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      In eleven months she would be forty. 337 days from now Bethany Anne Franklin would cross yet another major milestone.

      Crossing thirty had been bad enough. But at thirty she’d been a happy stay-at-home mom with two kids who’d needed her. Husband struggling to make VP, working sixty-plus hour weeks while she maintained their household. Ten years later, she’d be crossing this new milestone all by herself. Alone. And that was at once the most terrifying thing she could ever imagine, yet simultaneously there was a facet of it insanely thrilling. She hadn’t been alone in over twenty years. Married and pregnant at nineteen, she’d gone from her parent’s house to her husband’s house, nothing in between. No time for Bethany to learn who Bethany could be.

      But she wasn’t unhappy with who Bethany had been until three months ago. Homemaker, mom, part-time student, sometimes-PTA secretary, bake sale champion, church elder . . . She’d done so much in her life the right and noble way.

      Being with someone—a man—wasn’t the be-all and end-all. She used to think it was. But that balloon had been popped. All you had in your life was yourself.

      And what did she have left at almost forty?

      She stood now before the same mirror she checked herself out in every day since they’d moved into this five-bedroom house nine years ago. Back when Robert finally made partner at the firm. The reflection that normally faced her in the mirror looked nothing like the one regarding her now. A totally different woman stared back from that standing mirror set in its oaken frame. She was in the master bedroom (now the solo bedroom, her bedroom), top floor, front of the house, outside the walk-in closet. The reflection in the mirror showed her stock. Sure, she was thirty-nine, but the woman in the mirror wasn’t terribly different from the woman she’d always been. She wasn’t twenty anymore, but she didn’t expect that kind of youthfulness. She’d had two kids. They were grown up. And yet . . .

      She was tall. Not inordinately, but not what you would describe as short. Only five-seven, but she was thin, and that made five-seven look a little taller. Still only 110-pounds. She ran 5K most every other morning, watched what she ate, and she did yoga once a week at the Ashambra Center where they always had the heat turned high. Wavy chestnut hair that still shone and kept deep color with no added chemicals. No bangs, part at the side, waves framing her face. Would she describe herself as pretty? . . . Probably not, but that was just her meager confidence. Others would describe her as pretty, and she would demur. Bright green-gray eyes—she worried they were just mostly gray—a thin nose, a little long, but straight with a narrow tip. Heart-shaped lips that still held a soft note. Smile lines. But those weren’t that new. Those showed up around thirty-two. She was used to them by now (even though there hadn’t been much smiling in the last year). The figure was all right. Long legs, long arms, and a perky butt. It’d never been flat, and in the last few months she’d added squats to her training regimen.

      All in all, actually a fairly nice package. The insides might be a little shook up, but the shell looked quite appealing.

      For tonight’s date, she’d bought a dress in something called “vizi” red. Only it wasn’t so much red as really a hot bubblegum pink. It looked a lot different at home than it had in the dressing room at the boutique. So, that was not the dress she would be wearing, because though it looked nice on her, she didn’t think she had the guts to pull it off. Instead she wore a satiny dress in a dazzling gemstone blue, with a scalloped top, a skirt ending a fist’s breadth above her knee. Stockings. Stockings!—holy hell—the kind held up with a garter belt. Overtop the garter belt, a pair of satin panties with a thong back. Push-up bra, too, holding her ample girls aloft. Presenting them. Presenting them in a way she never had in almost her entire life. The last time she’d showed cleavage was at her friend Carla’s wedding, where she’d worn that teal bridesmaid dress that wasn’t her own choice at all. And boy, had she been self-conscious that day. Robert had made fun of her—but told her she was stunning, anyway. Things had been better then. Pumps tonight, expensive ones. Put them on Robert’s credit card. Fancy Louboutins with the red soles; black pumps with midnight blue trim and bejeweled toes. Jewelry was sedate. Thin Gucci watch, a small string of pearls, gold clamshell earrings. Gold bracelet on the non-watch wrist, and, for whatever reason: she still wore her wedding ring and engagement diamond. She was dating, but she was still married.

      It was 6:15, and now her stomach turned over. Raul would be here in fifteen minutes.
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        * * *

      

      Raul Firenze was forty-two-years-old, three years older than her, and she liked his face in the dating app’s profile picture. In the open V of his unbuttoned dress shirt, she watched black hair brush against the cotton fabric—had been obsessed with it since they’d been talking. Robert didn’t have chest hair (other than the sparse trail down his sternum). And, if Robert didn’t have a hairy chest, that meant she had never been with a man who was hairy, and while Raul talked, she had trouble thinking of other things.

      How hairy was Raul’s chest? Did she like a hairy chest? She thought she might like it. And then wondered if maybe she thought she might like it only because it was different. Then again, different was what she wanted.

      Here was another thing: Raul’s hands. They were large (which she liked), masculine (which she liked, too), but not bony or angular. Soft-looking in their way, and yet somehow powerful. Well groomed, which was good, because if they weren’t, that would be a deal-breaker for her. And he dressed well. Suit, no tie, white shirt, collar unbuttoned. A gold watch. Maybe she would prefer steel, but gold was all right. Probably better than a sports watch or a fitness tracker. And Raul talked with his hands a lot. He smiled when he told a story. He had nice teeth. He brought her to La Scala, down in the village. Not far from home, and though she didn’t see anyone she knew, it would be interesting for one of the neighbors or one of Robert’s friends to walk in and see her with another man. Someone would leave that salacious tidbit on Robert’s doorstep. What would his friends or their neighbors do? Would they tell Robert? Or would they just pretend they didn’t see her?

      Raul leaned closer now, elbows on the table, hands hugging the backs of either arm, looking up through his brows at her with the slyest of smiles. His eyes were chestnut brown, but the candlelight flickered on slivers of gold. He said, “But you still wear your wedding ring.”

      They’d been talking about her “situation.”

      She spread out her fingers, curled her hand back into a loose fist and regarded her wedding ring and diamond. “I know. We are still married.”

      “It doesn’t bother me,” Raul said.

      “Well, you already know. I told you.” She shrugged, played with her knife. “You wouldn’t be here if it bothered you.”

      “You wear the ring—does it mean you’re not sure it’s over?”

      She raised her eyebrows and sighed. “Did I tell you what he did?”

      “Oh boy,” Raul said, shifting back his bulk and smiling wider. “I’d like to hear it, if you’d like to tell it.”

      “I don’t know if I like telling it,” she said, moving the base of her wineglass in wide circles, getting the claret to swirl and slosh. “You know that I’ve never really told anybody?”

      “You never told anyone what he did? Don’t you have friends?” He laughed.

      “I do. But I don’t . . . They know, but they don’t know. He hurt me.”

      Raul’s gleeful expression levered toward concern. “Hurt you how?”

      “Not physically. My heart. Yeah, he hurt my heart.”

      Raul put his elbows on the table, nodding, resting his chin on interlaced hands.

      She said, “And my friends are his friends. We’ve been together so long I don’t have my own friends, really. Any friends that I’ve accumulated along the way just became entangled in Robert’s and my network. That means, by proxy, they’re his friends, too. And, for some reason, I don’t have anybody to sit down with and talk this through.”

      “You should get a therapist.”

      “I have one.” She chuckled and rolled her eyes. “I’ve told him. But that interplay seems all very professional. Very clean and clinical. I’ve never told anybody I wasn’t paying to listen.”

      “You can tell me if you want.”

      She took a breath, chuckled again. “I think I want to.”

      Raul leaned forward again, took a sip of his wine, then waited.

      She nodded, said, “He had an affair.”

      Raul’s eyebrows raised, but he showed no other reaction. After a beat, he said, “That’s not . . . unusual.”

      “With a twenty-year-old.”

      “And he’s . . .?”

      “Thirty-nine. . . . A twenty-year-old girl who was a friend of our twenty-year-old daughter’s, and one who he got an internship. And get this: the girl was nineteen when the emotional relationship began.” She winked air quotes around the word emotional, shook her head and snorted ruefully. “And I’ll tell you what bugs me the most. Here it is. It wasn’t physical. I mean it was eventually, but not at first. . . . What I can’t get over is the emotional attachment he had to this girl. The sex I can understand. She’s beautiful and twenty.”

      “Did he leave you for her?”

      “No. This dumb son of a bitch ruined his life for a twenty-year-old he thought he was in love with and—”

      “Midlife crisis.”

