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 Chapter 1 
 
    I reckon the idea popped into my head the day I stumbled across my wife masturbating.  I'd left my briefcase at home and didn't realize it until I was in the elevator heading up to my office.  I needed some papers for an afternoon meeting, so I told my assistant to hold down the fort and I headed home. 
 
    I could have texted Lauren, my wife, to tell her I was heading back, and maybe I should have, but I didn't.  Instead, I walked up the steps and entered our townhouse, unannounced. 
 
    “Lauren?” 
 
    There was no answer.  I knew it was her day off, so I figured she must have gone out for a late morning run, or possibly an early lunch, so I went upstairs and grabbed the forgotten briefcase from the bench at the foot of our bed where I'd left it the night before. 
 
    The steady rush of water through our pipes could be heard coming from our en-suite bathroom.  Sounded to me like Lauren was getting a late start to the day. 
 
    I couldn't leave without saying goodbye, so I went to peek my head in.  I reached out for the door knob and froze.  I could clearly make out a low feminine moan escape just underneath the overbearing rush of water. 
 
    My dick got rock hard. 
 
    Again, maybe I should have announced my presence with a knock or a hearty hello, but I didn't.  Instead, I slowly turned the knob and inched the door open. 
 
    Due to the layout of our bathroom I couldn't see the shower directly, but I could see it reflected in the mirror. 
 
    The misty vision left me stunned. 
 
    Lauren is a beautiful woman, and every time I look at her, I thank Fate, or God, or whatever universal force you want to believe in, that she deemed me a worthy life partner. 
 
    There she was, her head thrown back, her raven black hair plastered flat against her neck and shoulders.  She was leaning against the shower wall, one leg planted firmly on the floor, the other was resting on the small bench opposite the shower head which was sending a rhythmic pulse of water directly between her open thighs. 
 
    Her left hand was teasing and pinching her nipples, leaving them dark and erect.  The fingers  of her right hand played through the moist folds of her labia, occasionally tap, tap tapping against her swollen clit. 
 
    I reflexively unzipped my pants and withdrew my erection, careful to make as little noise as possible so as not to disturb my wife's state of delight. 
 
    Lauren emitted a glow of pure ecstasy.  Her eyes were closed; her muscles relaxed and pleasure coursed through her body.  As she continued her ministrations and the arousal grew and her climax approached, her face tightened and her eyes squeezed shut.  Her moans started getting louder, forming words. 
 
    “Yes.  Yesss.  Like that.” 
 
    I would have loved to know what fantasy fueled this late morning delectation.  Was she lost in the pure feeling, the electric pulses igniting in her sensitive nerve bundles?  Or maybe she was imaging a man, his tongue in place of her fingers, feasting on the nectar that dripped from her pussy. 
 
    I watched as Lauren started stroking her ring and index fingers into her cunt, deep as she could.  It was obvious the imagined cunnilingus was over and the fantasy fucking had begun. 
 
    “Fu... Fu.... Fuck.” 
 
    Lauren was usually a quiet moaner when we had sex.  In the three years of our marriage I think she had a loud vocal orgasm only a handful of times.  And only when I was eating her out while fucking her with a vibrating dildo we occasionally used to spice things up. 
 
    I'm not complaining about our sex life.  It's great.  I was just seeing a different side of my wife, one I hadn't been privy to before – a side that surprised and pleased me and one I found I loved. 
 
    My wife furrowed her brow. 
 
    “Oh, God.”  She pinched her nipples harder, turning them dark red.  She started taking in air in short shallow breaths. 
 
    I could tell she was close. 
 
    “Fuck me.  Fuuuuck me.” 
 
    I was close myself.  I felt my pulse quicken and that tingle in my balls that starts when I'm close to coming. 
 
    “Ahhhh.”  Lauren came so hard and loud, I was afraid our neighbors might hear. 
 
    My fears of discovery were soon lost in my own orgasm.  I felt my cock pulse in my palms as I released several long sticky ropes of semen onto the bathroom tile.  My eyes were closed as my climax flowed through me.  I must have smiled, the vision of my naked wife lost in her own pleasure burned into my brain. 
 
    Our mutual orgasms seemed to fade together.  I could hear my wife's shouts fade to sighs and turn to— 
 
    “ROGER!” 
 
    My eyes flew open, my hand stopped mid-stoke.  I'd been caught red-handed and red-cocked, a dribble of semen fell from my fingers. 
 
    “What the fuck, Roger?” 
 
    I don't know how I planned this little episode of voyeurism playing out. 
 
    “Sorry.”  I reached for a hand towel and started cleaning up the mess I made.  Lauren watched me.  The scowl on her face, in turns, morphing into a smile.  “You're not mad at me, are you?” 
 
    “Kinda.  You scared the fuck out of me.” 
 
    Her language scared me.  “Actually, the fuck was already coming out of you.”  Maybe humor would help. 
 
    “Shut up.”  Or not.  “I wasn't expecting an audience.” 
 
    “That's what makes it so erotic.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Fine.  Next time let me know when you want to watch me play with myself.” 
 
    I readily agreed. 
 
    I would have liked to take Lauren to bed, and she seemed simpatico, but I did have an important meeting, so instead I finished cleaning up while she finished her shower.  I gave her a deep soul kiss and headed back to the office. 
 
    I was half-way down the block toward the subway station when I slapped my head and turned back.  Lauren was at the door in her bathrobe, my briefcase in hand. 
 
    “Scatterbrain.” 
 
    “Can you blame me?”  I shrugged my shoulders.  “Hard to focus on anything else in the company of such a beautiful woman.” 
 
    “Funny.  Cute, but funny.” 
 
    I grabbed the briefcase with one hand and reached into her robe with the other and gave her breast a squeeze. 
 
    Lauren slapped my hand  “Don't start something you can't finish.” 
 
    “Tonight?”  My voice was filled with hope. 
 
    “Tonight.”  My wife promised. 
 
    I should have skipped the meeting.  My body was in the conference room, but my mind was miles away.  The image of my wife, her lean gorgeous body lost in the throws of pleasure, was imprinted on my mind.  My body reacted with its usual aplomb, my dick was hard and I kept fidgeting, hoping my colleagues didn't notice. 
 
    I couldn't believe how much I enjoyed watching my wife pleasure herself.  I'd watched her masturbate before, but always with her knowledge and always close up, usually with either my cock or my tongue or my nose inside her.  I was always a part of the action; her orgasm was a team effort. 
 
    What I witnessed this morning was different.  Lauren was alone, lost in her own thoughts – her orgasm a solitary affair.  I was just a witness.  The beauty of her act was pure, my voyeurism tainted it. 
 
    I didn't care.  I loved what I saw.  I loved seeing my wife concentrate on her own needs, lost in her own fantasy, not worrying about anyone else, especially me.  I wanted to see it again.  The eroticism of the moment was intoxicating.  I became a junkie, chasing his next score. 
 
    Over the next few weeks I kept slipping back home early, taking a long lunch or wrapping things up at work and heading out an hour or two before my normal quitting time, in hopes of catching my wife rubbing one out again. 
 
    I felt guilty for doing it, since I did promise to ask the next time, but I did it anyway. 
 
    Whatever my motivation, I was never able to catch my wife being naughty.  She was either out at work or puttering around the house – never in a state of undress. 
 
    Then, about a month after that first incident, I seemed to luck out. 
 
    I came home for lunch, but a half hour earlier than I usually would.  When I entered the townhouse I heard the water from the shower upstairs shut off. 
 
    “Bingo.”  The whisper seemed to echo down the now silent hallway.  I tensed up, hoping Lauren hadn't heard.  She didn't call out, so I figured I was in the clear. 
 
    I slowly made my way up the stairs, careful to avoid the step that squeaks.  The eerie quiet was suddenly broken by the deep baritone voice of Barry White. 
 
    Shit – my wife was getting serious.  Mr White's voice could always be counted on to unlock Lauren's passion and start the waterworks between her legs.  His was a favorite choice of music for when we made love and I had no doubt what she was doing at the moment. 
 
    I imagined her lying back in bed, her hands sliding down her smooth peachy stomach.  Her fingers crawling through the neat tuft of black hair, spreading her labia, slathering her juices up and down the folds.  The fingers of one hand would then work her clit while the others delved deep into her honey pot. 
 
    My imagination was a pinball ricocheting through the bumpers of my dirty, dirty mind. 
 
    “Mmmmm.”  My ears pricked up.  Lauren was moaning again. 
 
    My fantasy was vivid, but I had to see her for myself.  I had to see her sticky fingers play, her eyes roll back in her head, her mouth, a perfect 'O' as the sounds of pleasure escaped her lips. 
 
    As slowly and quietly as I could, I opened the door – inch by inch – until— 
 
    With a jerk the door swung wide open and I was greeted with the sight of Lauren standing two feet in front of me wearing a white fluffy bathrobe and a frown that could put the fear of god into the basest heathen. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.  Like that.  Oh.  Oh.  Feels so good.”  My wife's words mocked me.  She looked down at the tent my hardened cock had created in my pants, a small dark stain of pre-cum slowly spreading. 
 
    “Honey.”  I tried to make my voice as contrite as possible, but I think it came out as more of a squeak. 
 
    “Sneaking up on me again, huh?  What did I tell you about that.  I don't like being scared like that.” 
 
    “But, I didn't—” 
 
    “If you want to watch me cum, just fucking ask.” 
 
    Lauren usually doesn't cuss, so I knew she wasn't messing around.  I didn't want to joke around, but I wasn't going to back down. 
 
    “It's not the same.” 
 
    “Really?”  Lauren turned and dropped her robe.  My words left me as my focus dropped to her perfect bubble ass.  It swayed so tantalizingly as she moved toward the bed. 
 
    “You're telling me.”  My wife laid herself down, her head nestled in the yellow pillows, her arms stretched above her head pushing against the headboard.  “This isn't...” Her motion pulled her luscious breasts taut.  At the same time she bent her legs at the knees and spread them wide, exposing her pink petals.  “Hot.” 
 
    Lauren began to re-enact the fantasies that had been playing out in my head just moments before.  I couldn't speak, my train of thought having plunged into that tunnel of primal urges that steals a man's ability to think of naught else but fucking. 
 
    I watched her pleasure herself.  She made the right moves, uttered the proper sounds and my dick got hard as a rock.  It was erotic – better than any porn – but it wasn't the same. 
 
    I had to close my eyes to talk.  “Honey.  You're doing that for me.” 
 
    “I know.  Don't you like it?” 
 
    “Yes.  I love it.  But.  It's not the same.  I want to watch you do it for yourself, not me.” 
 
    I hazarded a peek through one half-opened eyelid.  Lauren had stopped her act and was looking at me, perplexed.  She was obviously mulling over what I had said. 
 
    “Sweetheart.  You're beautiful.  Just don't get mad at me for liking to see you lost in pleasure.” 
 
    “Why does it have to be when I'm not aware.  That's kinda creepy.” 
 
    I tried to see it from her viewpoint.  I wanted her to feel safe; worrying about a watcher didn't help. 
 
    “I guess I just get turned on seeing you cumming, without worrying about whether you're faking it, or if I'm supposed to participate.  Watching you on the sly is like watching live porn, with my own wife as the star.  It's really hot.” 
 
    An incredulous look spread across Lauren's face.  She wasn't convinced.  We spent the next half hour navigating our impasse.  I wanted to watch her cum without her being aware.  She didn't want to be spied on – afraid she would be startled by my presence. 
 
    She even told me she hadn't masturbated once in the past month, ever since I caught her in the shower, knuckle-deep.  I profusely apologized.  I never wanted her to feel skittish about what she did, alone at home.  She told me she knew what I had been doing all along, sneaking around.  I hadn't been very subtle about it. 
 
    Again I apologized.  I was feeling very embarrassed about my new found fetish, but I still couldn't get the desire out of my head. 
 
    We finally arrived at a compromise.  I wouldn't try to sneak up on her, unannounced.  She promised to text me occasionally, when she was getting in the mood to take a trip of self-gratification, so I could come home and watch, if I wanted.  Under this agreement, I could pretend I was spying on her but she'd know, in the back of her head, that I might be there. 
 
    She didn't text me every time she masturbated and I didn't go home every time she did.  Over the next six months I got to watch my wife please herself five times, and even when I didn't run home after getting those texts, I was still aroused by the thought of my wife's afternoon delights. 
 
    Alas, all good things must end.  As erotic as these adventures had been, I slowly became so used to them, I didn't get as hard as that first day.  And I missed it. 
 
    One day, I got a text from Lauren, letting me know she was in the mood and I decided I would skip heading home.  Instead I let my mind wander back to that first serendipitous afternoon.  It was easy to picture the scene since I'd seen it repeated more than once. 
 
    I enjoyed the vision, but I wasn't getting hard – just a slight tingle in my crotch.  I was staring into the middle distance, lost in my erotic thoughts when I was jerked back to reality by a tap on my shoulders. 
 
    “Fuck.”  I jumped in my seat. 
 
    “Steady there, Roger.”  It was Eddie one of my co-workers, who had come by to ask me about the proposal I was suppose to be working on. 
 
    “Sorry.  You just startled me.” 
 
    “My bad.  Anyway, you have those docs I sent you?” 
 
    “Yeah.  I have a few notes.  I'll send them over to you in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Cool.  Sorry again for bugging ya.” 
 
    “No worries.” 
 
    Eddie shuffled off and I slipped back to my daydreaming – my notes had already been written up. 
 
    In my mind, I was watching Lauren peeling apart her luscious pink petals, when out of the blue I became aware that I wasn't alone. 
 
    Someone else was also watching – my wife's fears had manifested in my fantasy.  It was unsettling, yet highly arousing.  I could feel my cock stiffen as I thought about another man – I assumed the watcher was a man – looking on as she masturbated. 
 
    I felt a deep sense of guilt, getting hard while my wife's privacy was invaded, but I couldn't help myself.  I contemplated bringing it up that evening, getting Lauren's take on it, but I chickened out and kept that shameful secret to myself. 
 
    From that moment on, try as I might, I was never able to get that uninvited watcher out of my mind.  I never put a face to the man, but just knowing he was there, watching – and most likely enjoying what he saw – made my enjoyment of the fantasy ten times greater.  Even when I was in the shadows at home, playing peeping Tom, I could still feel his presence next to me. 
 
    I should have felt shame, sharing this sexual experience of my wife with another man.  I didn't.  I felt proud of how beautiful and independent she was, how strong and open we were as a couple, satisfying both our desires.  The thought of hiding that never entered my mind. 
 
    During this time of consensual voyeurism, Lauren and I experienced amazing sex.  On the days I actually went home to catch her in the act, I occasionally extended my lunch break and we had a noon quickie.  On the days I just imagined my wife's antics, I'd rush home after work, horny as hell.  Sometimes we'd have rough, passionate sex, a way of relieving all the tensions we'd built up over the day.  Other times, maybe we'd go out to dinner, share a bottle of wine, then go home and spend a couple hours making slow, gentle love – caressing, tasting, losing ourselves in the joy of our coupling. 
 
    We had it all.  A kinky shared fantasy, a wildly varied sex life and an enduring partnership.  Then, my personal kink shifted a bit, creating a deep rift in our marriage that almost ended it. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    “Honey.  Richard called me yesterday.  He's gonna be in town for a few days and wanted to know if he could stay with us.” 
 
    Richard, my brother, is a graphic artist who dabbles in photography and surfing; he's always flitting from one job to the next.  We're opposites in almost every way.  Where I'm careful, he's reckless; I'm analytical, he's creative.  I went to university, he spent a year hiking through Europe before getting an associates degree at some community college back home.  I plan, he goes with the flow.  I'm married, and, last I heard, he's single. 
 
    No two brothers, this side of Cain and Abel, who grew up together could be more different.  And ironically enough, we're identical twins. 
 
    “You told him yes, I hope.”  Lauren liked Richard.  She enjoyed hearing his stories of adventurous wanderings, all the people he'd met and the women he'd bedded.  Sometimes, listening to her fawn over him made me jealous. 
 
    “Maybe.”  I did tell him he could stay. 
 
    Lauren looked up from the sink.  “You're still mad?” 
 
    Last time he stayed with us, Lauren couldn't stop going on about how she wished I was more like my brother.  I gave her the silent treatment the rest of the weekend. 
 
    “You know I was kidding, right?  Don't make me go over this again.” 
 
    “Maybe I like hearing you say it.” 
 
    “Roger.  Dear.  I love you, just the way you are.  You're perfect.  In every way.  Never.  Ever.   Change.”  It would have sounded a little more sincere if she wasn't rolling her eyes while she said it.  “That make you feel better?” 
 
    “Yeah.”  Not really, but I wasn't really upset either. 
 
    “So, did you invite Richard to stay with us or not?” 
 
    “Of course, I told him yes.  He is my brother after all.”  And even though we were totally different, I loved him just the same. 
 
    “Yes!”  My wife squealed with just a little bit too much enthusiasm. 
 
    Lauren spent the day of Richard's arrival frantically straightening up the townhouse.  She changed the bed clothes in the spare room, cleaned out a few drawers in the dresser – forcing me to find another place to stash my collection of old Playboy magazines, one of which had a pictorial spread my brother worked on.  He didn't actually shoot the pictures.  He happened to be in Hawaii and lucked into a spot on the crew.  That was one more reason for me to be jealous of Richard, jealous, but proud. 
 
    After the house work was finished, my wife and I wound down with a glass of chilled white wine.  I was drying the last of the silverware while Lauren leaned against the counter, next to me. 
 
    “Excited about seeing your brother again?”  My wife took a sip of her wine, her eyes gazed at me over the rim of her glass. 
 
    “Yeah – sure I am.  He's my brother.”  It was a stock answer, one I didn't give much thought to.  I guess I should have been happier to see Richard, but for some reason, my mind was otherwise occupied.  It might have been work, or the Yankee's horrible season, or getting my passport in order for our upcoming trip to Costa Rica. 
 
    “I don't believe you.” 
 
    “Honey.  I'm excited.”  I paused for a moment.  “Maybe not as excited as you, hell, excited is the wrong word.  Yes, I'm looking forward to it.” 
 
    “I can't wait to hear about his assignment at the White House.”  From Playboy to Architectural Digest – my brother.  “Wonder if he got to meet the President.” 
 
    “I don't think so.  I seem to remember—”  Our discussion was interrupted by a knock on the door.  Lauren quickly set her wine glass down and bolted for the foyer.  Good thing I wasn't the jealous type. 
 
    “Richard!”  My wife greeted my brother with a nice big hug.  “So glad you're here.” 
 
    “So am I, Lar.  So am I.”  The two disengaged as I came in from the kitchen.  A beer in one hand, my wine in the other. 
 
    “Thirsty?” 
 
    “You bet, bro.”  Richard grabbed the beer and embraced me in a one-armed hug. 
 
    “Wow.  You look like you've been out in the wilderness.” 
 
    Richard stepped back and ran his free hand through his thick bushy blond beard.  “You mean this?” 
 
    The last time I'd seen him, a few Christmas's ago, he was clean-shaven, like me.  “Yes, I mean that.” 
 
    “Nothing wild, Roger.  Just thought I'd let it grow out.”  He looked like a blond Grizzly Adams.  His body buffed, his facial hair, a kind of mask.  What it was hiding, I couldn't tell.  “You like it?” 
 
    I stood back and took him in.  I squinted, rubbed my own, bare chin, playing up my evaluation. 
 
    “Hm.  Do I like it?” 
 
    I may have been playing dumb, but I really couldn't decide.  The mane of hair, his mustache and beard did make him look ruggedly handsome, a look I wasn't sure I could pull off, despite having the same genes.  It was more an attitude.  Plus it looked like he had been working out. 
 
    I had been used to seeing my brother as my twin, but the man who stood before me looked nothing like the image I viewed in the mirror every morning. 
 
    “Okay.  Stop your hemming and hawing.”  Lauren grabbed us both by the elbows and led us into the living room.  “I like it.  Makes your brother look distinctive.  I won't have to worry about getting you two confused.” 
 
    We three sat down and chatted.  Catching up on what we'd missed in the year and a half since we'd last been together.  We found out Richard was in town shooting concert stills for a little indie band that was opening for Regina Spektor at Radio City Music Hall.  He designed their concert poster and web site so they kept him on for the beginning of their tour. 
 
    “Did you ever get to meet the President?”  My wife couldn't get over how my brother got to work at the White House. 
 
    “Nah.  She was at Camp David the day we were there.  It was fun capturing the new style.  You wouldn't believe what they did to the master bedroom in the residence.” 
 
    “What?”  Lauren did love her gossip, but I was also finding his story interesting. 
 
    “Nope.  Can't say.  I signed a non-disclosure.” 
 
    “But you got pics, right?” 
 
    My brother smiled.  “Had to turn them over to the Secret Service.” 
 
    “Bull shit.” 
 
    “We talking mirrored ceilings?  Naughty art on the walls?  After all we know how her husband is.” 
 
    “Settle down, you two.” 
 
    Our inquiries ended there.  Richard refused to divulge what he saw and we let it drop. 
 
    Lauren decided to move our discussion to the personal.  “You seeing anyone right now?” 
 
    “No.  I move around too much.  No time for long term engagements.  Thank God for Tinder.” 
 
    We finished our drinks and I showed Richard to his room while Lauren got started on dinner. 
 
    “It's really good to see you again, bro.”  My twin moved in for a big full-on hug and I reciprocated. 
 
    “I know.  It's just so, weird.  Living such separate lives.  I sometimes forget I have a twin out there and it's such a shock when we come face to face.” 
 
    “We are far from normal Rog, even for twins, we are far from normal.” 
 
    “Agreed” 
 
    “Course we did pull our share of pranks as kids.”  A sly smile broke out on Richard's face.  “You remember poor Miss Olson.” 
 
    A matching smile forced its way onto my face as I remembered the shit we pulled.  “Yeah.  I remember.  That was third grade, wasn't it?” 
 
    We shared a laugh along with the memory and I helped my brother get settled in.  He was only staying two nights – another assignment was taking him away from us – so he didn't have much to unpack.  I laid out a fresh towel and wash cloth and showed Richard the spare bathroom. 
 
    “I do like your beard.” 
 
    “Your wife seems to like it, too.”  My brother slapped me in the gut. 
 
    “You don't need to remind me.” 
 
    “You really are lucky, bro.  Lauren's a really nice girl.  Smart and pretty.  Wish I could find one like that.” 
 
    “First.  Stop calling them girls.”  I was shocked how easily I slipped into giving advice on women to my brother. 
 
    “I'm not an idiot, Roger.  This is us talking.  Brother to brother.”  Richard's voice honed to a serious edge.  I could see by the look in his eye, the playfulness was gone, if only for a moment. 
 
    “I know.  You're right, I got really lucky when I found Lauren.  Right place, right time.” 
 
    “I envy you.  I really do.  I'd love to settle down.  Find a girl, no, a woman, who'd put up with my busy schedule and my bullshit.” 
 
    “What!  My brother wants to give up fucking all the models and college interns?”  It was my turn to do the gut punching.  We rough-housed for a little bit, slapping and pushing each other around. 
 
    “Who said anything about giving up fucking models and interns?” 
 
    “You punch like a model.” 
 
    “Not trying to hurt you.” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “Whoops.” 
 
    Somewhere in all the tussling, the table lamp got knocked over and the bulb burst. 
 
    “Boys!  Don't make me come up there.” 
 
    “Okay Mom.”  We said it together, Richard and I, just like when we were fifteen, half a lifetime ago. 
 
    We were having fun, laughing and all, but I couldn't help but be bowled over by the fact my brother seemed to be jealous of me.  I had a stable life, true, and a wife I wouldn't give up for anything, but I'd be lying if I said I never dreamed about switching places with Richard, travel to all the exotic places, meet the rich and beautiful people of the world and take their picture.  I'd love to travel and play, I just never found anyone to pay me to do it. 
 
    Before I could slip further down that rabbit hole of what-ifs, Lauren called us down for dinner.  The sound of her voice, grounded me, reminding me of the joy I had with my vanilla lifestyle. 
 
    After dinner, Richard excused himself to head out to Radio City Music Hall to spy out the set-up for tomorrow night's show. 
 
    “You and your brother were making quite a ruckus upstairs.”  Lauren was setting the dirty plates in the dishwasher, while I was clearing the table. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Everything okay between you two?” 
 
    “Sure.”  I kept working, but my wife stopped.  I could feel her looking at me, glaring at my back. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I stopped and turned around to face her.  “Yes, really.  We were just wrestling.  Seriously, Lauren.”  I could feel my blood start to simmer.  Something in me had ignited, jealousy of my brother's life and the knowledge he'd love nothing more than to settle down here, with a woman, not unlike my wife – maybe even with Lauren herself.  My mind was wandering to dark places.  I struggled to find the lighted path. 
 
    “I know you're jealous over what I said earlier and still upset with me, no matter what you say.” 
 
    I couldn't truthfully say she was wrong. 
 
    “Ren, you're wrong.” 
 
    “Your raised voice tells me otherwise.” 
 
    “The truth.  Richard's the one who's jealous.”  A half truth. 
 
    Lauren raised her eyebrow in doubt.  “Jealous of who?” 
 
    “Of me.  My stable life.  My smart and pretty wife.  He told me.” 
 
    Lauren took a quick breath – a look of mild shock on her face for a moment, gone in an instant, replaced by a smile.  “He thinks I'm pretty, huh?” 
 
    My wife looked off into the distance.  I imagined she thought of a life wandering the world with Richard. 
 
    Now it was my turn to get indignant. “Lauren!” 
 
    My wife slowly turned to gaze back to me.  Her look of contemplation morphing into a sly smile. 
 
    “I love pushing your buttons,”  She started poking her finger into my chest, my gut, my arms, “so easy to find.”  She leaned in to give me a kiss on the cheek.  “I love you silly and wouldn't swap our life for anything.” 
 
    I knew that, but hearing her say it helped. 
 
    “I just find it funny.  My brother, jealous.” 
 
    A sudden shiver rolled through my core.  While I watched my wife continue loading the dishwasher I couldn't help but notice how aroused I was becoming.  I knew part of it was due to looking at her lovely ass as she bent over, but I realized a small part was due to the thought of my wife living a bohemian lifestyle, finding her own fulfillment, with or without me.  It hurt a little, but I couldn't deny it also felt mildly exhilarating. 
 
    Like watching her masturbate, achieving her orgasm without me, without even thinking of me.  It was a slap on the face, while my dick got sucked – conflicting feelings of pain and pleasure, coalescing into a new feeling – one with no label. 
 
