clue the bellhop on what was happening.  Kelly gave him a twenty dollar tip.  The way he was smiling on the way out, I figured he was going to be at her beck and call all weekend.
 
   “So, there's an extra seat available to tomorrow's breakfast.  You wanna come?”
 
   The thought intrigued me, but scared me at the same time.  I was still very new to this lifestyle.  I'd be a bleeding seal swimming in a school of sharks.  I liked Kelly, but I didn't know her friends, so I begged off.
 
   “That's too bad,”
 
   “I may be too timid to hang with your crowd, but I'd love to have dinner with you.  Can you swing it?”
 
   Kelly lifted her eyebrow.
 
   “Pardon the pun,” I said with a grin.
 
   “Sure, I'd love to have dinner,” she said.  “How does tomorrow night at eight sound?”
 
   “I'll pick you up here.  Anywhere you'd like to go.”
 
   “I'm new to Phoenix.  Surprise me.”
 
   “Okay, I've got an idea.  Just don't wear anything too nice.”
 
   Kelly was eyeing me, with a quizzical look on her face.  I was about to leave when she grabbed my arm and pulled me back.
 
   “So, this Angie gets to third base, and I don't even get a kiss?”
 
   “Sorry, I -”
 
   Kelly reached up and smothered my words with a kiss.  Her lips felt warm and wet and so sensuous.  She wore a cherry flavored lip balm that I found delicious.  I was really starting to get into the passion of the moment when she pushed me back.
 
   “Save something for tomorrow, big boy,” she said.
 
   “Night,” I said, leaving with the baddest case of blue balls I ever remembered having.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I picked Kelly up in the lobby.  She took my hint well, wearing a pair of black shorts with a loose blue and yellow Hawaiian shirt.  And instead of high heels, she wore a pair of tan sandals.  Give her a surfboard and she could easily have been mistaken for a woman straight from the islands.
 
   We drove a few miles to a small hole in the wall joint I knew of.  Their menu was a fusion of Mexican and Chinese staples.  We ordered at the counter.  I got a combo plate of jerk chicken with delicious refried black beans and cilantro rice.  After trying several samples, Kelly got a jade red chicken.  The soft drinks were self-serve, and the meal was delivered to our table by the staff.  The ambiance was cafeteria quality, small tables and wobbly chairs, plastic cutlery and paper napkins.
 
   “When we drove up to this place,” Kelly said, “I thought it was a joke, but this food is outstanding.”
 
   “I know, it's just one of Phoenix's hidden gems.”
 
   We enjoyed our meal in silence, Kelly seemed amazed by the subtle flavors.  About halfway through, one of the kitchen staff came out to offer a complementary cookie for dessert.  We both got sugar cookies.
 
   “That was a marvelous meal, Peter,” Kelly said as we were walking out to the car.  She took a bite of her cookie and almost lost a piece.  “Where to now?”  I could barely understand what she was saying with her mouth full of snicker-doodle.
 
   “Well, it'll be hard to top dinner, but I think I have something you might enjoy.”
 
   I drove my date to a park at the base of one of the city's three mountains.
 
   “Your pick for dinner spots was great, but I don't think I have the proper foot wear to go hiking up that mountain.”
 
   “We're not hiking up, I thought we'd just walk up the path a bit, look down at the city.”
 
   Piestewa Peak is a 2600 foot mountain that rises out of the heart of Phoenix.  After a short trek, we were high enough to enjoy a grand view of the valley, the city lights laid out before us in a grid, twinkling in the heat radiating off the desert floor.  Off in the far distance, we could make out the silhouette of South Mountain and the forest of broadcast towers that lined it's summit.
 
   We sat on a bench and starred out over the scene below us.
 
   “Piestewa Peak is an odd name,” Kelly said.
 
   “It used to be called Squaw Peak, but they changed it about a decade ago.  Named it after a Native American soldier killed during the Iraq war.  I think she was the first female soldier killed in the war.”
 
   “A nice way to honor her, I guess,”
 
   After a short while watching the lights dance in the heat, Kelly placed her head on my shoulders.  I instinctively wrapped my arm around her.  It felt so, natural.  I was starting to develop a deep attraction to this woman, this married woman.  I had to be careful.  I didn't want to fall in love with her.  That would ruin everything.
 
   What I was more comfortable with was my lust for her.  With her head on my chest and her hand resting on my thigh, I could feel myself becoming aroused, and I was totally fine with that.
 
   “Someone's thinking naughty thoughts,” Kelly said, looking up at me.  She was rubbing her right hand along my growing erection.
 
   “Your hands aren't helping.”
 
   “Oh, quite the contrary.  I think they're helping you a lot.”
 
   “Yeah, you know what I'm talking about.”
 
   “Peter, you're so fun to tease.”
 
   “Am I?” I said.  Then I started tickling her.  She broke out giggling and laughing and tried to tickle me back, but I was too strong for her.  We playfully wrestled for a bit until another couple started walking down the path from higher up.  We settled down and decided to take our game elsewhere.
 
   We walked hand in hand down the path to the car.  It felt quaintly sentimental, walking, holding another woman's hand in mine.  Funny thing was, both of us had wedding rings on.  Anyone who saw us would assume we were married, to each other that is.  I had really nothing to feel guilty about, and I was starting to lose that sense of unease.  I was starting to really enjoy being out with different women, each fun in their own way.
 
   I loved my wife, but dating Angie, and now Kelly, was a powerful ego boost.  Two women who liked my company, but didn't need me to commit to them.  We could enjoy our times together without professing our undying love to each other, forsaking all others.
 
   I was starting to separate the aspects of sex and love. I mean, a person can be physically attractive, but have the personality of a tree stump.  What's wrong with stepping out and having a fun time with one person, and being able to go home to a husband or wife who suits you better on an emotional level.
 
     Maybe it's not right for men and women to enjoy the company of only one other person.  Why would so many people cheat, if it was so wrong.  I was starting to think the biggest enemy to a healthy marriage was monogamy.
 
   Maybe, if Robin had been able to play around with other men, she wouldn't have fallen in love with Scott.
 
   Ah, Scott and Robin and falling in love.  I was willing to share Robin's sexual attention, but when it came to her emotional attention, that I had a problem with.  Maybe I just had to let that go as well.  If she loved two men, I would just have to accept that.
 
   I unlocked the car and opened the door for Kelly.
 
   “You are a true gentleman,” she said, sliding her pretty ass into the seat.
 
   “Thank you,” I replied and closed the door.
 
   “So, what's next?” she asked after I had settled into the driver's seat.  “It's only ten o'clock on a Saturday.  The night is still young.”
 
   “You have any plans?  I thought you came to Phoenix to fuck around.”
 
   “You make it sound so dirty,” Kelly said, her brows furrowed.
 
   “No, no.  I didn't mean it that way.  It's just, I'm monopolizing all your time.  Didn't you plan any hook-ups for this weekend?”
 
   “Maybe I did,” she said, looking at me, her head tilted down, her eyes locked on mine.  “And maybe I didn't.”
 
   I was starting to wonder about this woman.
 
   “And maybe I just wanted to spend more time with you,” she added.
 
   “I'm glad you do.  I like spending time with you as well.”
 
   “So, I'll ask again.  What do you want to do now?”
 
   She wasn't going to make it easy for me.  If I had my way I would spend the entire weekend with Kelly.  She would spend the night with me, we would make love, we would have a leisurely Sunday breakfast, and maybe take another hike or a drive into the desert.  That's what I wanted, now why couldn't I just tell her.
 
   I think I was too afraid, but why?  She hadn't hidden her intentions.  She was here in Phoenix to fuck, why not fuck me?  Was I afraid she would reject me?  Maybe I was afraid we would have sex, but I wouldn't be able to perform to her satisfaction.  She was very sexually experienced, a high level seductress.  I was just a lowly newb, stepping out on his wife for the first time.  I knew Robin enjoyed sex with me, but did I have what it took to satisfy a woman like Kelly?
 
   It was at this point I finally felt I had nothing to lose.  I finally worked up the nerve and said, “Would you like to go back to my place?”
 
   Kelly's almond eyes opened full.  “I was wondering if you'd ever ask.”
 
   “Had to work up the nerve.”
 
   “Okay, then lets go to your place, unless - you'd like to go back to the Phoenician.  The beds have thousand-thread count linen and you'll sleep like a baby.”
 
   “So, we'll be sleeping?”
 
   She looked at me through lidded eyes and said, “eventually.”
 
   “Okay then, let's head back to your place,” I said, and started the car.
 
   On the drive back to the  resort, I pulled into a drugstore parking lot.
 