      She laughed. “He should’ve got a sports car or another stupid hobby or . . . We know the girl’s parents, Raul.” Now she closed her eyes, gathered herself, pinching the bridge of her nose. “But . . . In the end, the girl broke his heart and left him alone.”

      “All the more reason to stand by him.”

      “Whose side are you on?”

      He laughed, turned to regard some of the other tables near where they sat. He had a nice neck, nice jawline. “I’m kidding,” he said. “So you’re getting back at him?”

      “Not at all. I’m moving on with my life.”

      “Good for you,” Raul said, smiling.

      She agreed. “Good for me,” she said and raised her glass.

      Raul searched for his glass, found it, raised it, and they touched glass rims. She took a sip and set her glass down and said, “I’ve only ever been with Robert.”

      Raul held the wine in his mouth a moment, staring at her, then swallowed.
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      In the driveway, she sat in Raul’s car with the distinct feeling this was much like a first date. It’d been a long time since she dated, and there hadn’t been many at all. She’d been with Robert so fucking long.

      She said, “I feel like this is where you kiss me good night.”

      Raul faced her, smiling, eyes narrowed. “Is this good night? I’d like it if you invited me in.”

      She turned to regard him, this hulking, swarthy, handsome man. Successful in his own right, just like Robert, but Raul so much more masculine and assured somehow. It was the look in Raul’s eyes, and even the way he draped his hand over the steering wheel’s curve as he turned at the hip to regard her. The garden lights and the front porch lights were on, casting stark shadows on his rugged face.

      She raised a finger to the BMW nosed up to the triple-car carriage house. She said, “My husband’s home.”

      Raul raised his eyebrows for a moment, but his eyes never left hers. He said, “Let’s go back to my place, Bethany.”

      She looked from Raul to Robert’s BMW, then back to Raul again. She said, “We have an in-law apartment in the basement. That’s where he’s staying. Come in for a drink with me, but we should try to be quiet.”

      Raul licked his lips, his slanted smile switching to the opposite side now. He was a gentleman, exiting his vehicle and coming around to get her door. Once again came the feeling of a first date. Raul even offered his hand to help her out of the low Mercedes seat.

      When he had her standing, he kissed her. It was unexpected. Unexpected in the best way possible, and she leaned back against the side of his car as he took her lips and held her neck. She touched his hand. It was brief, not deep, but passion was threatened. When their kiss broke, she smiled. She said, “That was nice.”

      He smiled devilishly. “Do you think he’s watching?”

      She shifted her eyes toward the house and said, “I hope so.”

      They laughed together, and Raul took her hand, walked her across the brick driveway, then mounting the stairs to the patio while she fumbled for the keys. Door open, she pressed through the sequence of numbers for their security system, then closed the door behind him.

      Raul looked around, marveling. “Beautiful house.”

      “I think it is, too,” she said. “I’m not conceited, but I spent a lot of time putting it together, so you’re looking at one of my life’s accomplishments.”

      “You’re very talented. I love the design, I love all the color against the dark.”

      “Thank you,” she said, stepping down into the living room. “Come and join me.”

      Raul did, hands in his slacks’ pockets, coming down into their French Country style living room, with the shabby chic tables next to real antique Louis VI chairs and couches, the black-painted walls and the velvet wallpaper all the way from Marseilles, and the modern art, original oil paintings she bought in New York City. What attracted Raul’s attention was the arched alcove tiled in glossy black; Robert’s bar, with ornate knee cabinets and a marble sink and countertop, fresh lemons and limes in a bowl and circular gold display tray of crystal bottles.

      She said, “I think a drink is a great idea.”

      “Allow me,” he said, and headed to the bar.

      “I’ll have whatever you’re having,” she told him.

      Raul began poking through the bottles, saying, “I hope you like whisky.”

      “I do. I don’t drink it at all—well, hardly ever. I like it when I have it. Robert is a collector.”

      Raul held up a labeled bottle and squinted to read it. “I’ll say. Some of these bottles . . .”

      “Help yourself,” she said. “Take something home with you, for all I care.”

      Raul laughed, liking her moxie, taking his selection, squeaking off the lid and pouring two highball glasses of amber liquid. She set herself on the chinoiserie sofa, getting in the corner and crossing her legs, adjusting her skirt to reveal the band at the top of her stockings and a sliver of thigh.

      Raul brought the glasses back and definitely saw the skin she’d revealed. He sat in the middle of the sofa, right next to her, though not touching, and handed her the glass. They sipped, watching each other, nervous, breathing heavy. She tittered and exhaled whiskey spice from her nostrils. Then she set her glass down. Raul took a few more sips, then leaned forward and set his down as well.

      Raul shifted closer. She opened her posture, uncrossed her legs, put her knees together, and leaned toward him. He put a hand on her knee, and she didn’t stop him. Raul’s hand was large and powerful, so much bigger than Robert’s. It looked brutish against her feminine figure. She said, “I like your hands.”

      He thumbed her thigh, saying, “I like your knees.”

      “How about my thighs?”

      Raul took it as an invitation—though she hadn’t meant it that way—to raise his hand higher up her leg, thumb and first finger slipping under the hem of her skirt.

      “You’re very forward.”

      “When I see something I like, I don’t usually mess around.”

      “What is it you like?”

      “We had a great night tonight—”

      “We did,” she said.

      “I like how you know what you want,” he said. “Nothing serious. Casual. Experience. It’s a turn on.”

      “A turn on?”

      “You’re like a virgin.”

      “I’m not a virgin,” she said, laughing. “I’ve got two kids in college to prove it.”

      “You only ever been with one man. You’re probably wondering what it’s like right now.”

      “I am,” she said. “I don’t know if I’m ready for anything, but I am wondering what it’s like.”

      “Let me kiss you again,” he said, smiling, his dark eyes like black slits on his large, saturnine face.

      She said, “You don’t always have to ask.”

      “I rarely ask,” he said, smirking again, the hand moving from her thigh to touch her neck and hold her in place while his lips took hers. His body leaned over, and she felt his bulk. So different from her husband. Robert the nice guy, the good dad, the dedicated man. A good breadwinner, a good father figure. A liar.

      She didn’t resist Raul’s kisses at all. And soon their mouths were working together more hungrily. His mouth felt so different from what she ever knew before. The shape of his lips, the shape of his tongue. The taste of his tongue. The way he kissed. It was so exciting to be with another man. It had been so long since she felt such excitement stirring inside her. Her heart pounded, her stomach fluttered. Between her legs she grew a heavy dampness she hadn’t known in so long. It was like a renewal. A whole new person. A whole new person starting all over again. She felt young.

      Raul’s weight shifted further, the hand on her neck moving to grip her shoulder, her arm, and then squeezing at her elbow. She touched his chest. When she touched his chest, his hand from moved from her elbow to her stomach, then higher, cupping her breast over her dress. That was when she stopped for breath. “This is all moving so fast.”

      “I know what you want,” he said confidently.

      “I do. I know. I know what I texted you. I know what we said at dinner. It’s just now it’s here . . .”

      “It’s going to be good.”

      “What if I say no?”

      “I don’t think you will,” he said, his finger hooking down the front of her dress, tugging to reveal more of her bosom. The act of this revelation to him—to another man—had her gasping lustily.

      Raul was a man who knew what he wanted. A man who had been with women and knew what they liked. And at the sound of her gasp, he took her neck, pulled her mouth to his again and shoved that hand down the front of her dress and gripped her bra. She cried out into his mouth. He was large and powerful. She could feel the strength in the way he gripped her breast roughly. Doing it rough because he thought she would like it rough.

      Now her hands roamed his body, touching his chest, slipping under his arm to try to hug him. But his bulk was large, and she didn’t think she could get both arms all the way around him. They both squirmed and writhed while they kissed, Raul grabbing her breast, beginning to hump his hips against her, and she let her hands roam up and down his sides, eventually finding their way to his hips, tugging on his pockets, gripping and pulling on the fabric of his pants.

      “I can’t believe this is happening,” she said, and he looked in her eyes. He said nothing now, reaching behind her, pulling her forward and unzipping the back of her dress. The sound of the zip’s teeth unclenching got her gasping again. He pushed down on the front of the dress, bared her upper body. Her chest heaved. Her bra was pushed down, one cup folded over, the bolt of her nipple protruding, one breast revealed. Raul took that aching nipple in his mouth. She cried out again and raked her nails through his hair.