    Richard wasn't back by the time we went to bed.  I was still strangely aroused from our after-dinner conversation and reached for my wife.  I ran my hand down her naked stomach.  I felt her chest rise and fall with each breath, her muscles randomly contracting as I neared my destination – her pussy.  To my surprise, I found it occupied. 
 
    Lauren had been silently rubbing her clit underneath the sheets.  She let out a low deep sigh as my fingers joined hers. 
 
    “Need any help?”  It was a silly question – she obviously didn't. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I was stunned by her answer.  No word had ever caused such pain.  My wife vocally denying my physical advances, while obviously being aroused.  I was about to pull away when Lauren reached over with her free hand and held mine in place. 
 
    “Need?  No.  Want?  Very much so.” 
 
    My gut unclenched.  “You're right.  I am too easy to tease.” 
 
    “And I love you for it.” 
 
    We stopped talking and continued our foreplay.  My fingers delved deep between the slick folds of my wife's labia into the depths within, while she focused on her clit.  Her climax was approaching.  I could feel her muscles contracting.  I leaned over and started suckling one of her tits. 
 
    Lauren loved when I paid attention to her breasts, almost as much as I loved doing it.  Her breathing became more shallow.  I nipped gently at her nipples and this unleashed a flood of pleasure through her body. 
 
    “Fuck.”  Slap.  “Fuuuuck.” Slap.  “FFFFFFFukkkkk” Slap. 
 
    Lauren twisted and turned, slapping her hands against the mattress.  I kept working her erogenous zones.  Mouth on breasts.  Finger in pussy.  Through her orgasm until— 
 
    “Uhhh” 
 
    The pleasure became too much and she pushed me away. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around my wife and held her close as she came down from her climax. 
 
    “Fuck me, that was good.” 
 
    “I know.  I heard it all.” 
 
    “Now come here.  I need you inside me.” 
 
    I rolled on top of my wife and easily slid my erection into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh god.  That feels good.  You feel good.” 
 
    I started slowly thrusting, in and out, enjoying the sensation of my cock sheathed in her inviting pussy. 
 
    Lauren was being very vocal as we fucked and I almost missed our doorbell going off. 
 
    “Fuck.  Shit.”  I was getting close. 
 
    “You didn't give your brother – oh – a key?” 
 
    My cock was still inside Lauren when she mentioned Richard and I must have twitched.  I didn't say anything.  Neither did my wife, so the moment passed. 
 
    “Forgot.” 
 
    We separated and I got up and grabbed my keys off the dresser.  Richard knocked again.  I opened the window overlooking the street. 
 
    “You know what time it is?”  It was around midnight. 
 
    “Night time.” 
 
    “Some of us have to work tomorrow.” 
 
    “So do I.  You gonna come down and let me in?” 
 
    “No.”  I tossed the keys down and my brother caught them.  “I'm not decent.” 
 
    “You horny dog.” 
 
    “See you in the morning.”  I closed the window and went back to my wife.  She was sitting up with her naked back against the headboard.  The lights of the city at night played across her beautiful body. 
 
    I crawled up the bed until I was face to face with her.  “Now where were we?” 
 
    “Your brother's here.”  Lauren's arms – folded across her breasts – acted as barriers to my amorous progress. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “He'll hear us.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I started kissing my wife, on her cheek.  “If we,” on her shoulder.  “do it right.”  I punctuated my words with a kiss and lick of her right nipple. 
 
    With a yelp, Lauren slid down the bed, pulling me with her.  She grabbed my hardened dick and aimed it between her legs. 
 
    “Then let's get on with this.”  And with that, we continued fucking.  No less noisy then before. 
 
    As we went at it, I imagined Richard standing at the door, watching.  And a strange warm feeling spread through me.  I could feel my climax quickly approaching and as my wife moaned my name, “Roger,” I imagined myself in Richard's place, watching, but instead of me it was my brother licking her nipples, grabbing her hips and penetrating Lauren, rocking back and forth between her outstretched thighs. 
 
    “Ugh.”  I exploded inside my wife, coating her pussy walls with my semen.  I kept moving as my orgasm subsided.  Lauren had a smaller, quieter, climax. 
 
    We kissed and hugged in the post-coital bliss. 
 
    “That was wonderful.”  Lauren got off the bed and headed into our en-suite.  She looked so beautiful – her naked ass, bathed in the dim city lights.  She was oblivious to my dark thoughts – thoughts that haunted my dreams that night. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    The next morning I got up, took a quick shower, and headed down to brew some coffee.  Lauren was just a bit behind me.  Despite being up until the small hours, my brother had beat me to it. 
 
    A hot fresh pot – minus a cup – beckoned me.  Richard was sipping his, staring out the window into the small tile and concrete space we called a backyard. 
 
    “I do love the city.”  My brother's eyes caught mine in the reflection off the glass.  He smiled.  “Have a good night?” 
 
    I returned his smile.  “A very good night.”  Keep it light, Roger, I thought to myself.  I consciously had to fight the urge to slip into my dark fantasies. 
 
    “So what's on your agenda today?” 
 
    “Not much.  I do have to be at the venue at three to shoot my client's sound check.” 
 
    “Wanna stop by my office and have lunch?” 
 
    “He can't.”  I turned around to face my wife.  She was dressed for work, in a grey jacket and knee length skirt over a frilly white blouse, with a pair of black flats on her feet and her hair held back in a pony tail.  Overall a very conservative look, but open up a few button, hike up the skirt and let down her hair and she'd be something else all together. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He's having lunch with me.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something but Lauren stopped me with a kiss, full on the lips. 
 
    “Morning, lover.” 
 
    I found it odd, but exhilarating, this show of intimacy in front of my brother.  To be fair, my wife has always been quick to show her affection, especially after a night of lovemaking, but I couldn't remember her calling me 'lover' in front of another person.  It seemed more open than she'd ever been before. 
 
    My surprise was doubled when she walked over to my brother and kissed him, as well, before grabbing a travel mug and filling it up with coffee.  Sure Lauren kissed him on his hairy cheek, yet still. 
 
    “You made lunch plans, without me?” 
 
    “I thought you knew, bro.” 
 
    “I didn't.” 
 
    “Obviously.” 
 
    “Calm down, honey.  I just wanted to catch up with your brother.” 
 
    I looked from Richard to Lauren and back.  He knew better than to open his mouth.  Instead, he shrugged and went back to drinking his coffee and looking out the window. 
 
    “Gotta run.  Early meeting.”  My wife grabbed her briefcase and stashed an unopened pop-tart inside.  “Bye, Rog.”  Lauren kissed me again, this time on the cheek, in passing.  “See you this evening.” 
 
    “B—” 
 
    “Noon, Richard.  Don't be late, I only have an hour.” 
 
    “Sure thing, Lauren.”  My twin brother turned to face her. 
 
    I accompanied my wife to the foyer.  I tried hard to suppress the turmoil shifting round my chest.  I knew my wife and brother were just having a simple lunch date.  They'd done it before.  But after the development of my new fantasy – some might call it a fetish – I couldn't help but wonder.  What if? 
 
    What if, what? 
 
    I trusted my wife, without question, but I couldn't shake the feeling something was going on between the two of them.  I had no evidence, beyond my own dirty visions, yet I couldn't shake it.  And stranger still, I wasn't sure whether I feared it or desired it, more.  That's how fucked up I felt. 
 
    So instead of dealing with them, I shoved these thoughts of lust and jealousy back into the closet and quickly caught up with Lauren.  I grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her around to face me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No, lady.  You don't get off that easy.  Kiss on the cheek may work for Richard.”  My cocked twitched, better chill Roger.  “But not for your husband.” 
 
    I pressed my mouth to Lauren's, her lips parted and our tongues tangled together.  I loved our deep kisses – was addicted to her taste, this morning augmented with hints of bitter coffee and minty toothpaste, not erotic, mundane, yet arousing none the less.  The subtle aroma of her floral perfume plus the feel of her tongue against mine had me hard.  I knew our kiss was just a kiss, not foreplay, but my body didn't seem to understand that. 
 
    “So frisky,”  Lauren brushed her fingers against my growing erection.  “Save it for tonight.” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
    “Bye.”  We both spoke at the same time and chuckled, then Lauren turned and headed down the front steps of our townhouse and I closed the door.  Richard had some explaining to do. 
 
    “Were you going to tell me you had a lunch date with my wife?”  I tried not to sound mad, I wasn't, I just would have liked to be kept in the loop.  Was that wrong? 
 
    “Bro, I would have, but Lauren beat me to it.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    “And it's not a date.” 
 
    Now my brother was getting defensive.  Was he trying to cover up something?  Why insist it wasn't a date, unless, deep down that's what he thought it was?  I could have pulled on this thread, but I figured Richard was just pushing my buttons.  I wasn't going to give him the pleasure of riling me up.  Instead I changed the subject. 
 
    “So, you know I got lucky last night, how 'bout you?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Come on, spill.  Was she a blonde?  Red-head?” 
 
    What the fuck was I doing, harboring a voyeuristic fetish yet still wanting to talk about our sex lives? 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Jerk.”  I shook my head and took a bite from my pop-tart.  “Ouch.”  The hot filling burnt the inside of my mouth.  “Fuck.” 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.”  I took a drink of milk to try and dull the pain.  It kinda helped.  “Lauren show you where the towels are?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Will I see you tonight, or will you be out 'til all hours like last night?” 
 
    “My clients play until around eight thirty.  I'll want to get a few back stage shots after the show and I might stick around and try to get a few shots of Regina for myself.  I should be back by midnight, easy.  Remember, it is a work night.” 
 
    “Yeah, right, a work night.  Well, I gotta run or I'll be late.”  I brushed a few crumbs from my tie.  “Later, Richard.” 
 
    “Later, Rog.” 
 
    My brother went to take a shower and I headed off to work, my thoughts haunted with dirty thoughts of him, my wife and, for some reason, a cute little Russian pop star. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I didn't get much work done at the office.  In the morning I was consumed with dread, anticipating my wife and brother's lunch date.  I knew their date was innocent and that my angst was just a product of my overactive and extremely depraved imagination, but I couldn't help but obsess over it. 
 
    I tried to block out thoughts of the two of them, together, while I nibbled on a sandwich.  I scanned the patrons at the deli.  There were a few couples, some lone eaters, like myself, and a few large groups.  I wondered which were office mates, which were mere friends and which were cheating lovers. 
 
    I actually slapped my head as that thought floated through my mind.  I'd be an idiot to think my brother and wife were lovers.  For fuck sake, I had to get this fixation under control before it ate me alive. 
 
    After lunch, I focused my efforts on my job and was actually able to bore through a handful of tricky issues. 
 
    At around five minutes 'til four my phone buzzed with an incoming message. 
 
    - Be home by 5 
 
    It was Lauren.  I looked at the time and figured if I wrapped up the file in front of me I could probably make it. 
 
    I texted back.  - Why? 
 
    Her response came back quick. 
 
    -A surprise.  Just be here. 
 
    So many possibilities swam through my fertile mind.  Foremost, a chance to catch my wife masturbating.  It had been a while since I'd indulged myself.  My cock started to firm up.  Maybe my brother.  The thought died there.  I would entertain it no longer, despite the extreme erection filling my slacks. 
 
    -I'll be there 
 
    After hitting send I closed up the folder, logged off my computer and headed for the subway. 
 
    The 'surprise' didn't turn out to be anything sexual in nature, but it did involve my brother.  When I got home, my wife waved two tickets to tonight's concert at Radio City Music Hall.  Richard had given them to her during lunch. 
 
    “Seats are like, six rows back on the left side.  Wanna go?” 
 
    I had heard of Regina Spektor, one of the young female singer-songwriters who seemed to be popular these days, and even though I didn't own any of her music I wouldn't change the radio station when she came on.  The indie band that hired my brother, on the other hand, was a complete mystery to me.  It wasn't a concert I would pay money to go see, but since it was Friday and the tickets were free. 
 
    “Sure, why the hell not.” 
 
    The show started at seven, so we had to rush to get ready if we wanted to catch the opening act.  I threw on a pair of black jeans and a pink polo shirt.  Very casual and comfortable as hell.  I scheduled a Lyft and was about to call up to Lauren to see what was taking her when the words caught in my throat. 
 
    She stood before me – a goddess.  Her dress was simple, a white floral print that fell half-way down her thighs.  The scoop neck revealed just enough cleavage to tantalize without being vulgar. 
 
    As for me, my attention had always been drawn to her face, the soft curves of her nose and chin, her inviting lips, her hazel eyes – framed by her long curly black hair.  I love to stare at her, to lose myself in her beauty. 
 
    “Snap out of it, Romeo.”  Lauren kissed me on the cheek, leaving a cool, clear smudge of lip gloss.  “I think our ride's here.” 
 
    Our trip to the venue was uneventful, but I did notice our driver, Evan, eyeing my wife's body when he thought we weren't looking.  Lauren didn't seem to be aware – if she was, she didn't let on – but I was. 
 
    Evan's eyes darted to me and opened wide – he'd been caught admiring the way my wife filled out her dress.  His pink cheeks started to turn two shades darker.  I wasn't upset, just the opposite.  My wife was beautiful, desirable.  I knew that.  I accepted that. 
 
    I gave the man a smile and a nod, letting him know I was aware of Lauren's looks and didn't mind his staring. 
 
    Evan wished us a good night and rushed off to his next fare.  I quickly caught up with my wife, who had already queued up. 
 
    “Evan thinks you have a nice rack.” 
 
    “Does he now?”  Lauren glanced down at her chest.  “It is kinda nice.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    My wife is the absolute best.  Sexy and confident and totally self-aware.  In a way she was proof there was no karma, no cosmic rewards for right and wrong, because there is no reason on earth why a woman like her was with a guy like me.  Especially if she knew of my dark fantasies. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lauren and I enjoyed the concert despite our passing familiarity with the music.  The opening act, an emo rock band called Being Descartes, was surprisingly good; four women, expert musicians, fronted by a soulful, dark haired lothario.  We found ourselves digging their music and I mentioned to Lauren that I wouldn't be surprised if they ended up headlining a show at the Hall some day in the future. 
 
    Our seats were great, a few rows back from the stage, but we didn't seem to be using them much.  The room darkened and a single spot light came up, focused on a tall red-head at her keyboard.  Before she was able to tap out her first note, the crowd rose to their feet.  We didn't sit back down again until the house lights came up back up. 
 
    A couple of times during the show I spotted my brother in the wings with his big-ass camera glued to his face.  At one point, I thought I caught his lens pointing our way and waved at him, but like a true professional, he didn't wave back. 
 
    Even though we liked Being Descartes, I think I enjoyed Regina Spektor better.  Forget the fact that she is a beautiful woman with just a slight resemblance to my wife, with her dark hair and striking blue eyes, her skills on the piano blew me away and she could use her voice like it was just another instrument.  Plus I actually recognized quite a few of her songs from the radio. 
 
    After an hour and a half of catchy pop tunes, a few slow and somewhat somber ballads, and two encores during which she performed her contribution to the Hamilton mix-tape, the lights came up for a final time and the throng of dancing, humming and singing fans, Lauren and I among them, made our way to the exits. 
 
    “What a show.”   
 
    My wife didn't reply to me, she just kept on humming away to Dear Theodosia. 
 
    “Wanna head home?”  I wasn't tired but wasn't sure about my Lauren. 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “How about heading over to O'Reilly's?”  An Irish hole in the wall we usually stopped at for drinks on date night. 
 
    “I'd feel overdressed.”  I doubted that, but sensed she really wanted to go somewhere nicer.  She countered with, “how about Bistro Baton Flasque?”  That was an upscale French place a few blocks away.  I be dropping at least a hundred dollars just for drinks. 
 
    “What the hell, let's do it.” 
 
    Lauren smiled and grabbed my elbow.  She leaned into my body as we headed off down the block. 
 
    “I'll text my brother and see if he wants to join us.” 
 
    My wife pulled me close as I fumbled with my phone.  It took me a few minutes to get the message across using only one hand, but I was soon able to tuck my phone back into my pocket and enjoy the close with my wife. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I love New York, my home town.  Each block is a new experience, the city, a vibrant concoction of humanity.  On the way to the bistro we passed a street busker, a tall lanky black man, making oral love to his saxophone.  The melancholy notes of the Sound of Silence dissipated into the ever present music of the city – cars honking, the constant buzzing of neon lights.  Somewhere in the distance a dog began howling for its master. 
 
    The never-ending flow of life fed my soul.  There was nowhere else I'd rather live.  I held my wife close and basked in the warmth of her love.  Despite my recent slide into the fantasy of watching my wife indulge in illicit sexual pleasures, I knew I loved her and only her.  I just wanted her to be happy and watching her taken to heights of erotic ecstasy thrilled me to no end. 
 
    No words passed between us but I wanted to believe we both understood the love we shared.  I kissed Lauren on the forehead; she sighed.  The night was perfect, despite the sharp nip in the air. 
 
    The entrance to Bistro Baton Flasque was a simple affair, a single glass door leading into a small foyer, pictures of Paris and the French countryside hung on the walls.  There was a pay-phone in the corner to our right next to the stairs that lead down to the restaurant's bathrooms.  Through an open arch straight ahead lay the main dining room.  About two or three dozen tables, mostly four-tops covered with red, white, and blue checkered tablecloths filled the room with several larger booths lining the right wall.  The foyer opened up to our left into a little lounge area – a bar and six or seven tables capable of seating two people. 
 
    We headed left. 
 
    My phone buzzed. 
 
    “It's Richard.”  I headed back to the foyer.  “Order me a Stella.” 
 
    Lauren got us seats at the bar while I talked to my brother. 
 
    “Hey, Rich.  Where are you?” 
 
    “Bad news, brother.  Can't make it.” 
 
    “Blonde or Red-head?” 
 
    “You know me too well.”  Actually, I didn't.  “Blonde.” 
 
    “Guess, it's not really bad news, is it.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why don't you two come meet us at Baton?” 
 
    “Love to, but this gig isn't paying me enough for that place.” 
 
    “Come on, Rich.  I'll spot you.  Lauren and I don't get to see you all that often.” 
 
    “Roger, I love you like a brother, but we already made plans.  We're meeting up with the crew for an after party.” 
 
    “Fine.  Have fun.  And play safe.” 
 
    “Always, Bro.  Don't wait up.” 
 
    We said our goodbyes and I turned back toward the bar. 
 
    I froze. 
 
    Lauren was not alone.  She was sitting one stool from the end and standing next to her was a tall blond man, his skin a golden hue.  He was either from the West Coast or he made frequent trips to a tanning salon.  They were chatting, although he seemed to be doing most of the talking.  Lauren got a few words in, but mostly she just listened, fidgeting with her hair, occasionally laughing at something he said. 
 
    Whatever the dynamic, she didn't appear to be too bothered and if I had to guess, I'd say she was enjoying the attention. 
 
    I expected her to look my way, to wonder where I was, but she didn't.  This ignited a spark of jealousy, yet at the same time I found myself aroused watching my wife losing herself in another man's interest. 
 
    My jaw dropped open when the man lifted his shirt, right there at the bar and she appeared to admire his abs and even run her fingers down his back. 
 
    I found this display both horrifying and deeply thrilling.  I fantasized about Lauren taking pleasure with another man, but it was always just that, a fantasy.  This was real life and it was frightening. 
 
    I would have liked to stand and watch, see how this encounter between my wife and this strange man played out. 
 
    “May I help you, monsieur?”  The maitre d' would have none of that. 
 
    “No.  Just heading to the bar.” 
 
    “Très bien.”  The man rolled his brown eyes as he turned to deal with another couple that had just entered the bistro. 
 
    “Roger.”  My wife finally remembered who she was with as I was sitting down on the end stool next to her. 
 
    “You going to introduce me to your friend?” 
 
    Lauren looked at me and sighed.  “Someone's jealous.” 
 
    The man on the other side of her gave a quick chuckle.  A primal force within me wanted to lash out and beat the man, but I didn't; spending the night in jail, or the hospital, didn't appeal to me. 
 
    “I'm Peter.”  The blond man extended his left hand across my wife's chest.  I couldn't be sure, but it appeared he might have brushed against her breast.  If he did, she gave no indication. 
 
    “And I'm Roger.”  It was awkward shaking hands since I'm right-handed.  Lauren had to lean back a little so we didn't grope her. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Roger.  You like the show?” 
 
    “Huh.”  My mind had wandered.  Blood that had flooded my cock was slowly returning to my brain. 
 
    “The concert.  The one we just saw, honey.”  My wife shook her head, wondering where mine was. 
 
    “Regina Spektor.  Yeah, yeah.  It was great.” 
 
    “Been a fan of hers for a while.”  Peter pulled out the stool next to my wife and sat down.  It looked like he was staying a while.  I could have asked him to buzz off, that I wanted to spend time alone with my wife, and I would have if Lauren didn't continue to enjoy his presence.  “I remember seeing her a few years ago at a tiny club in Dallas.  Amazing how far she's come.” 
 
    We spent the next hour or so getting to know Peter quite well.  He was a hedge fund manager who worked out of an office in Trump Tower.  He did Cross-Fit, only drank scotch that was at least 20 years old.  Overall he seemed indistinguishable from all the other generic white guys roaming Manhattan, kings of the world with little empathy for anyone they deem lesser.  And to top it off, Lauren seemed taken by him. 
 
    He did most of the talking while we sat at the bar, sipping our beer and wine and whatever Peter was drinking.  My wife's attention was focused squarely on our bar mate and he gave back as much attention as she gave.  They weren't overtly flirting, like before, but I still felt like they wouldn't have noticed if I just up and left. 
 
    Oddly enough, the situation didn't perturb me as much as it should have.  I felt jealous, yet also enjoying the moment just the same.  My wife, the woman I loved and trusted, was showing interest in another man, and the world wasn't ending.  I knew, at the end of the night, she would be heading home with me and that confidence allowed me to indulge my dark fantasy. 
 
    I sat and nodded my head as Peter regaled us with his stories of safaris to Kenya while in my mind I imagined him speaking alone with my wife, drawing her into his web of seduction.  He would speak softly so she had to lean into him to be heard.  He'd brush a strand of her black hair away and whisper into her ear something salacious.  She'd giggle.  He'd steal a quick kiss on her neck and she'd playfully slap him away and call him naughty. 
 
    In my imagination, the bartender sounds last call.  They move on to his loft overlooking Central Park.  He offers her another drink, then moves in, grabbing her arms and pulling her close.  She melts into his arms.  They kiss, tongues exploring with wanton delight. 
 
    My cock ached as my fantasy played out in my head. 
 
    I said nothing for over ten minutes, and Lauren must have noticed. 
 
    “Roger.”  My wife turned back toward me.  “You need another drink.” 
 
    I looked at my glass.  A tiny layer of amber liquid sat at the bottom.  I flagged down the bartender and ordered another Stella. 
 
    “Peter, tell him about Rose.” 
 
    “Rose?”  Lauren seemed to want me involved in the conversation and I obliged. 
 
    “My sister.  She and Lauren here could be twins.  Same height, long black hair, hazel eyes.  That's why I stopped to chat with her, before I knew she was taken.  I mean, married.” 
 
    I was sure it was her sexy dress and not her resemblance to his sister that lead Peter to hit on my wife, but I didn't speculate out loud. 
 
    “And.”  There was obviously something else my wife wanted Peter to expound on. 
 
    Did he actually proposition her, invite her home for a nightcap.  That would have been—.  I'm not sure the right word, awkward, thrilling, catastrophic?  My fantasy come to life.  I wasn't sure how I felt about that.  Was I aroused to see this illicit union play out or terrified of it's effect on my marriage?   Either way my speculation was way off the mark. 
 
    “I don't want to bother him.” 
 
    “Please, bother me.”  I smiled, but inside I burned.  I absolutely wanted to know. 
 
    “You told me.”  My wife, quick to the point. 
 
    I was feeling frisky.  “You're a beautiful woman, he was trying to chat up.”  Let's see where this evening might lead. 
 
    “Hey.”  My effort earned me a slap on the shoulder from my wife.  “Don't be snarky.” 
 
    “Ren, you've known me how many years?” 
 
    Lauren rolled her eyes.  “Peter,  I think my husband thinks you're an asshole.”  It was my turn to slap. 
 
    “I do not.” 
 
    Peter smiled at our performance.  “I can't blame him.  I would too, seeing a handsome stranger moving in on his girl.” 
 
    Peter's confidence was obvious, I had to give him that. 
 
    “I'm not a girl.”  “She's not a girl.”  Lauren and I answered in unison.  All three of us laughed. 
 
    “Woman.  Sorry.  I moved in on his woman.” 
 
    “So you admit it.  See, Ren, I was right.” 
 
    “Okay.  Fine.  Whatever.  Peter tell him about Rose.  You might earn some points back.” 
 
    My wife thought I didn't like Peter, and she was partially right.  But it wasn't because he was hitting on her, that aspect thrilled me.  I thought he was just another douche-y banker, one of the countless in New York City.  That didn't mean I wasn't getting off on seeing him flirt with my wife, but I wasn't about to tell her that.  At least not right now. 
 
    “It's kinda personal, but alright.  Rose is in the hospital, recovering from surgery.” 
 
    “I'm sorry to hear that.” 
 
    “She had her kidneys removed.” 
 
    “And he donated one of his.”  Lauren didn't wait for Peter to finish. 
 
    That's when it hit me.  “That's why you were admiring his ripped body.” 
 
    “Yes.  That's why I was admiring – no not admiring.  I was looking at his scars.” 
 
    You don't look with your fingers, but whatever. 
 
    “Show him, Peter.” 
 
    I begged off.  We chatted a bit more and I did start to like Peter a little more.  He was more than just another money man.  More than a generic filler for my fantasy.  He was a real person, one I didn't fully understand, but one with his own motivations both good and not so good. 
 
    Lauren and I ordered one more drink.  Peter got a refill for his club soda.  We shared a plate of appetizers.  Around one in the morning we said our goodbyes. 
 
    Peter and I exchanged phone numbers.  It was Lauren's idea.  We agreed to meet up again, once Rose had recovered so we could see just how much alike she and Lauren were. 
 
    I shook Peter's hand and turned to go.  As I did, I saw Lauren go in for a friendly hug and a quick kiss on the cheek. 
 
    Of course my filthy mind took it much further. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We had a quiet Lyft ride back to our townhouse.  The whole trip I couldn't help but fixate on that kiss.  In reality, it was a simple peck, in my imagination there was lots of tongue involved. 
 
    Lauren was snuggling against me with my arm wrapped around her.  My fantasies and her warmth aroused me.  Unfortunately, my penis was at an awkward angle.  As it hardened, I became very uncomfortable.  I tried thinking of something else, something non-erotic, like work, traffic, or the Yankees, but like pink elephants, trying not to think erotic thoughts leads one to think only erotic thoughts. 
 