   “Smart man,” Kelly said.  “It's not that I don't trust you, it's just -”
 
   “Stop.  I understand.  Safety.  Scott uses them with Robin.  It would be wrong to go bareback with you.”
 
   “But I would love it.”
 
   “So would I.”
 
   My cock was getting stiff, talking about condoms, thinking about fucking.  I was about to get out of the car when my phone buzzed.
 
   It was Robin calling.  I just realized it was almost ten thirty at night and I hadn't called her.
 
   “It's my wife,” I said.
 
   “Your usual nightly call?”
 
   “No, it's her birthday and I haven't wished her happy birthday yet.”
 
   “You're a bad husband,” Kelly said.
 
   I laughed and said, “says the woman, not my wife, I'm going to have sex with.”
 
   I swiped the accept tab on the phone and said,  “Hey, Robin.”
 
   “That's all I get?”
 
   “Uhm, how's Seattle,”
 
   “I'm going to kick your ass when I get back, mister.”
 
   “I love messing with you.  Happy Birthday.”
 
   “Well thanks a lot,” she said with a very sarcastic tone.
 
   “Hey, you can't get mad at me, I had some great ideas for celebrating your birthday.”
 
   “Peter, I said I was sorry.”
 
   “And I said I was teasing you.  So what'd you two do today to celebrate.”
 
   “It was great, Peter.  You'd love Seattle.  We flew in last night, so we went straight to the hotel to crash.  This morning we had breakfast in bed, room service, eggs and bacon, strawberries and champagne.  It was delicious.  Then we toured downtown.  It rained a little bit.  We went up in the Space Needle.  The view is fantastic, you can see, like, forever.”
 
   I looked at Kelly and rolled my eyes, making talking motions with my free hand.
 
   “We had lunch on the waterfront, fresh fish brought in this morning.”
 
   “Wow, sounds like fun.  Wish I could have been there.”
 
   “You really would have loved it,” Robin said.  And she sounded sincere.
 
   I was still kinda mad she ditched me for her lover on this special day, but it was nice to hear she was still thinking of me.
 
   “I was waiting all day for your call,” she said.
 
   “I'm so sorry.  I've been running around myself, and the time just got away from me.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes, really.”
 
   “You're not mad I'm spending my birthday with Scott?”
 
   “I was, but I'm not now.”
 
   “That's good.”
 
   “So what are you doing now.  I imagine you laying naked on the bed, fresh from a nice leisurely birthday fuck.”
 
   “Oh, no Peter, you got it wrong.  We waited til I called you.  Thought you might want to listen in, you know, like that call a couple weeks ago.”
 
   “How could I forget.”
 
   “So, you up for a little phone sex?  A telephone three-way?”
 
   I remembered the call.  It was hot, but I had hotter plans for the evening.  “I'd love to,” I said.  “But I'm not alone right now.”
 
   “Who you with?”  The casual tone left Robin's voice.
 
   “You want to know?”
 
   “Yes,” she said, drawing out the word, like she wasn't sure.
 
   “I'm with a friend.”
 
   “I figured as much, silly.”  the friendly tone was coming back.  “Anyone I know.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “You with that red-head.”
 
   “Jealousy doesn't suit you Robin.  No, I'm not with Angie.”
 
   “I'd ask if you where with your sister, but you wouldn't be so coy if you were.  You're not with Stacy and John are you.”
 
   Stacy and John were a couple Robin knew from collage.  They lived near us and we got together every month or so.
 
   “You think I'd talk about you fucking someone else in front of John and Stacy?”
 
   “No, dumb guess.”
 
   “I'll tell you.  Her name is Kelly Cho.  She's a veterinarian, and you've never met her.”
 
   “She pretty?”
 
   “She's beautiful.”
 
   Silence on the line.
 
   “You still there, Robin,” I said.
 
   “So is this a date, date?” she said after a few more seconds.
 
   “It's a date.”
 
   She paused again, before asking, “are you planning on sleeping with her tonight?”
 
   I really wish she hadn't asked that question.  I didn't want to lie to her, but the last time I described a date with another woman, she got kinda angry, and I really didn't want to upset her on her birthday.
 
   But then again, she was in Seattle, with her boyfriend.  I accepted this relationship, but was Robin ready to?  She couldn't stand my teasing about Angie, what would she do when I really did go ahead and fuck another woman?  Would she decide she loved Scott more than me?  Would she decide to end our marriage?
 
   “Well?”  She was sounding a little impatient.
 
   I looked at Kelly.  She just stared back and shrugged her shoulders as if she knew what Robin had asked and didn't know how to answer.  I sure the hell didn't.
 
   I had always been honest with Robin.  I told her when it was time to put Beasley, her pet dog, to sleep.  I told her when we couldn't afford the new car.  I told her when I almost crashed our other car because I was driving after a few too many drinks.  I told her how I felt about her sleeping with Scott.  I was always honest with Robin.
 
   But.
 
   God, that's an awful word.  But takes all the good sentiment expressed before it and tosses it away.  I'm happy, but.  I'm sorry, but.  I love you, but.  Nothing good comes after the but.
 
   They say honesty is the best policy, and they're right on most occasions.  This was not one of them.  I was not ready to get Robin so upset that she might do something rash.  In principle she accepted our open relationship, even if she wasn't ready for it in practice.  I, on the other hand, was ready.
 
   “Robin, do you really want to know if I plan on sleeping with Kelly?”
 
   Kelly looked at me and nodded her head.  She was ready.  I was ready, but.
 
   “Yes, I want to know, Peter.”
 
   “Okay.  I'll tell you.  I'm going to take Kelly back to her room, and...”
 
   I paused.  In the perfect world the teasing would be driving Robin wild, and when I said yes, she would tell me how wet she was and how she couldn't stop touching herself, thinking about it.  This wasn't a perfect world.
 
   “I'm not going to sleep with her,” I lied.  “I'll kiss her good night and go home.”
 
   Kelly's eye went wide.  I shook my head.
 
   I wished my wife another happy birthday, said goodbye, then went into the drugstore to buy a pack of condoms.  Kelly and I were going to fuck.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 7
 
   I was standing in the pharmacy looking at the wide selection of condoms available.  They had more than four different brands, each brand had several styles – lubed, non-lubed, ribbed, ultra-thin.  It was enough to make my head spin.  Plus, how many did I need?  Should I just get a box with 5 or 10, or go with the 36 count value-pack?  How much sex did I think I would be having this weekend?
 
   “Get the value-pack,” Kelly said behind me.
 
   I turned and looked at her.  “You think we'll be doing it that much this weekend?” I said.
 
   She laughed.  “No, but it's good to have extras.  Didn't you end up frustrated on your last date because you didn't have any?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   I grabbed a pack of Trojan Ultra-Thin, might as well stick with a brand I knew.  “Should I get the magnum sized?”  I asked Kelly.  I said it as a joke.  I knew I had an average sized dick, but I thought I'd give her an opportunity for a little ego-stroking.
 
   “Uhm, no man needs magnum sized.  These condoms can stretch around an eggplant.  Your cock that big?”
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   We bought the regular size.
 
   Later in the car, Kelly asked me about my conversation with Robin.  “You shouldn't have lied to her, Peter,” she said.
 
   “I know.  It's just – I didn't want to get into it with her.  When I teased her about sleeping with Angie, she had a fit.  I wasn't ready for that tonight.  I'll tell her the next time I visit.”
 
   “I still think it was a bad idea.”
 
   “Just let me deal with it, I don't want anything to ruin tonight.”
 
   “Nothing's going to ruin tonight, unless you let it.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Kelly's suite was enormous, the main area had lots of comfortable furniture, a couch and two chairs, a full dining table and a 72 inch flat screen T.V.  The main bedroom had a king size bed, with it's own bathroom, complete with a glass enclosed shower stall big enough for four, and a jacuzzi tub that could hold almost as many.  The second bedroom had the same amenities, just a little smaller.
 
   Kelly asked if I wanted anything to drink, I said yes.  While she was opening a chilled bottle of white wine, I found the local jazz station on the room's surprisingly nice stereo system.
 
   I sat down on the couch, Kelly joined me.  I leaned back, she stretched out, laying her head on my lap.  I sipped my wine and ran my fingers through her hair.  The view of the mountain out the room's plate glass window was breath-taking.
 
   We enjoyed the moment together in silence.
 
   “I could get to used to this,” I said.
 
   “Yeah, too bad we have to work for a living.”
 
   “So, why isn't your husband here?”
 
   “Working.  Some big contracts came due.  Someone has to work hard to keep me in this lifestyle.  Working at the shelter isn't doing it.”
 