      She got to unbuttoning his shirt, and Raul helped. Once they got it partially unbuttoned, he pulled it over his head and flung it to the floor. He had a hairy chest, and she ran her hands down his body, looking at her pale digits flicking through the black hair, the paleness of her skin so white against his tawniness. He wasn’t defined, just bulk. Muscle. Smooth, but powerful. She unbuckled his belt, her hands trembling. Raul had one foot on the floor, his knee pressed down at her hip on the sofa. He helped her with the belt, and she undid the zipper. Her hands roamed, giving up on the zipper because she’d noticed the bulge in the fabric. He was hard and huge—a whale-like prominence extending near his hip.

      “Oh my God,” she sighed.

      Raul finished the unzipping and yanked open the fly. He didn’t wear underwear. She saw the tangled mass of his black pubic hair, and the first sign of the only other penis skin she’d ever seen in real life. It was dark brown. She yanked the side of his pants lower, suddenly desperate to see what another man looked like between his legs.

      When it was revealed, she was shocked. So much huger than her husband. So much bigger than she expected. It was unreal. Long and thick and a totally different color than Robert’s. Dark brown, the skin thick, and he was uncircumcised. Just the beginning bulb of a grayish cock head protruding through his retracting foreskin.

      “It’s so huge,” she said.

      “That’s what you wanted.”

      She nodded. It had been a question she’d teased amongst some of her online suitors. Some of them were merely braggarts, and when she pressed, they disappeared. Raul had not disappeared. And now she knew he hadn’t been lying.

      Raul leaned toward her. Before she got to explore with her hands even, he was pushing it on her chest, grabbing both her breasts and pillowing them around his large, meaty shaft. His cock was hot against her cool skin. He ran his cock between her breasts, pinching her nipples, and she watched the foreskin retract around the plump end of him. Watched that lone cock eye moving away, disappearing in the folds of foreskin, and then coming toward her—and she didn’t know what to do. Knew she would be expected to put it in her mouth, but she’d never even done that with Robert.

      She reached below, put her hand inside Raul’s open slacks and felt the size of his balls. They were easily twice the size of Robert’s. Her eyes fluttered and rolled back in her head. This insane erotic knowledge thrilled her in unexpected ways. A thousand romance novels she read in the last twenty years roaring back to her and being played out in real life.

      Raul let her breasts go, took her mouth, his thumb and finger holding the point of her chin. Now while they kissed, she let her hands explore. She gripped his shaft. Her fingers weren’t able to close around his girth unless she squeezed hard.

      “You’re so big,” she whispered.

      “You got what you wanted. Are you ready for it?”

      “Yes,” she said, though she wasn’t sure. What she feared was the threat of oral sex. For whatever reason, that intimidated her. She wasn’t ready to put her mouth on him. And wasn’t ready for him to do something so intimate with her. For whatever reason, intercourse seemed an easier step than putting that thing in her mouth.

      They kissed hungrily, and she jerked him with two hands, her fingers feeling that sliding foreskin rolling up and over, and the shape of that large, swollen cock head. She felt a strange tightening below, right above her uterus. She hitched a breath, a surprised feeling racing through her. It was desperate and lusty, and she liked it.

      “I want it rough,” she whispered.

      Raul said, “I know you do.” He grabbed her thigh, forced one leg over the other, wrestled her till she was turned away from him, her knees on the sofa’s seat, her arms on the back. He ripped her dress’s skirt upward and bared her ass. He slapped it hard. She cried out loud.

      “Harder,” she said. He slapped her ass harder. And then she shouted loud enough so Robert could hear: “Ah, do it harder!”
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      This time the smack on her ass was so bright and sharp, her husband would hear it in the basement. But what that loud strike did to her stomach was shocking. A funny feeling rolled over that tightened her thighs, and a warm feeling seeped from her core, down to her knees, giving her the weirdest sensation of relief, like she’d urinated. But she hadn’t, and then on the tail of that strange feeling’s passing, her body began to tremble—beginning in her knees, then shivering up her lower back. She collapsed, and her chin plunked on the back of the sofa. A bright explosion of cushy pleasure went off in her heart and in her mind’s eye at the same time.

      “Holy, oh wow, oh my God,” she gasped.

      An orgasm.

      They had barely started.

      While she was bewildered, Raul tugged aside her panties, and that huge blunt end of his bare cock prodded against her sex membranes. She whipped her chin over her shoulder to tell him to stop, but saw his bulk and his masculinity, his animal magnetism, this successful man, all bulk and power ready to put his huge cock inside her. And she didn’t care if it would hurt. She knew it would, but she wanted it.

      “Fuck me,” she said.

      Slowly, Raul pushed that thing against her trembling opening, her sex mushing, hurting, then beginning to spread and accept his large size. The head pushed through her ring and she let out a quavering moan. Then another inch sunk inside her and she swore she could feel the shape of that cock head passing through the tightness of her canal.

      “Oh God, you’re so big,” she gasped. Her toes curled and her feet began to kick up and down in tiny flutters as she fought the discomfort it took to accept a real man.

      Raul seized her by the hips, his strong hands squeezing her, and he pushed himself even deeper. She cried out again, aiming her voice toward the hallway that led to the basement. He sunk deeper, pulled back, pushed inside her deeper still.

      She cried out loud this time: “Oh God, you’re so big!”

      Raul gripped a handful of her hair, yanked her head back and put himself deep. She’d only ever been with Robert. And Robert never felt like this. Robert’s cock never felt like this. Her husband’s sexual ability was so pale in comparison.

      Raul fucked her hard from behind, pounding her in a way she’d never felt before. Some pain, some sharp hurt, then gently fading to dull throbbing, and soon replaced by a distinct fulfillment. She felt stretched. Gored. Impaled. Her interior completely dominated. One big hand on her waist, a hank of her hair in the other; there was nothing she could do to stop him. Raul was all power. All man. He pounded her from behind, just like she’d told him she wanted on the app. Face away, shouting out so Robert could hear how much she loved it when another man fucked her. The pitch of her shrieks would tell Robert how large and capable the man she’d brought home was.

      The thought of Robert hearing her got another train rumbling on her tracks, another orgasm swelling like a balloon about to pop. She drew in breath after breath, eyes focused sharply on the sofa’s chinoiserie fabric but unseeing, her optic nerves short-circuited as her brain tried to comprehend this incoming wallop of pleasure. She started to laugh and her toes curled. Her nails plucked the fabric threads as she gripped the upholstery.

      Raul liked her reaction. He slapped her ass, growled and ran his hand up the centre of her back. Her nipples swelled to bursting, and she began to tremble as the orgasm seeped out of her stretched seams like an overfilled bag.

      She bucked and bucked, her tummy bowing outward, back arching, then her spine whipping the opposite way. Their too-tight union went slippery as her interior walls flooded with excited lust.

      Raul starved his big club, ramming it deep and holding it, slipping back and repeating. It extended the wild explosion of her orgasm. He left her panting, her cheek on the back of the couch, her mouth pushed open in a fishlike pout as she tried to recover as the orgasm still swirled through her. His hands cupped each cheek, and she moaned. He patted her bottom, just rocking his size inside her. She never knew a big cock would be that good. Knew everyone said they were better, but not like—

      The pad of Raul’s big thumb began to stroke the valley of her parted ass cheeks. Her toes curled into tight balls and her eyes widened. The thumb circled her anus. More pleasure she never expected. Robert had never touched her there in his whole life.

      When Raul began to press the thumb into her tiny aperture, she drew in a wild whisk of air. Again came the urge to tell Raul to stop, but she bit her tongue and waited to feel what it might be like to be penetrated there. The thumb began to sink inside her. His cock swelled larger, flexing over and over. It excited Raul to do this ugly thing to her. And Raul’s brutish impropriety excited her.

      “Oh, you’re so bad,” she whispered.

      Raul’s mouth came near her ear, his bulk pressing against her back as he folded against her. “Your wimpy husband ever fuck your ass.”

      She shook her head no. “Call him a wimp again.”

      “I know he’s a wimp. You wanted a big cock. You were cruising dating apps for a man with what you wanted.”

      “Yeah,” she gasped.

      He pulled her head back by her hair. “What if I fuck this little asshole?”

      “Oh my God,” she breathed.

      He let her go and caressed the back of her neck. The swollen tips of her nipples dragged on the chinoiserie’s stiff nap.

      “I wouldn’t do that to you,” he grumbled. “This teeny thing couldn’t take me. Besides, you’ve got the best pussy I’ve ever felt.”