    I wanted to adjust my penis, but didn't want to draw attention to myself.  So I let it go, and more blood flowed and my cock grew thicker and my pants got tighter and just when I thought my erection would burst from my slacks, like some creature from a horror movie – red and fierce and demanding – we arrived home. 
 
    Lauren slid out her side of the car and while Eric, our driver, was watching her, I deftly moved my cock to a more comfortable orientation. 
 
    “You two have a fun evening.”  I couldn't tell if it was a question or a statement.  I looked at Eric and he smiled and the twinkle in his eye confirmed he had sensed my discomfort and found it amusing. 
 
    I thanked him for the ride and followed my wife up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Half hour later I was lying in bed, alone with my thoughts; Lauren was in the bathroom removing the make-up she wore in order to appear like she wore none. 
 
    Of course, I replayed our encounter at the bistro.  I kept visualizing my wife and Peter chatting away.  My wife is very tactile when conversing with people she likes.  She'll grab their attention with a quick pull on their elbow, give an arm slap in response to a joke and even offer a hug of support when it's called for. 
 
    If I had to testify in court, I would say this evening, my wife kept her hands mostly to herself, save the incident with the scar.  My imagination wanted to tell a different story. 
 
    I fed the events through the filter of my dirty desires and came up with a tantalizing alternate narrative. 
 
    Lauren absent-mindedly rubbing her hand along Peter's upper arm, her fingers playing up and down his hard abs under his shirt.  Peter pulling her in for a deep soul kiss as our evening came to an end. 
 
    At this point my fantasy really ran wild.  Peter grabbing her ass and pulling her body into his.  Lauren undoing the buttons on his shirt, sensuously sliding it off his shoulders.  She presses her face against his chest, inhaling his scent, teasing his nipple with her tongue, while he's hopelessly entangled in his shirt sleeves. 
 
    Peter eventually pulls his arms free and takes Lauren's head in his hands and they begin kissing again with renewed vigor. 
 
    I imagine the few late night patrons watching this spectacle and snickering at me, a weak husband, not able to control his wife.  Little do they know, instead of humiliation I feel exhilaration as I watch my wife make out with another man. 
 
    In the heat of arousal, with my blood feeding my cock and not my brain, I couldn't explain why.  Here at home, reflecting on my wife-watching fetish, I can say I felt pride, having a confident and sexy wife, desired by others, with her own agency, aware of her sexual needs and desires. 
 
    The fact that this was all in my head did nothing to lessen the eroticism.  Would she follow her desires and fulfill her needs?  I couldn't say.  I never got up the nerve to ask her. 
 
    “Whatcha thinking about?”  Lauren slipped into bed next to me, wearing nothing but a pair of pink lacy panties.  She wanted sex.  I could read her tell.  She usually wore a T-shirt and cotton pajama pants to bed.  Plus, I could smell her arousal though the thin layer of silk that covered her pussy. 
 
    “You.” 
 
    Lauren smiled and leaned over for a kiss.  Her tongue aggressively explored my mouth.  She ran her right hand down my bare chest, combing her fingers though the thin tufts of blond hair and down into my boxers.  Her left hand held my head in place. 
 
    I sighed into her mouth as she stroked my cock. 
 
    I felt taken.  I loved it. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    I didn't answer immediately. 
 
    “Anything else?”  Her hand glided up and down my shaft, lubricated by the pre-cum oozing from the tip of my penis.  “Thinking about anything else?” 
 
    I didn't know what Lauren was expecting me to say.   
 
    “Maybe.”  A safe honest answer, or so I thought. 
 
    “Maybe?” 
 
    “Ouch!”  My wife's hand squeezed my erection. 
 
    “Better start explaining, mister.” 
 
    “You really want to know—ow, ow, ow—okay.  Let go of me first then I'll talk.” 
 
    I moaned.  She didn't let go, instead her grip tightened.  This was no longer fun.  I carefully slid my hands down and freed myself from Lauren's grip. 
 
    “You really want me to tell you?” 
 
    “I wouldn't have asked.  Come on.  Why the hesitation.” 
 
    “Don't get mad.” 
 
    Lauren paused and furrowed her brow.  What started as a frolicking bit of foreplay had turned serious. 
 
    “You're thinking about another woman, weren't you?” 
 
    “No.  No.  Honestly, I was thinking about you.” 
 
    “So, why the hedging?” 
 
    I was having a hard time coming up with an honest, straightforward way of explaining my fetish, without freaking out my wife. 
 
    “There's more.  And I'm afraid.  It's a little.  Complicated.” 
 
    Lauren pulled her head back and squinted at me.  “Complicated?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Promise me, you won't get mad.  We're in bed.  Making sexy talk.  Don't get mad.”  I began tickling my wife, trying to ease the mood.  She gave a stifled chuckle and pulled away. 
 
    My erection had subsided, my mind was fully focused on our conversation.  If I had my way, I'd have waited until I was inside my wife with her half-way to climax before I brought up my fetish, but I wasn't going to get that opportunity. 
 
    “You know how I like to watch you.  Watch you play with yourself?” 
 
    Lauren nodded. 
 
    “We'll I've.  I've... taken that fantasy.  A little.  Further.” 
 
    The furrow returned.  “Further?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I'm not getting it.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and steeled myself for the backlash headed my way. 
 
    “So I told you I was thinking about you.” 
 
    “And you got hard.” 
 
    “Yes.  But.  That's not all.” 
 
    Lauren remained silent.  Her eyes focused on mine.  She waited for me to continue. 
 
    “I was also thinking about another man.” 
 
    The muscles in my wife's face slackened, her eyes lost focus.  She was confused. 
 
    A few seconds later her eyes opened wide.  “You're not.  Gay?  Are you?” 
 
    “No.  No.” 
 
    “Bi?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then why were you thinking—”  She stopped.  I could see the realization pass across her face.  “You were thinking about me and another guy?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “You think I'd cheat on you?” 
 
    “No.  No.  That's not it.” 
 
    “Roger, I'd never cheat on you.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Roger I – but you were getting hard.” 
 
    “Lauren.  Truth is.  I've started fantasizing about watching you have sex.  With another man.  That's what I was thinking about.  That's what got me hard.” 
 
    “You imagined us fucking?” 
 
    “Honestly.  It hadn't got that far, but yes.” 
 
    Lauren pulled farther back, instinctively covering her bare breasts with her arms. 
 
    “That's—”  My wife starred past me, trying to process my confession.  “Are you.”  A tiny tear drop formed in the corner of her eye.  I reached out to her.  She flinched. 
 
    “Lauren?” 
 
    “Are you planning on leaving me, Roger?” 
 
    The question stunned me.  “No.  Oh, God, no.” 
 
    “But you want me fucking other men.” 
 
    “I never said that.”  Deep down, I felt a tingle.  “I said it was a fantasy.” 
 
    “Like watching me masturbate is a fantasy?” 
 
    I had no good answer, so I kept my mouth shut.  Lauren got up, grabbed a T-shirt and headed to our en-suite.  I moved to follow until she shut the door behind her.  The sound of the lock slamming home punched me in the gut. 
 
    There would be no lovemaking tonight. 
 
    Any other night I would sleep in the guest room and let our disagreement blow over but since that was taken for one more night and I didn't want to embarrass myself in front of my brother by sleeping on the couch, I was going to have to tough it out in my own bed, assuming Lauren didn't kick me out. 
 
    I pulled up the covers, rolled over with my back to the bathroom and fell into a fitful sleep. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Roger.  Roger.  Wake up.” 
 
    The room was dark, save for the bars of light painted on the far wall by the neon glow coming through the blinds. 
 
    “Huh?”  I glanced at the clock on the nightstand.  It read 4:12. 
 
    “Roger.  Wake up.  We need to talk.”  The four scariest words one spouse can say to another. 
 
    “Lauren.  I'm sorry.  I shouldn't have.” 
 
    “No.  Roger, wait.  Listen to me.” 
 
    I sat up and wiped the crust from my eyes.  “I didn't mean to hurt you, Lauren.” 
 
    “I know.  I know.” 
 
    My wife had returned to bed after I had passed out.  She was laying on her side, toward me, her face barely visible, her peach colored skin contrasting with her raven dark hair. 
 
    “I shouldn't be mad.  I'm just, stunned.”  Lauren paused.  I opened my mouth to say something but she reached out and placed her fingers against my lips. 
 
    “Let me start.  I thought about waiting 'til morning, but I don't like going to sleep in the middle of a fight.” 
 
    “We fighting?” 
 
    Lauren wasn't quick to answer.  “No.  Not fighting.  But we are in the middle of something.  Your fantasy caught me off guard.  Stunned.  I mean.  A man wanting to watch his wife make love with someone else.  It just doesn't make sense.  It's not natural.” 
 
    “Lauren.  I don't think I can explain it to you because I don't fully understand it myself.” 
 
    “How long have you felt this way?” 
 
    “Since I first caught you rubbing one out.  You looked so beautiful, ecstasy on your face.  Then I started thinking about other people watching us have sex and that somehow became watching you having sex with that someone.” 
 
    I felt her eyes lock on mine.  She was silent in the dark, just the faint whisper of her breath as she lay listening. 
 
    “That someone have a name?” 
 
    Her question caught me off guard.  I stammered out the first name that caught my tongue.  “Peter.” 
 
    She wasn't buying it.  “We just met him tonight.  What about before that?” 
 
    “No one.”  I lied. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes.”  Lying was easier this time.  I should have told the truth, no matter how embarrassing.  I should have told her that I fantasied about her fucking my twin brother.  It would have saved me so much anguish down the road. 
 
    “And you don't get jealous?” 
 
    Thank God she moved on, although I'm quite sure I would have kept on lying.  “Oh I get jealous.  The thought of you with another man knots up my guts.  And gets me so hard.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don't know.  There's some switch in my head that enjoys the pain.  Maybe it's a mild masochistic tendency.” 
 
    “Mild?” 
 
    “Yeah.  It is just a fantasy.” 
 
    “And it's gonna stay that.  A fantasy.  I'm not planning on sleeping with anyone else.” 
 
    “And I would never want you to do anything you weren't comfortable with.” 
 
    “Good.  Now let's get some sleep.”  Lauren rolled away from me.  I slid into a spooning position behind her. 
 
    “Don't get any funny ideas.”  The talk of watching my wife fuck had gotten me semi-hard. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    Lauren turned her head back and kissed me.  “I know.  Just get some sleep.” 
 
    Silence quickly descended. 
 
    “And, Rog.”  She used her nickname for me – a good sign. 
 
    “Yeah, Ren.” 
 
    “I don't share your fantasy.  Anything more than a friendly hug and peck on the cheek between you and another woman and we'll have serious issues.” 
 
    I wanted to say, 'yes dear', but I'm sure it would have come out wrong, so I just gave her a hug and we fell asleep. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    For the next several months our lives returned to normal.  Richard went off to his next assignment.  Lauren still texted me when she felt like playing with herself, and I kept my dark fetish to myself. 
 
    Occasionally my wife would flirt with a guy if she knew I was around and watching.  She'd give me a wicked grin when she caught my eye.  It never went further than a touch on the hand or a quick peck on the cheek, light flirting that drove me crazy. 
 
    I should have asked her to stop, if she wasn't serious.  Her flirting kept my desire to see her fuck another man alive.  It kept me horny and longing for something I couldn't have.  It was a false hope.  Yes, we had great sex afterwards, and that's why she did it, I think.  But still, that false hope remained. 
 
    Then, one day, she went further. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was one Friday in December.  Betty, a co-worker and friend of Lauren, invited us to her annual holiday party out on Long Island.  We had been invited each of the last three years and this time we actually had no other commitments, so we decided to attend. 
 
    I had a few end-of-year issues to clear up at my job, so my wife got a ride with Betty straight from her office.  I drove out to join her and we planned to take up the offer of spending the night in one of our host's spare guest rooms. 
 
    I made it out to the house around nine o'clock, well after the festivities had started.  The house was huge, by city standards, two stories, set up on a hill.  It was described to me as brown, but in the dark it just looked black.  Hundreds of little colored lights covered the front of the house and many of the trees and bushes in the yard. 
 
    I could see plenty of activity through the large picture windows that faced the street. 
 
    The driveway was full of cars as was the street in front.  I ended up parking about fifty yards away.  After a short, brisk walk I followed a runway of red and green lights that bordered the serpentine path up to the porch.  As I walked, the quiet early winter stillness was broken by the muffled sounds of music and laughter coming from inside the house. 
 
    I spotted Lauren through the window.  She had changed into her sparkly party dress, a red top with a green knee length skirt.  I couldn't see much detail from where I stood, but I could tell she displayed a pleasing amount of cleavage.  She had a drink in her hand and was chatting with someone – a man with dark hair sporting a pair of dark brown slacks and a forest green polo shirt.  He stood a few inches taller than her so Lauren had to lift her head to speak to him.  I was sure he got a good look between her peachy breasts. 
 
    I looked down at the blue suit I was wearing; a green and white striped tie was my only nod to the holiday.  I was definitely dressed too formal.  At least I wasn't wearing an ugly Christmas sweater like a few folks I saw. 
 
    I continued up the path and noticed the man say something while lifting his drink.  He and my wife looked up.  She smiled and shook her head, taking another sip of her drink.  Polo shirt said something else.  Lauren glanced at her watch and shrugged her shoulders.  They moved close and kissed.  It was a friendly kiss on the cheek, then they moved apart again and continued their conversation as if nothing untoward had happened. 
 
    I was confused.  My wife only flirted when I was around.  She couldn't have seen me.  Was she holding back on me?  I was intrigued, maybe she was warming to the idea of fulfilling my fantasy.  The thought sent a shiver through me. 
 
    Before I could fully process my feelings, I heard voices coming from the side of the house.  I quickly dashed behind one of the few bushes that weren't covered in a string of lights. 
 
    “What a party.” 
 
    “Betty and her husband really know how to entertain.” 
 
    Two men, young and unrecognizable to me in the dark, came into view.  They both carried drinks; one had what looked like a cigarette in his other hand. 
 
    “And they know lots of gorgeous people.” 
 
    “Need a light?” 
 
    The pair sat down on the front porch step.  They continued chatting while they shared deep pulls on whatever they were smoking.  A few seconds later the wind blew the wonderful aroma of high quality weed my way. 
 
    “Did you see that one chick in the red and green dress?  Smokin' hot” 
 
    “I think my girlfriend said her name was Laurie or something.” 
 
    “Man, I'd love to fuck her.” 
 
    “Me, too.  Just don't tell Cindy.” 
 
    “You don't think Cindy would be down to fuck her?” 
 
    They both laughed.  Listening to these guys casually talking about screwing my wife started arousing me. 
 
    “She taken?” 
 
    “Married.” 
 
    “That's even better.  No commitments.  Just sex.” 
 
    “You ain't got a chance with her.  She's way above your level.” 
 
    They were so right.  She was.  None the less, the thought of these two men and my wife in bed was frightening and oh so erotic.  There was no way she could control them, she'd have to just let go and be taken.  One man fucking her, the other demanding she suck him off. 
 
    I was dizzy with lust.  I should have been angry or ashamed but neither of these emotions registered at the moment. 
 
    My fetish had conquered me. 
 
    As I tried to come to terms with my fantasy, the two men finished their joint and headed back inside. 
 
    I was alone with my thoughts once again, my dirty, dirty, thoughts.  I looked back up and caught another glimpse of my wife.  She was also alone.  She took a sip of her drink, closed her eyes and started bobbin her head to a song I could not hear. 
 
    She looked so beautiful, her curly black locks swaying back and forth.  My heart ached for her.  For a moment I felt guilty about even thinking of sharing her, but only for a moment, because, once again, polo shirt came back into view.  Lauren opened her eyes and smiled, a sweet smile that could melt the polar ice caps. 
 
    Her new friend handed her a glass of bubbly.  Lauren said thanks. 
 
    Polo shirt leaned in and gave my wife another peck on the cheek.  She looked surprised but didn't pull away.  He said something and they both looked up again and laughed. 
 
    There seemed to be a real closeness developing between them.  I could sense it despite the distance that separated us. 
 
    I had never felt closer to my fantasy made real and I didn't know if such an opportunity would ever come again. 
 
    I took out my phone and texted my wife. 
 
    - Got a flat.  Waiting for AAA.  May be another hour or so.  I hit send. 
 
    I looked up and saw Lauren pull out her phone and glance down at it.  Disappointment spread cross her face. 
 
    I felt bad for lying, but I promised myself I'd make it up to her later. 
 
    My phone buzzed.  Damn it.  Lauren was calling me.  I looked back up.  My wife had her phone to her ear.  Polo Shirt was moving to the music, biding his time. 
 
    I had a decision to make.  If I took the call, my ruse was foiled.  I'd never be able to pull off the lie.  Lauren would see right though my words.  If I ignored the call, I'd never be able to explain why without making up an even more elaborate lie than I'd concocted with my text. 
 
    Answer the call and confess, end this charade I'd planned, or ignore it, and let Polo Shirt make his move. 
 
    I slipped my phone back into my pocket, letting Lauren's call go to voice mail.  I couldn't help but feel I had stepped over some line.  I ignored that feeling as well.  I had gone from playing a game, to a serious affair, with real consequences. 
 
    I could feel a pit growing in my stomach, but it paled compared to the iron-hard rod that had grown in my pants. 
 
    Lauren finished her message and gulped down her drink.  Polo shirt said something and motioned further into the house.  Lauren nodded and left my view, her friend followed close behind. 
 
    I don't know what I expected to happen.  I was playing this blind.  Did I really think my wife would betray me, jump on the first guy that chatted her up.  She'd already told me she wasn't interested in sleeping with anyone else.  Mild flirting to spice up our sex life was all she signed up for. 
 
    Deep down I knew Polo Shirt wasn't going to get lucky tonight, but my fetish was driving me to root for him anyway. 
 
    I moved around the side of the house, peeking into windows, trying to catch a glimpse of Lauren and her pal.  I tried to stay out of sight of the street.  Luckily, the house was on a large lot and the neighbors probably couldn't see me.  Even if they did, I was counting on them ignoring the odd person moving around outside, seeing as there was a large party underway. 
 
    I struck out at the four windows I passed on the side.  Two were darkened rooms, one appeared to be the bathroom, due to the opaque film covering the glass, and the forth had a light on, but the curtains were drawn.  I could make out shadows moving behind them but couldn't tell if it was my wife or not. 
 
    The first window I came to, once I rounded the corner into the back yard, was about a foot above my head.  I glanced around and saw a bucket I could use as a step stool.  I stepped up and found myself peering into the kitchen.  The window was foggy with condensation, but I could still see inside.  I nearly lost my balance when I realized Lauren was right on the other side of the glass.  She was leaning against the sink, her left side toward me.  She was sipping on her drink, more sparking wine, and talking to Polo Shirt. 
 
    “I'm kinda worried, Phil,”   So now I knew his name.  “He sends me a text, has car trouble, but my call went to voice mail.” 
 
    The sound was slightly muffled by the window, but easy to hear. 
 
    “Can't help ya there, Lauren.  I'm sure he's alright.  Maybe he's just busy with getting the tire fixed.” 
 
    Guilt hit me again.  I didn't like making Lauren anxious. 
 
    “You may be right.  I hope you're right.  I was just looking forward to having some fun tonight.” 
 
    “You still can.  I'm here.” 
 
    Smooth. 
 
    Lauren had been looking off down the hall, but she turned to face Phil and a sly smile formed on her lips.  “You just want another kiss.  No mistletoe above us here.” 
 
    “Dang.  Still, I was lucky enough to catch you twice.” 
 
    “Should've moved.” 
 
    “But you didn't.  Anyway, if no smooching, how about a dance?” 
 
    Lauren looked down at her phone again, maybe hoping to see another text from me.  When she didn't, she shrugged her shoulders and put her phone back in her clutch. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Not the enthusiasm I was hoping for, but I'll take it.” 
 
    Lauren laughed and to my surprise, and Phil's, lunged at her companion, giving him a quick kiss on the lips.  The kiss lasted no longer than a second, but the shock caused me to lose my balance and I had to hop off my makeshift stool to avoid landing on my ass. 
 
    By the time I got back up on my perch, my wife and Phil were gone. 
 
    I completed my search around the outside of the house without finding the couple, or anyone, dancing.  I thought about heading back to the car and waiting an hour to make my appearance, to keep the charade going.  But since the whole point was to watch my wife misbehave, that wasn't going to work for me.  So I decided to make my entrance and see if I could catch a glimpse of my wife, being bad before confessing to my crime. 
 
    I was greeted at the door by Betty's husband.  His name was Richard. 
 
    “But everyone calls me, Rick.” 
 
    He took my coat and hung it up in the closet to his left. 
 
    “Good.  Cause my twin brother's name is Richard.” 
 
    “He go by Rick, too?” 
 
    “No.  We just call him Richard, sometimes Rich.” 
 
    “Well, glad you could come, Roger, isn't it?” 
 
    “Yeah, I'm Lauren's husband.” 
 
    “She told us you might be a little late.” 
 
    “Have you seen her?” 
 
    “Not recently.  Last I spotted her, she was heading back to the kitchen to refill her drink.” 
 
    I knew she wasn't there anymore, but I didn't say anything.  Rick gave me directions to the kitchen and I thanked him again for inviting us to the party and letting us crash with them.  I then headed off in search of Lauren. 
 
    The path to the kitchen lead through a spacious living room.  Groups of people mingling about, chatting, snacking on munchies – a few were watching some college basketball game on the big-screen TV set up on the far wall. 
 
    I noticed the mistletoe hanging from the arch that joined the living and dining rooms.  I stopped at a table to grab a few veggies and tiny hot dogs to munch on.  I hadn't eaten since lunch, and I was starving.  Watching my wife at play was hungry business. 
 
    “Roger.  Glad you made it.” 
 
    Ann, one of the few friends of Lauren that I knew, had stepped up to graze on the canapés next to me.  She looked stunning in her tight designer jeans and white blouse, unbuttoned half-way down her chest.  Her modest pale cleavage was breath-taking – unapologetically provocative.  She wore her blonde hair in a pixie cut with her bangs swept left across her brow.  When she smiled, her blue eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Ann, it's been a while.”  I leaned over to give her a little kiss on the cheek.  “Had a little trouble getting here.  You seen my wife?” 
 
    I popped a cherry tomato into my mouth, trying to be nonchalant.  I wondered if she'd seen Lauren and Phil flirting.  I didn't want to be judged.  I enjoyed the thrill of the taboo fetish, not the humiliation of discovery. 
 
    “I saw her a few minutes ago getting a drink in the kitchen.” 
 
    “That's what Rick said when I came in.”  Keep the cover story going. 
 
    We chatted for a bit.  Both our families were fine, work was work, and we were both looking forward to the new Star Wars movie. 
 
    “Better go find Lauren.  Let her know I made it here in one piece.” 
 
    I told Ann I wanted to pick her brain for suggestions of fun activities to try on our trip to Costa Rica coming up later in the Spring. 
 
    “I'll be around.”  Ann's attention was now focused on the tall brown-skinned fellow who had slid up next to her.  It might have been her husband, who I'd never met, but I didn't really care so I left her to him. 
 
    The kitchen was empty of people.  The alcohol was self-serve, with liquor on the counter – vodka, gin, a variety of scotches and whiskies, and a real nice cabernet that had yet to be opened.  I pulled an IPA out of the refrigerator, popped the top off and took a swig from the bottle. 
 
    The search for my wife had temporarily stalled.  I had no one around to ask and I really didn't want to go scampering around like a lost puppy nosing in on other people's conversations.  I took another drink.  My body relaxed as the cool liquid ran down my throat.  I could go exploring.  The house was rather large, with many rooms and hallways to check out.  I took another swig.  And another.  Then a final one.  I'd killed the bottle. 
 
    “Think, Roger.”  I grabbed another beer from the fridge.  “Where could she be?” 
 
    I could ask someone where the dancing was.  There was some music playing in the living room – a Pandora station playing '80's music – but no one was dancing. 
 
    Then the distant sound of Prince reached my ears.  I followed the beats, like some pied piper, down the hall, past a bend to the right and down a few flights of stairs to a lower level that had been turned into an entertainment room. 
 
    A pool table sat at the bottom of the stairs.  Two couples I didn't recognize were shooting a game of eight ball; lots of stripes were left on the table. 
 
    Past them, the room opened up into a space about the same size as the living and dining rooms above.  It was lit like a dance club – a few red and green and blue lamps shed a little light; a spinning mirrored ball completed the effect.  I could make out several couples dancing across the floor, bouncing and gyrating to 1999, a song from before most of us were even born and that I was sure was playing when at least one of my fellow partyers was conceived. 
 
    There was a stereo system set up in the far corner and a few couches against the walls, but no one was sitting, they were all dancing. 
 
    I spotted Lauren and Phil moving to the music near the middle of the room, their bodies bathed in dancing colored lights.  They were close – obviously dancing together – but nothing scandalous.  Nothing to cause embarrassment even if other people were looking, which they weren't, save for me. 
 
    I was watching and I was aroused.  Lauren hadn't noticed me yet and not wanting to draw attention to myself I moved toward the left wall.  I found myself near an open door that I guessed led to the laundry room. 
 
    Prince gave way to Justin Timberlake and the energy in the room jumped up a notch or two. 
 
    Lauren appeared to be having a good time.  She loved to dance and we didn't do it all that much.  I could hold my own with my wife on the dance floor for a few songs, but I lacked the stamina to go all night.  Phil seemed to be filling in for me nicely. 
 
    I watched them dance for seven or eight songs.  Some couples left to get their drinks refilled or to rest their feet.  A few new people trickled down from upstairs, Ann and her companion among them. 
 
    As the songs progressed, Lauren and Phil moved closer together and nearer to where I was standing.  I moved back into the darkened washroom to avoid my wife spotting me, on the off-chance she glanced my way. 
 
    I needn't have worried.  When Lauren wasn't swaying her hips with her eyes shut she was looking up at her partner.  I could feel a bond forming and it both thrilled and scared me.  At that moment I had decided the possibility of her actually fucking him was greater than fifty-fifty. 
 
    The thought sent shivers down my spine.  My cock ached. 
 
    The song selection started slowing down and I watched, with a mixture of fear and glee as the two moved even closer together.  Phil rested his hands on my wife's hips, she placed hers on his shoulders.  If I didn't know better, I'd assume they were lovers if I saw them out together somewhere. 
 
    I started to notice tiny little clues that Lauren was also being aroused by the scene she was partaking in.  It was in the way her body moved as they danced, how she gazed into his eyes and ran her fingers through his hair. 
 