   “So why do you work there?”
 
   “I love the animals.  And it keeps me busy.”
 
   “Do they mind you taking so many days off.  First the Vegas trip, now Phoenix.”
 
   “Hey, that Vegas trip was work related, buddy.”
 
   “Yeah, but I guess we both turned it into a pleasure trip as well.”
 
   Yes, a work trip that turned into something more.  For my wife and I, a trip that expanded our sexual horizons.  I wasn't sure I was totally pleased with how it turned out, but I was glad I'd met Kelly.  She was a very interesting person.
 
   “Do you mind if I kiss you, Kelly?”
 
   “I wish you would.”
 
   I leaned down and touched my lips to hers, softly at first, but slowly with more passion.  Tentatively I flicked my tongue and she opened her mouth to let it in.  She tasted of viognier, and strawberries, and I was getting lost in her.
 
   “I think I'd like to change into something more comfortable.” she said when we eventually parted.
 
   “I like you just the way you are,” I said.
 
   “You're cute.”
 
   Kelly got up and went into her bedroom.  I was going to follow, but she closed the door behind her.  I topped off our wine glasses and then stood at the window looking out at the panoramic view of Camelback mountain that was laid out before me, the sweet sounds of John Coltrane's sax enveloping me.
 
   “It's a beautiful view isn't it?” Kelly said from behind me.  I had been lost in my thoughts and hadn't heard her approach.  Her voice was soft and sensuous, her words melding seamlessly with the music.  She put her hands on my hips and pressed her body to mine.
 
   “The brochures say it's called Camelback because that's what it looks like,” she whispered, her warm breath passed across my ear.  “But I say it looks more like a cock and balls.”  She pushed her lips against my neck just below my earlobe.  Goosebumps played up the skin along my spine.
 
   With great effort I broke contact and turned to look at her, curious to find out what she considered 'more comfortable.'  The silhouette of the mountain at night was beautiful, but it paled to the sight before me.
 
   Kelly was a goddess, standing there in her sheer black babydoll top with a matching pair of skimpy boy shorts, her ample breasts staining against her demi-cup bra.  I reached out my hand and brushed the back of my fingers against her soft cheeks.  She was an exquisite sight, almost painful to behold, her breasts slowly rising and falling with each breath, the lights from outside  our window reflecting in her almond eyes.
 
   Her gaze bore through me with a sensual heat that set fire to my heart.  The vision of her aroused me, like nothing had before.  Kelly was sex personified.  Gone was the happy-go-lucky girl who liked caring for pets and took detailed notes in class.  The woman who stood before me with a serious demanding look in her eye was something else.  She was a woman with dark desires and the means to satisfy them.
 
   I started to move my hand down her shoulder toward her bosom.  She grabbed my wrist before I could reach my goal.
 
   “No,” she said, her voice firm and definite.  I dare not disobey.
 
   Kelly, my lovely Asian sex goddess had charmed me, not by magic, but by the sheer force of her will.
 
   I wondered how many men and women had fallen under her spell, and how many more would willingly follow.  I was a sexual novice, putty in the hands of a high-level seductress.  I dabbled in intercourse, oral and vaginal.  She practiced a deeper, richer, darker sexual art.  My desires were simple, hers demanding.
 
   “Do you trust me, Peter?” she said.
 
   I nodded.  I would follow her lead.  I would learn from her.
 
   Kelly smiled and said, “Good.  Follow me.”
 
   I had no choice but to comply.  She took my hand and led me to the bedroom.
 
   The room was dimly lit by two red votive candles.  Our shadows danced in the flickering light.  Kelly moved away from me and sat on the end of the bed.  I moved toward her and started unbuttoning my shirt.
 
   “Stop,” she said.
 
   My fingers froze in place.
 
   “You will do nothing but breathe until I tell you otherwise,” Kelly said.  “Nod if you understand.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   I had never been so thoroughly dominated by a woman, and I was loving it.
 
   Kelly just sat on the bed, casually leaning back supported by her hands.  She scanned her eyes up and down my body, paying particular attention to my crotch.  She was judging me.
 
   My body was responding to the attention of this beautiful woman.  Blood was rushing to my  cock, but it was pointed in an awkward position.  I started moving my hand to adjust it.  Kelly shock her head, no.  I stopped.
 
   “You must ask me if you want to touch yourself,” she said.
 
   “Can I move my cock into a more comfortable position,” I said, slight humiliated to have to ask.
 
   “What's the magic word?”
 
   “Please.”
 
   “Please, what?” she said.  Kelly was enjoying tormenting me.
 
   “Please, may I move my cock into a more comfortable position?”  By this time my cock was fully engorged with blood and pointed down my right pant leg.  If I was a little better endowed the tip would have been peeking out the bottom of my shorts.
 
   “No.  You cannot adjust yourself.”  My agony must have shown on my face because she quickly added. “Come over here and I'll adjust you.”
 
   I quickly complied.  Kelly reached forward and unhooked my belt.  She pulled it through the loops of my shorts and set it aside.  I was mesmerized and in quite a bit of discomfort as my erection strained against my clothes.  Kelly started working to undo my shorts.  I tried to help, but she kept swatting my hands away.
 
   “This will go much faster it you stop interrupting me,” she said.  Then, to my great relief, she pulled down both my shorts and my boxers in one swift motion.
 
   My engorged penis sprang free and slapped her on the cheek.  Kelly laughed and looked up at me.  Our eyes met and I caught a glimpse of the fun-loving woman again.
 
   “That's some tool you have there.  We'll have to find something for you to do with it.”
 
   My seductress told me to step out of my shorts and I did.  I now stood between her outspread knees naked from the waist down, save for my socks.  My erect cock pointed straight at her mouth.  Kelly licked her lips and looked up at me.  The innocence was gone, a hunger had taken over.
 
   “I'm going to suck your cock like it's never been sucked before, Peter.” she said, very matter-of-factly.  “Would you like that?”
 
   I nodded and said. “Yes.”
 
   “Of course  you would.  But even if you didn't, I'd suck you off anyway.”
 
   Her forcefulness scared me a little, even though I knew it was part of the game.
 
   Without warning, Kelly grabbed my ass and pulled.  I took a few halting steps forward and before I knew it, she had her lips around my cock.  It felt so warm and wet, her mouth moving up and down my shaft.  I'm not a well-endowed man and she was easily taking my entire length into her mouth.  When I bottomed out I felt her soft, spongy tongue working back and forth along the underside of my penis.  As she moved her mouth back, she flicked her tongue around the ridges of the tip.  Then she was pulling me back in to repeat the cycle, sucking and licking with abandon.
 
   My wife has a routine when she blows me, pretty much up and down, up and down, sucking until I come.  She just recently added swallowing my seed to her repertoire  Kelly, on the other hand, seemed to be improvising – up, down, lick my shaft, lick my balls.  It was wonderfully random.
 
   Don't get me wrong, I loved the way Robin gave head.  It was nice.  But between you and me, Kelly's technique was just – better.
 
   After a while undergoing this treatment, I was getting close to climaxing, and I didn't know what to do.  Should I warn her?  Kelly hadn't said I could do that, so she might get mad.  Then again, she didn't say I could cum either.  It was kinda a catch-22 situation, or maybe a catch-69.  Funny thing was, my anxiety over whether to cum or not ironically helped me to avoid cumming.
 
   Kelly, maybe realizing my climax was close, pulled her mouth away from my cock.
 
   “You're so tasty,” she said, while idly stroking my penis.  “But I think I'm ready for a little pleasure of my own.”  Then, my bountiful Asian lover lay back on the bed, her feet flat on the mattress, her knees pointed straight up at the ceiling.  Her beautiful body was a mountain I wanted to climb.
 
   I ran my hands along the insides of her legs, my fingers gliding over her soft, smooth skin.  I grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them off.  The musky aroma of her sex filled my nostrils.  Her folds glistened.
 
   I licked my lips and asked, “May I?”
 
   “Oh, I insist,” she replied.
 
   I bent down to pay homage to her delectable pussy.
 
   I liked to think I was good at cunnilingus.  Robin never complained and she always came, but she never complimented me on my technique.  Needless to say, I was on edge.  I wanted to do this right, to give Kelly the oral pleasure she deserved.  I started by massaging the insides of her thighs with slow, gentle strokes, methodically working my hands toward her core.  Then I started licking the small patch of sensitive skin between the ends of her legs and her labia.
 
   While my tongue was at work, I ran my fingers through the soft, well-trimmed hair that covered her vagina.  With a well-moistened finger, I slow worked her lips open to reveal her sensitive bud.  A low moan, almost inaudible, escaped her mouth.
 