      “Oh yeah, tell me more,” she babbled, rocking her forehead on her forearms.

      He caressed her hips, stroked her back. “Like a virgin. So tight, so strong.”

      She tightened her core and gripped his massive girth as tightly as she could.

      Raul felt it, moaning and purring with masculine pleasure. “God, you’re fucking wet and tight, and you should see my view.”

      “You like it?” she asked, wagging her hips—a sudden slippery whip of new pleasure snapped through her, feeling his cock move inside her pussy in a novel way. “Oh God, oh wow,” she whispered, her own seductive hip-wagging provoking stirring up the threat of another orgasm.

      And like a predator capitalizing on his plucky prey’s misstep, he took fast advantage, grabbing the narrow of her waist and thundering into her all over, getting her crying out and wailing with insane, bewildering rapture.

      He pounded his massive cock into her right through her orgasm like an unstoppable machine she’d been caught up in, her body cast on the uncaring gears of some automaton. But instead of suffering, Raul delivered dirty euphoria. The orgasm rolled and rolled through her, smaller ones surfing into her shore on the backs of larger ones. Raul was a master of her body, a master of her pussy. He fucked a series of orgasms that lasted so long he turned her body to jelly. She began to flop uselessly under his masculine force.

      When it was done and he figured she couldn’t take anymore, he ran his large warm hand up and down her spine in slow passes, caressing her, massaging her neck and shoulders while she panted with her face pressed into the couch back. It was more than she could ever have anticipated. It was more than she could even have believed, even if someone she trusted outlined to her what it might be like. She’d just had sex with the first man outside of her husband in her entire life.

      As Raul eased in and out again in short lengths, she cast her heavy head onto her shoulder and said in garbled language, “Don’t come inside me.”

      Raul paused, but kept rubbing her back.

      Bethany straightened her back, using all her arm strength to push up from the couch. Raul’s huge cock began to slip out of her canal and it was at once painful and insanely ticklish. She jerked and stiffened and made squeaks in her throat, trying to move her body in ways that wouldn’t feel so weird as he pulled that big club out of her pussy.

      At last, when he was out, she sighed relief and sagged onto the couch seat again. Raul flopped down to sit next to her. Out of a sense of fairness and repayment, she thought she might like to suck his cok so he could finish as well, but when she turned herself around and looked in Raul’s lap to see that big thick monster all slick from her insides, she changed her mind. She snuggled against his side, reached over, and gripped his cock. He put his arm around her and they both watched as she stroked it up and down, her hand not even closing around his thickness. She was right about his balls—they were also massive, his scrotum dark brown as well, but even darker, almost to the point of being purple. Though she’d been fucked senseless and her body felt uncoordinated, this new erotic task began to excite her. She used two hands, one struggling to grip his cock and stroke it, the other grabbing a handful of scrotum. It was too much to hold in one hand. His balls filled her grip; lumpy, oversized ovals that provoked a weird feeling of surprise at how much she enjoyed handling them. Her stroke quickened. His leathery foreskin rolled and bunched, then stretched to slide back over his porcelain-smooth cock head. A steady stream of clear excitement slid from the yawing slit. She watched his face contort, watched his cock. Back and forth, biting her lower lip, knowing he would come soon and wondering what it would be like.

      At last Raul stiffened and thrust his hips forward, raising his butt off the couch seat, his hard cock turning to absolute iron as he began to ejaculate. First a spurt of pearly goo, then a fireworks display she couldn’t believe. Raul stabbed his cock through her slippery grip, and each time he did, a quivering rope of thick semen shot up more than a few feet in the air. She made sounds of disbelief, getting her face out of the way, but pumping her hand faster and faster, producing more jets of his cum. Lines of semen fell to her couch, onto Raul’s chest, on her forearm and her shoulder. She chuckled with awe.

      Raul collapsed in a heavy heap at her side, his throbbing cock still in her grip, his foreskin yanked back and a wide rivulet of semen running from his urethra, over his fat cock head, over her thumb and down his shaft. When his cock twitched, the stream was renewed for a few pulses.

      She let his cock go, and it slapped on his hairy thigh. She regarded him, happy she’d delivered him some pleasure, but disappointed she didn’t find the nerve to put that thing in her mouth. She said, “Good thing you opened your shirt.” His hairy chest had shimmering lines drawn on it at erratic angles.

      Raul breathed heavy, looking down now at his torso. “Huh, yeah,” he panted. “Good thing.”

      Bethany looked around, her cum-splashed arm held away from her fancy dress, wondering if any of his seed had landed places she would find later and have to clean. She still couldn’t get over how much there had been and how far it had propelled.

      She told Raul to stay where he was and stood, limping for a few steps as she made her way to Robert’s custom bar and opened the lower cabinet to find some bar towels. She dried her hands, double-checked to make sure there wasn’t any on her dress and returned to Raul, plopping down at his side again. She did the work for him, squeezing out his softening sausage into one of Robert’s bar towels, drying his chest and his crotch and his huge balls before tossing the towel to the table. She crossed a leg over the other and watched Raul’s hands work his shirt buttons closed, smiling at him.
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      With Raul on his way home, she stood now in the hallway off the foyer, between the kitchen and the living room—where the door to the basement was located. It was still partially open. That meant Robert had heard everything. Good.

      She made her way to the doorway, thinking to close it. Then changed her mind, stuck her head in the open gap and listened. Heard nothing.

      When they first bought the house, her mother had been staying in the city because she wanted to take a two-year course in anthropology at the university. They converted an apartment for her in the basement. The boys had always wanted to use it once their grandmother had moved out with her anthropology degree in tow, but she and Robert had always claimed they would leave it open, maybe for somebody else. Eventually, it had become Robert’s play pen. And, she surmised, the place most likely he’d brought Abby here when she wasn’t home. The place where he’d fucked their 20-year-old daughter’s friend.

      She descended now, going in bare feet, walking down the dark wood-paneled hallway festooned with family photographs. Happy faces from another time. Light pooled at the bottom of the stairs on the terra-cotta tile. She padded down, saw the pool room empty, the kitchenette with just its under cabinet lighting on. She went to Robert’s fridge, open the freezer drawer and withdrew a frosted bottle of vodka. She brought down from the cupboard two water glasses and filled them with ice and a splash of cold vodka in both.

      Glasses in hand now, ice cubes tinkling, she wandered past the pool table down the hall toward his living room and bedroom area. He was where she last saw him. In his TV room. She nudged the door open wider with a knee. Robert sat in front of the huge plasma screen, hands on the arms of his big, padded leather chair. His man’s chair. On the television, the basketball game played. Nevada versus Utah. The sound was off, and Robert’s eyes were open, but it didn’t seem like he’d been paying much attention to the game.

      Without turning her way, Robert said, “Did your date go home?”

      “He did.”

      She strolled into his study, sat on the arm of the leather couch next to him. He turned her way finally. His eyes flicked up and down, and she crossed one leg over the other. She still wore the dress for her date with Raul.

      His face softened into an expression of regret. “You look amazing.”

      “I do. I think I clean up well.”

      Robert stared at her with a small measurement of anger. It vacillated, flicking back and forth from hostility to apology. He knew he could say nothing. She sipped her vodka, set it down on the side table. Showed him his, ran it in a quick circle to get the ice cubes clinking. “Thirsty?”

      “Water?”

      “Vodka.”

      “Yes, please,” he said, his expression morose.

      She leaned forward, set the glass of vodka down on the coffee table in front of him. “First things first,” she said. She stood before him, flattening the wrinkles in her dress, getting it to sit right. She said, “You should’ve seen it with the shoes.”

      “High heels?”

      “Higher than I even like to wear.”

      “Would you put them on for me?”

      She shook her head. “Fuck you.”

      “You don’t have to make this so hard.”

      “You’re the one that made it hard, Robert,” she said. Then she lifted the hem of her dress, going slow, seizing her husband’s full attention as she revealed the banded bar at the top of her stocking and then the flesh of her thigh laced with the garter strap. His mouth fell open. “See what you’re missing?”

      “You really do look beautiful.”

      “I felt beautiful. I felt valuable tonight.”

      “You are valuable,” he said.

      “Now you say it.”

      “I mean it, Bethany.” His eyes quivered like a scolded puppy dog.

      “You do now. You do now because you’re a sad little boy. Caught with his hand in the cookie jar and worried of his mother’s chagrin.”

      “You’re not my mother.”