    I was getting jealous, a churning storm of unease raging in my gut, my mind raced with uncertainty.  Could I lose my wife to this man?  I was hurt and weary.  And I loved every minute of it.  I could never explain why.  My cock was turgid, my breathing slow.  I could feel the tingle in my groin of an approaching climax. 
 
    The thoughts that raced through my head, the emotions, I wished I could bottle them up, so strong they were, so intoxicating. 
 
    If Phil wasn't going to take my wife right then, plow her molten pussy with his cock, it would take all my willpower to keep from fucking her myself, damn the onlookers. 
 
    The sexual tension wasn't lost on Phil.  He saw something in Lauren's eyes – a desire, a longing – and he pulled her closer.  Without warning, he leaned in and planted a kiss, full on her lips. 
 
    My erection twitched. 
 
    Lauren stopped dancing.  Phil pulled away.  I expected her to slap him for being so forward, taking such liberties.  She was a married woman. 
 
    Instead I saw her eyes go limpid.  Her fingers grasped the back of his head.  Now she was the one pulling him in for a kiss.  This one much harder, deeper, and longer.  I couldn't see it, but I knew their tongues were invading each other's mouths.  Exploring.  Seeking.  Quenching a burning need. 
 
    I was beside myself with joy, as I watched Phil's hands move along Lauren's back, down to rest on her lovely ass.  I was overcome with emotions.  All of them.  A dizziness passed through me.  My wife was in an intimate kiss with another man, and not for my enjoyment, but for her own.  For all she knew, I was miles away having car troubles. 
 
    No, this kiss was a treat for herself. 
 
     And that made all the difference.  Knowing that she was doing this for herself, seeking her own pleasure, tripled my own enjoyment. 
 
    This was a level I could never achieve through our flirting games.  I felt the blood drain from my head as my penis became stiffer.  I don't know if it was the music, the swirling lights or just the maelstrom in my mind, but the room started spinning and I reached for the wall to steady myself. 
 
    The light behind me turned on. 
 
    Fuck!  I'd hit the light switch. 
 
    All eyes were on me, Lauren's, Phil's, Ann's. 
 
    I hit the switch again and the light went out, but not before the damage was done. 
 
    “Roger!  You're here.” 
 
    Luckily for both my wife and myself, everyone's attention was on me and no one else seemed to notice her separate from her partner.  No one but the three of us knew she had been making out on the dance floor with someone, not her husband.  At least I hoped no one noticed. 
 
    I collected my composure as the two made their way toward me, dodging the people trying to get back to dancing. 
 
    I waved. 
 
    “Roger.  How long have you been here?”  Was she worried about how much I saw? 
 
    “Just got here.”  The lie was for Phil, I didn't want to freak him out.  “You going to introduce us?”  I looked at her dance partner. 
 
    “Sorry.  Phil, this is my husband, Roger.” 
 
    I extended my hand.  Phil reluctantly shook it. 
 
    “Nice to meet you.”  His tone gave away the lie of his own.  I knew he wanted either himself or I to be far away from here, his preference being me. 
 
    “You been keeping my wife occupied while I was gone?”  I savored rubbing his nose in it.  She was my wife. 
 
    I saw Lauren roll her eyes.  I don't think Phil noticed. 
 
    “Yeah.  Yeah.  We danced a little.  Oh look at that, I need another drink.”  Phil started to move away. 
 
    “Wait.”  Lauren reached out and grabbed his hand.  She leaned up to give him another kiss.  This time on the cheek and this time for me. 
 
    She smiled and we shared a chuckle as Phil hurried up the stairs. 
 
    “Poor fella.” 
 
    “So whose Phil?” 
 
    “Just a co-worker.” 
 
    “And dance partner.” 
 
    “Just this once.  How much did you see?” 
 
    “Enough.” 
 
    Lauren reached down and placed her hand on my still hard cock. 
 
    “Guess you did.  How long?” 
 
    “About seven inches.  Ouch.”  She had given me a squeeze. 
 
    “How long have you been watching.” 
 
    I couldn't lie.  “About half an hour, maybe a little longer.” 
 
    “Really.”  Lauren did the calculations in her head.  It didn't take long.  “And the flat tire.” 
 
    I shook my head, no. 
 
    “You were testing me?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Seeing what I'd do if I was alone.  Seeing if I'd be naughty.” 
 
    Lauren was stroking my cock, so I didn't think she was too upset. 
 
    “That's why you didn't answer my call.  You knew I'd be mad.  More susceptible to seduction.” 
 
    “I'll admit I didn't think that hard.  I figured you'd get me to admit I was lying.” 
 
    “Well.  Don't do it again.  You know I don't like being surprised like that.” 
 
    “I can't help myself.”  Oh, that was so true.  I knew the difference between her playing for me and her playing for herself, and watching the later was much more thrilling than the former. 
 
    “Learn some damn self-control.” 
 
    By this time, Lauren had stopped stroking me and we started making our way back up to the main level. 
 
    We spent the next couple of hours mingling.  I didn't know anyone except for Ann, our hosts, and of course, Phil, so I stuck close to my wife.  I was introduced to around a dozen or so folks whose names I forgot a few minutes after we stopped shaking hands.  We ate and drank and even danced to a few songs. 
 
    All through the evening we avoided Phil and Phil avoided us.  Every time I'd saw him milling around he'd quickly head off in another direction as soon as he spotted me.  I'm sure he thought I meant to do him violence.  I really wanted to convince my wife to sleep with him; I didn't want to fuck him up, I wanted to get him fucked. 
 
    Most of the guests were gone by midnight, including Phil.  There were two other couples who, along with my wife and I, had been invited to spend the night. 
 
    We helped gather up some of the trash, and stack the dishes in the kitchen before Betty insisted we leave the chores for her and showed us to our rooms, upstairs. 
 
    “That was fun.”  I was sitting on the queen size bed, my legs stretched out, back against the headboard, clothed only in my black boxer shorts. 
 
    “Betty and Rick love to entertain.  Can you help me with this?” 
 
    I got up and unzipped Lauren's dress.  With a shrug and a shimmy of her hips it slid down her body to pool in a pile of glittery red and green. 
 
    “I think you and Phil weren't the only ones having an illicit hook up.” 
 
    My wife turned to face me.  “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I saw a couple of used condoms in the trash while I was taking a leak earlier.” 
 
    “First, Phil and I weren't hooking up.  We were dancing.” 
 
    “And kissing.” 
 
    “And secondly.  Ewww.  Why were you going through the trash?” 
 
    “They were on top.  And I'm pretty sure you two were getting into some heavy petting.” 
 
    “In your dreams.”  Lauren pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    I looked up at her.  She was a vision – my Aphrodite – black curly hair framing her face, a stern yet playful look in her eyes, arms akimbo, hands resting on her sheer lacy red panties, her pert nipples hard as eraser tips.  They looked so inviting, I wanted to attack them with my tongue. 
 
    “Eyes up, mister.” 
 
    “But.  Your breasts.” 
 
    “Eyes up.” 
 
    I complied. 
 
    “What happened between Phil and I was nothing.  A mistake.” 
 
    I was about to ask her which it was, nothing or a mistake.  I opened my mouth to speak. 
 
    “No.  Wait 'til I finish.” 
 
    I closed my mouth. 
 
    “A mistake.”  Okay, was she reading my mind?  “You and I, we've had fun, playing around with your voyeuristic fetish.  You like watching me masturbating, that's fine.  Sexy even.  You like seeing me flirt with other guys.  I don't understand it, but it gets you hard and we always have a good fuck afterwards and that works.  But I'm doing it for you, not for me.” 
 
    “Phil wasn't for me.” 
 
    “A mistake.  I was a little drunk.  Confused.  I was aroused by the music and I was mad at you for not being here to help me with that. 
 
    “You kissed him pretty hard.  You really seemed to be enjoying it.  I would have loved to see what would have happened if I hadn't run into that light switch.” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “I'm pretty sure Phil had other ideas.” 
 
    “Roger!  Stop it.  Yeah, Phil probably wanted to take me to bed.”  No probably about it.  “He's flirted with me before.  Don't saying anything, let me finish.  He flirted with me before.  We laughed it off.  I like Phil.  I've got to work with him, which is gonna be pretty awkward now.” 
 
    Lauren was pacing the room as she explained to me how she never intended to sleep with her co-worker.  I tried to pay attention to the words, but her beautiful, sexy, nearly naked body kept distracting me. 
 
    “I'm your wife, Roger.  I take my vows seriously.” 
 
    “If I give permission.” 
 
    “I made those vows in public.  In front of my family.  My friends.  God.” 
 
    “They don't matter Lauren.  Only we matter.” 
 
    “Matters to me.  Bottom line.  Stop testing me.  Stop pushing me.  I'm not sleeping with another man as long as I'm married to you.” 
 
    The silence that followed slapped me in the face.  The implied threat loomed like a dark cloud waiting to unleash her fury. 
 
    “Roger, I love you.  Only you.”  As she spoke, my wife knelt on the floor in front of me.  “You make me happy.  Sex with you is so fulfilling.” 
 
    She pulled at the waistband of my boxers.  I lifted my ass so she could pull them off. 
 
    “I'd never jeopardize what we have.  I'm willing to do so much with you.” 
 
    My wife licked up the underside of my engorged shaft.  I fell back on the bed again and closed my eyes to enjoy the feeling of her mouth on my cock.  Licking and sucking. 
 
    “Oh god.”  She had engulfed my member.  So deep, I could feel the tip of her nose touching my pubic hair.  She slowly pulled her mouth off my cock. 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    She went back to worshiping my erection, stroking the shaft with her hands, kissing and twirling her tongue around the sensitive crown. 
 
    I was in sensual heaven.  Lost in the pleasure.  Nerves firing.  My balls started to tingle. 
 
    “I'm close.” 
 
    “Guhd,” she said, her mouth full of my cock.  Lauren rarely gave me head.  Lauren never let me cum in her mouth. 
 
    I could feel the wave of my impending climax approach.  I shook my head left and right. 
 
    “That feels so good.  Lauren.” 
 
    “Mmm Hmm.” 
 
    Didn't know what she meant, didn't care. 
 
    My wife kept bobbing her head, her lips sliding up and down my cock with a frenzy I had not experienced before.  She was not going to stop until I came. 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked off to the left, into a fortuitously placed mirror.  Now I was watching my wife blow me.  My mind translated that into watching my wife blow a guy who looked like me.  I was viewing and receiving.  My fetish and reality melded into a new thing. 
 
    With a deep grunt I thrust my hips up, deep into Lauren's mouth, and erupted.  My cock pulsed, firing rope after rope of my cum down her throat. 
 
    Lauren never gave up.  She kept right on sucking until she was satisfied she got every last drop of semen. 
 
    “God you came a lot.” 
 
    “You're a great cocksucker.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I was sure some of the strength of my release was due to watching her work, but I didn't mention that. 
 
    Lauren moved up the bed, climbing over my body on all fours.  She rubbed her tits across my now deflated penis as she moved.  When we were face to face, her body mashed against mine, she kissed me.  I opened my mouth to accept her tongue.  She fed me a little of my own cum.  It was tacky and salty, but not unpleasant. 
 
    She whispered into my ear.  “Imagine, it's another guy you're tasting.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with a little fantasy.”  Lauren smiled.  I kissed her again and we spent the next half hour making love together.  I didn't come again, but she did.  Twice, I'm proud to say. 
 
    Later, we lay in bed, her asleep, me, eyes wide open, thinking back on the evening.  I glanced over at the mirror.  A devious plan took root in the fertile soul of my imagination.  A plan that would bear, oh so sweet yet oh so bitter fruit. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    A couple of months later, I was thirty thousand feet in the air reading a Costa Rican travel guide I had checked out from the library.  Lauren was resting her head on my shoulder; her day had started early.  I glanced out the window entranced by the green canopy of the rainforest below us. 
 
    In a few hours we'd be lounging by the pool at our resort, sipping on mai-tais and piña coladas, working on our tans.  Relaxing. 
 
    Pura Vida, as the locals say.  I read that in the travel book. 
 
    There was another facet of our trip I was anticipating with arousal and trepidation.  A surprise I had planned for Lauren and myself.  One that would finally lead to my fantasy being fulfilled.  The preparation had been costly and time consuming, but I was sure, in the end, it would be worth every ounce of effort.  I prayed my wife would feel the same. 
 
    We landed in Liberia without incident.  I had pre-booked a taxi to our resort, so we were able to quickly move through the gauntlet of drivers clamoring for our business on the walk to the exit.  Our driver was patiently waiting outside near his car.  Our flight was an hour and a half late and I was very glad to see him; he'd be getting a double tip from me. 
 
    The warm muggy air caught me by surprise.  I noticed the beads of sweat forming on Lauren's brow.  My eyes watched one drop trickle slowly down the bridge of her nose and fall, oh so gracefully, onto the top of her left breast, exposed by the wide v-neck purple top she wore.  From there it slid down into the depths of her cleavage. 
 
    “Señor?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Lauren and our driver – Manuel, I would later learn – laughed. 
 
    “Sorry.  I was—” 
 
    “Elsewhere.  I know.  You're distracted.”  Manuel had already gathered our bags and stowed them away in the trunk of his red Camry. 
 
    “The Grand Papagayo.  You know of it?” 
 
    “Si.  Beautiful place.  You'll love it.” 
 
    After a thirty minute drive past rice fields and forests and the occasional roadside marketplace, we arrived at our destination. 
 
    Manuel was correct.  The place was beautiful. 
 
    The main building, housing the front desk, two restaurants and three different themed bars, stood at the top of a steep hill.  Down a long flight of stairs lay the resort's pool, rec center and another restaurant.  Past the trees, we were told, sat private villas and another smaller bar that could service guests on their way to and from the beach that lay a little bit further down the path. 
 
    While we were checking in I heard a great scream coming from somewhere in the trees next to the pool.  I immediately thought someone was slaughtering a herd of wild boars. 
 
    “What the?” 
 
    The desk clerk smiled.  “That's the monkeys.  Howlers.  About a dozen of them live in the trees between here and the ocean.  They sometimes have guests of their own.” 
 
    “How charming.” 
 
    “Señora is correct.  We have the howlers, many lizards and many many birds living on the grounds.” 
 
    “Will they bother us?” 
 
    “Not to worry, Señor.  They're mostly harmless.  We just ask you not to feed them.” 
 
    We thanked the clerk, gathered our keys and followed the bellman to our room. 
 
    Jose led us down a paved path.  We walked round a huge Guanacaste tree, over a hundred feet tall, the national tree we were told.  After that, past two neatly trimmed hedges to our building.  Our room was on the third level, the highest. 
 
    We'd booked a one bedroom suite.  The main sitting room had a nice long couch facing a flat screen TV on the wall.  A small kitchenette nestled in the corner, just to the left of the entrance. 
 
    Jose brought our bags in and set them down in the bedroom.  He pointed out the hot tub in the bathroom, how it easily fit two people.  He explained how the A/C worked and the lock off door that separated our suite from the studio next door. 
 
    “Look at that view.” 
 
    Jose and I turned to see Lauren standing at the window.  Her wonderful curves, silhouetted against the bright sun light pouring in.  I glanced over at the bellman.  He was smiling, until he noticed I was looking at him, then his face went all serious. 
 
    “A stunning view.”  I said.  I couldn't help but chuckle. 
 
    Jose started to apologize in Spanish. 
 
    “No Problemo.” I whispered, in my butchered accent.  “Entiendo.”  I think I told him I understood.  I placed a twenty dollar bill into his palm.  Before he left, he told me if I needed anything we should make sure to ask for him. 
 
    I closed the door behind him and went over to join my wife at the window. 
 
    The view was perfect, looking down at the pool below us, palm trees spaced around for shade.  Further off, the Pacific Ocean. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around Lauren. 
 
    “Can we stay forever?”  She leaned her head into my shoulders as she spoke the words that had been swimming in my head. 
 
    “If I win the lottery.  Or have a rich uncle I don't know about.” 
 
    My wife sighed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, we took a sunset walk away from the resort. 
 
    We strode hand in hand behind our guide, Esteban; Steven in another life before his family immigrated from Canada when he was eight years old. 
 
    Esteban was chatting in Spanish with another couple.  I could make out bits of the conversation.  They were from Spain.  Here on their honeymoon, I think. 
 
    Our guide led us up a road that lay next to our resort, but outside the fence.  After a few dips and curves, we came to a small security guard hut.  Our guide waved at the young man who came out to greet us.  A whiff of sweet marijuana smoke assaulted us as he opened the door. 
 
    Our guide and the guard – I think – exchanged a few words.  They spoke much too fast for me to understand.  With a nod and a wave he let us pass. 
 
    We were on private property now.  No buildings could be seen.  Just the road and the occasional empty concrete slab and the forest trying to reclaim the land. 
 
    Esteban explained to the four of us, effortlessly switching between Spanish and English, that the owners of the land were planning to build a new resort on the remains of a much older one, just as soon has the financing came through. 
 
    “And the guard shack?” 
 
    “Oh, they keep the squatters out.” 
 
    Lauren asked if pot was legal in Costa Rica. 
 
    Our guide laughed.  “Not legal.  Overlooked.” 
 
    “You looking to get high.” I asked. 
 
    My wife elbowed me in the ribs. 
 
    I knew she smoked a little in college, as had I.  Since then, alcohol had become our drug of choice. 
 
    Esteban cautioned that if we did score any weed, we should be cool about it. 
 
    About fifteen minutes after leaving the resort grounds, we arrived at the top of a high cliff.  Below us, the ocean waves crashed against the rocky shore.  Off to the west, the sun, now a blazing ball of orange fire, had started its decent into the Pacific.  The horizon quickly passed through all the shades of the rainbow: orange, red, green, violet. 
 
    I held my wife close, my hand on her hip.  We stood not two feet from the edge, yet I felt safe and secure.  The love we shared passed between and through us.  We were one. 
 
    I almost decided to scrap the plan I had devised, to fulfill my fantasy.  I almost gave up on watching my wife fuck another man. 
 
    I still loved Lauren, with all my heart.  I felt secure in our relationship, and that security led me to indulge my baser animal instincts. 
 
    My love for my wife was strong.  My fetish, was just as strong. 
 
    I thought about ending my scheme.  I thought about simply enjoying our week together in this equatorial paradise. 
 
    But I didn't. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck.  Fuck.  Oh that's good.” 
 
    My head was buried between my wife's legs, my tongue savagely lapping at her pussy.  I had started gently lapping over and around the folds of her labia.  As Lauren got wetter, I began penetrating deeper into her slit, my tongue running along the roof of her vagina.  My wife's moans signaled the assault on her clit. 
 
    I was now flicking the fleshy little button to a silent staccato beat running though my brain. 
 
    Lauren screamed out her orgasm.  From somewhere across the resort, a howler replied. 
 
    My wife pulled away suddenly, her face a grimace, her hands holding her side.  Laughter and moans of pain fought to escape her lips. 
 
    “God, I hope that's not cause of me.” 
 
    “I'm sure it was something else.”  Still she was pretty loud. 
 
    “Hope I didn't wake anyone.”  It was well past midnight. 
 
    “Who cares if you did?  We don't know anyone here.  We'll never see them again.” 
 
    “We do still have six days here.” 
 
    “Relax.”  I started massaging my wife's abdomen in an effort to relieve the spasm created when she started laughing while cumming. 
 
    Eventually she did. 
 
    I mounted her. 
 
    My hard cock moved effortlessly within her pussy, her slick walls pulsed around my shaft.  I looked down into her eyes and her gaze met mine.  Love and lust mingled in those light green-brown pools of beauty.  Her eyelids fluttered.  I felt a small spasm, a mini-orgasm, possibly. 
 
    Lauren smiled and my heart soared. 
 
    I started moving faster.  My own climax was approaching. 
 
    “That's it, Roger.  Cum for me.  You feel so good.  Yes.  Oh.  I like that.” 
 
    I had adjusted the angle of my thrusting, causing my erection to rub against the ceiling of her pussy and my pelvis to hit her nub each time I bottomed out. 
 
    “Fuck, Roger.  Don't stop.” 
 
    “No.  Plans.  To.” 
 
    I was lost in her.  My body, my cock, an offering of love.  Her warm, wet pussy was her acceptance. 
 
    I could feel it, the tingle.  The pressure building up.  I tried to hold off, but at a point, it became inevitable. 
 
    I started pounding faster. 
 
    “Yes.  Yes.  That's it.” 
 
    “I'm close, Ren.  God, I'm close.” 
 
    “Do it.  Do it, Roger.  Cum inside me.  Fill me up.” 
 
    Her words burst the dam.  My cock pulsed, releasing my semen deep inside her. 
 
    After several spurts, I was spent.  I collapsed into my wife's open arms, my cock deflating, but still inside her.  Lauren's legs were wrapped around my ass, holding me fast. 
 
    “A wonderful way to end our first day of vacation.” 
 
    “Let's do it again.” 
 
    “Tomorrow night.” 
 
    “It's a date.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next morning to a light breeze blowing in from the open balcony door.  My skin tingled as the air passed over my naked body.  The curtains fluttered and the aroma of strong coffee came wafting in. 
 
    It was almost eight o'clock in the morning and I was alone in bed. 
 
    “Lauren, you out there?” 
 
    I heard the sound of china set down on a glass tabletop.  “On the balcony.” 
 
    “Coffee smells wonderful.” 
 
    “There's more in the pot.” 
 
    I stepped through the flurry of curtains and looked down on my wife.  She was reading a book, the latest Tess Gerritsen thriller she picked up from the airport book store at LaGuardia.  She was wearing one of the resorts complimentary robes.  The tie was loose.  I could see she was naked underneath. 
 
    My modesty was protected by the bed sheet I had wrapped around my waist. 
 
    I needn't have worried.  I looked out over the resort, and except for a few groundkeepers diligently tending to the local flora, no one else was around to care.  And the staff were minding their own business.  The balconies to the left and right of us were empty. 
 
    I reached down for my wife's cup of coffee but she slapped my hand away. 
 
    “I told you.  There's more in the pot.” 
 
    I went back inside.  A clean cup sat on the counter next to the coffeemaker.  I filled it, threw on a pair of shorts, and rejoined my wife. 
 
    “This is amazing.”  I took a sip. 
 
    “The breeze gives me goosebumps.”  Lauren lifted up the right side of her robe.  “See.  It makes my nipples hard.” 
 
    I reached over and gave one a pinch. 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    I pulled my hand away. 
 
    “I didn't tell you to stop.” 
 
    I leaned over and took her breast into my mouth, playing with her rough areola with my tongue.  My wife started to moan, but then, unexpectedly she pushed me away. 
 
    “We should take this inside.” 
 
    I looked down the hill and saw a couple of guys making themselves comfortable by the pool. 
 
    “Early risers.” 
 
    Lauren snaked her hand up the leg of my shorts and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “So are you.”  Her double entendre was duly noted. 
 
    We took it inside. 
 
    We spent the next half hour in bed, then another in the nice spacious shower.  We lathered each other up.  I focused most of my effort on her ass.  My wife made sure every inch of my penis was well cleaned.  I would have loved to fuck her, right there, in the shower, but Lauren had other plans 
 
    She got out of the shower, leaving me with my hard angry erection pointing at her and started drying off. 
 
    “We have all week.” 
 
    I sighed and grabbed my towel. 
 
    We got dressed for a day of relaxation.  I put on a pair of baggy red swim trunks and a red and yellow surfing shirt; I burn easily.  My wife put on a modest bikini, red top, black bottoms and a sheer black mess cover. 
 
    We grabbed our bags and headed down to breakfast. 
 
    After a light repast of fruit and cottage cheese, we settled in at the pool. 
 
    It was quiet in the morning.  Maybe a dozen people staking out the best lounge chairs.  I noticed one of the guys from earlier was in the water chatting up a couple of cute young women who were floating around the deep end. 
 
    I didn't see anyone taking drink orders, so I went to the bar to get our drinks, two piña coladas.  I returned to find a tall dark skinned man standing next to my wife.  They were having a polite conversation.  My wife laughed at something he said.  I got a pleasant feeling in my core. 
 
    “Not the time,” I whispered to myself.  No matter how much I would enjoy watching Lauren and this brown Adonis flirt, I had other plans. 
 
    “Oh, Roger.  There you are.”  I handed my wife her drink.  “Thanks.  Roger this is Hakan.  Hakan, this is my husband.” 
 
    A subtle look of surprise registered in this stranger's eyes and he took a small step back.  I reached my hand out and we shook. 
 
    “Hakan, was just telling me how much he liked the book I was reading.” 
 
    Sure he does, I thought. 
 
    I sat on the lounge chair next to my wife.  We exchanged a few more words with our new friend.  He was a medical student, here on a mid term break.  He was flying back to Turkey in the morning 
 
    Lauren stopped flirting and went back to reading.  I started rummaging through my bag, looking for some sun screen.  Hakan took the hint.  He said it was a pleasure to talk and headed off to the bar. 
 
    “Surprised you didn't ask him to join us.  I know how much you like watching me flirt.” 
 
    “Not here.  Not now.  This is us time.”  Besides, I had other plans.  I started slathering on sunscreen. 
 
    “Maybe I should have asked”  Lauren was looking at me.  Her hazel eyes sparkled over the rim of her sunglasses. 
 
    My penis started filling with blood and I had to adjust myself.  My wife snickered. 
 
    “You would have?” 
 
    “Just flirting.” 
 
    Was my wife becoming more comfortable with my fetish?  If she was eager to flirt, maybe she was close to taking it further.  The thought aroused and frightened me.  My plans had already been put in motion.  This could get awkward. 
 
    “Maybe some other time.”  She went back to reading.  I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    “Yeah.  Some other time.” 
 
    A young man wearing a pair of white shorts and a beige polo shirt with the resort logo on it came by and asked my wife if she'd like another drink. 
 
    Lauren looked at me, then back at the waiter. 
 
    “Another frozen piña colada would be nice.” 
 
    “Make that dos.” 
 
    The young man smiled at my wife, wrote the order down on his notepad and went over to take another order from a couple of older women lazing around in the water near the edge of the pool. 
 
    I decided it was time to get a little wet so I walked around to the shallow end of the pool and sat down on the steps.  The water came up just over my waist.  It was cool at first, but I quickly acclimated to the temperature. 
 
    After a short while, I ventured out further into the water.  The deepest the water got was about four feet – so about chest high for me.  I swam a few laps trying my best to avoid any of the other guests who crossed my path. 
 
    I was on my second turn when I felt someone grab my ankle. 
 
    “Sorry.”  I spoke before looking. 
 
    “Just me.”  It was Lauren.  She had joined me in the water.  She had her drink with her, an alcoholic cold white slushy, garnished with an orange slice. 
 