   “Is that good?” I asked, continuing to work my fingers through her folds.
 
   “Un-huh,” she said, before letting out a gasp.
 
   I had penetrated her with my finger.
 
   “How about this?” I said.
 
   “How about you shut-up and start eating me.”
 
   I did as commanded.  I went to work with my tongue, flicking it against her clit while I continued to fuck her with my fingers.  Kelly tasted heavenly, maybe a bit saltier than Robin, but not as tangy as Angie.
 
   I couldn't help but giggle at the rhyme my thoughts had produced.  That action must have affected Kelly, because her moans got louder and the walls of her vagina began pulsing around my fingers.
 
   My Asian lover was cumming.
 
   I concentrated on her clit, taking it into my mouth, sucking and licking and sucking.  I don't know how long she came, but eventually she had to pull my head away.
 
   “That. Was. Wonderful,” she said, stressing each word.  “I need to catch my breath now.”
 
   I stood up and looked down at her.  I started licking my fingers.
 
   “You are rather tasty yourself,” I said.
 
   “Mind sharing?” she asked and reached out for my hand.
 
   I pulled it away and bent over to kiss her instead.  I meant to take control, but I failed.  Kelly ravished my mouth with her tongue, lapping at the residue of her passion that lingered on my lips.
 
   I returned the kiss as best as I could, working my hands up under her teddy to massage her breast.  My body was between Kelly's legs, my shaft was rubbing along her sex.  It felt so fucking good.  I got lost in the pleasure and tried working the tip of my cock into my eager partner.
 
   Kelly mumbled something, never stopping her assault on my mouth.
 
   I reluctantly pulled away.
 
   “Sorry,” I said, “got a little carried away.”  I reached for a condom that was sitting on the nightstand.
 
   “Let me help you with that,” Kelly said.  She opened the package and rolled the latex sheath over my erection.  It was a snug fit.  When she finished, she got on all fours, her big beautiful ass proudly pointed toward me.  She turned her head to look back at me - a sultry look in her Asian eyes -  and said, “ We're both vets, we really should do it doggy style first, don't you think?”
 
   I laughed.  “Sex with you is fun.”
 
   “Sex should always be fun,” Kelly said.  “Now, get to fucking.”
 
   And get to fucking, I did.  I grabbed her hips, lined my sheathed cock up to her wet pussy and thrust.  As I moved forward, Kelly pushed back until my balls slapped her mound.
 
   “Oh, that's the spot,” she said, and began moaning with pleasure.
 
   This was it.  I was now fucking, really fucking, another woman.  
 
   It didn't register at the time, I was too caught up in the heat of the moment, but it did later.  Fucking Kelly was – different – than fucking Robin, a different aroma, different technique and there was just more of Kelly to fuck.  And the sound she made.  Kelly loved to moan and sigh and yelp a bit.  She didn't use her words much, but she was vocal, as I continued to piston in and out of her pussy. 
 
   Back and forth, in and out, our bodies working in tandem, a well-lubricated machine.   After a while I could feel another one of her orgasms approaching, and despite the condom, I was close as well.  With a cry, we came, our orgasms colliding, Kelly's pussy contracting around my shaft, my cock pulsing as blasts of semen filled the latex condom.
 
   Whether it was the five-star location, the cheating factor, or my partner’s skills – I don't know – but I could honestly say it was the best damn sex I had ever had.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   We took a short break.  I slipped out into the sitting room and refilled our wine glasses.  Kelly joined me.  She had removed her teddy and for the first time I was able to look at her bare breast.  They were larger than Angie's – maybe D-cups – and excellently proportioned to her body.
 
   I wanted to lick and suck them, but I controlled my impulse.  Instead of orally assaulting her tits, I simply handed Kelly her glass and we toasted.
 
   “To new lovers,” I said.
 
   “And friends” Kelly added.
 
   We both drank.
 
   “Do you mind?” I asked, tipping my glass over her breasts.
 
   “You'll make a mess.”
 
   “Yeah.  So what?”
 
   Kelly nodded and I poured a little Viognier on her chest, just a splash really.  The wine flowed over the slope of her left breast and across her raspberry nipples with just a few drops dripping onto the carpet.
 
   “You look delicious,” I said.  Without asking, I began licking the wine off Kelly's breast, starting at the top and working my way toward her nipple.
 
   If I try real hard I can get most of Robin's breast into my mouth; I have a really big mouth.  I couldn't do that with Kelly.  So I licked and sucked with abandon, paying special attention to her pebbly silver-dollar-sized areolas.  Kelly moaned her approval.  I was in heaven.
 
   We played around some more that evening.  We showered together in a huge glass-enclosed stall that was as big as our guest bathroom at home.  She gave me a soapy hand-job.  I scrubbed her ass real good and licked her pink rosebud, something I had never done with Robin.  Kelly squealed when I did.
 
   Deep down I was kinda glad Robin decided to spend her birthday with Scott, and I felt guilt for that.
 
   We did eventually wear ourselves out.  I slept in bed with Kelly - actually slept -  until noon.  I told her I would take her to the airport, but she said she had other plans.
 
   I looked at her, she looked at me.  I opened my mouth to speak, but she just shock her head.  If there was any emotional bond forming between us, she nipped it in the bud.
 
   “I had a terrific time,” she said, breaking our silence.
 
   “So did I.”
 
   “Don't get those sad eyes.”
 
   I smiled.
 
   “That's better.  I like you, Peter.  I really do -”
 
   “But you love your husband.”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   “I'd love to get together with you again, sometime,” I said.
 
   “That'd be great.  You can come visit me and Tom in Seattle.  And maybe we can try something, a little more – advanced.”  Kelly nodded toward the suitcase she hadn't opened yet.
 
   “Sounds fun,” I said.
 
   “Oh, it is.”
 
   And with a hug and a kiss, we parted.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 8
 
   It was 106 degrees on the drive home that Sunday afternoon, a mild start to August.  Robin called once, I let it go to voice mail.  I had a lot of shit to work out before I called her back.
 
   My emotions were still spinning from last night's escapades, my first extra-marital affair.  I was tired, my body weary from the sexual exertion, but relaxed, like after a good hard workout.  I was happy- giddy like a teenage boy crushing on the cheerleader who agreed to go to the prom with him.  At the same time I was jealous, annoyed at whatever engagement held priority for Kelly's attention, and guilty for breaking the taboo about sleeping with another woman, and worse, lying to my wife about it.
 
   But I was also driving away with a new found confidence.  I learned I could hold my own with another beautiful and sexually experienced woman, and satisfy her.  My ego grew three sizes bigger that weekend.
 
   I had been worried that losing Robin would mean I'd spend the rest of my life alone.  Now I knew another relationship wasn't impossible.  I still loved my wife and would do most anything to keep her, but something had changed.  I just couldn't quite put my finger on it.
 
   When I got home, the first thing I did was pour myself a shot of Johnnie Walker Black over ice.  I then sat down in my most comfortable chair and called Robin.  She answered on the second ring.
 
   “Hey you,” she said.  “I've been trying to get hold of you all day.”
 
   “I know, sorry,” I said.  A simple answer, not really a lie.  I did wish I could explain what I had done, but I felt my lie had gone on too long.  I just hoped she didn't press for more information, because I promised myself I wouldn't lie again, no matter how it might affect my marriage.
 
   “So, did you have fun on your date?”  I could hear the air quotes, in Robin's voice, around the word date.
 
   “Yes.  Yes, I did.”  The absolute fucking truth.  I decided to press it.  “You want to know the details?”
 
   “No, not right now,” my wife said.
 
   Good, I thought to myself.
 
   “So, I guess you had a happy birthday.  Did Scott treat you right?”
 
   “Oh, it was pretty good.  We had some fun.  I just wish you could have been here.  Nothing would have been better than spending time with my two favorite guys.”
 
   I knew she meant well, and it was kinda sweet, but I couldn't help but feel jealous.  She was my wife after all, not his.  I would have been fine if we were a couple, a true couple, that enjoyed bringing others into our bedroom to play, not into our hearts.
 
   “We can't always have what we want,” I said, to both Robin and myself.  “So, when are you coming back?”
 
   “We fly into Sky Harbor tomorrow evening.  Around five, I think.”
 
   “Would you mind if I picked you up tomorrow?  It's been like, how many weeks since we've been together?”
 
   “Too many, Peter.  I would love to see you as soon as I walk off the plane.”
 
   “I'll meet you at baggage claim,” I said.  That was the best place to avoid Kelly flying back out.  To Seattle.  Where Robin and Scott were arriving from.  God, what a mess.
 