      “I am the woman with authority in your life now. Just ask my lawyer.”

      “Fuck your lawyer.”

      “Fuck you, too.”

      He shook his head, bit his lower lip.

      “If you don’t like it the way it is, Robert, we can play this my way.”

      His face dipped down and he muttered, “You know I want this.”

      She took a deep breath, watching the light from the basketball game flicker on his defeated features. “I’m afraid you’ll enjoy this.”

      Robert looked up again. “I want you to enjoy it.”

      She smirked and cocked her head. “I think I did.”

      Robert looked away, wounded. “It sounded like it.”

      “Did we drive you crazy?”

      “Out of my mind, Bethany. Out of my fucking mind.”

      “Maybe there’s hope.”

      She’d meant it as an aloof statement, but Robert’s eyes flicked towards hers and she really did see hope glimmer in there. She’d said maybe. “Don’t count on it, though, Robert. I’m not kidding.”

      “I told you I would do anything.”

      “You told me you’d do anything, and yet somehow it’s me doing what you want.”

      “You want it, too, Bethany.”

      “And you want the punishment. Like I said, I’m worried giving you punishment is what you want.”

      “You said you had fun.”

      “I did,” she said flatly, nodding. “It felt nice to be valued.”

      “I value you more than anything.”

      She scoffed. “Platitudes.”

      “It’s not a platitude. I mean it.”

      She said, “Are your cuffs too tight?”

      Robert let go of the curled edges of the armrests, turned his palms up and tested the tightness of the handcuffs that kept his wrists bound to the chair. The chains slunk against the leather. He said, “No. It’s okay.”

      “That’s good,” she said, dreading this next step—but also relishing it in the strangest way. “You want to see the rest of it?”

      Robert looked up. “The rest of what?”

      She folded her arms behind her back and undid the dress’s zip. Robert’s eyes widened, and he nodded. With the back open, she began to pinch the fabric and move it down her hips, getting the dress to scroll down her body, shimmying her hips until it fell and pooled around her bare feet. Now she stood before him in a bra, panties, garter, and stockings. The look in Robert’s eyes thrilled her. It was honest. It was honest and full of fear and lust and shame and regret. Yes, you gave this up for some twenty-year-old piece of fluff. You thought you loved her but she was a kid. You really thought she was going to stay with you? You’re a fool. And this was what was sleeping next to you every night.

      She let his eyes explore every bit of her flesh; her flesh, her wedding ring still on her finger, the jewelry, the expensive lingerie. She looked down at her own body, saw Robert’s eyes had slowed and remained between her thighs. The front trim of her panties had folded over and now flossed the middle of her sex, half of her vulva was displayed. She said, “I guess he didn’t put them back in place right.”

      Robert shook his head. “You really did it.”

      “I really did it, Robert. I didn’t think I would—you were right—but once the ball was rolling . . .”

      Robert drew in a deep breath, and when he exhaled, it was shaky.

      She said, “You’re going to be okay?”

      “Yeah,” he said in a big heavy sob, wet with sadness.

      “You deserve it.”

      “I do deserve it. I’m worthless.”

      “You did all of this to yourself,” she said, moving closer to him. When her knee touched his knee, she thumbed down the front of her panties, then see-sawed her hips again, pushing the panties down and turning them inside out. She paused, seeing the stain in the panties’ crotch. “That’s his come,” she said, lying to him.

      Robert moaned in great pain. She said, “Yes, Robert, he came inside me.”

      Robert’s head wagged side to side in lamentation, saying to himself, “I deserve it, I deserve it.”

      She pushed the panties down further, got them to her knees, and let them fall to the floor. Then she pushed her hips forward, resting her grip on her husband’s upper arms, guiding her crotch where his soft hand curved on the end of the chair’s arm. She brushed her furled petals against his knuckles. It made a sticky, wet sound. Her face was close to her husband’s, and she said, “Do you hear that?”

      “You’re wet.”

      “No, that’s his sperm. That’s it coming out onto your hand.” Now she chewed her lower lip, mushed her sex harder against her husband’s hand and flexed her stomach. Their eyes connected, Robert thinking her folds oozed Raul’s sperm. “You like that?”

      “I never should have treated you wrong, Beth.”

      “No, you shouldn’t have. And you’re going to pay for it.”

      “I deserve the punishment,” he said.

      “I can punish you. I can do it for a year. And after that year, there’s no guarantee, Robert.”

      “I don’t deserve you.”

      Now she eased back to stand before him again, liking the way his eyes ravished her body in its sexy lingerie. Woeful for his loss. She dipped at the knees, reached behind and circled fingers around the rim of his frosty glass of vodka. She returned, putting a knee up on the chair between his thighs, denting the towel that lay across his naked lap. He leaned his head back, wary, and she touched the frigid glass to his lips. “Drink.”

      He did, closing his eyes, opening his mouth while she tilted the glass, offering him a mouthful of his own vodka. She ran her hand through his hair while he licked his lips and winced. “Cold,” he said, and coughed.

      “Just the way you like it.”

      She eased off the chair and returned the glass to the coffee table, turned to face him with her arms folded behind her again. She unhooked her bra. The cups fell forward, and she slung the bra away. Robert’s eyes went wide again. She returned, putting a knee between his thighs once more, cradling his head and looking into his eyes. She presented him a nipple, and he took it in his mouth. While he sucked like the little boy that he was, she said, “Raul was awful rough with my breasts.”

      Robert hummed an affirmative sound with a nipple still in his mouth.

      “I’ve never been handled rough before. He was manly. Raul. Raul Firenze. Very manly. Big hands. Well groomed, but rough, if you know what I mean. Like if he didn’t make so much money, he’d be down in the ditches with the blue collars that work for him. Rough like that. You know the type I mean, Robert?”

      He nodded, getting her breast to bounce, lips still locked. She pulled it from, and fit the other nipple in his mouth, which he took happily. She caressed his hair, watching him suck.

      “I think I liked my breasts being handled roughly. I’ve never been with a man before.” She smiled as his sucking slowed, wounded by her insult. “Oh Robert,” she said, “I know you’re a man. But you’re not a man like Raul’s a man. If I put you two side-by-side, do you think you two would look the same?”

      Robert spat out her nipple, expression sulky. “I don’t know a thing about him.”

      “Do you want me to tell you?”

      “I know you’re going to.”

      She smiled, rested her forearms on either side of his neck, scratched her nails through the hair at the back of his head. “I’m going to tell you all about him.”

      “Go ahead.”

      “If you’re going to be a spoilsport, Robert, I’ll go upstairs and have a bath, then go to sleep. Raul wore me out.”

      Robert’s features softened. “Tell me,” he said.
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      She eased her knee higher between Robert’s thighs and nudged between his legs. All he wore was a T-shirt. Across his lap she’d covered him with a white bath towel. She prodded with her knee, finding his bulge under the terrycloth fabric. It was hard and constricted. “What do you think I’m going to tell you about him?”

      Since he was being nudged in the genitals, he gave her the correct answer: “He was hung.”

      “Was he ever. I mean, I don’t know what else to compare him to other than you. But he was way bigger than you. Way, way bigger, Robert. Like more than twice your size. Longer, thicker.”

      She stopped teasing him with her knee, slunk away and pulled a corner of the towel to slowly reveal his naked lap. His penis and testicles were bundled between his legs, looking swollen and hurting, constricted by the metal wires of his chastity cage.

      “His dick wouldn’t fit in your little cage,” she said.

      Robert groaned and flexed his stomach. The bundled package of his bound genitals bobbed up and down, making her smirk.

      “He had a man’s cock, Robert. Not a wiggly white little worm like you have.”

      Robert closed his eyes then grimaced. “Was he black?”

      She shook her head no, but he couldn’t see her. She patted his cheek until he opened his eyes. “No,” she said. “Italian and Portuguese.”

      “What does he do?”

      “Look at you, always about business. What does he do? What’s his line of work? And here I was telling you about his best feature.”

      “You’re going to have to take the cage off.”

      “I like your cage on.”

      “But I can’t hear what you’re saying when I’m wearing it. I can’t make sense of it.”

      “See, this is where I have a problem. You’re getting hard when I’m trying to punish you.”

      “I’m in my cage. Isn’t that what you want?”

      “I don’t suppose I want you to suffer. I don’t want your dick to be hurt. But do you really think that little thing is going to burst through all those wires?”

      “It’s so uncomfortable, Bethany.”