    “Where's mine?” 
 
    My wife pointed to our chairs as she took a sip of her drink.  I saw my drink sitting on the table next to my book.  I could just make out the condensation dripping down the side of the glass – well the plastic glass – and I hoped my book didn't get wet. 
 
    “Can I have a sip of yours?” 
 
    “If you ask nicely.”  Lauren gave me a tease of a smile. 
 
    “Pretty please.” 
 
    “That'll work.”  My wife extended her drink over the water.  I took a pull from the straw.  The pineapple and coconut flavored concoction went down smooth. 
 
    “Thanks.”  I handed the drink back to Lauren. 
 
    “Da Nada.  But if you want more, you gotta get out of the water and get your own.” 
 
    I looked back at my drink.  I noticed one of the blue and white birds, we had seen around the grounds, land on the back of one of the chairs.  As I watched, it hopped along its perch, cocking its head, left and right, making its way closer to the table where my book and drink were. 
 
    I tapped Lauren's shoulder to get her attention.  “Check out that bird.  Looks like he wants a drink.” 
 
    A portly pale skinned man floated by on his back, his face and hairy belly the only parts of his body out of the water.  “Doesn't want the drink.” 
 
    As if on cue, the bird took flight, snatched the orange wedge off the rim of the glass, and flew up into the trees. 
 
    “The fuck?” 
 
    “Most servers leave the garnish at the bar.  Some forget.  That's why there's so many of those damn magpies around here.” 
 
    “Guess I'll have to eat the orange first next time.” 
 
    “Wait 'til they visit your room.  I got a whole gang shows up on my balcony for breakfast every morning.  I don't feed them, but I think the wife slips them some toast when I'm not looking.” 
 
    I thanked the man for his advice and got out of the pool to collect what was left of my drink. 
 
      
 
    Around noon, a couple of staff members came down to the pool and tried to get guests interested in a short water aerobics class.  Lauren said no but prodded me to join the group. 
 
    The instructor, a short dark skinned beauty, her athletic frame encased in a blue and yellow wet suit that hung to every curve and muscle of her body, gave me the hard sell.  I declined.  She moved on to her next target. 
 
    After about ten minutes she and her co-worker, a slightly taller, lighter-skinned young man with short brown hair with frosted tips, were able to corral about half a dozen people into the water.  Among them, the two girls and the guy I had noticed flirting in the deep water, a heavy set hispanic woman who looked to be around fifty and her husband and another gentleman about their age with long black and grey hair pulled back in a ponytail. 
 
    None of the guests appeared to have ever done aerobics before, but they all seemed to be enjoying themselves.  After about forty-five minutes, the music stopped and the group broke up. 
 
    Watching people exercise made me hungry, so that's when Lauren and I decided to head off for lunch. 
 
    We had burgers and fries, then we went up to the main building to see the concierge about booking a rainforest tour.  All the seats for the next day were booked, but we were able to snag two for the following day. 
 
    After booking the excursion we decided to go down and lay on the beach.  We followed the path through the resort, down a narrow flight of steps to the water. 
 
    We were surprised to discover, there didn't seem to be a beach.  The ocean came up to the tree line. 
 
    “High tide.”  I turned around to see where the voice was coming from.  A short tan looking man in an official uniform had followed us down to the shore.  “Not much exposed sand to lay on this time of day.”  His English was good, just a hint of an accent, so I figured he worked for the resort.  He told us mornings were the best time. 
 
    We thanked the man for the information and headed back to our room. 
 
    We had a few hours before our dinner reservation, so we decided to take a short nap.  It's surprising how exhausting it can be to lay out in the sun all day. 
 
    Dinner, for me, was an ordeal.  My plan to see my fantasy come true was near fruition.  Tonight, I would see Lauren get fucked by another man.  My hands shook with anticipation.  We split a bottle of wine with our light meal of grilled chicken and salad.  We ordered two glasses of port for dessert; both of us felt loose, our inhibitions lifted. 
 
    I slipped off my shoe and slowly ran my foot along the inside of Lauren's leg.  I started low with her calf. 
 
    “Feeling frisky tonight.” 
 
    I moved up along her inner thigh.  “That a question?” 
 
    My wife reached her hand under the table and grabbed my foot.  I expected her to push it away.  Instead, she pulled it further up beneath her skirt.  I slipped down in my chair. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    I could feel the heat of her passion.  I swirled my toes around the outer edges of her panties. 
 
    “Tease.  Oh!” 
 
    I had planted my toe right over her clit, only a thin piece of silk separated us. 
 
    “You shouldn't do that.  Someone may.  See.”  She was having trouble concentrating on her words.  The lighting was dim and our table was tucked away in a dark corner. 
 
    “Nobody's looking.” 
 
    “Then I guess it's okay if I do this.”  Lauren pulled her panties to the side and I felt her moisture on my bare skin. 
 
    “Oh my.”  I pulled my foot away. 
 
    “Take me to bed.” 
 
    She didn't have to ask me twice. 
 
    The resort was all-inclusive so there was no bill to pay.  My wife got up and headed for the exit.  I downed the rest of my wine, threw a twenty down on the table for the wait staff and quickly followed her. 
 
    Our walk to the room was short in distance – it was the next building over – but took forever. 
 
    My mind was racing, my palms were sweating and I was glad Lauren didn't seem to notice.  I had my arm around my wife's waist; her hand was in the back pocket of my shorts.  She took the opportunity to squeeze my ass. 
 
    Lauren was frisky, in the mood to be fucked, and she was going to get fucked, but not by me.  The anticipation was eating me alive.  I was hard as steel, my boner ached, encased at an awkward angle in my khaki shorts. 
 
    Now that the moment was at hand, I was having second thoughts.  Was this really what I wanted?  Fantasy was safe, this was getting real and it could prove dangerous. 
 
    Through all my new found misgivings, my wife's desires played no part.  That oversight would come back to haunt me. 
 
    Lauren pushed me over the threshold after I'd unlocked the door.  It slammed behind us.  My wife pushed me up against the wall.  Her mouth devouring mine.  With one hand, she grabbed me by the hair and held my head tight.  She reached into my shorts with the other and started stroking my already hard cock. 
 
    “Mmmm.  Someone expects to get laid tonight.” 
 
    If you think I took this mauling passively, let me set the record straight.  I returned her kiss with as much zeal as she dished out.  My hands were not idle.  With all the skill I'd developed through all my years as a sexually active male, I had Lauren striped down to her bra and soaking wet panties before she had my erection freed from my pants. 
 
    Now was the time for me to take control and set my plans in motion. 
 
    I picked my wife up and carried her into the bedroom.  She squealed as I cradled her and grabbed me around the neck.  I was so glad we both worked out regularly and ate a healthy diet. 
 
    I tossed Lauren on the bed and started my usual foreplay, kissing her face, her neck.  I paid particular attention to her earlobes.  At the same time, my hands made quick work of her bra.  I worked my way down, lavishing wet eager kisses to her nipples. 
 
    She squealed again. 
 
    I removed her panties and stood up beside the bed. 
 
    Lauren radiated beauty in the dark room.  The only illumination came from the moonlight streaming in through the open curtains. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?  I need your cock inside me.” 
 
    And how I wanted to give it to her.  It took all my self-control to hold off, especially when my wife started playing with herself, running her fingers along the outer lips of her engorged labia.  Her petals glistened in the moonlight. 
 
    “You like watching.  I know.  You like this?” 
 
    “You know it.” 
 
    Lauren started vulgarly thrusting two fingers into her cunt, while her other hand twiddled with her clit. 
 
    “You want to see me cum.  You depraved man.” 
 
    If she only knew. 
 
    “You keep that up, my naughty wife.  I need to get something in the other room.” 
 
    “What?  What. Is. It?”  Lauren spit out the words as she furiously finger-fucked herself. 
 
    “A surprise.”  It was hard to turn away from the artistry laid out before me, but I knew a true masterpiece was yet to come. 
 
    I left the room and walked over to the lockout door. 
 
    “You better hurry back or I'll call Hakan.  See if he's busy.  Oh.  Oh.  Hakannnn”  My wife's biting words sent a shiver down my spine.  So close, we were. 
 
    I opened the door.  Before me stood my reflection in three dimensions.  My twin brother, Richard. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    My plan had been costly.  First there was the plane ticket for my brother and the price of a two bedroom suite, that hurt my bank account, but it was asking Richard to participate that caused the most pain. 
 
    “You want me to what?” 
 
    “Don't make me say it again.” 
 
    “No.  No, bro.  You need to say it again, cause I don't believe I heard you right.” 
 
    “Okay.  I want you to sleep with Lauren.” 
 
    “Sleep?” 
 
    “Okay.  Fuck.  I want you to fuck Lauren.” 
 
    “She cool with this?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    Our conversation took place the month before.  After the awkward first ask, I explained my fantasy to my brother.  To my relief he didn't mock me, or laugh at me, or worse, threaten to tell my wife. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You will have to pretend to be me.” 
 
    Understanding erupted on Richard's face.  “You expect me to shave my beard?  Cut my hair?  That's a lot to ask.” 
 
    “I'm paying for your flight and your room.  You're getting to have sex with my wife.  Seems pretty fair to me.” 
 
    “She is pretty hot, bro.” 
 
    “So you'll do it?” 
 
    It took a few more minutes of persuasive talk, but eventually a vacation in Costa Rica and sex with Lauren won him over. 
 
    That's how he ended up standing in front of me, clean shaven – his hair cut back to a civilized length. 
 
    Richard had a little bit more muscle than I did, but in the darkness and the heated action of lovemaking, I didn't think my wife would notice. 
 
    “Roger, you coming back soon?  Cause I'm pretty close to cumming myself.” 
 
    I silently pulled my brother into the room.  I had told him to be naked but he still wore a pair of briefs.  I pointed to them and he took them off and threw them back into his room. 
 
    Normally I'd be uncomfortable standing so close to a naked man, but he was my brother, my twin brother, and even though we were no longer that close, I still remembered the few times we striped down in each other's company.  There was even a time we swapped clothes.  It was almost like being twelve again, but instead of freaking out our mom, we were going to.  What were we going to do?  Whatever it was, it wasn't something a twelve year old would do. 
 
    “Rah-gerrr”  Lauren was getting anxious. 
 
    Richard looked at me.  I didn't say anything. 
 
    “Coming?”  His voice was hesitant, but a good imitation of mine. 
 
    I tossed my head toward the bedroom.  Richard moved in. 
 
    “You took too long, Roger.  Your cock's gone limp.”  I was really starting to have doubts this would work. 
 
    I went into the my brother's room and quietly shut the door behind me.  I went out the sliding glass door, hopped the rail between our balconies and crouched down next to the window that looked into our bedroom.  I peeked in and was shocked. 
 
    I thought this was what I wanted.  I thought I'd be prepared.  I can tell you now, nothing prepares you for seeing your loving wife wantonly spreading her legs to receive the hard cock of another man. 
 
    Yes, she thought it was me, but still.  Another pang of guilt.  I could stop this, it wasn't too late. 
 
    “That's better.” 
 
    The sliding glass was open just a crack, not by accident.  I could hear everything. 
 
    The lighting wasn't the best.  That was by design.  I made sure all the lamps were off.  The less my wife could see Richard the easier it would be for him to pass as me. 
 
    From my vantage point I could see silhouettes and the occasional patch of pale skin caught in the moonlight. 
 
    “Is this for me?”  Lauren reached out for Richard's erection. 
 
    This was really happening. 
 
    Blood rushed to fill my cock and all apprehension I may have had a second ago vanished. 
 
    “Suck it.”  Richard's demand came like a slap. 
 
    I never made demands when Lauren and I made love.  To me, this was a dead giveaway that something was amiss.  How could my wife miss it? 
 
    “Yes, sir.”  Lauren got up on her knees and bent over to take her lover's cock into her mouth.  She teetered back and forth.  The moist sounds of her tongue gliding over ridge flesh assaulted my ears, driving me to further heights of arousal. 
 
    “That's so good, Ren.  So, so good.”  Using my nickname for her helped sell the illusion. 
 
    My wife could only mumble her gratitude.  Richard ran his fingers through her hair, grabbing her head and gently guiding her rhythm. 
 
    “Deeper.  Take it deeper.” 
 
    I could hear Lauren moan and gag a little, but she did her best to comply.  A few times in the past, I'd felt my wife's nose brush my pubic hair, but it was rare.  Usually, she just worked the tip where all the nerves are located, and that's fine with me.  I didn't need to gag her. 
 
    Her current lover had other plans. 
 
    “Just a little more, wifey.  You can do it.” 
 
    Wifey?  That's a word I never used. 
 
    Richard now was holding Lauren's head with both hands.  He was thrusting deeper and deeper.  I could hear my wife's moaning increase and a few gurgles as her lover's erection opened up her throat. 
 
    To my astonishment, Richard's cock fully disappeared between my wife's lips. 
 
    “Nice.  I knew you could do it.” 
 
    Richard held my wife's head still for just a moment, relishing the feeling of complete domination. 
 
    I was stunned.  This was much more that I was expecting, more than I wanted.  Was this how Richard treated all his girlfriends?  
 
    My brother pumped in and out a few times, then with an audible pop, completely withdrew. 
 
    I expected a rebuke. 
 
    “Someone's being a little rough tonight.”  No anger. 
 
    “Maybe, I wanted something different tonight.” 
 
    It was different alright. 
 
    “This the surprise you had?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    Richard pushed my wife onto her back and pinned her down to the bed with his body. 
 
    “You got a problem with that?  You want me to be soft and gentle, like I usually am?” 
 
    Those words hurt. 
 
    “Oh no.  I like this, new you.” 
 
    Those words hurt even more.  Maybe my brother saw something in my wife that I didn't.  Something naughtier than I was able to draw out of her. 
 
    “Come on Roger.  We're on vacation.  Let's have – fun.” 
 
    “I was hoping you'd say that.” 
 
    Boy was I in for a show. 
 
    Richard reached down between their bodies to line himself up with my Lauren's pussy. 
 
    The slap came fast and sounded hard. 
 
    “Hey!”  Richard brought his hand to his cheek.  The love play was getting rough alright. 
 
    “Not so fast, buster.  It's my turn.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.”  Richard began sliding down Lauren's body, his tongue gently grazing her skin.  He paused to flick her hard nipples.  My wife moaned. 
 
    “Harder.” 
 
    I could see my brother attack her breasts, his hands mauling her flesh. 
 
    “Good boy.  Good.  Yes.” 
 
    He took as much into his mouth as he could. 
 
    “Pinch the nipples.  You know that's what I like.  Pinch them.” 
 
    Richard took each nipple between his thumb and forefinger and began to apply pressure. 
 
    “Yes.  Yes.  Oh, God.  That's good.” 
 
    “You like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.  Harder.  Harder, you bastard.” 
 
    Richard began rolling his finger, her nipples, like pencil erasers, hard and pliant. 
 
    “Harder.  I'm so close.” 
 
    Richard was in for a surprise. 
 
    Lauren's hands were pressed up against the headboard.  Her feet stretched out, her legs shaking.  She was close. 
 
    “Finish it Roger.  Finish it!” 
 
    I knew what she meant.  I only hoped he did, too. 
 
    “You said you wanted rough.  Give me rough.” 
 
    Lauren's lover bent down and put his mouth back to her breasts.  Her body shook, her words morphed to mumbles. 
 
    “Ahhh!!!”  My wife let out a scream.  I could only imagine Richard had bitten her nipples.  Lauren loved that and could often achieve an orgasm from me just playing with her breasts.  I was sure the whole resort had heard her climax.  Luckily I was shielded from view by a patio chair, just in case someone looked to see where the scream was coming from.  I'm sure the staff would have stories to tell about the crazy couple in room 319. 
 
    “Damn it, that was good.”  As her climax subsided, Richard began to move down my wife's body.  He meant to eat her out. 
 
    “I need you inside me.”  Lauren curled her fingers under her lover's chin and began pulling him up.  “I need a good fucking.  A good hard fucking.  You think you can give it to me?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.” 
 
    “You sure?  You man enough?” 
 
    “Woman, you know I am.” 
 
    “I don't.  Maybe I should get Hakan.” 
 
    Richard started laughing.  He didn't know about our Turkish acquaintance, but he must have guessed.  My wife was role-playing her cuckolding me, while she was actually cuckolding me. 
 
    “You don't have the balls to get Hakan.” 
 
    “I'll show you balls.” 
 
    Lauren pushed Richard over onto his back.  His cock was sticking straight up.  As if, by providence, his erection was illuminated by a shaft of moonlight reflected off some shiny surface. 
 
    It wasn't a huge cock, or a fat cock.  It looked much like my cock, but it wasn't.  And that made my heart seize up.  I gulped. 
 
    My brother's steely shaft glistened with saliva.  A drop of pre-cum clearly visible on the tip. 
 
    “Looks good enough to eat, but I'm not hungry right now.”  Lauren began stroking her lover's erection, rubbing it up and down as if willing it to grow bigger.  “You're huge.  Thinking of me taking a lover?  Wishing you could watch me stroke another man like this.” 
 
    The irony was lost on my wife.  I'm sure Richard was having a hard time keeping a straight face.  I'm sure the hand-job my wife was giving him, helped. 
 
    “Honest to God, no.  I'm hard only for you.” 
 
    “Good, cause I'm ready to fuck.”  Lauren threw her leg over Richard's body, never letting go of his erection. 
 
    “Mmmm”  I imagined she was rubbing him over her labia, using the tip to separate her petals. 
 
    With a long deep sigh, she lowered herself onto Richard's cock. 
 
    “Oh, Roger.  That feels so good.” 
 
    I was aroused and frightened at the sight.  My wife, taking another man inside her, a place only I had been since we started dating, over a decade ago.  It was an intoxicating feeling, a sinking pit of pain and jealously opening up in my heart. 
 
    Lauren pressed her palms down on Richard's chest and began rocking her ass back and forth, grinding her clit against the base of his cock. 
 
    No matter how much it hurt, I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene.  This was what I wanted, what I fantasied about.  I made this scene possible and I was going to watch it to the bitter end. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Roger.  So good.”  The words stung.  Although deep down, I knew she thought she was talking to me, I couldn't help but feel betrayed. 
 
    Lauren's body was a blur.  She started raising up and slamming her pussy down hard, taking her lover's cock as deep as she could. 
 
      It was a fantastically erotic sight, better than any porn I'd ever seen.  And for all the heartache, I was really enjoying myself. 
 
    “Ren, I'm in paradise.  Your tight little cunt.  Oh god, ride my monster cock, bitch.  Ride it.”  Roger's words, no Richard's words were so raw, so vulgar.  I never used those words with Lauren, even in our most violent fucking.  Luckily she didn't seem to notice. 
 
    “Oh.  OH.  Fuck.  So.  Deep.”  Each of my wife's words were punctuated with a loud wet slap.  Each word another knife thrust through my breast.  The pain was exquisite. 
 
    “I'm close.” 
 
    “Cum for me, Roger.” 
 
    “So close.”  His words were coming so fast, I could hardly make them out. 
 
    “Give it to me.  Fill me up.” 
 
    The thought of another man inseminating my wife horrified me.  I felt my chest gripped by an iron gauntlet.  My breath held tight in my lungs.  This was no longer a fantasy.  This was reality. 
 
    “Cum for me, love.” 
 
    I could feel the fingers tighten, cutting the blood flow to my brain.  My cock remained solid. 
 
    “Here it comes.  Oh god. Take it.”  Richard started thrusting his hips up to meet Lauren's downward dives.  He grabbed her waist and held her body tight as he released his semen into her womb, her fertile womb. 
 
    Fuck!  Fuck!  I didn't tell him he should withdraw.  I should have told him not to cum inside her. 
 
    Lauren and I decided early in our relationship we weren't going to have kids.  I had a vasectomy to avoid the hassle of condoms or Lauren forgetting to take the pill. 
 
    As the two lovers floated down from their climax, the only thing I could think of was my wife getting pregnant.  Yet, I remained hard.  What kind of pervert feels aroused by the thought of another man impregnating his wife. 
 
    I wanted to throw up.  I also wanted to jerk off. 
 
    I was a mess. 
 
    Lauren and Richard began to cuddle, and kiss, and caress each other. 
 
    “That was some of the best sex we've ever had.” 
 
    As if I didn't have enough heartache.  More words from my wife that humiliated me.  The fact she didn't mean them in that way didn't help.  Watching their post-sex bliss was as painful to me as watching them fuck was arousing. 
 
    I loved watching my wife fuck another man.  It was beautiful and erotic.  Watching her show such affection for another man, scared the piss out of me.  I would be nothing without Lauren.  Losing her would open up a void in my life that would never be filled. 
 
    I couldn't watch anymore. 
 
    I slowly slunk back over the railing and into Richard's room, to wait for him to sneak away from my wife so we could swap places once again. 
 
    What was I to do?  Should I tell her about Richard, now?  That there was a chance she might be pregnant?  That would mean copping to my entire scheme and sapping all the fun from the rest of our vacation.  Hell, it might lead to the end of our marriage. 
 
    I promised myself to never do this again.  I'd be satisfied with our role-playing and occasional flirting.  Never again would I push Lauren to sleep with another man.  And I'd definitely never pull another stupid stunt like this. 
 
    Maybe I didn't have to tell her just yet.  Maybe I could ask Richard if he got snipped, himself.  I was sure he used condoms with his other conquests, to protect against diseases as well as unwanted pregnancies.  Did he take that double precaution?  If so, I was off the hook. 
 
    I could also wait to see if Lauren showed any signs.  I wasn't sure when her next period was due.  I never kept track, but I did know when it arrived. 
 
    No matter.  I'd resolve the dilemma when we returned to New York.  Our vacation may have been soured for me, but I didn't need to ruin it for my wife as well. 
 
    The lock out door opened. 
 
    “You need to hurry.”  Richard's voice was barely audible.  “She's in the rest room.” 
 
    “I have to ask you—” 
 
    My brother shushed me up by placing his hand over my mouth. 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.  We'll talk later.” 
 
    He pushed me back into my room and shut the door with a soft click.  I heard the bolt slide home. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Honey?  Roger?” 
 
    Act natural.  “Coming.” 
 
    Lauren was under the covers.  “Wow.  After all that you're still hard.” 
 
    My penis was swollen, the veins blue and red, clearly visible. 
 
    “What can I say?  You make me horny, beautiful.” 
 
    “Always nice to hear.” 
 
    I crawled into bed next to my wife.  I needed to be near her, to be assured she still loved me.  To be assured she was still mine.  I needed to reclaim her. 
 
    Despite the erotic scene I'd witnessed, I still hadn't cum and I longed to cum in my wife. 
 
    I moved closer, hoping to seduce her into a second round.  This one more gentle, more loving. 
 
    I discovered she had thrown on a light T-shirt and pair of panties – her sign she was done for the night.  I persisted. 
 
    “Can I talk you into another go?”  Not subtle. 
 
    “Not tonight, love.  You wore me out.” 
 
    It wasn't me, I didn't tell her.  “I'll be gentle this time.” 
 
    “Not your fault.”  Her words began to run on into mumbling.  “Just...tired.  maybe.  morning.”  A few moments later she was snoring. 
 
    So, instead of making love to my wife, relieving my anxiety, the pain and the guilt over what I'd witnessed and reclaiming her as my own, I ended up beating off in the bathroom, the vision of her pounding her pussy against my brother's cock filled my head as I shot my semen into a warm wet washcloth. 
 
    My erection subsided and I was finally able to fall asleep. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Lauren woke me up early the next morning.  She was naked, her hair dripping wet, a cup of coffee in her outstretched hand. 
 
    “Shower up, I'm hungry.” 
 
    “What time is it?”  I took a sip of coffee. 
 
    “Seven.” 
 
    “Where do you get the energy?  Especially after last night.” 
 
    “The fresh air.  Tropical surroundings.  I don't know.” 
 
    My wife started pulling on a pair of panties as I drew my stiff body out of bed.  Turns out crouching down and watching another man fuck your wife is bad for your back. 
 
    The warm water felt good, splashing against my sore body.  Images of the night before flashed through my mind.  No doubt, I was aroused by watching them fuck, but the guilt of what I had done and the jealousy of not getting to reclaim my wife afterwards was quickly overtaking the pleasure. 
 
    By the time I was out of the shower, Lauren was fully dressed in a pair of peach shorts with a matching bikini top and a cream colored shirt with only the last two buttons done.  Her hair was damp, which really accented the curls. 
 
    “I'll meet you down at the buffet.”  Lauren slipped on a pair of flip-flops while I ran a towel over my body.  “You were great last night.  Best sex we've had in a while.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, I wasn't sure what, but my wife saved me from embarrassing myself by planting a quick kiss on my mouth. 
 
    “Maybe ever.”  She whispered into my ear.  “Hurry down.” 
 
    The door slammed shut behind her. 
 
    I was left standing there, my mouth open, yet dry as sand.  Her sharp words left me gutted and bleeding.  I'm sure she thought she was complimenting me, but the effect was the opposite.  Best sex ever and I hadn't given it to her.  Yes, I did allow it to happen.  I set it up, but it wasn't the same. 
 
    I was quickly regretting what I had done.  The arousal I got from watching my wife fuck another man was not worth the pain I felt, not even close.  I had lied to my wife, deceived her.  Add to that, the knowledge I wasn't fully able to satisfy my wife as well as my brother; I couldn't blame the size of his dick, he's my twin after all.  I wasn't sure I was going to be able to hold down breakfast. 
 
      
 
    The vigorous fucking my wife received the previous night had left her famished.  Her plate was piled high with bacon and sausage, scrambled eggs, a couple slices of tomato and a buttery croissant. 
 
    I had simply spooned a little cottage cheese on my plate and grabbed a slice of fresh pineapple before sitting down. 
 
    “That all?  You feeling okay?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Just not hungry.” 
 
    “I'd thought you'd need to recharge after last night.” 
 
    She wasn't going to stop rubbing that in was she? 
 
    “Guess not.” 
 
    I didn't say much else as I ate.  By the time I finished what little I had put on my plate I realized I was hungry after all and I went back for more. 
 
    While I ate my second helping, Lauren kept giving me looks.  I couldn't read her thoughts and every time I'd get ready to say something, she'd open her mouth, but instead of saying something she took another bite of food. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Liar.” 
 
    “Okay.  Last night.  The sex.  It was.”  She stopped talking and looked out the window, into the distant horizon. 
 
    “It was, what?” 
 
    “It was like you were a different person.” 
 
    If she only knew.  “How so?” 
 
    “You've never been so – rough.” 
 