   “Okay, we'll see you there,” my wife said, switching back to Robin and Scott mode.  I felt a little chill slip into what had seemed a warming to our relationship.
 
   “Are you going to want me to drive you two back up to Camp Verde?”
 
   “Oh, no.  Scott is staying in town, he as an early flight out to L.A. Tuesday morning.”
 
   Great, I thought.  Scott gets to spend yet another day in a hotel with my wife.  I guess they might ask me to join them, but I wasn't up to it – physically or emotionally.  There was also the chance Robin might invite her lover to stay at our house.  We have a spare room, but she'd probably want him to share our bed.  I wasn't really up for that either.
 
   The option that Robin chose turned out to be, embarrassingly enough, one I never thought of.  She told me Scott was going to stay at the Marriott near the airport, and Robin would come home with me.
 
   I was thrilled at the prospect of spending some quality time with my wife, without Scott around to complicate things.
 
   So, with the plan set, Robin texted me her itinerary and we said our goodbyes and our I-love-you's like the normal married couple we pretended to be.
 
   I didn't know where our relationship was heading, but I knew sleeping with my wife, alone, in our own bed was a move in the right direction.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I showed up at the airport half an hour early, to make sure I didn't miss my wife when she came through the security gates.  And, not surprisingly, the plane was delayed 45 minutes due to bad weather out of Sea-Tac.  So I spent over an hour watching a steady flow of people come down the escalator, stand around the silvery conveyer belt, and wait for their luggage to be spit out from the bowels of the airport.
 
   Once they collected their bags, they scuttled off to make room for the next batch of travelers.
 
   Then she appeared, and all the images of all the other women in my life disappeared.  She looked so inviting, standing at the top of the escalator, like a cold glass of water in the scorching sun.  She wore a pair of beige cargo pants, a blue U of A t-shirt – my U of A t-shirt – and a yellow windbreaker tied around her waist.  Her short brown hair was tied back in a small pony tail.
 
   She was scanning the hall as the escalator slowly brought her down, a concerned look on her face.  When our eyes finally met, I was glad to see an expression of pure joy bloom on her face.  The stairs weren't moving fast enough, so she broke free of Scott, who was behind her with his hand on her shoulder, and quickly descended the escalator under her own power.
 
   I moved to meet her at the bottom.  And it was a good thing I did because she practically jumped into my arms from three steps up.  I caught my wife and swung her around, kissing her fiercely and almost throwing my back out.  Robin is not a heavy woman, she weighs about 115 pounds at the most, but I had to quickly set her down.  I made a mental note to start a workout routine of my own.
 
   We kissed and hugged like a pair of lovers reunited after one was sent off to war.  The reunion lasted about 30 seconds, about as long as it took for Scott to ride down and join us.
 
   “Fancy running into you, Petey,” Scott said as he slapped me on the back.
 
   I didn't like that nickname and I probably would have swung a fist at the cocky S.O.B. if I wasn't holding my wife.
 
   “I really missed you, honey,” Robin softly said into my ear, before pulling away.  “You're so funny Scott,”  My wife grabbed both our arms and guided us over to the baggage carousel.
 
   This elicited more than a few mumbles of thanks from the people we had been blocking from getting off the escalator.  Scott went ahead to collect their luggage and Robin stayed close to me, her arm tucked in mine, her head against my shoulder.
 
   I could feel all the animosity that had been building up in my heart slowly drain away to be replaced by joy, love and just a little bit of guilt.
 
   Robin sat up front with me on the fifteen minute ride over to the hotel.  She seemed animated, talking about how much fun she had on her birthday.  Scott, on the other  hand, was quiet, adding little to the conversation.  I could only guess he wasn't too thrilled with the sleeping arrangements.
 
   Too fucking bad.
 
   We decided to have dinner together at the hotel; well, Robin decided and Scott and I reluctantly agreed.  While he checked in, my wife and I got a table.
 
   The hotel restaurant, The Red Rim Bistro, was pretty quiet and we got seated almost immediately.  Our host, a young man with mocha skin and piercing blue-grey eyes, escorted us to a table near the windows in the back with a beautiful view of the city.  He took our drink orders as we  sat down.  I wanted a simple gin and tonic, Robin had the same.  She ordered a vodka martini for Scott.
 
   “So, you're ordering his drinks for him, now,” I said after our host headed to the bar.
 
   “I could do the same for you, if you like.”  Robin wasn't taking the bait, and I was glad she didn't.  Now wasn't the time to get into an argument.  I promised myself I was just going to relax and enjoy the evening.
 
   I reached out across the table and took my wife's hand in mine, looked into her hazel eyes and said  “I really missed you this weekend.”  I had to push back the little porno running in my head featuring my sexual escapades from Saturday night.
 
   “Yeah, it's probably the first birthday we haven't spent together in like five or six years.”
 
   “Since we've met.  I hope you had a good time in Seattle.”
 
   “Yeah, I did.  I've got some great pics to show you.”
 
   “I can't wait to see them,” I said and pulled her hand to my lips for a kiss.
 
   “That's so sweet,” a man's voice said.  I turned my head to look at Scott.  He had gone up to his room and changed.  He was now wearing a pair of black jeans and a blue and gold silk, Hawaiian print shirt with about three buttons undone.  The dragon tattoo on his chest was just peaking out from behind the cloth.  He had an innocent smile on his face.  I wanted to say something snarky, but, remembering my promise to myself, I didn't.
 
   “Yes, she is sweet,” I said, giving Robin's hand another peck with my lips.  “And it's been a while since we've seen each other.”
 
   “Sorry about that,” Scott said as he sat down.  “I've been monopolizing her time, but there's so much work to be done, it just can't be helped.”  He sounded sincere.
 
   “I just hope she'll be able to spend more time down in Phoenix after the spa is up and running.”  I was looking at Robin as I spoke, waiting for her to say something like “of course,” or “that's the plan.”  Instead neither Scott nor my wife spoke.  They just looked at each other, then at me.  I knew something was up, and I was about to say something when the waiter showed up with our drinks.
 
   Scott was pleased when the young Hispanic woman set his martini down in front of him.  “You're such a dear,” he said to Robin and leaned over to give her a kiss.
 
   “How do you know I didn't order it?” I asked.  We all laughed.
 
   “I figured you'd want a drink as soon as possible,” my wife said.  “That flight out was a mess.”
 
   We placed our order; New York strip steak for me, rare, a Caesar salad with grilled shrimp for Robin, grilled tuna for Scott.
 
   After Jennifer, our waitress, left, Robin continued to tell me about how wonderful her trip was.  Just more details, some which she had already mentioned.  Scott was quiet for most of the conversation.
 
   “The weather was nice over the weekend, sunny mostly, but this morning we woke up to thunderstorms, that's why the flight got delayed.”
 
   “The takeoff was very bumpy,” Scott said, ending his silence.  “The worst I've ever experienced.”
 
   My phone buzzed in my pocket and I pushed my seat away from the table to retrieve it.  Unfortunately, I bumped into our waitress, causing her to spill one of our dinner salads on my lap.  I put down my phone and excused myself to the bathroom to clean up.
 
   When I got back to the table, Scott was nibbling on his salad and Robin was munching on breadsticks.
 
   I sat down and picked up my phone.  Kelly had texted me.
 
   -Had a G8 time.  Call me.
 
   I put the phone back in my pocket.
 
   “Anyone important?” Robin asked.  She reached for another breadstick.
 
   “Just a friend,” I said, not lying.
 
   Robin let it drop, but I noticed Scott giving me a sly look.  I shrugged my shoulders.
 
   During dinner we talked more about the Spirit Spa.  Renovations were coming along nicely, ahead of schedule, actually.  That's why Robin was able to take an extended weekend away.
 
   Scott said he was hoping for a soft open sometime in November, about three months away.
 
   After dinner I excused myself to use the rest room again.
 
   I texted Kelly.  - me too.  I'll call you later this week.
 
   I was just putting my phone away when Scott walked in.  He went over to one of the urinals, unzipped his pants, pulled out his penis and started to pee.
 
   “How was your date?” he said, looking at the advert tacked to the wall above the urinal.
 
   “Pardon me?” I said.
 
   Scott turned his head to look at me and said, “Your date.  With Kelly.”
 
   “You know about her?”
 
   “Robin said you were dating other women, seems logical to me.  Took one to the ballgame, I hear.”
 
   “Yeah.  Not really your business.”
 
   “If it deals with Robin, it's my business.”
 
   I was taken back by Scott's boldness, coming in here and interrogating me while he relieved himself.  I had to give it to him, he had balls.  That must have been the confidence Robin liked so much.
 
