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Part 2: Late Night Discoveries

"I'm sorry, baby," Peter said. "I just...can't."

Ashley, his wife, let his still flaccid dick fall from between her lips with a light pop. She had a look of disappointment about her, but she still forced a smile and gently patted his manhood.

"It's okay," she said, curling up next to him on their bed.

"I guess I'm just stressed from work and travel," he said.

He felt bad and embarrassed that he couldn't get it up for his wife. He felt like he was failing at his husbandly duties. And he did want to be intimate with her, wanted to feel her wetness surround him as he plunged into her most intimate place, the place reserved just for him. But that night his body just wouldn't cooperate.

"Don't worry about it," Ashley said, kissing him on the cheek. "It happens."

He nodded, then returned her kiss. He leaned back into the pillows of their bed, enjoying the warmth of his wife's body next to his. They started to talk a bit, about work, about her time at home, but between the darkness of their bedroom and the fatigue that weighed down on his whole body, he eventually drifted off to sleep.

X-X-X

It was still dark when Peter next opened his eyes. His bladder felt full, and his body was telling him to relieve himself. Without thinking much on it, he rose from bed and went to take care of business. It was only when he returned to his bed that he realized Ashley was no longer there. Knowing that she couldn't be in the bathroom, that struck him as strange.

He stood there looking down at the bed for a moment before stepping out of the bedroom and taking a walk around the apartment. He didn't find her in the living room or dining room area. He thought that maybe she was in the home office. Perhaps she couldn't sleep and was trying to get some work done.

He rapped his fist lightly against the door before cracking it open and stepping into the room. His wife wasn't there either. He stepped into the room, his mind struggling to think where she might have gone to, when he began to hear noises through the wall.

"Oh God! Yes! You fuck me so good!"

The sound of the woman's moans and the creaking of the bed made Peter freeze where he was. He wasn't sure why, but he felt his cock twitch. A strange thrill shot through him at the idea of hearing another couple at their most intimate. Especially one that was so vocal.

"You love this cock, don't you bitch?"

"Yes! Oh yes! Give it to me!"

Peter started to feel his body really respond to their dirty talk. His cock, which had been so reluctant to respond to his wife's loving touch, was suddenly full at attention while he took in the words of these strangers.

"Much better than your flaccid husband," the man on the other side grunted.

This made Peter take pause. The comment hit close to home.

"Oh! Yes! So much better!" the woman moaned loudly.

He started to feel bad for whoever the man was who was being cheated on. He knew just how hard it could be to satisfy one's wife. But his cock didn't flag one bit, even as those thoughts went through his mind.

But the next thing the man through the wall said made Peter's gut twist.

"Does it turn you on knowing your husband is sleeping next door while you're getting fucked?"

The words turned over in Peter's head. Husband next door? There wasn't another apartment next to this one that had a married couple in it. His sleep-addled brain began to put everything together. Ashley missing, the reference to flaccid cock, his flaccid cock: it was his wife on the other side of that wall.

"Oh God yes! It's so hot!" Ashley moaned, responding to the question her lover had asked.

"You're such a bad girl," the man said.

Peter guessed he must be hearing the voice of Terrel, the college guy Ashley had said invited her to that party she had gone to last weekend. Is that where this had all begun? Had he seduced her at the party while Peter was out of town? Or had it started before that? He had been so busy with work and travel that he wasn't sure he could tell.

"Yes! I'm a bad girl! Such a bad girl!"

"You're my married slut!" Terrel grunted loudly.

"Yes!" Ashley yelled out.

"Say it, bitch!"

"I'm your married slut!"

Peter couldn't believe what he was hearing. Ashley had never been so vocal with him or talked so dirty. It was strange hearing her with someone else, almost like an out of body experience. He was hurt that the joy he should be making her feel was being delivered by someone else, but at the same time he realized that he was still aroused, his cock rock hard from hearing her moans of pleasure.

"Oh God! Fuck me! Your married slut is coming for you!"

Peter listened as Ashley moaned in ways that he had never heard before. He felt defeated, knowing that he could likely never make his own wife cum like she just had. And given the ongoing creaking of the bed, it sounded like Terrel wasn't slowing down.

"Ah, that married pussy feels so good, so nice and tight."

"Oh yeah, baby," Ashley moaned. "I love the way you stretch me out with that big dick."

"This big dick's about to unload inside you," Terrel said, his voice strained from exertion and arousal.