    “Did I hurt you?  If so, I'm so sorry.  I—” 
 
    “No.  Don't apologize.  It was great.”  Lauren took a bite of her eggs.  “It might not be something we want to do all the time, but, you know, maybe every now and again.  Playing hard can be fun.” 
 
    I wondered if I'd ever be able to treat my wife as rough as my brother did.  Even though she liked it, I wasn't sure it was something I could get into. 
 
    Talking about the awesome sex we had the previous night was animating Lauren, like she'd found a neat new toy and couldn't stop talking about it. 
 
    “Actually, there was something else I had been meaning to ask you.”  My wife's usually pale face started turning a deep rosy pink.  “How about we try – something else.” 
 
    Was she going to say she'd be up to letting me watch her fuck another guy? 
 
    “Something we've never done before.” 
 
    Wouldn't that be ironic. 
 
    Lauren pulled a small paper bag out of her pocket and passed it to me under the table. 
 
    “I thought about pulling this out last night, but everything happened so fast.” 
 
    I opened the bag and started to take out the tube that was inside.  It felt like it might be toothpaste; not the travel size, but a step up from that. 
 
    “Not here!” 
 
    I looked into the bag.  It was a tube of personal lubricant, like for sex.  I looked up at my wife, the shock clearly registered on my face. 
 
    “Thought tonight.  We could try some.”  Lauren's voice, already soft went lower still.  She leaned over the table and whispered.  “Butt stuff.” 
 
    Yes, that was something we'd never tried.  I'd never tried.  It wasn't something I'd asked for and was rejected.  It just never got brought up. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I thought, we're on vacation.  Why not try something new?” 
 
    “And if you don't like it?  If I don't like it?” 
 
    “Then we never have to do it again.  Doesn't hurt to try it.” 
 
    “It might.” 
 
    Lauren threw her napkin at me.  “Be gentle and it'll be okay.”  She sounded like an expert, although I knew she wasn't.  Or at least I thought I did. 
 
    “Where'd you get the lube?” 
 
    “Bought it before we left for the trip.  Packed away with my panties.” 
 
    Any apprehension I'd been feeling was melting away.  My wife was obviously enjoying her vacation, our vacation, and was eager to expand our sexual experiences.  Maybe I could learn to be more aggressive in bed.  If she liked anal and I was good at it we could add that to our repertoire.  We might also try playing with ropes or a light spanking.  There were books we could get. 
 
    I leaned across the table. 
 
    “Lauren.”  My voice was so low, my wife had to lean closer, herself, to hear.  “I would love to fuck you in the ass.” 
 
    My wife pulled back, giggling.  “Such a gentleman.” 
 
    I tucked the lube into my pocket and went back to my breakfast. 
 
    I was becoming aroused.  The feelings of regret were being replaced by excitement.  Thoughts of tying my wife up and teasing her nipples with a feather quickly filled my head. 
 
    “What are you grinning at buster?” 
 
    “Just thinking about you.  And me.  And what we could be doing.” 
 
    “Get your mind out of the gutter.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Time and place.” 
 
    “But you brought it up.” 
 
    “Doesn't matter.” 
 
    And I couldn't argue with her, so I decided to change the subject.  “So what are the plans for today?” 
 
    “Did you want to check out the beach?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “The desk man said the best time is around ten o'clock.” 
 
    “So we got a couple hours.” 
 
    “I'm getting a massage first.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    After breakfast, we returned to the room.  Lauren lucked out and the spa had an opening for a deep tissue massage at eight thirty.  I grabbed my Lee Child novel and a beer and went out to read on the balcony. 
 
    As soon as I heard the door close behind my wife I ran back inside and knocked on the lock-out door. 
 
    “You there?” 
 
    It took a few minutes, but eventually Richard opened the door.  His hair was disheveled and he was naked except for a sheet he had wrapped around his waist. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need to know.” 
 
    “Know what?” 
 
    There is no easy way to ask your brother if he'd had a vasectomy, but then again, there's no easy way to ask your brother to fuck your wife, and I'd done that. 
 
    “Have you been snipped?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you had a vasectomy?” 
 
    “Why would I?” 
 
    “Because you fuck around a lot.” 
 
    “I use condoms.” 
 
    “You didn't last night.” 
 
    “I'm pretty sure your wife is clean.” 
 
    “Yeah, but.” 
 
    My brother's sleep-addled brain was starting to wake up.  “Wait.  You mean?  Lauren isn't on the pill?” 
 
    “No.  I've been snipped.” 
 
    “I assumed she was.  You didn't mention protection.” 
 
    “We don't need it.” 
 
    “You didn't give this much thought, did you bro?” 
 
    “I let my dick do my thinking.” 
 
    “Don't worry about it.  Even if she gets pregnant, we share DNA.  No one will know the kid's not yours.” 
 
    I shoved Richard back into his room.  His arms swung wide to avoid falling over.  He dropped the sheet.  “Lauren will know.” 
 
    “Don't get mad at me.  I was doing this for you.” 
 
    “Sorry.  I'm just really pissed.  At myself mostly.” 
 
    “You were planning on telling Lauren about last night, right?” 
 
    “Eventually.” 
 
    “You better tell her soon.” 
 
    “When we get home.  I don't want to spoil her vacation.” 
 
    “It's your life, man.” 
 
    “You're leaving tomorrow, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Got a car picking me up at noon.” 
 
    “And you'll stay in the room 'til then.  I don't need you running into Lauren when we're out.” 
 
    “Whatever, bro.  I won't spoil your fun.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Just wish the hotel had decent cable.  Most everything's in Spanish.” 
 
    I wanted to thank Richard for his help in pulling off my scheme, even if it had gone off the rails, but instead I just apologized again for pushing him. 
 
    “Hope it was worth it for you.”  Richard closed the door and I went back out on the balcony to read my book, though my mind wasn't really following the words I was reading. 
 
    Thinking back on the night before, I had extremely mixed feelings.  On a visceral level, I enjoyed watching my wife get fucked.  It was erotic as hell and the memories will stay with me for a long time. 
 
    I was also feeling deep guilt for tricking Lauren into taking part in my fantasy and I was dreading the confrontation that lay ahead.  I was going to have to tell her about the switch, and I didn't think she was going to like it – neither the deception, nor exposing her to the risk of pregnancy.  I never planned for that and now I was going to have to divulge my duplicity. 
 
    I thought about keeping my mouth shut and hoping for the best, but quickly pushed that idea aside.  There was too much to lose.  I was determined to swallow my misgivings and tell her everything – once we got home.  Lauren's vacation wasn't going to be ruined because of something I did. 
 
    While I was lost in thought, a blue and white bird landed on the railing.  It cocked its head and shook the feathers on its prominent crest.  It eyed me wearily, looking down at my cup of coffee, maybe expecting to find a stray piece of muffin, or a garnish to snatch up.  If I didn't know better, I'd say it was the same bird who stole my orange wedge yesterday morning by the pool. 
 
    “See you got a friend.”  My wife stepped out through the sliding door.  She looked awesome, every muscle relaxed and loose.  Her face glowed.  I wished I felt as wonderful as she looked.  “Make that two.” 
 
    Another bird had landed next to the first. 
 
    “What did that guy call them?  Maybirds or magpies, or something.” 
 
    “They're white-throated magpie-jays.  I googled it this morning.” 
 
    Whatever did we do before we could carry the world of information in our cell phones? 
 
    “So how was the spa?” 
 
    “She got to every muscle.  I've never felt better.” 
 
    “Better than last night?”  I don't know why I said it.  Maybe I was hoping she'd down play just how good my brother made her feel.  She didn't. 
 
    “Okay, I take that back.  Last night was definitely better.” 
 
    I felt my soul contract. 
 
    Since we didn't have food our feathery friends quickly lost interest and flew away.  I felt my self-confidence alight off with them. 
 
    “And tonight,”  Lauren gave me a sly look,  “...will be even better.” 
 
    At least I had that to look forward to.  I thought back to the lube and the promise that provided.  I had to adjust myself. 
 
    Lauren snickered.  “One track mind.”  My wife quickly disrobed, but not to fool around, as I was hoping.  Instead she jumped into the shower to rinse off the sweat and oils from her massage. 
 
    I changed into a pair of green and blue swim trunks and my swimming shirt.  Then I packed our bag for a few hours of sitting on the beach: sunscreen, a couple of towels, several bottles of water and a few other items. 
 
    When I was satisfied I had everything we needed I turned back to the bathroom to see if my wife was done. 
 
    She looked radiant, having slipped into her swimsuit – a simple dark blue skin-tight one-piece that hugged her sleek form, accentuating every curve.  The suit didn't expose an inordinate amount of skin, but the hint of what lay beneath the lycra fabric was painfully enticing. 
 
    Lauren walked over and gave me a peck on the cheek.  “You really need to stop getting hard every time you look at me.  People will think I'm withholding sex.” 
 
    “Ha.” 
 
    “No, seriously.  That looks like it hurts.” 
 
    “You could always help me take care of it.”  I was kinda joking, but a quick blow job would have been wonderful. 
 
    “Oh, I would, sweetheart, but we're wasting prime beach time.” 
 
    “Fine.”  I pouted. 
 
    Lauren gave me a blank stare. 
 
    We held it for about ten seconds before we both started laughing.  It felt good to let go, to release all the pent up emotion that had been eating away my insides.  Trouble lay in the future, but for the next few days we were happy in paradise. 
 
    I grabbed the bag and Lauren grabbed the watertight box that held our room key and IDs and we headed out. 
 
    We were walking past the pool when my wife asked if I had packed the camera. 
 
    “Shit.  I forgot.” 
 
    “Could you run and get it?  I want to take some pictures” 
 
    “Sure thing.”  I took one of our keys and hurried back up to the room. 
 
    I didn't remember seeing the camera out the past two days.  It wasn't on any of the tables.  I checked all the drawers of the nightstand – nothing but a room service menu.  I checked the clothes drawer – nada.  It wasn't in our luggage.  I looked on the shelf in the closet and in the room safe.  Nothing and nothing. 
 
    I went to the window, intending to call down to Lauren and ask her where the camera was.  I opened the curtains, pulled open the sliding glass door and stepped out. 
 
    The action that was playing out at the pool below caused me to throw myself back into the room.  Did I really see that?  I took another look. 
 
    Standing next to my wife was Richard and he was handing her the camera.  What the fuck?  He was in a similar colored swimsuit, but the shirt he was wearing was a simple polo shirt, not even close to the one I was wearing.  And he had the fucking camera.  He must have swiped it while we were at breakfast. 
 
    Did he really think Lauren wouldn't see right through him?  They exchanged a few words.  How did he know?  My mind reeled. 
 
    My wife took the camera and stowed it away in our beach bag, then to my utter shock she kissed him on the lips and they headed off to the beach, her arm wrapped around his waist.  She jumped as my brother playfully slapped her ass.  She started tickling him.  He kissed her.  She kissed back and my stomach heaved.  The betrayal stung. 
 
    It appeared my brother had put as much thought into his double cross as I had put into my original scheme. 
 
    My wife frolicking, playing with another man was supposed to be fun, supposed to get me off.  I was aroused, but also hurt.  What could I do?  Run down to the beach and confront my brother in front of my wife.  That would expose the ruse and create a scene I had no control over. 
 
    My other option was to stay hidden and wait for a better time to swap places again, with Richard.  I was going to rip him a new one when they got back. 
 
    My impotent rage boiled over as I watched the happy, playful, loving couple slip around one of the hedges on the path down to the beach. 
 
    I threw myself onto our bed, face first.  What had I gotten myself into?  My wife-watching fetish had blinded me to just how stupid my scheme was.  It took my plan careening out of control for the foolishness to become apparent.  Tricking my wife into sleeping with my twin brother was a horrendous idea and I was paying the price for my duplicity. 
 
    And my deceitful brother was taking advantage of the situation, taking advantage of my weakness.  Taking advantage of Lauren's ignorance. 
 
    Suddenly pure jealousy swept through me.  Not the playful teasing, the watching my wife have a good time without me teasing.  No this was pure glowing green radioactive jealousy that could destroy my relationship with my brother and maybe even my marriage. 
 
    I started seething.  I wondered how long Richard had wanted to fuck my wife.  How long had he waited for his chance?  All the playful glances, all the stray touches, the innuendos I had put off as harmless banter flooded my memory. 
 
    Richard hid his desire well.  He gave no hint of his eagerness when I first asked him to swap places with me for what I thought was one night.  One night of watching my wife have sex with another man and I would have it out of my system and I could get on with my life and my marriage to a wonderful, sexy lady who I adored. 
 
    No hint at all. 
 
    In fact, I remembered he acted shocked, like he wasn't too keen to do it.  He said he didn't want to lie to Lauren.  He didn't want to insult me by sleeping with my wife.  Oh what a liar he was. 
 
    I got up and poured myself one of the free beers the resort kept stocked in the room's mini-fridge.  It was bland, but cold and it went down fast.  I popped a second and drank it straight out of the can. 
 
    I found myself needing more booze, so I headed out to one of the bars in the main building.  I should have been keeping an eye out for my wife and brother, but in my frazzled state I didn't really think about it. 
 
    I asked the bartender for a shot of his cheapest whiskey.  I drank what he poured and nearly choked. 
 
    The bartender laughed.  “You asked for the cheapest.  You want a Johnny Walker Black?” 
 
    “Please.”  The second shot went down much smoother.  I chased it with another local beer. 
 
    “Not spending time with the wife?” 
 
    I didn't feel like being chatty, but I didn't want to sit in my room, moping.  “She's at the spa.” 
 
    I took my beer and walked over to one of the couches against the wall, and moped there instead. 
 
    Two shots of whiskey became four and I looked at my watch.  Not even noon and I was already trashed. 
 
    A few people started wandering into the bar – the lunch crowd and late risers.  Until then, I had the place to myself, save for the bartender who realized I didn't want to talk. 
 
    I was getting uncomfortable, seeing all the people, happy people, happy couples, and I decided maybe I wanted to mope in my room after all. 
 
    I ordered a double shot to go and headed back to wait for the return of my wife and deceitful brother.  I failed to note the irony at the time. 
 
    Back in the room, I paced around.  Painful emotions ricocheted around my skull like a stray bullet – hatred for my brother, love and pity for my wife, pity and self-loathing. 
 
    I went into the en-suite and splashed water on my face.  It helped a little.  I looked up, into the mirror.  The turmoil was evident in my red eyes – although it could have been the alcohol. 
 
    My phone buzzed.  I jumped. 
 
    A message from Richard.  - Headed back 
 
    What the fuck did he expect me to do?  Leave my room?  And go where? 
 
    If I didn't want to confront my brother now, out in the open, in front of my wife, I had to do something.  I looked out the open bathroom door and spotted the lock-out. 
 
    I needed to avoid disrupting Lauren's vacation.  My enjoyment had already been ruined, my marriage was definitely on thin ice.  My wife didn't deserve the drama.  It was my fault, I would pay the price. 
 
    I gathered up my wallet and phone and went across to my brother's room. 
 
    I had meant to stay alert, wait for my chance to move in, but I didn't take into account just how drunk I was.  Once inside the small studio, I closed the door and fell face first on the bed, passing out. 
 
    I had a massive headache when I awoke.  The room was filled with a fading orange light, the setting sun. 
 
    “That was so fucking fun”  My wife was easily audible through the lock-out.  Her language highlighting the wonderful time she was having. 
 
    “Never done that before.” 
 
    “What?  Have sex on the beach.”  I winced at my brother's words. 
 
    “Well.  It wasn't really sex.” 
 
    “I'd call a blow job, sex.” 
 
    “You would.  Silly.”  The playful tone was hard to listen to, but to my surprise I was getting hard again.  Hearing Lauren enjoying herself, thinking she was with me – letting go.  I was really missing out due to my own idiocy.  I was hurting, but I also felt exhilarated, like a hot pepper – tastes good, but with a painful price. 
 
    The talking had stopped.  I moved closer to the door and pressed my ear against it. 
 
    At first, I heard nothing, then a low soft moan, a woman's moan.  My wife's moan. 
 
    “Oh, Roger.  You don't have to do tha—Ah!” 
 
    After a pause, my brother spoke.  “I want to return the favor.” 
 
    “Fair is fair.” 
 
    Richard was eating my wife's pussy.  My fetish started taking control again.  Gone was the guilt and dread of what lie in my future.  Now my dick was hard, my body feeling the effects of arousal tinged with jealousy. 
 
    “Oh, Roger.  Oh.  Fuck.  I'm going to.  Going to.  Ahh.”  Lauren's orgasm arrived with a roar.  A few startled magpies flew off from the balcony. 
 
    “You're a sex-machine.”  From the sound of my wife's voice they must have been in the sitting room.  They hadn't even taken the games to the bedroom. 
 
    Silence returned, or at least the appearance of silence.  I couldn't make out any words but I heard plenty of rustling about. 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    “Where are you going, Ren?”  The sound of my brother using my pet name for Lauren would never fail to sting. 
 
    “Oh, you'll see.”  Her voice sounded faint.  “Remember what I said at breakfast?” 
 
    Richard paused, not sure of what to say; he hadn't been with her at breakfast.  I was.  And I knew.  And I almost barged into the room. 
 
    My brother finally answered.  “Sure.”  Fucking liar. 
 
    “I'm ready if you are.”  Lauren's voice was louder, like she was only a few inches from the door. 
 
    Fuck me.  My wife was going to let my brother fuck her in the ass.  Unless I did something to stop it.  I could think of nothing short of the nuclear option, unmasking the real identity of the man in the room with my wife.  Was I really ready to do that? 
 
    I wanted to be the one to fuck my wife in the ass.  We'd never done it before.  It should be special, the first time. 
 
    I urgently wanted to stop the action in the room next door. 
 
    I picked up my phone and dialed my brother's number. 
 
    “What the heck?” 
 
    “Ignore it.” 
 
    “It's a blocked number.  Who could be calling me here?”  What a fucking good actor, my brother. 
 
    “Come on, sweetheart.” 
 
    “I'll just be a sec.” 
 
    “I'm ready now.” 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    I was startled when I realized my brother had picked up the line and was talking to me. 
 
    “Richard.  Get the fuck out of that room.” 
 
    “I can't understand you.” 
 
    “If you keep this up, you're fucking dead to me.” 
 
    “No hablo español.” 
 
    “Come on, man.  Please.”  I felt like a fool, pleading with my brother to not fuck my wife after I had gone to so much trouble to put him in the position in the first place.  “One more time, but please, not anal.” 
 
    My brother almost lost it.  I could tell, a quick tick in his voice.  “No comprendo.” 
 
    He hung up the line.  I stared at my phone, then back to the door.  I felt a headache coming on. 
 
    “You naughty girl.  Can't keep your hands off me while I'm on the phone.”  Now that my brother knew I was on the other side of the door, listening to everything they did, he seemed intent on narrating the action. 
 
    “Just getting you nice and hard for what's to come.” 
 
    “We're both going to cum.” 
 
    “Take that off.” 
 
    “Here, Ren.  Let me help.” 
 
    My mind was filled with the vision of my wife and brother tearing off what little clothing they had on. 
 
    The torture was intense.  My cock felt hard as steel.  I absent-mindedly started stroking myself through my shorts. 
 
    “Let's get that erection nice and lubed up.” 
 
    “Been waiting for this forever.”  My brother spoke more truth than my wife was aware of. 
 
    “Then why haven't you ever suggested it?” 
 
    “I'm too much of a pussy.”  Motherfucker! 
 
    “Shut up and let's do this.” 
 
    The sound of the eager lovers moving into position filled my ears and I felt an aching in my heart almost as intense as the aching in my cock. 
 
    “Ah.  More.  Put more on.” 
 
    “Like this?”  I heard the sound of lube slathered on skin. 
 
    “Yeah.  That should do.”  After a short pause my wife's voice again unwittingly sent a dagger through my heart.  “Be gentle.” 
 
    “I will, Ren.  I will.” 
 
    I imagined my brother lining his slick cock up with my wife's virgin ass.  His hands squeezing her butt cheeks, pulling them apart to expose her dark rosebud. 
 
    “That's so beautiful.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh yes.  Nice enough to kiss.” 
 
    My body shivered.  Pre-cum oozed from the tip of my penis. 
 
    “Oh.”  My wife yelped.  I could only imagine why.  “Dirty boy.” 
 
    “You ain't felt nothing yet.” 
 
    “AHH”  Lauren sounded like she was in pain.  It took great effort to keep from bursting into the room.  Her cry quickly melted into a moan.  “Easy.  Oh, God.  So big.” 
 
    “Should I stop?” 
 
    “FUCK, NO.  Slow.  Oh fuhhh.  I feel so full, so fucking full.” 
 
    My wife continued to spew obscenities as her lover slowy fucked her ass. 
 
    “That feels soooo—ah!” 
 
    My blood boiled with jealously and rage yet I kept on stoking my cock.  I was aroused and lost in what was happening.  My wife and brother's carnal experimentation in the next room, while my voyeuristic fantasy was fulfilled beyond my wildest expectations. 
 
    I realized I would never be able to take my wife's anal cherry.  Forever that would be my brother's claim. 
 
    I heard the sounds of bodies in motion, flesh slapping against flesh, my wife's amorous moans. 
 
    “I'm gonna cum.” 
 
    “Hold off.  Not yet.” 
 
    I imagined Lauren, wanting to come with the man inside her, moving her hands between her legs, fingers vigorously working her clit.  It was an image I couldn't help but enjoy, even if I wasn't involved. 
 
    “So close.  So.  Close.” 
 
    “Almost there.” 
 
    “Yes.  Now.  Fill me.” 
 
    “Here it comes.” 
 
    “NOW!” 
 
    My brother's grunts played counter to my wife's cries.  There were no words spoken as Richard's cock pulsed filling my wife again with his cum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.  So good.” 
 
    Echoes of pleasure continued to play in my mind as I felt a warmth spread across the front of my crotch.  I had cum with my wife and my brother.  Although, instead of filling my wife, my semen was absorbed into the fabric of my shorts. 
 
    A sadness quickly overcame me.  My arousal draining away as the pleasure of my climax faded away.  Now I felt dirty, and not the good kind, but I wasn't able to drift too far down into the pit of self-pity. 
 
    A thud against the lock-out startled me, sending me sprawling backward into the bed. 
 
    “You are a maniac.”  I heard the kissing and moaning and fondling.  Richard must have thrown my wife against the door between our rooms, probably to make sure I didn't miss anything as he ravished her. 
 
    The jealously froze my heart, yet still underneath a small blue flame of arousal.  My wife was having a great time, the best fucking ever.  True she was with someone else, but the happiness I felt for her lingered, despite the pain. 
 
    “Oh no, no, no.  You are not sticking your cock in me 'til you clean it off.  I know where it's been.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “Wash up.  I'll meet you in bed and see what we can get up to.” 
 
    Lauren closed the bedroom door and silence descended on the room. 
 
    I heard a tapping at the window of my room.  I turned to look and saw a familiar blue and white bird staring back at me.  Mocking me, perhaps.  Like Poe's raven. 
 
    I waved the beast away.  No orange wedge for you, fucker, I thought to myself.  I dare not speak, since I was still invested in keeping the ruse going. 
 
    The bird strutted about a bit.  He wasn't afraid of me.  I felt pathetic. 
 
    How was this all going to end when I broke it to my wife?  What would she do? 
 
    Would she throw me out of the house?  Divorce me?  Could I blame her?  I had tricked her into fucking my brother.  He had tricked her into letting him fuck her in the ass; and I was complicit.  Best case scenario, I was in for a shit load of penance.  And I wouldn't be able to argue with Lauren.  Over anything.  I had royally fucked up. 
 
    Visions of my happy, stable marriage swirling down the drain filled my mind. 
 
    I sat down on the bed.  I was exhausted, despite my nap.  I was spent from the stress and my own small climax.  The sun had gone down, the sky a deep purple, slipping into black. 
 
    My room was dark, my eyes drawn to the thin line of yellow at the bottom of the lock-out door.  I tried to imagine what my wife and brother were doing in the other room, but nothing came to mind.  I must have become numb from sensual sensory overload. 
 
    The light went out and I was alone in total darkness.  I lay back on the bed and sleep overtook me. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    I am at a party.  Lots of people mingling, none that I know.  I look around.  Lauren is here, but I can't see her.  I ask around and people say she's over there, or downstairs. 
 
    I go to look for her over there or downstairs—and she's not. 
 
    We've had a big argument, I think.  I'm not sure, it's kind of vague.  Then I glance across the room and spot the back of her head.  I get excited.  I move in her direction, but I'm confounded by the crowds.  They seem to have swelled.  By the time I get to where she was, she's gone. 
 
    The evening wears on, anxiety fuels my search.  I spot my brother.  He's in full beard, scraggly hair.  People call to him, but they're using my name. 
 
    “Hey, Roger.  Your wife looks so hot, tonight.” 
 
    “I can't believe you're able to keep such a beautiful woman happy, Roger.” 
 
    He laughs and brushes off their remarks.  I can't believe what the fuck is going on, so I ask him. 
 
    “Richard, what's happened?” 
 
    “You talking to me?” 
 
    “Yeah.  What's happening.” 
 
    “I don't know what the hell you're talking about.  Who are you?” 
 
    “You know damn well who I am.  I'm your brother, Roger.” 
 
    “Funny.  I'm Roger.  And I don't have a brother.” 
 
    “No.”  I'm getting nervous.  “My name is Roger.” 
 
    Richard just stares at me, a funny look on his face, like he wants to smile, yet he's weary I might lunge at him.  He eventually walks away.  Before I can react, he's out of my sight. 
 
    “Hey, Richard.  How's it hanging?”  I don't recognize the man who's just spoken those words.  Is he talking to me? 
 
    “Richard.  You okay?” 
 
    A group has convened around me. 
 
    “Richard.  How's single life?” 
 
    “Hey, Rich – sorry, Richard – can you shoot my wedding?” 
 
    “Too bad about Lauren.  I always thought she would have ended up hooking up with you.” 
 
    I look down and see the handle of a large bowie knife protruding from my chest.  Do people really think Lauren and Richard would make a good couple?  That Roger doesn't deserve her? 
 
    Maybe, Roger got lucky.  He asked her out at the right time, when she was vulnerable.  She gave in, ignored her better judgement and married Roger. 
 
    I realize I'm not Roger, maybe I am Richard.  I'm confused and so, so alone. 
 
    I look to my left and see Lauren, my wife – or is she? – talking to a handsome man.  His dark brown skin glistens in the candlelight.  I'm not sure where the candles came from. 
 
    The two are talking.  She smiles and grabs his upper arm.  He looks down at her, he's at least six inches taller.  He smiles and his teeth sparkle and I feel a stirring in my groin. 
 