   Scott finished up and moved to the sink next to where I stood.  He moved with a purpose.
 
   “So how was she in bed?” he asked.  His question surprised me.  He started washing his hands and continued, “Come on, don't be so shocked.  I know you fucked her.”  His tone, so casual and relaxed.  He wasn't guessing.
 
   “How?  How did you know?” I said, still stunned.
 
   “I just do.”
 
   “You have someone following me?”
 
   Scott pulled a few paper towels from the dispenser and started drying his hands.  “Of course not.  I know because you just told me.  That, and I saw the text message.  Had a great time.”
 
   “Shit.”  My voice must have hinted at the panic I was feeling.  Scott patted me on the back.
 
   “Don't worry, Petey,” he said.  Oh, how I wanted to punch him so badly.  “Robin doesn't know.  She told me you were dating, not fucking around.  I, of course, am not so naïve.  I knew you were lying and you just confirmed it.”
 
   “What do you want?” I said.  I was looking at Scott's reflection in the mirror, with as icy a stare as I could muster.  Scott was looking at me directly.
 
   “Nothing.  This will just be our little secret.  Just don't cross me.”  Scott wadded up his towel and tossed it in the trash to punctuate his sentence.  He left without saying another word to me. 
 
   I stood there in the restroom, alone, looking at myself in the mirror and wondering how I had ended up in this mess.  I started to shiver a bit, not from the cold, but from fear.  Was I watching my marriage slip away?  I loved Robin and I was willing to give her a lot of room to pursue herself.
 
   But Scott now had the upper hand.  I was caught in a lie, kind of a big one.  If I wasn't careful, it could irrevocably damage my relationship with Robin.  If she found out from Scott I had lied, I doubted she'd ever trust me again.
 
   I splashed some warm water on the face and collected my wits.
 
   I was about to rejoin Robin and Scott when another thought crossed my mind.  What right did Robin have to leave me over this?  She was the one who cheated first, and I accepted that.  I forgave her.  If our marriage was to survive, we had to accept our faults and move past them.
 
   When I got back to the table, Scott was paying the check, actually signing it to his room.
 
   “You can leave the tip this time,” he said.
 
   I put two twenties on the table.
 
   “How about you guys come back to my room for a night cap?” Scott said.  He looked at me, daring me to say no.  “Or maybe another Menage?”  His voice, a little lower.
 
   “Robin?” I said, deferring to my wife.  This wasn't the time to argue with Scott.
 
   “Yeah, Robin.  You up to taking both of us on again,” he said.
 
   She laughed.  “As much as I'd like that,” she said, “what I really want is to go home and relax in my own bed.”
 
   That was a nice confidence boost for me, my wife giving up sex with Scott – for once.  I just shrugged my shoulders and smiled a shit-eating smile before saying, “maybe next time.”
 
   “Yeah, maybe next time,” Scott's words said one thing, but the look he gave me said there would be no next time.
 
   Robin pulled his head away from looking at me and gave him a big, long, wet kiss.  We shook hands, both our grips tight.  His was a little firmer than mine.  Then my wife and I headed home.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 9
 
   On the drive home, all I could really think about was the lie I told Robin and how knowledge of that lie gave Scott power over me.  This was a situation I was not comfortable with.  In the past, I might have just played along, but not anymore.  This wasn't a game, it was my life, and the future of my marriage was at stake.
 
   Robin, for her part, seemed oblivious.  In her world, everything was fine.  She had a great job, good health benefits, and two, not one, but two men willing to do anything for her affection.  I didn't hold it against her, I just needed to somehow let her know how I felt.
 
   While I reflected on the mess our marriage had become, Robin talked more about the spa.  The convention she attended had given her a few new ideas, ideas she hadn't talked to Scott about, but wanted to run by me first.
 
   It did feel nice, having input in my wife's life.
 
   At home, Robin went to change into something more comfortable while I went to the kitchen to pour us a couple snifters of port to go along with the small chocolate birthday cake I had bought earlier in the day.  I set our dessert and wine on a tray and headed out back.
 
   “I'll be out on the patio,” I called out to my wife.
 
   Our back yard didn't have much of a view, just the clear open sky rising above our privacy wall.  What we did have was an outdoor jacuzzi, and with night-time temperatures in the mid 70's, it was perfect for an evening soak.
 
   “You going to change?” Robin said.
 
   I turned to look and nearly dropped the food tray.
 
   My gorgeous wife was standing there in the skimpiest bikini I had ever seen her wear.  It was basically some string and three pieces of small neon green cloth.  It barely covered her naughty bits.  I loved it.
 
   Surprisingly, she looked sexier with that tiny suit than if she had stood there with nothing on.  A failed attempt at modesty trumping nakedness.  A wispy transparent wrap around her hips did nothing to dampen the sexual vibrations Robin emitted.
 
   As the blood rushed to my cock, all the bad feelings and doubts that had been building in my body, all the tension over the lie, just melted away.
 
   My wife looked so delicious standing there.  Everything about her was perfect, her modest breasts, her slim, tight body, her well-proportioned ass.  To me, she was the perfect woman.
 
   “Are you going to just stand there gawking all night?” she said.
 
   “Oh, sorry.  It's just, I'll never get tired of looking at you.  You're beautiful.”
 
   “You say that to all your girlfriends, I bet.”
 
   “No.  Just the beautiful ones.”
 
   Robin sauntered over and gave me a smack on the butt as she passed me on the way to the hot tub.  She removed her wrap before stepping into the warm, bubbly water.
 
   “Oh,” she sighed.  “This is so nice.”  She sank down to her neck.  Her eyes closed, enjoying the feel of the bubbles on her skin.
 
   I set the tray down on a table we had near the jacuzzi.  I took the two port glasses and gave one to Robin.
 
   “A toast,” I said.  “To a beautiful end to a beautiful day with my beautiful wife.”
 
   “You have a way with words,” Robin said, smiling.
 
   We clinked glasses and sipped our port.  It was nice and smooth, full bodied with cherry notes and just a hint of tobacco.  It would go well with the rich chocolate cake.
 
   I was about to set my glass down when my wife called for a toast of her own.
 
   “To the most wonderful husband a woman could want.”
 
   We clinked and sipped.
 
   “So, you gonna change?” Robin asked as she set down her wine and leaned back against the edge of the tub.
 
   “Nah.  I'm going commando.” I said.  I proceeded to do a little strip tease for my wife.
 
   She let out a wolf whistle.  “Very nice,” she said admiring my trim, if somewhat average physique.
 
   “Why, thank you,” I said and gave a little shake of my bare ass in her direction.  I got into the hot tub and we spent the next half hour or so splashing around, feeding each other bits of cake and sharing sips of port.  When the cake was gone, Robin enjoyed teasing me by seductively licking the chocolate crumbs from my fingers.
 
   “That was good,” she said, “now I want dessert.”  She punctuated her sentence by grabbing my crouch under the water.  “I've been wanting to get you all to myself all night.”  And I believed her.
 
   “Get on the edge of the pool,” she commanded.  “I want to blow you.”
 
   Needless to say, I got up and sat on the edge, with my feet dangling in the water.
 
   Robin took off her top and I could see her nipples harden, like little jelly beans.  She moved closer to me and lowered herself into the water, until only her head and shoulders remained.  Then she bent in and took my cock into her mouth.  Her warm lips felt wonderful, moving up and down my shaft, contrasting with the chill I felt as water evaporated off my skin into the dry desert air.  I leaned back against my hands and enjoyed the sensation, never once thinking about Scott.
 
   My wife continued bobbing  up and down for a few minutes, then pulled away.
 
   “My turn?” I asked, expecting her to want to swap places.
 
   “Not yet,” she said with a saucy grin.  Instead of changing seats, she moved closer to me and mashed her modest breasts together around my erection.  She moved up and down, my cock sliding through her slick cleavage.  On each up stroke she gave the tip a quick lick.  Titty fucking was something new for us.
 
   “Scott teach you that?”  I asked, bringing up his name for the first time since we got home.
 
   “As a – matter of – fact,” she said, each pause marked by a lick.  “No.”  And then she shallowed me whole, til her nose was nestled in my abdomen.
 
   It took all my willpower to keep from coming.  And that only seemed to spur her on because she started bobbing up and down again at a frantic pace.  Licking and sucking like a pro, until I finally relented and shot several strings of hot sticky semen down her throat.  She tried to catch it all in her mouth, but she missed the last spurt and it hit her on the cheek.
 
   “Yummy,” she said and licked her lips.
 