      “Maybe I do want to hurt you. Maybe I want your little dick to suffer. All those terrible things you did with it. It was mine.”

      “It is yours. It’s still yours.”

      “Oh, I definitely own it, Robert. I know I own it. But you leased it to that little bitch.”

      “It was a mistake.”

      “The biggest mistake of your life.”

      She slinked back off the seat again to stand before him, topless, breasts swaying. Hypnotizing him. She stooped again, retrieved Robert’s ice cold vodka, then tipped the glass up between his legs, letting the frigid vodka pour and splash all over his cage-bound genitals. He screeched and jumped and kicked his legs—but didn’t squirm away enough to protect himself. He knew he deserved it. He wanted this punishment. When the glass was upended, she brought the heavy base down to rub against the metal cage, transfer some of that icy coldness to his penis. She said, “Is that better now? Your little thing doesn’t like the cold, does it?”

      Robert shook his head, eyes wide and electric.

      “Maybe I can take it off now.”

      He pleaded with her. “Please, Bethany.”

      The tiny gold key to Robert’s cage hung on a fine necklace around her neck. She took the key now, placed it between her lips, rubbed her chin between Robert’s eyes and up his forehead, feeding him one of her breasts again. He suckled on her nipple hungrily. Then blubbered again: “Please.”

      She stood, hands behind her neck and undoing the necklace. When it was unclasped, she let the key run off the dangling gold thread and into her palm. She put a knee on his leather chair again. “When I get this off, Robert, I’m going to tell you all about Raul’s beautiful cock. I’m going to tell you all the things he did to me with it.”

      His stomach bellowed, his legs shook. His eyes had that look of shock remaining after she’d dumped the ice cold vodka and ice cubes all over his crotch. Her fingers worked the key into the lock, twisted, and it came apart in two pieces. She unhooked it from under his scrotum, then slid the cylindrical curved cage off his penis. It came away without resistance. He’d been hard, but her icy awakening had shrunk him. “Look at that little thing,” she said and laughed.

      “Don’t be so cruel,” he said, legs shaking, going up on his toes, his body shivering. His cock—that had shriveled in its constraints—now bobbed mightily between his legs, growing to a stiff upright arrow, showing off to her in seconds his full and complete arousal.

      “That’s better?”

      “Thank you,” he said, his voice gasping with relief.

      “I only removed it so I could tell you how much bigger my date was tonight.”

      “So go on and tell me.”

      She sat on his lap, knees on either side of his hips, resting on the leather cushion. She cupped his cheeks, then slapped him. “Huge. And uncircumcised. I’ve never seen that before. I’ve only ever seen yours. I didn’t think I would like a foreskin, but Raul sold me.”

      Robert tried to say something in response, probably something to show he was strong, but he wasn’t. His whole body trembled under hers. His back arched, his hips thrusted. He ached for her to touch his cock. She wouldn’t.

      “When you told me what you wanted, told me how to punish you, you told me you would endure it for our sake. You know what the first thing I thought was?”

      “That I was crazy?”

      “That’s what I told you. But, you know, really, the thing I was almost embarrassed to admit was that I was curious.”

      “Curious?”

      “When you first said it, I was mad at you. But underneath that anger was curiosity. What would it be like with another man?”

      “Now you know.”

      “Wasn’t just that I wanted to be with another man, Robert. I wanted to be with a better man. A bigger man.”

      Robert groaned, shifted in his seat, thrusting his erection upward, her riding on his thighs, her weight pinning him.

      “Now you know,” he said again.

      “Do you think I liked it?”

      “It sounded like it.”

      She said, innocently: “Oh, you could hear me?”

      “You know you did that so I could hear it.”

      “The door wasn’t even open.”

      “It sounded like it.”

      “He fucked me really good. Fucked me hard with his huge cock.”

      Robert squirmed, and she smiled. This whole idea of getting back at him and him submitting to her revenge was his idea. And, yeah, she thought it was stupid. But she was curious. Curious what it would be like with another man. She didn’t want to leave Robert. But he had broken her. Broken her heart, broken her spirit. She’d cried for weeks. He ruined her life. Shamed her to all their friends. Shamed her to all their daughter’s friends. And yet, the idea of not being with him was so scary she somehow found herself going out on a date with another man after finding him through an app on her phone. Sifting through many men to find what she wanted. A real man. A masculine, manly man with a big dick. And she found one. Found him, enjoyed him, and now used him as a weapon against her cheating husband.

      Robert muttered, “Did you suck his cock?”

      “You wanted me to?”

      “If you want. You’ve never . . .”

      She frowned. “Why would I want to suck his cock?”

      Robert shrugged.

      “You’re such an asshole,” she said. “Even when you’re my pathetic worm handcuffed to his chair, you’re still an asshole.”

      Robert looked bewildered. “What do you mean?”

      “I don’t suck cock. That’s what you’re saying. I know that’s what you’re saying. I can hear the passive aggressive bullshit in your thin little voice. You want me to get practice? Want me to suck another man’s cock? Worried I’m going to lose Raul because I’ll neglect to give his big cock the sucking you think he wants?

      He shook his head vigorously. “That’s not what I’m saying.”

      “It is what you’re saying. You don’t even know you’re saying it, that’s the problem. You’re a lying little shit, even to yourself.”

      “I’m sorry, Beth.”

      “I know you are. Did she suck your cock?”

      “Don’t ask me that.”

      “I bet she did. I bet she sucked your little cock so good. Sucked it so good you threw your whole life away for that little tramp.”

      He lowered his chin, looking away.

      “Robert,” she called, getting him to look up. “Answer me. Did that little bitch suck your cock?”

      He held his face firm and grim for a long moment, his mouth just a slim line. At last, he nodded.

      “Did you come in her mouth?”

      Now he squirmed, wishing she wouldn’t ask him these questions.

      “Robert, did you come in that bitch’s throat?”

      He nodded again.

      “Did you guys joke together about me, did you tell her how I never sucked your cock, did you gush to her about how much you loved getting it sucked?”

      He shook his head vehemently. “No, Bethany, I never did that.” His expression showing how happy he was to deliver this bit of good news to her.

      She smiled. “Maybe I’ll make you my little cocksucker.”

      Robert’s expression furrowed with concern. “What’s that mean?”

      “Maybe for the next year I put you in charge of sucking cock.”

      “Whose cock?”

      “Maybe I’ll call Raul back. Bring him down here. You said you’d do anything for me. What if I want Raul to put his big bad burrito of a cock into your stupid mouth?”

      “You wouldn’t.”

      “Try me. I will do anything to get you back. Does that sound familiar? How about next Friday I bring Raul down to your dim little apartment. He can haul out that big brown cock and shove it in your mouth. Then you can show me how you wanted your cock sucked. Show me on Raul. I might like that.”

      Robert scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

      “Robert, look at me. Look in my eyes.” She waited for his pupils to meet hers. “I think I like this idea. Can Raul come in your mouth? Yes or no?”

      He struggled for an answer, his mouth opening, then closing with a quiet pop. He opened his mouth again, then looked away.

      “Show me how to suck a cock, Robert. Would you do that for me?”

      Robert’s mouth slimmed and his jaw muscles flexed. He didn’t say no.

      “I don’t want to frighten you, Robert, but I think this idea is exciting.”

      “Then you’re cruel.”

      “You’re the one that’s cruel, Robert. And you’re also a liar. You’ll do anything for me?”

      “I wouldn’t kill for you,” he said, looking her way and locking eyes.

      “I’d kill for you, Robert. I would have, a year ago.”

      “Well, you’re a better person than me,” he said, looking away.

      “I am. I totally am.”

      She stared at the side of his face, the flickering light from the basketball game playing past her arm, putting a dancing spot in the white of Robert’s eye. He swallowed, breathed heavily, turned to face her. “I would kill for you. And if you think making me suck a man’s cock would make things right, then I’ll do it.”

      “That’s my Robert,” she purred, and stroked his cheekbone with a fingernail. “That was actually touching. I’ll think about it.”

      “I’d prefer if you didn’t.”

      “It’s not about what you want anymore at all.”

      “I know,” he said.

      “What’s intriguing to me, dear Robert, is that I don’t think you’re completely turned off by the idea. I think your words of objection are just empty bravado.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      She eased back from his face, let her eyes drift down into his lap. “Your cock is throbbing. It’s harder than ever. You’re the one who wants me to do this to you. You love it. And you’d love sucking Raul’s cock.”

      “No, I wouldn’t,” he said through gritted teeth.