Peter felt another twist in his gut hearing that. Thankfully Ashley was on birth control, as they had decided not to start a family yet, but it still felt like a violation knowing that another man was filling his wife with his seed. And then hearing Ashley's enthusiastic reply made him hurt even more.

"Yes! Do it! Cum inside me, baby! This pussy is yours!"

The dirty talk slowed as the creaking of the bed grew louder and more insistent. Ashley's words turned into moans of pure pleasure. Terrel must really be giving it to her, Peter thought. He imagined his wife being taken from behind, trying to picture the scene on the other side of the apartment's wall.

He fished his still-hard cock out of his boxers and began to stroke it in rhythm to the creak of the bed next door. Despite his conflicted emotions, there didn't seem to be anything he could do about what was happening, and he figured he might as well at least try and enjoy what he could. He closed his eyes and pictured Ashley's athletic body naked, her brown hair matted with sweat, her cute face bunched up as she moaned in pleasure.

"Oh! Oh yes! Oh fuck me! Fuck me!"

Peter could almost see his wife's face as he heard her words through the wall. He felt pleasure building in his cock as he began to stroke it faster, the creaking in the bed picking up even more.

"Oh God you're gonna make me cum again! Don't stop! Don't stop!"

Ashley let out a howl of pleasure as she reached her second climax, and Terrel's grunt of release wasn't far behind. Peter felt his cock tense as he listened to his wife being satisfied and filled by her lover. He held his hand out in front of his tip. A soft sigh escaped his lips as his manhood began to pulse, cum shooting onto his open palm.

When he was done he stood there for a moment. He suddenly felt drained, both emotionally and physically. Part of him was angry and felt betrayed, uncertain of how his wife could do this. Another part of him was still trying to wrap itself around his body's reaction. He hadn't been able to get it up even earlier that night, but now, listening to his wife with someone else, imagining her in the act, had somehow made him more aroused than he had ever been.

He heard a giggle through the wall and the indistinct sound of whispered conversation. He stood there, waiting to see if they might go another round, unsure if the thought of that was exciting or repulsive. After some time, when no more sound came through the wall, he slunk quietly out of the office and went to the bathroom to wash off his hands.

As he was exiting the restroom, he heard the key in the lock of the apartment. He moved quickly back to the bedroom, closing the door quietly and climbing into bed. He briefly considered confronting Ashley about what she had done when she entered the apartment, but he still felt some level of shame over his reaction to the whole thing, and he didn't think he could bring himself to do it. So instead he closed his eyes and pretended to be asleep as he heard the door to the bedroom open.

Moments later he heard his wife move to the bathroom. He could hear the sound of the shower turning on. He let his eyes drift open. In the stillness of the bedroom, his mind began to race. What should he do, now that he knew his wife was cheating on him? How could he confront her about it? And what would it mean for their marriage? Would she want to leave him? Did he want to stay with her?

But as he lay there, thoughts of what he had just heard crept back into his mind. The sounds of her pleasure, the words she had said. It was embarrassing, humiliating to know that another man was giving her pleasure that he never could. But on the other hand, he felt himself getting hard again. It seemed impossible to be so aroused by the fact that his wife was cheating on him. And yet...

It wasn't long before the shower stopped, and Ashley returned to the bedroom, trying to move quietly into the bed without disturbing him, as she didn't realize he was awake. Peter lay there in silence, now fully erect from the thoughts of what he had just heard his wife do. He knew he wasn't going to get to sleep like that, or with what he had just experienced fresh in his mind. He thought again about confronting her. Instead, his body and desire began to guide his actions.

He rolled over, putting his hands around Ashley. He brought them up to her breasts, beginning to squeeze them. She let out a little moan, as he kissed her neck and ground his rigid cock against her ass.

"Mmm...someone's finally come out to play," she said, her hand reaching around to rub his cock.

Peter brought one of his hands down between his wife's legs, slipping under her panties and delving into her pussy. She was already wet. She let out a gasp of pleasure as he fingered her. He wondered briefly how much of the lubrication he was feeling came from her being horny and how much of it, if any, was Terrel's cum.

He sat up, grabbing Ashley's panties with both hands and pulling them down her legs. She tried to turn, but he used his hands to force her into a doggy style position, facing away from him on the bed on all fours. He lined up his cock with her entrance, and he drove into her. He slid in easily, her wet folds accepting his invasion.

"Ah! Yes!" Ashley moaned as he took her.