    The man takes Lauren's hand – my wife's? – and kisses it.  She blushes and pulls her hand back.  He hasn't let go.  She keeps pulling and his grip tightens.  I move closer and tell him to let go. 
 
    They look at me and laugh.  They both are laughing. 
 
    “Why are you here, Roger?”  At least she recognizes me.  Or does she?  I thought I was Richard. 
 
    “I'm here for you.  I think it's time we go.” 
 
    “No.  I'm going home with Nathaniel.” 
 
    “Who the fuck is Nathaniel?” 
 
    “I am.”  It's her new friend.  The man grasping her arm. 
 
    “But, I'm tired.  And I want to go home.” 
 
    “No one's stopping you.” 
 
    I'm so sad.  I hurt, but my cock is rock hard.  I don't understand why the pain arouses me.  My wife has refused me.  She wants to go off with this other man, a stranger to me and her, no doubt.  I move away and utter dismay overtakes me. 
 
    I did this.  I pushed Lauren into the arms of another man, and she has forsaken me. 
 
    I turn to go.  I am half way to the door, when a strong hand grips my shoulder and I'm forced around.  I'm staring into the face of my wife.  Yes, Lauren.  She's my wife.  I know this. 
 
    She kisses me on the lips. 
 
    Yes, I scream to myself. 
 
    “You taste good.  I want to fuck you right now.” 
 
    My heart soars, the burden of depression lifted. 
 
    “But first, I need to ask Nathaniel.” 
 
    We both look his way.  Nathaniel shakes his head, no. 
 
    “Sorry, Roger.  Maybe another time.”  Lauren laughs and moves farther away from me, too fast to follow. 
 
    The room starts spinning, but I'm not getting sick or dizzy.  I walk straight ahead, through the crowd, the door, the hedges.  I find myself alone at home.  I'm putting away my umbrella.  It's wet.  I'm wet. 
 
    “Don't get any water on the hardwood floors.”  Lauren is in the kitchen.  I hear a metal spoon knocking against a glass bowl. 
 
    “Sorry.”  I stand in the foyer and take off my wet coat and shoes.  I head toward the kitchen.  Nothing is dripping. 
 
    “Did you remember the wine?” 
 
    I look at the bottle I'm holding in my hand – an '08 Cab.  “Yeah.” 
 
    I remember stopping and buying it, but not really. 
 
    “Did you remember a gift?  For your brother?” 
 
    I'm about to turn the corner into the kitchen.  I look at my hands again.  Instead of wine, I'm holding a bottle of Johnny Walker Blue, my favorite.  Why would I buy Richard, my brother, a bottle of my favorite scotch?  He likes the peatier stuff. 
 
    I look up to see Lauren.  Her face glistens with sweat.  Her hazel eyes sparkle.  The room is hazy.  I'm in awe of my wife's beauty. 
 
    A weird sensation erupts in my gut.  I look again at my wife.  My beautiful Lauren, her curly black hair frames a painfully cute face, her pert nose, her red lips.  The love I have for her burns.  My heart skips a beat. 
 
    Something is different.  She's wearing a loose fitting sweat shirt.  Her boobs form two large mounds under the heavy grey fabric.  Her yoga pants, black with grey stripes are new.  They ride low, just below the over-inflated basketball she seems to be hiding under her shirt. 
 
    Oh, fuck.  She's pregnant. 
 
    I move to touch her belly.  I rub my hands over the top and around the edges.  Do I feel a kick?  I'm not sure, but I'm full of pride.  Lauren, my wife is pregnant with my— 
 
    “Just a few days more, Richard.  And our lives will be changed forever.” 
 
    I pull back my hand.  The room swirls again.  I'm not Roger, me.  I'm Richard.  The child is mine, but not mine. 
 
    I run. 
 
    My wife calls to me. 
 
    “Richard.  Come back.  Richard.” 
 
    Now I'm falling.  Lauren's voice echoes though the vaults of my empty surroundings. 
 
    “Richard.  Richard.” 
 
    I'm shaken.  The darkness around me is broken by a blaze of warm light. 
 
    The morning sun has broken through a crack in the curtains, falling full on my face. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the clock.  It read eight a.m.  I was alone in bed.  I looked over at the lock-out.  I was in Richard's room.  I'd spent the night, alone.  My wife, who knew? 
 
    I had a vague recollection of an awful dream.  The details hidden in the mists of my sleepy mind. 
 
    There was a white piece of paper taped to the door.  That wasn't there last night. 
 
    I dragged my tired ass out of bed and moved to retrieve the note. 
 
    It was written on resort stationary.  The handwriting was Lauren's.  It was short and concise.  My comfortable world was blown away by the words. 
 
    It read, “I know what you did.” 
 
    I knocked on the door.  No answer.  I opened it.  The room was quiet, save for a few birds twittering in the distance, the sounds coming through the open balcony window. 
 
    There was no sign of Lauren or my brother.  I looked around.  My suitcase was still there, as were my clothes, safe in the drawer and closet, where my wife had unpacked them.  Lauren's were not.  Her drawers were empty.  Her bag and passport were gone. 
 
    I looked in the studio.  Richard's gear was also missing. 
 
    I was alone.  My wife and brother were both gone. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    A gaping hole had opened up in the middle of my chest.  My heart ached, my stomach ached.  I didn't know what to do.  So I decided to go down and have breakfast.  Maybe after a meal, I'd be able to organize my thoughts and figure out what to do next. 
 
    I took a quick shower, first.  The spray of water on my face helped clear out a little of the fogginess obscuring my thoughts.  I figured calling my wife to ask her what she was doing was the first thing I should do.  She couldn't be too far.  She was probably at the airport waiting for the next flight out. 
 
    I toweled myself off and threw on a pair of shorts and a Hawaiian shirt.  I grabbed my phone and punched in her number.  My hair was still wet and a few drops of water landed on the screen.  I wiped them away and a few more landed.  I realized they weren't drops of water, but tears.  I was crying. 
 
    I waited for Lauren to answer.  Anxiety began to build again.  Was my life with my wife over?  Had I killed my marriage?  I hoped there was still time to save it. 
 
    I heard a buzz coming from the closet.  I found Lauren's phone tucked in my jacket pocket. 
 
    Sadness turned to anger.  I squeezed my eyes shut and pulled my arm back, preparing to throw the phone against the wall. 
 
    Luckily, a moment of clarity stopped me from destroying the expensive phone and possibly damaging the wall.  Lashing out with violence wasn't going to solve anything.  If Lauren wanted to be off the grid, I'd just have to deal with it.  I put the phone back and headed down to the buffet. 
 
    I was surprised how hungry I was.  I went back for seconds and when I was done with another helping of eggs and bacon and sausage I went back for a few more pastries. 
 
    Filling my face with food helped bury the feeling of loneliness, but it wouldn't last long.  I went for a walk around the resort grounds.  I wandered behind the buildings, on the cart path.  A nice breeze blew through the trees and a numbing calm settled over me. 
 
    The path sloped downward past the laundry building and a few private residences, the spa and a cluster of tennis courts. 
 
    I saw a couple of older women, retirees maybe, hitting a ball back and forth, just for fun, nothing competitive. 
 
    I eventually made my way down to the beach.  It was low tide and the wet sand stretched out much further then the last time I was here.  Close to the tree line, I saw several locals trying to sell freelance massages and guided excursions to a nearby rainforest to the vacationers who had wandered off the resort property.  It was all public beach and thus, fair game for the hustle. 
 
    Hearing the salesman patter on about mud baths and zip lines through the verdant canopy reminded me Lauren and I were suppose to be on one of those trips right now. 
 
    I politely waved away a woman offering discount meals to a local restaurant.  I didn't mind what they did; it was their livelihood and they didn't need any hassle from me.  I gently let them know I wasn't interested. 
 
    I walked a little ways up the beach, taking off my shoes to avoid getting sand in them. 
 
    There were a few people in the water splashing around.  A young couple, a man and woman, were rolling around in the surf, pretending to be Burt Lancaster and Deborah Kerr in From Here to Eternity.  A mother steered her toddler around the two love birds. 
 
    A little ways farther, the wet shifting sand gave way to rocks and small tidal pools crawling with small fish darting back and forth and a few baby crabs scuttling about. 
 
    Lauren would have loved seeing this, I thought to myself.  That sent my mind back to the young couple cavorting in the shallow water. 
 
    I went to climb across the slick rocks but slipped on a patch of algae and fell.  I skinned my knee and decided to head back to the room to clean the wound. 
 
    Half hour later, I had wiped away the sand and blood with clean water, disinfected the cut with a little rubbing alcohol and slapped on a couple of bandages.  I silently thanked my wife for packing the first aid kit and leaving it behind for me. 
 
    Lauren, my wife – still, I hoped – always thought of me.  She went out of her way to make sure my needs were met.  She remembered to get the gifts for each wedding we were invited to.  She found the best prices for hotel rooms and flights.  She knew which new restaurant or night club would be worth the time waiting in line to get in. 
 
    What the fuck was I going to do without her? 
 
    I fell face first onto the bed, my head buried in Lauren's pillow.  It smelled of her, and for a brief moment she was still with me.  She was in the bathroom, putting on makeup.  She was wearing her black bra and lacy black boy shorts, sporty and sexy.  I imagined she was getting ready for a night out at the resort discotheque.   
 
    A relative calm came over me as the fantasy of Lauren still being with me played in my mind.  The clock on the nightstand read 11:47, almost noon.  I closed my eyes and looked again and it read three o'clock. 
 
    My stomach rumbled a little.  I had slept through lunch, so I went down to the pool side restaurant to get a sandwich and a salad. 
 
    The restaurant was a covered affair, open to the air, but encased in a black nylon netting, the reason for which became quickly apparent. 
 
    My table was near the outer edge and when the waiter set down my turkey sandwich, one of the resort's avian residents landed right on the net, about eye height.  It's talons gripped the nylon while the bird stuck its beak through the netting and begged for a bit of food.  I took a piece of turkey and held it an inch away from the beast's beckoning maw.  I looked the fucker in its beady little eyes and whispered, “Fuck off.”  I popped the meat into my mouth. 
 
    The bird, to its credit, took my teasing in stride and flew on in search of an easier mark. 
 
    Lauren would have laughed at my little jape and jokingly told me how mean I was.  I wondered if I'd ever find another woman who knew me so well. 
 
    After I finished my meal, I went to sit by the pool again.  I tried to read a little more of my book but I couldn't even pretend to concentrate, so I put down the book and watched the other guests enjoying another afternoon of their vacations.  They all looked like they were having a much better time than me. 
 
    “Drink, Señor?” 
 
    “Dos cervezas, por favor.” 
 
    “Is your wife joining you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The waiter looked like he wanted to say something but he didn't.  Instead, he moved on to take a few more orders.  He'd seen some weird shit, working at a resort like this, people on holiday, far from home, had a tendency to lower their inhibitions.  Lauren, Richard and I among them.  Never the less, a husband chasing his wife away by having his twin brother fuck her, would be unique. 
 
    I contemplated heading up to the room and changing into my swim suit and floating around in the pool for a while, but the thought of trudging up the steps exhausted me, so instead, I reopened my book.  My beers came and I read and I drank and I pushed all thoughts of the future away.  I'd deal with Lauren and my marriage when I got back to the States.  My wife obviously didn't care or she wouldn't have left me like this.  Whether she was mad or depressed, I didn't know.  Hell, she might have enjoyed herself so much that when she discovered my duplicity she felt guilty and couldn't bear to face me. 
 
    That was wishful thinking. 
 
    If I had to wager, I'd put my money on her being pissed.  Lauren rarely acted on impulse.  Leaving me alone, getting an expensive early flight home just so she didn't have to face me was something she wouldn't do unless she was outrageously upset.  I'm surprised she didn't smother me while I slept.  No jury would convict her after she explained what I'd done.  Even I'd acquit her. 
 
    I finished the book; to this day I can't tell you how it ended.  After I closed the cover, I glanced up.  The forest surrounding the resort glowed a fiery orange as the sun dipped below the tree tops.  Every so often, one of the howlers would let its presence be known.  I checked my phone.  It was around 4:30.  There were no messages.  That bothered me until I realized Lauren didn't have her phone. 
 
    The pool area was starting to get crowded, with people returning from an afternoon exploring the countryside.  A few relaxing by the water before going to dinner or off to bed. 
 
    I saw a feisty couple in the jacuzzi, splashing playfully in the foamy water.  They would be heading off to their room soon to get down to serious fucking.  The woman's large brown boobs were barely being restrained by the flimsy bikini top she wore and I'm sure the young pale skinned man with her was sporting an erection.  The resort was strictly adults only, but I think the staff would still frown on open fucking in the public hot tub. 
 
    I decided to head up to the bar to drown my sorrows with more alcohol.  Each step up to the main building was rough.  The spacing was odd and I had to vary my stride all the way up the seventy-five fucking steps.  Yes, I counted. 
 
    The bartender had my Johnny Walker Black poured before I even sat down.  He took one look at my face and left me alone.  I nursed the drink and tried to figure out what I would do when I got home.  I tried to imagine life without Lauren.  Waking up in an empty bed.  Eating breakfast alone.  No one to discuss the news with.  No one to see movies or go jogging with me.  My life had revolved around being part of a family, being a couple – being in love.  I had squandered that life and now I was by myself and I would have to adapt. 
 
    I was trying to predict which of us would be moving out of the townhouse, when the stool next to mine was pulled out. 
 
    “This seat taken?” 
 
    All the other stools in the bar were available, but she had to pick the one next to me. 
 
    “No.”  I spoke to my drink, stirring the single ice cube with my finger.  I licked the smokey remnant off my finger.   I tried to appear like I wanted to be left alone, but I guess I failed at that, too. 
 
    “Buy me a drink?” 
 
    “That's mighty for—”  I looked to the woman next to me and choked on my words.  Her brilliant hazel eyes nearly blew me off my stool.  Her newly tanned skin glistened.  Her face, framed by her curly black hair, glowed with a breathtaking beauty.  “Lauren.” 
 
    “Roger.  You, okay?” 
 
    “I.  No.  Wha?”  My words were failing me. 
 
    “Okay.  Don't try to say anything and just buy me a drink.” 
 
    I got the bartender's attention, but couldn't for the life of me remember what my wife said she wanted to drink.  “What did you say you wanted?” 
 
    “I didn't.” 
 
    Lauren laughed at my confusion. 
 
    My mind was reeling.  I didn't expect to see my wife so soon.  “I thought you left me.” 
 
    “First, a drink, sweetheart, then we'll talk.  Gin and tonic.” 
 
    She called me sweetheart.  My heart, having sunk to depths I'd never fathomed, rose.  I got light-headed.  “So, you're not mad at me?” 
 
    “Oh, no.  I am mad.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    The bartender came over and took Lauren's drink order. 
 
    I looked at my wife.  She looked at me.  Her smile glowed, but I think it was mostly due to the contrast between her pearly white teeth and her tanned skin.  Her eyes told a different story, a subtle sadness, disappointment, maybe. 
 
    “I'm so sorry.” 
 
    The pain in her expression lessened.  “That's good to hear.  A start.  Thank you.” 
 
    The bartender set down her gin and tonic.  Lauren took a sip of the cool drink.  She closed her eyes and sighed as the alcohol and tonic water flowed down her throat. 
 
    “Nice.” 
 
    I could hold in my joy no longer.  I reached over and enveloped my wife in a hug.  “Where were you?  I thought you'd left me.”  Dozens of questions crossed my mind.  “Where's Richard?” 
 
    “Calm down, Roger.  Let's take this over to a table.”  Lauren lowered her voice and added, “away from prying ears.” 
 
    I glanced at the bartender.  He was cutting lemon wedges, his attention focused on the fruit and his blade.  I'm sure he would have loved to eavesdrop on our conversation. We got up and moved to a private table in the corner. 
 
    “Are we good?”  I was nervous. 
 
    Lauren looked at me.  Her hazel eyes burrowed through my soul.  “I don't know.  We'll see.” 
 
    A chill ran through me.  I had been so happy to see Lauren again, that I hadn't even considered our marriage might still be over.  I'd have to tread lightly. 
 
    “Where've you been?” 
 
    “I went on the rainforest tour we booked.” 
 
    “Why didn't you wake me?  After you figured out about Richard.” 
 
    “Roger, you silly idiot.  I knew Richard wasn't you from the moment he walked into our room, two nights ago.  Do you really think you could fool me?  With a simple haircut and shave?” 
 
    “Yes?”  I whispered. 
 
    Lauren laughed.  “Come on.  I've seen you naked just about every night and day since we've been married.  Roger, I know every inch of your body.  Probably better than you do.” 
 
    “Even in the dark?” 
 
    “Yes.  Plus he smelled different.  Behaved different.  Sounded different.” 
 
    “And you still let him fuck you?  Treat you rough?” 
 
    “I almost didn't.  I almost screamed.” 
 
    “But you didn't.  You weren't mad?” 
 
    “Oh, I was mad.  But I was also a little tipsy and very horny, so I thought I'd play your game and scold you for it, later.  Let me tell you, Roger, I would not have been so forgiving if I found out after Richard had cum inside me.” 
 
    Another wave of relief swept over me.  “I'm so sorry.  I'll do anything to make it up to you.” 
 
    “Bet your cute little ass you will.” 
 
    “You're not leaving?  I was so afraid you'd left me, went back to New York.” 
 
    “I wanted you to think that, that's why I packed up my clothes.  Left you my phone.  I was hurt.  You went behind my back, getting your brother to fuck me while you watched, just to satisfy your little fetish.  That was so fucking wrong.  You're going to be paying me back for that for a very long time.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something. 
 
    “No.  Let me finish.  I need to get this out.  I'm so disappointed in you, Roger.  You know how I feel about you sneaking around, trying to catch me cheating.  You think it's hot.  I don't.  Having your brother switch places without telling me, that's damn close to rape.” 
 
    The words stung, more so, because she was right. 
 
    “Divorcing you is the least I could have done.  I could have called the cops.  I was so mad, for a moment I thought about letting you both know the jig was up.  But I quickly figured the best punishment was to give you exactly what you wanted.  Plus I was horny as hell and needed a cock inside me.” 
 
    I was confused.  She was mad, but not.  She knew about my brother, but, what about?  “So, when you said it was the best sex.  That was, a lie?” 
 
    Lauren gave me a wicked smile.  She leaned in close.  “You really want to believe that, don't you?” 
 
    The chill returned. 
 
    “Was it worth it?  Watching your brother satisfy me like that?  Bring me to such a powerful orgasm?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Liar.” 
 
    “Yes.  And, no.” 
 
    “What did you expect to happen, Roger?  You watch me have sex, maybe I come, maybe not.  You get your rocks off and we pretend nothing happened?” 
 
    She had me there.  “Yeah.  I was stupid.” 
 
    “Damn right you were stupid.  I'm telling the truth, Roger.  The sex was great.  I was surprised.  I really enjoyed it.  More than I expected to.  That's kinda why I'm not too upset right now.” 
 
    “But.  When Richard took my place yesterday.  Why didn't you say something?” 
 
    “Because I'm the one who asked him to do it.  I snuck him the camera while you were asleep.  I told him to make the switch.  I thought you'd enjoy it.” 
 
    “Ren!  I thought my brother had betrayed me.” 
 
    “Like you betrayed me?” 
 
    “Hon.” 
 
    “Quiet.  I wanted to keep playing, but on my terms.  So I told him to sneak out.  I knew you wouldn't intervene, since you still thought I was ignorant of your scheme.” 
 
    I couldn't argue with her, and truth is, I didn't want to.  “So you took him down to the beach and gave him a blow job.”  I spit out my words. 
 
    Again, Lauren's face morphed into a sly grin.  “That must have burned you.  Thinking I was pleasuring your brother, but you couldn't watch.” 
 
    “It was hot, I'll admit.  But I was still hurt.” 
 
    “It didn't happen.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We didn't have sex on the beach, honey.  I was playing this game for your pleasure.  I was mind fucking you, not actually fucking your brother.” 
 
    “So, the anal.  That wasn't real?”  My spirits rose again.  Maybe my wife still was an ass virgin.  Maybe I would get to pop that cherry.   If I played— 
 
    Lauren was shaking her head no, and smiling.  What did that mean? 
 
    “You're shaking your head.  Does that mean you didn't let him fuck you in the ass, or I'm wrong and you did?” 
 
    “Oh, he did.  And it felt good.” 
 
    I slumped my shoulders. 
 
    “Don't feel too bad.  I told you I wanted us to try it, and I do.  We'll do it again – oops, no – we'll do it for the first time, eventually.  You just won't be able to say you're my first. 
 
    “That's so humiliating.” 
 
    “But isn't that part of the fun?  Being humiliated?” 
 
    I had to think about that one.  The jealousy was arousing.  The humiliation, I wasn't so sure of. 
 
    “Every thing I did, Roger, I did for you.  If I went too far, I'm sorry.” 
 
    “Lauren, you have nothing to be sorry about.  I deserve all the punishment you've dished out.  I planned for my brother to fuck you.  Without your consent.  I deserve it all.  The pain.  The humiliation.  All of it.  I suck.” 
 
    I paused, to let Lauren say something. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “I'm sorry.  I deserve it all.  I don't deserve you.” 
 
    “You're damn right.” 
 
    The bottom dropped out on me, again.  I looked out the window, unable to look at my wife.  I really was an idiot.  I could feel tears welling in my eyes. 
 
    “But you're stuck with me.  Cause I love you.  Even if you piss me off some times.” 
 
    The roller coaster ride of emotions I was on, was beginning to get tiring, but I had to ride it out. 
 
    “The humiliation.  That part I could do without.” 
 
    “Then why do you like watching me with other men?” 
 
    “I don't know.  There's no easy answer.”  That was so true.  “I like watching you enjoy yourself.  I like seeing your enjoyment without having to actually take part in delivering it.  I loved watching you with my brother the other night.  You were so caught up in the moment and you looked so sexy.  You let yourself go and I loved watching it.  I didn't think about what would happen after I told you.” 
 
    “You were planning on telling me?” 
 
    “At first, no.  But later, I realized, I had to.” 
 
    “If you're worried about the fact that your brother isn't fixed, don't.  We stopped at a farmacia yesterday and got a morning after pill.  I'm not getting pregnant.” 
 
    “So, you're telling me, you only had sex with Richard twice?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Once in the cunt and once in the ass.  Don't look all surprised at my language.  We're adults.” 
 
    I leaned over and kissed my wife.  Our mouths molded together.  A little of the pent up frustration was released as my tongue explored her lips and delved deeper into her mouth.  Eventually, I pulled back. 
 
    “Don't ever stop surprising me, Ren.” 
 
    Lauren sighed.  “Roger.”  She took a long pull of her drink.  “You sure as fuck better stop surprising me.” 
 
    Lauren laughed and I hesitantly joined her. 
 
    “So are we good?” 
 
    “Yes, we're good.  But seriously, no more surprises.” 
 
    “I promise.  No more surprises.” 
 
    And I kept my word. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    The bar was jam-packed.  The Saturday night crowd grabbing a drink before a show, meeting friends, or just out carousing.  The far wall was lined with beer taps.  The names of available brews were written in chalk on the boards above the taps. 
 
    I squeezed through the mass of twenty-somethings.  Some were swaying to loud pop music playing from some Pandora station; Katy Perry seemed to be the seed.  A few people were looking up at the beer menu, trying to decide which of the locally brewed IPAs they hadn't tried yet.  I saw one couple making weird hand gestures.  I realized they weren't weird when I recognized American Sign Language.  I was confident they were the only one's having an intelligible conversation in this din of loud voices and louder music. 
 
    Why the fuck had Lauren decided this was where she wanted to meet me?  I had suggested a wine bar on 51st Street, but my wife said she had a surprise for me.  And I loved Lauren's surprises, so I didn't argue. 
 
    I scanned the bar, standing on my toes to see over the crowd.  I almost got knocked on my ass by a tall blonde peach-skinned woman and the short tanned frat guy who was following her.  They were moving swiftly toward the exit, so they were either going home to fuck or in the middle of an argument that was going to break them up.  Neither apologized for running into me. 
 
    I finally spotted my wife at the end of the bar, ordering a beer from one of the bartenders.  He was about a foot taller than Lauren and had to lean in to hear what she was saying.  He had dark brown skin, his hair cut short, and the deepest blue eyes that seemed to sparkle, even in this dim light. 
 
    I moved toward them but stopped suddenly when I saw my wife take a loose strand of her curly hair and tuck it behind her ear and I knew he wasn't taking her order.  They were flirting. 
 
    My suspicions were proven true when a pretty blond haired girl with pale skin tried to grab his attention and failed.  She huffed off to find another bartender. 
 
    I took out my phone and shot off a quick text to my wife. 
 
    - He the surprise? 
 
    I watched as Lauren pulled out her phone and laughed.  She tucked it away and kept up her flirtatious conversation.  I took that as a yes. 
 
    I felt out of place, standing there as the crowd morphed around me, watching my wife get chatted up by the dark sexy barkeep.  I needn't have worried.  Absolutely no one was paying any attention to me. 
 
    A couple of guys got up from their tall table next to me and I grabbed a seat.  They left a couple of half empty beers, so I pretended to drink from one of them.  Now I could stare at my wife and her paramour all I wanted.  She put on an amazing show. 
 
    She reached out to touch his arm several times.  Once, he wiped a bit of smudge from her face.  My cock twitched when he touched her. 
 
    I sat there mesmerized by the open display of attraction for what seemed like an hour, but was actually only about ten minutes. 
 
    The hallway to the restrooms was right next to where my wife was sitting.  I confidently strolled past her.  Neither of them even looked at me.  I stopped once I'd moved beyond the bartender's line of sight.  I leaned against the wall, beer glass in hand, and tried to pick up bits and pieces of the conversation. 
 
    Over the bar noise, I did hear a few exchanges.  Mostly my wife's side.  She smiled at me a few times; she was aware I was close. 
 
    “The beaches are so nice.  Warm soft sand and surf.  I didn't want to leave.” 
 
    I didn't hear what her new friend said back. 
 
    “No.  They weren't topless.”  Lauren gave a playful slap at the bartender's elbow.  “Don't make be blush.” 
 
    She wasn't blushing. 
 
    “I'll take that as a compliment.”  He must have said something about her breasts, because she sat up straighter, causing her breasts to thrust toward him.  Not a lot, but noticeable if one was looking, and I was looking and I'm sure he was as well. 
 
    “No.  I'm not going to show them here.  I'm not that immature and I'm not that drunk.  And there are too many people around.” 
 
    Was she saying she would show them, if she was alone with him, and a little tipsy?  He said something else I couldn't hear and this time Lauren did blush. 
 