      “Over the next year, Robert, I really hope you come to see through your own lies.”

      “I said I’d do it if you made me.”

      “You’d do it because you want to. You’re trying to act like I’m the dominant one, but it’s all you. You put yourself in that chair and it’s where you want to be. If I had any brains in my head, I would’ve pulled the legal trigger. Howard Blum, Esquire, Attorney at law. You’d be in some dive apartment on the south side of the train station. I’d have this place to myself. I’d sell it,” she said, looking around. “Sell it and travel. Put you away in the past.”

      “But you love me.”

      She sneered. “I hate myself for it. You’re not wrong.”

      “I love you more than anything, Bethany.”

      “You didn’t love me more than that twenty-year-old slut.”

      “I was a fool.”

      “You were a fool. I hope to God you learned your lesson.”

      “Teach me.”

      She shook her head. “You always need me to do things for you.”

      “I want to learn.”

      “Did you make your bed this morning?”

      He nodded. “Yes.”

      “Okay, then,” she said, cupping his cheek and drumming her fingertips along his jawline. She looked over her shoulder, out to the hallway. “Let’s move to the bedroom.”
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      Robert needed to be allowed to touch her, but she said he couldn’t. So now he sat on the side of his bed with his hands in his lap, the open ends of the handcuffs dangling between his thighs.

      “Let’s take your shirt off,” she said. Robert nodded, lifted his arms, and she reached behind him, letting his face press against her bare stomach. He began kissing her skin. She pulled up on the back of his shirt, dragged it over his head, down his arms, and flung it aside.

      He asked again, “Could I just please touch you?”

      She came nearer, walking in her stockings and garters. She paused out of his reach. “No. You can’t. I think we’re weeks away from you putting your hands on me. You’re going to have to earn it.”

      “I’ll do anything, Bethany.”

      “You’re damn right you’ll do anything. Now get up on the bed and lay on your back. Put your arms up over your head. I’m going to cuff you to the bedposts to make sure I don’t feel your scummy little hands on my body.”

      Robert was eager, and she somehow liked to see him eager, even though it angered her. He was liking this too much. But she would find pleasure in power and his punishment.

      Robert scooted to the center of the bed, lay down on his back like she’d instructed, and put his hands over his head. She came bedside, clasped a manacle to one bedpost, went around to the other side and clasped the other hand as well.

      “That little dick of yours is leaking onto your stomach. What a pervert you are.”

      “I know.”

      “Do you think your little girlfriend had seen bigger cocks?”

      “I don’t like to think about it.”

      “I bet she did,” she said, climbing onto the bed and walking on her hands and knees to her husband’s side. She ran her hands down his stomach, dragging her nails over his hipbones and down Robert’s thighs. He shuddered, his cock flexed and bounced, and a new silvery stream spurted onto his stomach.

      “How long have I had that little thing locked up now?”

      “A week.”

      “Maybe it’s time.”

      “It is,” he said in a trembling voice.

      “Don’t try to sway me, Robert. It’s my decision.”

      Now she bladed the edge of her hand up past his navel, saying, “That’s where Raul’s dick would reach. . . . I’d seen pictures before—of dicks—you know, sometimes girls will send funny things around. They gave me a tingle, but I never really thought much of it because I was in love with my husband. I was in love with my husband’s penis. I didn’t think it was unsatisfactory. I liked the looks of those larger ones, but now I know what it’s like to handle one. To have it inside you.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with mine.”

      “It works,” she said, running her nails from his thigh to his ribs, tickling him and getting him jumping. She watched his cock bounce and flex. “His was brown. Not so fiery red and angry like yours. He was hard, though, hard as a rock, don’t get me wrong. He was definitely attracted to me.”

      “Look at you, how could he not be?”

      “Raul got hard, but it was like his dick didn’t want to make a big deal out of it. Didn’t want to show off how hard it was. Yours looks like a bodybuilder that’s gone too far. All veiny, shiny and sweaty, bright red and gleaming, about to burst, like it’s flexing too hard. But Raul’s was just big without having to work for it. Big and brown. A real man’s cock. A brute’s cock. Did I tell you he was a brute?”

      “No.”

      “Very masculine. Very big. Not just between his legs, but all over. His hands”—she held up her own hands and wiggled her fingers—“were like three times the size of my hands. Your hands aren’t much bigger than mine.”

      “He put them on you?”

      “All over me, Robert. I told you how rough he handled my breasts.” She cupped them now, ran her thumbs over her own nipples, presented them to Robert. “He was very rough. Can you imagine if you tried to be rough with me?”

      “I wouldn’t do that.”

      “You couldn’t do that.”

      Robert ran his tongue over his lower lip, his eyes rolling around in his head. Quietly he said, “Did he really put it in you?”

      “You didn’t think that was his semen I put on your knuckles?”

      “Maybe you put something inside yourself to make me think that.”

      “I’m not playing games that way with you, Robert. Not doing things for your edification. I’m doing them for my own. I’m not trying to trick you. I really went on a date with a man name Raul. He owns his own company. Tractors. A manly sort of business. Worked with his hands, built himself up from nothing. Large and powerful, swarthy, good-looking, too. He knew I only wanted one thing. And he gave it to me. Gave it to me hard and deep.”

      Now she threw a knee right over top of him and straddled his chest. Her sex over his neck and chin, her hands on either side of his narrow hips. She sat back slowly, letting her sex mush against his face.

      “Taste it, Robert. What does it taste like? Did I put frosting in myself? Did I make up fake semen to trick you with? Taste it.” She smiled, looking down at the foot of the bed, at her reflection in the mirror above Robert’s dresser.

      And then Robert’s tongue began to work through her wet flesh. Her eyes rolled up, and the pleasure it brought was so bewildering and unexpected she went lightheaded and starry-eyed for a second. She gripped the bedsheets to hold herself steady.

      “That feels good,” she told her husband. “Take it, take it in your mouth.” She flexed her stomach, trying to squeeze her own canal, push out whatever pre-cum lubricant Raul might have put inside her. “Do you taste him? Do you taste another man?”

      Robert nodded rapidly, his tongue working through her folds, his breathing hot between her thighs. Robert loved it. “You love it, don’t you, you little worm?” she asked and then batted his bunched up testicles. He jumped, drew up his knees, and she warned him: “Lay your legs flat.”

      Now she gyrated her hips on his face and Robert did everything he could to clean her. She batted his balls again, and he didn’t protect himself, only groaned against her flesh. She couldn’t believe it. It was going to happen again. And it had nothing to do with Raul and his huge cock and how good he fucked her. It was Robert’s tongue and his much-deserved humiliation that was bringing this freight train of an orgasm. She grabbed his thighs because she wanted him to know what was going to happen. She dug her nails into his flesh and then shuddered until the headboard banged and rattled against the wall as she came on her husband’s face.

      When it was done and she’d caught her breath, her head fell forward, her long hair tumbling over Robert’s crotch. He’d gone still between her thighs, no more tonguing or licking. A brief, gentle kiss touched her pussy.

      Then—though she had never intended to do it at all—she lowered her mouth between her husband’s legs. Robert stilled as she ran a hand over his stomach, her thumb propping upright his blazing erection. Slowly she sunk Robert’s arousal into her mouth. The head of his cock pressed down on her tongue, and she could taste the salty bleach of his pre-cum. She sunk lower, her husband’s aching hardness coursing over her tongue, the tip prodding the back of her throat and making her gag. But she had taken him as deep as he would go. She rose, lips forming a tight seal on his shaft, then back down before slurping upright.

      It was a dirty thing to do. But that’s who she was now.

      Again she bobbed her head and she could feel Robert’s body melting under hers, completely disbelieving that his wife was doing this for him. He sighed against her pussy, called her name, moaning, “Oh, Bethany, oh my God.”

      She bobbed and slurped one more time, and Robert’s melting tightened suddenly, and he raised his knees. The chains of his cuffs clinked, and the handcuffs rattled on the bedposts. She brought her lips to a point and let his cock fall from her mouth, then she dismounted his face, kneeled at his side, watching him shiver and shudder on the brink of an orgasm.

      “I guess sucking it wasn’t too bad,” she said, dipped and kissed the narrow cloven underside of his cock head.

      Robert let out a blurting sound of agony. His knees rose, then fell, and she smiled, watching him suffer. She slunk herself back off the bed, stood bedside, watching her husband twist and writhe, pulling his hands against his restraints. His hips went left and right, his knees together, pulling up, then flattening on the bed, his face pulled into a down-turned grimace. A vein stood out on his forehead.