Peter began to thrust his hips quickly, bringing one hand around to rub her clit as he drove in and out of his wife. She moaned with each thrust into her, though it wasn't with the same volume or passion he had heard from her through the wall of the office. Knowing that only spurred him to drive into her harder, faster.

"Oh yes, this is what I've been missing," she said.

"Yeah, you like this cock?" Peter said, the words blurted out. He wasn't usually one for dirty talk, but after hearing it from Terrel he couldn't help himself.

"Yes! I love your cock, baby," Ashley moaned.

"You like when I fuck you hard like this?"

"Oh God, yes! It's so good, baby! You're fucking me so good!"

"Maybe we should go fuck in the office, so you're boyfriend can hear that," Peter grunted, as he continued to thrust into his wife's slick folds. He hadn't planned to admit what he had heard, but in the heat of their passion it slipped out.

"What!? How -- "

Ashley turned to look back at him, alarm in her eyes. But Peter didn't stop thrusting. He brought his hand away from her clit and brought it down hard across her backside.

"Shut up, whore, and take my cock!" he yelled.

Ashley let out a yelp as he spanked her, but she didn't try to stop him from continuing to take her. Somehow, even after what had happened, Peter felt powerful in that moment, like he was reclaiming what was his. He lowered his hand onto her ass again, and this time it elicited a moan of pleasure from his wife.

"Yeah, you like that, slut!"

"Ungh! Yes!" she said.

He brought his hand down on her ass again, bringing out another moan from her. He knew he was getting close to release, but he didn't slow his pace. He just kept ramming his cock into her, both trying to dispel his arousal and vent his frustration at her actions.

"I'm gonna fill up that slutty cunt of yours," he said.

"Yes! Do it, baby! Fill me up! Make me yours! Fuck!"

Peter felt Ashley's pussy tighten around him. She let out a lout moan as she started to cum. That put him over the edge. He moaned as he felt his cock begin to pulse, his seed shooting inside her as he kept thrusting hard into her slick folds. It wasn't until he felt fully spent that he stopped driving his hips forward.

He pulled out of his wife and fell back onto their bed. He felt totally exhausted, both physically and emotionally. He lay looking at the ceiling of their bedroom, feeling his chest rise and fall slowly. After what felt like some time, he felt Ashley put her hand on his chest. She felt her body curl up next to his, her lips pressing gently against his cheek.

"Are we okay?" she asked.

Were they? Peter didn't really have an answer to that. He was still grappling with his own reaction to what had happened tonight. He wasn't sure what it meant for his marriage or how he and Ashley would move forward. He also wasn't sure what it meant that he had been so turned on by this discovery of infidelity. How would that play out in what they decided to do?

"Yeah," he said, the word coming out in a hoarse whisper.

He was too tired to really think it over or offer much beyond that. But for the moment Ashley seemed satisfied and didn't press him any further.

Moments later, Peter drifted off to sleep.

End of Part 2

Thanks for reading!

Ashley, Peter, and Terrel's story continues in Part 3: A New Beginning, coming soon.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider checking out some of my other stories about married women and their extramarital fun:

My Wife Entertains a House Guest

It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn't into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much...

Want to find out if Sofia gets too close to Rich? Click here to find out...

My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me

It's late on Friday, and I have to stay in the office and work. In the meantime, my wife has decided to go out clubbing with a friend. It's not all bad though. She told me she will finally fulfill my fantasy of letting another man take her home. But as I sit and wait for her texts about how the night is going, I have to wonder, will this work out the way I want it to?

Want to find out if it does? Click here to find out...

My Wife Negotiates My Promotion

The last thing I ever expected was to catch my wife hooking up with my boss at our company party. The only thing that surprised me more was how turned on it made me feel. Now I have to decide what feelings are stronger: my anger and sense of betrayal, or my love for my family and arousal at what I saw my wife do...

Want to see how the story ends? Click here to find out...

My Wife, His Secretary

Jen's new boss has shown a level of admiration for her that her husband, Derek, finds concerning. So when her boss asks her to accompany him to a business outing, Derek is understandably worried. However, he also finds himself unexpectedly aroused by the scenario, as strange fantasies of his wife and her boss together play out in his mind.


Will this party be all business? Or will Derek's fears and fantasies be realized? And if his fantasies do come true, what will happen to him, Jen, and their marriage afterward?

You can read this series for free on Kindle Unlimited or buy the collected edition on Amazon.
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