   I wiped the bit of spunk off her face with my finger.  I thought about offering it to her to lick off, but instead I licked it myself.  The taste wasn't that bad, very salty, with a slimy texture, just a little more intense than when I've kissed a woman after she gave me head.
 
   “Not horrible,” I said.
 
   Robin looked at me, her right eyebrow cocked up.
 
   “It's not like I'm going to search it out directly from the source,” I said.
 
   “Good, that's my prerogative.”
 
   My wife and I went inside and both took a quick shower to clean off the remaining chemicals and chocolate and cum from our bodies.
 
   It had truly been a fabulous evening, me and my wife enjoying some together time.
 
   We lay in bed, Robin's hand on my stomach, her head on my chest.  I gave her a tight squeeze and decided this was the best time to confess.  The best time to defuse the ticking bomb I had set and Scott had threatened to detonate.
 
   “I have a confession to make,” I said.
 
   “Is it bad?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   I felt Robin tense up in my arms.
 
   “Is it something I want to hear?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Do you have to tell me?”
 
   “Yes”
 
   “Why?”
 
   This was getting us nowhere.  I just needed to say my piece and face the consequences.
 
   “Because, it has to come from me, Robin.”  I sat up in bed and looked at my wife..
 
   “You're not asking for a divorce, are you?” she said, with just a hint of fear in her eyes.
 
   “Just listen to me.  Robin, I lied to you.  When I said I wasn't going to sleep with Kelly, I lied.  I was intending to sleep with her all along, and I did end up sleeping with her.”
 
   It felt so good to get that burden off my chest, my guilt had been an anvil round my neck and I had just cut it free.  Now all that remained was to see where it landed.
 
   I was ready for the anger and the tears and the harsh words.  I deserved them and all I could do was apologize.
 
   Robin's reaction surprised me.  Instead of screams and curses she just looked at me silently, like she was expecting me to continue.
 
   “And?” she said eventually.
 
   “Huh?  I lied to you, Robin and I fucked another woman.”
 
   “That's all,” she said, the fear starting to drain from her face, replaced by relief.  “Thank God, I thought you were leaving me for her.”
 
   “You're not mad?”  I was expecting her to be mad.
 
   “Peter, I knew you were going to have sex with another woman eventually.  The first time I thought about it, it hurt.  My husband, love of my life, fucking someone else.  But after all I have done, sleeping with Scott, taking the job, moving in with him.  I was just being selfish, instead, I -”
 
   “Hold up.  What did you just say?”
 
   “I know, I know I was being selfish.  You have every right to see other women.  We have an -”
 
   “No, before that.”
 
   “Uhm, I knew you were going to sleep with her.”
 
   “You said, moving in with him.”
 
   “Did I?”  Robin face turned a slight shade of red.  I think she had accidentally revealed a secret.
 
   “Yes, you did.”
 
   “I thought I told you that already.”  Her voice was hesitant, the words stuck in her throat.
 
   “No.  You didn't.”
 
   I was starting to get nervous, I was sweating, like a stick of dynamite long past it's use-by date, and just as likely to go off.  “What do you mean, you moved in with him?” I asked through dry lips.
 
   “Two weeks ago, he bought a house in Sedona.  Said it made sense, for me to move there, closer to the spa.”
 
   “So he bought you a house.”  A bit extravagant, but not really moving in together.
 
   “Well, kinda.  It's really his house.  He's planning on spending half the year in LA and half in Sedona.”
 
   I got up and started pacing next to the bed.  I needed to calm down.  I was going to lose myself, explode, lash out and say something I could never take back.  Somehow, I said nothing.  Just kept pacing, my head down, eyes cast toward the beige carpet on the floor.”
 
   “Peter, I swear.  I told you all this before.”
 
   I gritted my teeth and said, “No.  You.  Didn't.”
 
   “Yes, early last month.  During one of our nightly calls.”
 
   “No, Robin.  I'm pretty sure if you mentioned this I would have voted no.”
 
   “What do you mean.  It's my decision to make.  Where I live.”
 
   “But you are my wife, aren't you.  Don't I have any input?”
 
    
 
   The evening was not going as I had planned it.  Instead of me, calming Robin down after I confessed my lies, it was Robin, trying to defuse my anger, my frustration.  Part of me wanted so badly to just settle down and let my wife do what she wanted, hoping she would come to her senses.  That part of me had won back in Vegas.
 
   Another part of me had a different take.  The sex was great.  I loved watching my wife fuck Scott.  I liked seeing her enjoy herself.  It was just sex.  Just like I enjoyed my night with Kelly, but I still loved Robin.  Everything else was messed up, taking the job, moving away, falling in love.  Now she was sharing a home.
 
   It was just too much to take.  I was starting to wish I had listened to my sister.
 
   “Peter, talk to me,” my wife said, concern played across her face at my silent treatment.  Tears were slowly trickling down her cheeks.  “The way you're looking at me.  It's scary.”
 
   I took a few more seconds to think before I answered.
 
   “Robin,” I said, as slowly and as deliberately as possible, without sounding too robotic.  “I need you to do something for me, something important.”
 
   “Anything, Peter.  Anything.”
 
   “I should have asked this three months ago, but I was too afraid.  Afraid of how you would react.”
 
   “Peter, I love you.  I never meant to hurt you.”
 
   “I know, but you did.”
 
   I just stood there, looking down at Robin who was sitting cross-leg on the bed, her face in her hands.  She looked tired.  The long day was catching up to her, and I wasn't helping.  But I had to say what I had to say.
 
   “Robin, I have to ask you to make a decision.  You're either my wife, or Scott's.  You can't be both.”
 
    
 
   To Be Continued 
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   Things We Do For Lust: To The Edge
 
    
 
   A seminar in Las Vegas created a perfect opportunity for Peter and Robin to mix business and pleasure.  Peter would spend a few days in meetings, while Robin relaxed at the pool - then at night then they'd kick back and enjoy all that Sin City had to offer.  Ending the week celebrating their anniversary was just a bonus.
 
   But, an unexpected stroke of good fortune interrupts the happy couple's plans.  They win a nice little jackpot, and the attention of a handsome stranger.  Suddenly they find themselves celebrating with a man they hardly know - someone both Robin and Peter find intriguing.
 
   A night of flirting and a day of seduction later finds the married couple at a crossroads.  Will Robin be lured away by another man?  Or will she be able to control her desires for a man other than Peter?  Or maybe - something else.
 
    
 
    
 
   Zahara
 
    
 
   Frank Thompson, a successful author of erotic literature, has hit a wall.  The words that used to spring forth from his pen – words that made women sworn and men hard - are no longer flowing.  Now, his publisher is demanding a new story, one that will return Frank to the top of best-seller lists.  Frank promises himself he'll get the book written, but first, he has to deal with his lovely new neighbor.
 
   


  
 

Excerpt from The Things We Do For Lust, Book Three
 
   The drive back from Sedona was long, but not as long as the drive up.  Robin and I talked, we argued, we screamed and we cried.  For most of the drive, we sat in silence.  In the end, she asked for a few weeks to decide.  I said yes.
 
   The long drive through the desert, alone, refreshed me.  My ultimatum to Robin was just one of the signs of my new found confidence.  Right now I didn't really know or care about how she felt.  I was sure that would come later.  I knew I still loved her, but currently I had other desires to take care of.
 
   I pulled into the Oasis parking lot around six in the evening.  It was a Tuesday, and finding a spot among the dozen or so cars was easy, half those cars were parked away from the lounge in the employee zone.
 
   I saw her as soon as I walked in, her red hair a beacon.  Angie was behind the bar, pulling a pint of beer.  She looked up and our eyes met.  A smile appeared on her face.  It felt good to know I could do that to a woman, I just hoped it wasn't just because I was a good customer, and a good tipper.
 
   I looked around.  The place was mostly quiet.  There was a couple sitting in one of the booths along the side wall.  They were oblivious to their surrounding, playing kissy face with each other, their drinks sat untouched.  The only other customer in the place was a middle aged white dude in a worn blue business suit sitting at the end of the bar, it was his beer Angie was pouring.
 
   I walked to the bar with measured steps.  I had a purpose and I had to keep my composure to pull it off.  The red-headed barkeep leaned across the bar and greeted me with a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “Peter, it's great to see ya.  You need a drink? Scotch right?”
 
   I leaned closer  “I can't stay long,” I said, my voice a whisper.  “But there's something I've been wanting to do.”
 
   Angie leaned closer still, joining my conspiracy.  “What's that?” she asked under her breath.
 
   “Do you trust me?”
 
   She just stood up straight.  The question caught her off-guard, part of the purpose.  A puzzled expression formed on her face.  “Uhm – I don't know how to answer that.”
 