      “Bethany,” he called her urgently, wanting her to return him to heaven.

      Now her smile widened as Robert began to buck his stomach, heaving it in and out, his cock flexing, his balls pulled up high. She said, “Where did your balls go, Robert? Your little balls are gone.”

      “Fuck, Bethany, oh fuck,” he said, through clenched teeth.

      She said, “Raul had huge balls. I think I forgot to tell you about that. Big balls, Robert, like hard-boiled eggs.”

      Now he was huffing air through pouted lips, eyes wide and staring at the ceiling. Semen burbled from his tip, then darted in short unsatisfying pulses, sputtering weakly onto his belly before waning to slither down his short shaft.

      “Very unimpressive, Robert. My new boyfriend is definitely much more virile.”

      Now Robert let out a long lowing sound, like an injured cow, pulling hard on his metal restraints while semen still flowed from his tip, his ruined—completely ruined—orgasm seeping out of him impotently.

      She chided him, saying, “What a mess you’ve made. And all for nothing. Shame, shame, Robert.” She leaned aside to the table next to the bed, collected her glass of frigid vodka and dumped it over his penis and balls from tip to sack and back up to tip, the ice cubes laying in his pubic hair. Robert let out a cry of shock at the frigid cold in his most sensitive place. His balls weren’t going to be returning soon. She pressed the cold base of the glass against the belly of his waning erection. Down to his balls, between his legs, then up to the tip.

      She retrieved the chastity cage from the table, and worked his fading erection into the wire cylinder, then pushed down to pop his little testicles out through the metal hoop to collect them. She locked his cage again, his shriveling worm trapped inside.

      While Robert gathered his breath from the failed excitement, she returned the key to his cage around her neck. She unlocked his cuffs, first the left, then going around and unlocking the right. She left them on his wrists and put the key on his bedside table.

      “Good night, Robert,” she said. “I had a wonderful time. So glad you cheated on me. Because I certainly know what better men are out there. I plan on getting around this year. I hope you’re ready for it.”

      He babbled complaint.

      She said, “What was that? Use your words.”

      “I’ll be here,” he said, his voice pinched tight, a sadness from the incomplete orgasm, the wounding that his wife had slept with another man tonight, and a certain regret that he’d done her so wrong that she wouldn’t be climbing into bed with him. He rubbed at his wrists and sat up in the pillows.

      She said, “When you’re done cleaning that filth off your stomach, I want you to go up to the living room and tidy up.”

      She strode out of the bedroom with great posture, closed the door behind her and fell against the wall. A bewildering, maniacal feeling racing through her. Wanting to laugh, that strange sense of polarity overflowing, completely replacing the hurt and sadness that her life had become.

      Maybe this would work.

      Maybe Robert wasn’t so crazy after all.

      Maybe if he was willing to submit, something in her would come up to dominate. And as much as she thought it was for Robert’s pleasure that he offered this, she couldn’t deny that there was great pleasure inside her as well.

      She gathered herself, went to his TV room to collect her things, then went upstairs, headed to bed.
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      Early in the morning she woke in the master bedroom, a single woman in a king-size bed. Even though Robert’s domain was now their lowly basement, she still stayed to what had been her side of their bed. She stared now at the pillow where Robert should be laying his head and began to smile again.

      When she discovered Robert’s affair with their daughter’s friend, her world imploded. She’d thought she would never recover. The whole world she knew opened up below her feet and swallowed her whole.

      If she’d had someone to talk to back then when it all blew up and that person told them there was a way out, she wouldn’t have believed it. Even when Robert told her he wanted to suffer, wanted her to share pain with him, she’d scoffed. And yet, here she was, all these months later, smiling on a Sunday morning.

      And, she didn’t think she was imagining things, she swore she could smell bacon.

      Now she chuckled and stretched under the covers. These days after work, Robert was coming straight home. On Tuesday nights and Thursday nights, he was going out to the culinary institute and attending a 12-week course in French cooking. A nice, safe activity for her formerly naughty husband. He’d asked for her permission and she’d allowed it, making sure he kept his phone with him, the tracking on so she could see where he was at all times. Sometimes she’d ask for an impromptu photo to prove he hadn’t abandoned his phone to seek a rendezvous with some other little twenty-year-old tart. But even if he did, what was he going to do when she’d locked his equipment in a chastity cage?

      She pulled her tablet from the bedside table and flipped open the cover, bringing it to life. Emails first, then straight to her dating app to see if there were new fans of her pictures or any follow-ups from men she’d been texting with.

      A few new followers, no introductions yet, but a message from a man named Benjamin, who she was really interested in. They’d been texting for six weeks now, and he was smart and seemed kind. Not terribly funny, though, kind of serious and no-nonsense. She tapped his message fast, eager to see what he’d sent her.

      “Wow,” she whispered, staring at the full-size picture on her screen.

      Their online banter had taken a naughty turn.

      Benjamin had sent her a picture of his erection. It was a gnarly black uncircumcised club racing with thick veins and crowned on top with a generous nest of wrinkled foreskin the color of charcoal. Her toes curled looking at this thing sitting up from his lap, so fucking turned on that there was a man in the city out there who had got himself hard for her last night and took a picture, eager for her to see it. Benjamin was ten years older than her and she’d almost skipped past him because of that, but he had a handsome face even though his beard showed flecks of white in it. He worked as a mechanical engineer at an architectural firm, a vice-president, born and raised in Nigeria. She wondered if he had an accent, and wondered how deep his voice was.

      She shimmied the bedding down and raised her knees a little, setting the tablet on the sheets to pick up her phone. The way the sun came through the window, her legs and crotch were lit up in a flattering golden shade. With her left hand she brought her pubic hair to life, watching on the phone’s screen to see what it looked like down there.

      This was another wild development she couldn’t believe, yet had grown accustomed to. The idea you would send a picture of your genitals to a prospective beau, and receive them, was so mind-blowing—back in her dating days, this was the sort of thing she would never have imagined. It was a steep step for her to mount when she began dating again, but once she was up, she found out she kind of liked it.

      She finger-rubbed some life to her sleeping petals, and stirred damp arousal, spreading it on her growing labia to provoke a nice shine that her camera liked. She ran the middle finger and index finger in a V-shaped frame, the diamond and her wedding ring winking in the light. She’d told Benjamin her marriage had crashed and burned and they were on a trial separation. It was super hot fucking other men when you still wore your ring. She clicked off a few pics, sorted through them, deleted all but the best one and then paused, wondering if she should wait until nighttime to send it to Benjamin. No, she decided, she wanted Benjamin to know she was hot and horny even early in the morning. She wondered if he would be able to tell from the picture her pussy had been fucked really good the night before.

      App opened, she sent the picture to Benjamin, chuckling to herself, setting her phone down.

      She received a text right away. But when she looked at the screen, she saw it was from Robert, not Benjamin.

      
        
        Robert: I’m making breakfast. Would you come down for some Eggs Benedict? I made my own Bearnaise. I think you’ll really like it.

      

      

      She smiled and huffed a little laugh, looking at the tiny photo of her husband’s face. “Pathetic,” she muttered, stroking his photo, admiring the smile that at one time had put butterflies in her tummy.

      Bacon, Eggs Benedict, and coffee sounded perfect. She texted him back.

      
        
        Bethany: Sounds great. I’ll be right down.

      

      

      Then she smiled wider, tapping the phone’s curved corner, staring up at the ceiling and contemplating. She decided she would do it. She retrieved Benjamin’s photo of his huge black cock, then sent Robert a message.

      
        
        Bethany: Just catching up on messages. I’m going on a date next Saturday.

      

      

      A minute later, Robert replied.

      
        
        Robert: Okay.

      

      

      She munched her lips to stop herself from breaking out in laughter as she typed, “This is Benjamin. He’s fifty, a Nigerian architect, and we’ve been talking for a while now.” Then she chuckled, eyes narrowed, a malicious glee spreading in her chest as she sent her husband the photo.

      A second later a pan or something else heavy clattered into the kitchen sink. She smiled, picturing Robert dropping the pan in shock at the surprise photo of the well-hung man she would date and fuck this coming weekend.

      Robert would be horrified, but she knew something else: his cock would be hard as a rock down there, straining against his cage, and he’d be as frightened but excited about the hookup as she was. They were doing this wild thing together.
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