   “Yes or no,” I said.
 
   The guy at the end of the bar looked our way.  He looked like he wanted in on the secret, and I'm sure he would have loved knowing what was going on.  He opened his mouth, as if to say something, but then thought better of it and took another sip of his beer.
 
   “Like I said, there's something I've wanted to do, something I should have taken care of several weeks ago, but didn't.”
 
   Angie squinted at me, raising one of her eyebrows.  I had peaked her interest.
 
   “What's that?” she asked.
 
   “First, I need to know your answer.  Do you trust me?”
 
   She thought about it for a moment then said, “Okay, Peter.  I guess I do trust you.  You have seen me naked.”
 
   “Can you step away from the bar for a few minutes?”  I reached my hand out and uncurled my fingers, revealing the condom I had pulled from my pocket.
 
   Angie's eyes grew wide and she smiled.  “I'll get Rita to spell me.”
 
   Rita turned out to be a waitress in the attached restaurant.  She didn't have any tables so she agreed to babysit the bar while Angie took a break.  She gave me a funny look as I followed Angie into the back.  We walked down a dimly lit hall, doors to the restrooms on one side, boxes of beer bottles stacked on the other.  At the end we came to a tee.  Left was the kitchen, we went right, into the manager's office.
 
   It was a small room, with a desk and filing cabinet on the far side of the door, a couch along the wall to the right, and more boxes of booze on the left.
 
   Most of the other details of the room I missed since my attention was focused on the beautiful creature who stood before me.  Her fiery locks were pulled back in a pony tail, her ample breasts looked constrained in the black button-down shirt she wore, despite the fact she had several buttons undone.  The shirt and a pair of black jeans completed her uniform.  She leaned back casually, her butt on the edge of the desk, the palms of her hands flat on top.
 
   “So, what brought -”
 
   “Shh.” I said, interrupting her.  “No talking now.  I'll explain later.  Just do as I say.”
 
   Spitting all that out was hard.  I wasn't used to ordering women around, sexually.  I did manage a few female assistants and secretaries at the clinic, but this was something different.
 
   “Take off your pants,” I said, trying so hard not to snicker.
 
   Angie looked pensive, as if she were trying to decide how far to let this go, how far she really trusted me.  I guess my good nature and handsome face won her over, because she started to undo her belt without saying a word.  I turned to lock the office door and when I turned around  her jeans and undies were around her ankles and she was stepping out of them.
 
   She was nude from the waist down.  Her creamy white skin a lovely contrast to the black shirt that she started to unbutton.
 
   I stopped her.
 
   “No.  No time,” I said.
 
   I moved toward her, three or four steps and I was in front of her, nose to nose.  I grabbed the back of her head with my right hand and pulled her face to mine, seizing her lips with my own.  I kissed her hard and with a passion that caught me off guard.  My tongue explored her willing mouth.  The act of taking this beautiful woman thrilled me.
 
   She tasted of bourbon and breath mints.  An odd but intoxicating combination.
 
   I glided my left hand down the front of Angie's shirt, my fingernails clicking along the buttons as I made my way down her torso to cup her bare mound.  I could feel the soft downy texture of her pussy.  With a finger I explored the folds of her labia, just starting to moisten with her arousal.
 
   I continued my kiss as I massaged her opening, my thumb playing across her clit as I thrust my fingers in and out.  I continued this until Angie began moaning into my mouth.
 
   “Oh, Peter.  That's -”
 
   “Shush.  No talking.”
 
   When making love to Robin, I was always concerned about how she felt, what she wanted me to do, if I was doing it right or too hard or too soft.  Tonight was about me.  What I wanted.  What I was willing to take.
 
   I continued finger fucking Angie, sliding my index and middle finger into her pussy as deep as they would go, while rubbing her throbbing clit with my thumb.  I could feel her orgasm approaching.  First she started moaning, a soft sensual sigh that quickly built to an urgent cry for release.  Her breathing quickened and soon I was feeling her muscles contract around my fingers.  This was a powerful climax.
 
   To avoid detection, I moved quickly.  Just as she came I forced my mouth over hers again, to catch her shouts of pleasure, muffling their volume, but not their intensity.
 
   I held Angie tight as she came.  I ran my fingers across her check, leaving a trail of her juices to mingle with a few tears falling from her eyes.  This was a first for me, bringing a woman to tears with my sexual skills.
 
   “Peter, that was amazing,” Angie said.  “Ouch!”
 
   I had slapped her naked ass.
 
   “I didn't tell you to speak.” I said.  I wasn't finished with Angie.  I just hoped she'd still respect me after tonight.  I needed to know she was still cool with our game.  There wasn't a lot of time and we never talked about any boundaries or safe words.  I guess she was okay, as long as she kept obeying my commands.
 
   I bent down and picked up her panties, blue and white cotton, very practical.  I sniffed them, my nose filled with the heady aroma of musk.
 
   “What a bouquet.” I said, again stifling a giggle.  “We need to keep you quiet, while I take you.  Put these in your mouth.”
 
   Angie's eyes got big at my outrageous demand, and for a moment I thought she would call me out on it, but then she tentatively took her panties and bit down on them.
 
   “Now, turn around and bend over.”
 
   My lovely companion did as I asked, turning her back to me and bending over the desk.  She pushed her hands against the cork-board on the wall, her fingers scrunching the vendor invoices and employee schedules tacked up there.
 
   Her ass looked so inviting.  I smacked it again, eliciting another cry from Angie, this one muffled by her undies.  He butt check reddened where my palm had hit it.  I smacked the other side so it matched.
 
   I grabbed her hips and pulled her toward me.  Her hands slipped off the wall and slammed on the desk, papers flying.  While Angie stood there, bent over and vulnerable, I undid my shorts and dropped them around my ankles.
 
   I spread Angie's ass open, just a bit and stepped into her, rubbing my throbbing cock through her folds, sliding through her wetness.  I could hear her muffled moans.
 
   “You have a wonderful butt, Angie,” I said.  I rubbed the lubed up tip of my penis against her tight puckered ass.  Her moans became louder and a bit frantic.  I was afraid I had gone to far, teasing her.  I really wasn't planning on taking her in the ass, so I pulled back.
 
   “Don't worry dear, there'll be no ass-fucking tonight.”  I heard a sigh.  “Maybe next time,” I added, with an unseen smile.
 
   I quickly pulled out the condom and rolled it on.  My latex sheath fully in place, I shuffled forward a bit and thrust my cock into Angie's womb.  I held still, enjoying the moment.  She felt wonderfully tight, yet warm and inviting.  Then, I slowly began pumping my hips back and forth, feeling her vaginal walls rub against my shaft.  I felt powerful, in control, like an alpha male taking his woman.  I ignored the tiny voice of guilt in the back of my head and continued pounding Angie.  I knew she was enjoying herself because she pushed back with each of my thrusts, allowing for full penetration, my balls hitting her thighs.
 
   I soon felt a tingle in the base of my cock, the first sign I was getting close.  I took control, pulling and pushing Angie's ass at a frantic pace, feeling my climax grow, and then I felt my scrotum grow taut and I came, filling the rubber.  The release was mind-numbing  For just a second, I was back on the primal savannah, sewing my seed, before going off to die a cruel and brutish death.  This was no petite-mort.
 
   After I was throughly spent I pulled out.  Part of me wanted to drop the role-play, but I didn't.  I liked being in control, dominate and uncaring.  It was so not-me.
 
   I took off the condom and dropped it in the trash can next to the desk.  I made sure there was a plastic liner so it wouldn't make too much of a mess.
 
   Angie turned around and looked at me.  She was fiercely working her fingers over her clit.  She obviously hadn't come yet, and she wasn't waiting for me to give her permission.  Any other time I would have stayed to help, probably with my tongue, but I was playing the dick tonight.
 
   “Love to stay and watch you get off,” I said, “but I gotta go.”
 
   I pulled my pants up and turned to go.  I stopped at the door.  I walked back over to Angie and watched her continue to masturbate, her moans increasing.  Her eyes were closed so I surprised her when I said, “I'll take these,” and pulled her panties out of her mouth and put them in my pocket.  I kissed her on the cheek and left the office.
 
   I heard her final climatic scream as I walked down the hall and out the back exit.
 
   On the drive home I felt dirty, like a real creep.  I didn't know how some men did it.  Thinking of women as just fuck toys, to use as needed and discard.
 
   I love women.  I love to pleasure women.  But I guess every so often one needs to step out of their comfort zone.
 
   I was going to have to write Angie a very long and very contrite thank you note in the morning.  
 
   And maybe send a bunch of flowers.
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