    “Your place?  No.  I told you, I'm a married woman.” 
 
    My already ridged cock somehow got harder and it was getting harder to think straight.  I was watching my wife get picked up and I was loving it. 
 
    We had role-played in the bedroom a few times since we got back from Costa Rica, but we never came close to talking about adding another guy to our play.  I was too afraid to bring it up after what I did on vacation.  She, obviously, was saving it and figured, correctly, I might add, I wasn't going to nix it. 
 
    “I'm married.  So we have to go to my place.” 
 
    “Will my husband mind?”  Lauren was looking at me when she spoke. 
 
    Did I mind?  I had fantasied about my wife and another guy for months, almost a year.  I let my brother fuck her.  Of course I didn't mind.  I was about to give her a thumbs up. 
 
    She didn't need it.  “No.  He won't.  As long as he gets to watch.” 
 
    The bartender laughed and Lauren joined him.  He said something I couldn't hear. 
 
    “Yes.  He's one of those husbands.”  Humiliation was starting to settle over me.  I was hard, but my chest felt a little squeezed.  “And I wouldn't want him any other way.” 
 
    The bartender asked another question.  Lauren had to think a moment before she answered. 
 
    “No.  He's never asked.  I'd have to think about letting him sleep with someone else.” 
 
    Desire and lust swarmed inside my head.  My wife, talking with another man, a guy she wanted to take home, about our sex life and all its variations.  I would have loved to know what they talked about before I got there. 
 
    “We can share a Lyft to my place.  If my hubby's home, he'll get to watch.  If not, that's his loss.  Let me go to the ladies' room.  You clock out or what ever you need to do.  I'll meet you out front.”  Had to hand it to my wife, she was a real take-charge kind of woman. 
 
    Lauren didn't wait for an answer.  She marched down the hall, right past me.  The bartender turned to watch her go, never even glancing at me.  His eyes were glued to her lovely ass sheathed in a skin tight turquoise cocktail dress that stopped half-way down her thighs. 
 
    The man whistled and went to talk to his boss.  I ran down the hallway after my wife.  She was waiting outside the ladies' room, her eyes ablaze with lust.  She pulled me in.  A few women were at the sink fixing their makeup.  They looked at us and shrugged.  Lauren pulled me into an empty stall. 
 
    “Do you fucking believe it?  What I did.  What I'm doing.” 
 
    Before I could answer, my wife pushed me up against the stall's door and kissed me.  Her tongue invading my mouth, sapping my strength, devouring me. 
 
    “Did you like the show?” 
 
    I didn't need to answer.  She grabbed my erection through my pants.  I was glad I wore a loose pair of dockers. 
 
    “Yes.  I guess you did.  Feel how wet I am.” 
 
    I reached up my wife's dress.  Her panties were soaked.  I slid them aside and penetrated her pussy with two fingers.  I met no resistance. 
 
    Lauren put her mouth to my ear and whispered.  “Feel how wet I am, thinking about fucking another man.  Oh fuck.”  The last two words nearly burst my eardrum.  My wife bit down on her lower lip, not wanting the other women to hear her moans.  She failed. 
 
    “Stop.  Stop.”  I did.  “Run home.  I told Leon I'd let you watch us if you were home when we arrived.  So you better be home.”  Was good to put a name to the face. 
 
    “I haven't even ordered a car yet.” 
 
    “I'll create a diversion.  Give you plenty of time to get a cab or something.” 
 
    “Diversion?” 
 
    Lauren bunched her tits together and raised her right eyebrow. 
 
    “Don't start the fun without me.” 
 
    “No promises.” 
 
    I quickly walked out of the ladies' room, eyes forward the whole way.  I got a few odd glances out in the hall from men in line to take a piss.  I strode right by them. 
 
    It took a little longer to navigate through the crowded bar, but I finally made it outside and was lucky enough to grab a cab that was letting off a couple of college women.  I'm sure they were gorgeous, but my mind was focused on what was about to happen at my house. 
 
    Eros must have been smiling on me, because we hit every green light on the way home, and I arrived before my wife and her lover. 
 
    I was sitting on the couch in the living room when they came in the front door.  I was expecting them to be arm in arm, smooching and rubbing their hands all over each other's bodies.  I had been worried about the neighbors, seeing my wife cavorting with a stranger.  But they acted civilized when they came in, Lauren first, followed by Leon. 
 
    Even though they were behaving themselves, if anyone we knew did see them entering our townhouse together, at ten o'clock at night, they still could have come to the wrong conclusion which was the right conclusion – my wife had taken a lover. 
 
    Somehow the chance of getting caught added to the excitement. 
 
    Lauren's dress was a little disheveled.  The hem was pulled up to just under her ass cheeks.  The zipper was pulled a quarter way down the front.  Her lipstick was smudged.  Her breasts weren't spilling out of the dress, but it was close. 
 
    I'm sure the couple got warmed up in the hired car.  I was hurt, but excited, sorry to have missed out on the show, but loving the fact my wife wasn't afraid to have fun. 
 
    Lauren introduced Leon to me. 
 
    “Nice to meet you.”  Leon reach out to shake my hand.  It felt odd, under the circumstances.  His grip was strong, but he didn't over play it. 
 
    “You need a drink, Leon?  Ren?” 
 
    “I'm more than lubed up already.” 
 
    “I gotta pass as well.  Promised the boss, I'd be back by midnight to help close down the bar.” 
 
    “Then let's get to it.”  I was surprised at how my wife had taken charge.  For all the grief she gave me before Costa Rica, it was amazing how enthusiastic she was to share her body with another man. 
 
    “Roger, lead the way.”  I went first up to our bedroom.  Lauren grabbed Leon's hand and eagerly pulled him up the stairs. 
 
    “Honey, could you grabbed the CVS bag off the bathroom sink?” 
 
    “Sure.”  I figured my wife was talking to me, and not her lover. 
 
    A box of condoms was inside the bag.  The thought of protection hadn't crossed my mind, but then again a lot of my blood was trapped in my penis and I wasn't thinking straight.  Lauren had planned ahead.  She wasn't going to let anything stop our night of fun.  If I had any notions Lauren was doing this just for my satisfaction – those were quickly forgotten. 
 
    I was expecting to find my wife and her lover sharing a kiss or helping each other out of their clothes when I returned.  Again, I was mistaken. 
 
    Leon had pulled a chair from the corner and placed it at the foot of the bed.  My wife was holding a few strands of cotton rope. 
 
    “Honey?  What's that for?” 
 
    “Oh, sweetheart.  You didn't think this was going to be like last time?” 
 
    “Uhm.”  I really hadn't thought about it at all. 
 
    “Leon's going to tie you to that chair.  We can't have you interrupting us.” 
 
    “But.  Why?  I'll be good.”  I didn't want to beg, but I knew I was.  I could feel the humiliation spread, but surprisingly my cock was turning to steel. 
 
    “Come on, honey.  Admit you like the thought of being tied down.  Unable to stop your wife's lover from taking what he wants.” 
 
    I admitted nothing out loud.  My erection, visible through my clothing, did the talking for me. 
 
    “Plus, I don't want you playing with yourself.  I'm going to need you hard for when you reclaim me.” 
 
    I was starting to think Lauren had been doing some research behind my back.  For his part, Leon was quiet.  I could tell he really wanted to fuck my wife and didn't want to do or say anything to ruin his chances. 
 
    “Do you trust me, Roger?” 
 
    “Yes.”  I answered without hesitation. 
 
    “Remember.  You said you'd do anything to make up for Costa Rica.” 
 
    “Yes.”  I drew out the word for a few seconds too long. 
 
    “Well.  Do this for me.  I promise you'll love it.” 
 
    I didn't doubt her.  “Fine.”  I acted reluctant, but the thought of restraints excited me.  I sat down in the chair and put my arms behind my back.  Leon tied the ropes.  They were not very tight. 
 
    He whispered to me that if I really needed to, I could pull my arms apart and the ropes would slide right off. 
 
    “What did you say to him, Leon?” 
 
    “Just how much I'm going to enjoy fucking you in front of him.” 
 
    Lauren smiled.  “Nice.” 
 
    Leon winked at me.  This game was getting fun. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Leon walked over to my wife.  She greeted him with open arms.  They kissed and my heart broke.  It was a truly loving kiss, full of affection and it astounded me.  If I didn't know better, I'd swear they were long time lovers. 
 
    The thought of my wife stepping out on me hurt, yet thrilled me.  I shifted in my chair, my erection creating a tent in my pants.  Lauren noticed my discomfort. 
 
    “Oh, honey, we can't have you fidgeting.  Let me help.” 
 
    She came over and reached into my pants.  She gave my cock a few strokes and pulled her hand out, leaving me in a painfully erect state, but my cock was at least pointing up and not at an awkward angle. 
 
    Lauren rubbed her fingers together.  A little bit of pre-cum had stuck to the tips.  She brought her fingers to her mouth and touched her tongue. 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    She extended her hand to my face, offering me a taste.  “Open up, darling.” 
 
    More humiliation, yet I complied.  She slid her fingers into my mouth and I licked off the tacky, salty drops from them.  Tasting my own semen was not a problem for me.  In fact, I found it mildly intoxicating.  I'd kissed my wife many times after she'd given me head.  I wasn't put off by a little bit of cum. 
 
    Lauren smiled and leaned down to kiss me.  “Having fun?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So am I.” 
 
    My wife turned her back to me, but stood in place.  Leon was watching us, waiting for his chance to step in.  I heard the zipper of Lauren's dress go down.  I wanted to see what Leon saw, as she opened her dress up, revealing herself to her lover, but I could only see her back. 
 
    Lauren let her dress fall to the floor into a puddle of blue cloth.  She wore no bra.  Leon's eyes grew big. 
 
    “You have very lovely tits, Lauren.” 
 
    “Thank you.”  I'm sure Lauren blushed at this.  No matter how confident she seemed, I'm sure standing naked, in front of a stranger, made her a little self-conscious.  “They're nice, but not really that big.” 
 
    “No.  They're perfect for you.” 
 
    I told her that a million times, but I think she liked hearing it from other men.  Men not married to her.  Men who didn't feel they might have to sugar-coat things. 
 
    Lauren moved toward her dark lover, slowly – her hips swaying.  She was extremely aroused, a shadow of wetness slowly spread across the crotch of her panties.  While she walked toward him, my wife put her thumbs in the waistband and inched them down her hips. 
 
    She looked so sexy.  I wanted, no ached, to stroke my cock.  I knew I could, but I found the willpower to resist.  I didn't want to spoil the fun of the moment, by whipping out my cock and dispelling the illusion of my helplessness.  Lauren was enjoying being in charge, free to explore her desires.  I loved watching her and I knew sooner or later, I would get to experience the pleasure I was momentarily being denied. 
 
    Lauren stepped in front of her handsome lover and finished removing her panties.  She bent over at the waist, sticking her beautiful ass out in my direction.  I got a nice view of her luscious pussy.  I could tell by the aroma and the juices dripping down the side of her thighs she was just as aroused as I was, if not more. 
 
    My wife was now fully nude, but Leon still had his clothes on.  He started to rectify this, but Lauren reached out to stop him.  “Allow me.” 
 
    I could do nothing but watch as my wife unbuttoned his white work short and slid it off his shoulder.  Leon had a swimmer's body.  He was lean with well defined pecs and abs.  I was jealous of his body and my wife gliding her hands up and down his chest didn't help. 
 
    Lauren ran her fingers through his short curly chest hair.  The contrast between their skin tones was stark – white on brown – and beautiful. 
 
    “You have a very nice body.  Sexy.”  My vision began to turn green with envy. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Lauren pushed her lover down onto the bed.  He sat up on the edge and she knelt between his legs.  My wife started kissing his chest.  She darted her tongue out and flicked his hard little nipples.  Leon took a quick sharp breath and sighed. 
 
    “That feels good.  Most girls won't do that.” 
 
    “I'm not most girls.  I'm a woman.”  Lauren gave one of Leon's nipples and squeeze between her fingers. 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “Should I stop?” 
 
    “No!”  Leon and I both spoke at once.  We all three laughed. 
 
    “I'd almost forgotten you were there, sweetheart.”  Lauren blew me a kiss, then returned her attention to her lover. 
 
    She unzipped his pants and pulled them down to the floor.  Leon lifted himself up so she could get them over his ass.  The man's cock looked huge, constrained by the tight boxer briefs. 
 
    “That looks uncomfortable.  Let me help.”  Lauren removed the offending underwear.  Leon's erection sprang up, pointing up into my wife's face. 
 
    I didn't know where to look; there was so much going on.  My wife kneeling before another man, admiring his cock.  She was dripping vaginal fluid, her pussy lips moist, her body ready to accept her lover inside.  I wished I could see Lauren's face as she got her first close up view of a black man's erection – at least I assumed it was her first, she never mentioned dating any dark-skinned men before she met me.  Seeing as she picked Leon as her first extra-marital lover – the first she selected – I wouldn't have been surprised if she had. 
 
    As far as size was concerned, Leon's cock was a little larger than average, maybe seven – seven and a half – inches long.  I could tell because it was about the same length as mine.  Although my erection felt about twice its usual size after witnessing the erotic scene that was playing in front of me.  If Lauren had picked Leon, gambling he lived up to the racist troupe of black men with big dicks, she'd lost. 
 
    But I knew my wife and if she selected Leon to invite into her bed it was because she liked him and found him handsome.  Cock size would be a bonus. 
 
    Lauren began slowly stroking his erection.  “You have a beautiful cock, Leon.” 
 
    My wife was kneeling between her lover's open legs.  Leon was leaning back on his arms.  “Kiss it.” 
 
    Lauren gave her lover's cock and quick smooch on the tip before sticking her tongue out and lapping up a drop of pre-cum from the underside of his shaft. 
 
    She looked so sexy, acting the part of a cock-starved whore; I had to remind myself she was acting, her performance was that good.  Or maybe we had discovered a new facet of my wife's sexual cravings. 
 
    Leon gave out a deep guttural sigh when Lauren took his cock deep into her mouth.  He instinctually reached one hand out and placed it on her head, entwining his dark fingers into her dark curly locks. 
 
    “Oh fuck, baby.  That's good.” 
 
    My wife acknowledged his compliment with a muffled reply. 
 
    “What's that?” 
 
    Lauren released his cock with a moist pop.  “You taste good.” 
 
    “Better than him?” 
 
    Lauren looked my way and gave a wicked smile.  She knew I didn't like being humiliated.  A little sting was fine, now and then, spiced things up.  I really didn't want to be put down.  My cock pulsed in anticipation.  What would Lauren say? 
 
    My wife turned back to her lover. 
 
    “You taste wonderful, but not better.  Just different.” 
 
    Lauren went back to sucking his cock and I felt much better.  Watching my wife have fun was a joy for me.  Hearing that she was just as much into the debauchery as I was, multiplied the pleasure exponentially. 
 
    Sounds of a wet, sloppy blow job filled the room.  I wished it was my cock buried in my wife's mouth. 
 
    “Oh, baby.  I'm getting close.” 
 
    Lauren went down a few more times before pulling back. 
 
    “Why'd you stop?”  Leon sounded mighty disappointed. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me with that gorgeous thing.  I'm not taking the chance you can't get it up again.” 
 
    “Promise I can.” 
 
    “You're so sweet.  Shut up and fuck me.” 
 
    Lauren jumped up onto the bed and landed flat on her back.  Leon moved up between her legs.  He slapped his erection against her moist labia several times, creating a noticeable splat.  He was lining his cock up for penetration when my wife placed her hand on his chest. 
 
    “Only one man gets to go in bareback.”  Lauren winked at me.  We both knew that was only half-true, but Leon didn't need to know of our past peccadilloes.  Her lover pouted, but my wife didn't relent. 
 
    Leon grabbed a condom from the box and rolled it up his cock. 
 
    “You think you can make me cum with that thing?”  Now Lauren was teasing Leon and teasing me.  Our game had revealed another side of my wife, that I was finding fascinating. 
 
    “Woman.  I'm going to ruin you with my cock.” 
 
    “Give it a try, Loverboy.” 
 
    Leon put the tip of his sheathed erection between my wife's pussy lips.  This was it.  Another man, a man she chose, was about to take my wife.  This was so much more arousing than Costa Rica, and I didn't know why.  Was it because a stranger was fucking my wife, someone I didn't know?  Was it because he was black-skinned, taboo?  Our whole game was taboo.  I finally realized it was because the whole scenario was produced and executed by Lauren. 
 
    I was finally seeing her act on her own sexual fantasies, picking up a man she wanted, bringing him home, and fucking him. 
 
    She involved me, her husband, but every action was her choice.  That made all the difference. 
 
    “Awwww, Fuck.” 
 
    Leon had thrust deep.  Lauren felt him move deeper than she imagined, her vagina was so wet, he met no resistance. 
 
    “Fuck me, Leon.  Fuck my married cunt.” 
 
    Leon obliged, stroking in and out, pounding her pussy with everything he had. 
 
    “You're so big.  I'm so full.” 
 
    Were the words for my benefit or his?  Leon didn't know how big I was.  He might have thought I had a tiny dick.  Lauren and I knew better. 
 
    “Bigger than your husband?” 
 
    Lauren didn't answer right away, but I could hear the gears in her mind spinning.  Would she hurt me with the truth?  A lie? 
 
    I knew I was about the same size.  I knew Lauren might be feeling pleasure like never before.  I knew Leon would get a kick out of thinking he was a larger man than me – like that mattered.  I decided to help my wife. 
 
    “Go on, Ren.  Tell him.  Tell him how much bigger he is.  Tell him how much fuller you feel.  How much deeper he's going than I've ever been.” 
 
    Lauren's eyes shot open.  She was surprised at how much I was playing along.  She didn't want to hurt me, but hell, if I was willing to put myself out there, why not indulge. 
 
    “Oh yeah, baby.  You're so much bigger.” 
 
    My wife winked at me.  I smiled.  Then she threw her eyes open, for real. 
 
    “Ow.  Fuck yeah.  Fuck.  Fuck.”  Lauren turned her head and screamed into the pillow next to her.  Her lover really knew what he was doing, making her come so easily.  I knew what my wife liked and I wasn't even able to deliver an orgasm every time we made love.  Leon was able to do it with his first try.  Maybe he did have something on me. 
 
    Leon kept thrusting until Lauren's climax abated. 
 
    “Thank you.  Thank you.  That was truly wonderful.” 
 
    Leon pulled out.  “Flip over, baby.  It's my turn.” 
 
    Lauren paused to catch her breath.  She looked so exotic, lying there, covered with sweat, her lover  between her legs, stroking his cock. 
 
    I so wanted to break free of my bonds and rush over to reclaim her as my own.  I was sure she wouldn't mind, now that she had her fun.  Still, I felt I owed Leon the chance to take his own pleasure first.  He'd given us the gift of this hotwife experience and he deserved to come before me.  I was fine with letting him have his way with my wife before I did. 
 
    I was jealous and anxious and aroused and my cock was ready to pop; the slightest touch would have set me off.  I was glad Lauren thought to bind my hands. 
 
    My wife got on all fours and her lover re-entered her. 
 
    “Ahh.  That's nice.”  Lauren was ready for more. 
 
    Leon didn't say anything.  He was concentrating on his own pleasure, grunting away as he forcefully fucked my wife from behind. 
 
    “Come on, lover.  Give it to me.  Yeah.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.” 
 
    Again, I didn't know if she was acting for me or Leon or just getting into the moment.  I did know I was enjoying every word, every action, every emotion.  And so was her lover.  Sweat was dripping from his face and chest onto Lauren's back. 
 
    It felt so wrong, yet so good. 
 
    “Oh, god.  I'm going to come again.  Damn, you're good, baby.” 
 
    “No bitches ever complain.  Oh fuck.  I'm getting close.” 
 
    Leon kept on pounding and Lauren kept on moaning and everyone was having a great time.  I wanted to be involved, to take my cock and offer it to Lauren to suck, but I knew that had to wait. 
 
    Leon pulled his cock out of my wife and ripped the condom off.  He moaned and grunted as he stroked himself to climax.  My wife had turned onto her back and her lover shot ropes of sticky white semen across her body.  The first shot landed on her breast, the second on her stomach.  Lauren started rubbing the jism into her skin like lotion before he even finished.  The next shot went wide and hit my wife's pillow and the rest dribbled off the end of his cock landing on the sheets as Leon continued to milk the tip for every last drop of spunk. 
 
    My wife seemed to be taking Leon's cum shower like a pro, like she'd done it before.  She swore later, she hadn't, but had watched enough porn that it seemed natural. 
 
    Leon gave one more low grunt as the last drop of his cum landed on the bed.  It was total debauchery and I was loving it.  It was like watching a porn, a good hi-def one with your wife as the star. 
 
    The room smelled of sweat and sex.  My cock was harder then I could ever remember and I needed relief. 
 
    “Please Lauren.  can you untie me?” 
 
    My wife gave me a wicked smile, still playing the temptress.  “Maybe we should ask Leon?” 
 
    We both looked at her lover.  I was having a déjà vu moment.  His now limp cock sagging, sweat pouring down his face.  He was first to break character. 
 
    “Guys, I'd love to stay and play, but I got to head back to work.”  He started collecting his clothing.  He was civil enough to snatch up his used condom and take it with him. 
 
    “Wanna take a shower?”  Lauren spoke with a straight face.  I couldn't tell if she was offering to let him wash up alone, or with her.  The thought of my wife, in such a confined space, soaping up Leon's body, thrilled me. 
 
    Leon respectfully declined.  He was in a hurry, and he didn't have semen splashed on his skin. 
 
    When he was finished dressing, Leon leaned over and gave my wife a soft gentle kiss, full of tenderness and respect and it hurt like hell to see her return it in full. 
 
    “Maybe I'll see you again?”  He spoke softly, like he didn't want me to hear, but also didn't care if I did.  This was for him and my wife. 
 
    Lauren didn't answer and that felt weird but I decided to let that go. 
 
    “I'll let myself out.” 
 
    Through it all I kept my hands behind my back, not wanting the erotic scene to end.  My balls ached, my cock was rock hard and my chest was a mass of knots created by the arousal and jealousy over what I had witnessed. 
 
    Lauren lay in our bed, her soft breath the only sound, save for the click of the front door closing downstairs.  She lazily ran her fingers through the drying cum on her chest, painting an abstract work of art on her body.  If I had a camera I would have loved to take a picture. 
 
    We sat there in silence for an eternity.  I longed to take my wife, but I wanted to let her be the first to break the silence. 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.” 
 
    “I loved the show, but I think you got the best of it.” 
 
    “You feel like reclaiming your wife?” 
 
    “Yes.  Are you up for it?” 
 
    Lauren sat up on the bed, resting on the palms of her hand.  She looked me dead in the eye.  “Roger.  For you, I'm always ready.  I may have said a few things tonight that hurt you, and I'm sorry.  It was all part of the game.” 
 
    “You didn't say anything that didn't get me hard.  You'll know when it gets too rough.” 
 
    “We'll need a safe word.” 
 
    “So, I guess you'll be picking up more guys to bring home?” 
 
    “As long as we both have fun when I do.” 
 
    I was so happy to hear that. 
 
    “Let me come over there and untie you.” 
 
    I brought my hands from behind my back with the rope in my right hand. 
 
    “Son of a bitch.  Did he even tie you up?” 
 
    “Not very well.” 
 
    “But you stayed down.  You didn't play with yourself.  You didn't join in.” 
 
    “I was too into the part and I didn't want to spoil the moment.” 
 
    “Thanks.  Now get your ass over her and give me some loving.” 
 
    Lauren didn't have to ask twice.  I quickly stripped down to nothing and got up on the bed.  My knee planted right into a wet spot. 
 
    “Fuck.”  I laughed. 
 
    I dropped down onto Lauren's body.  I could feel the spots of still wet cum squish between us.  It felt odd, but highly erotic.  I easily slipped into my wife's sopping wet pussy.  It felt like paradise.  Unfortunately I didn't last more than a few strokes before I shot my load.  My cock pulsed as I filled my wife. 
 
    “Bareback is always better.  I love feeling you explode inside me.  Your warmth spreading out really sets me off.” 
 
    “Sorry I came so fast.” 
 
    After I was spent I started to move down her body.  Despite having climaxed, I was still aroused.  The scent of Leon's spunk filled my nostrils.  I tried to avoid the wet and dry spots, but that wasn't easy, seeing how much Lauren had spread it around. 
 
    I did give in and flick her nipple with my tongue.  It tasted salty and I pretended it was sweat. 
 
    Eventually I buried my face in my wife's crotch.  Her scent was overpowering.  I teased her labia lips with my tongue.  Her tangy flavor flooded my senses.  I tasted latex and another surge of jealousy and desire flared within me. 
 
    I thrust my tongue as deep into my wife's pussy as I could.  I tasted my own cum and continued lapping.  I was going to make her come, too.  Leon wasn't going to be the only one to take my wife to climax tonight. 
 
    I started flicking Lauren's clit and could feel her tension build.  Strong moans and low growls emanated from her mouth.  That's when I thrust two fingers into her pussy, twisting back and forth, left and right between her moist flesh. 
 
    “Oh, honey.  That feels so good.  I don't know how—oh shit!” 
 
    Lauren's body started thrashing, her hips thrusting to meet my fingers, trying to draw them deeper.  I felt the walls of her cunt constrict around my fingers, like it was a cock, trying to milk it of semen. 
 
    I kept licking her clit and my wife kept moaning and I was rewarded with a gush of juices all over my mouth and fingers. 
 
    “Holy fuck.”  I had never seen my wife ejaculate.  I was in awe. 
 
    Lauren started shaking and I moved up to hold her in my arms.  She buried her head in my chest and started crying. 
 
    “You alright, Ren?” 
 
    “Just hold me.” 
 
    I squeezed tighter, letting Lauren know I was there for her.  To protect her and love her until the day I died. 
 
    “Really.  Are you okay?” 
 
    “Never.  Felt.  Better.”  Lauren was no longer crying.  She wiped a few tears away.  I licked off one she missed.  My wife smiled. 
 
    “I really love you, Roger.  Despite your crazy fetish, and what you did in Costa Rica.  I love you.” 
 
    “I'll never stop saying I'm sorry about that.  I'd wish I'd never done it.” 
 
    “It may sound weird, but I'm kinda glad you did.  Cause we wouldn't have had tonight.  That's not saying I want you to go out and do something stupid like that again.” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    “If we're going to keep playing these games, flirting and what not, we have to stay together and stay honest.” 
 
    “I totally agree.”  I was wildly enthused to hear Lauren say she wanted to do it again. 
 
    “In that spirit, I have a confession to make.” 
 
    My body stiffened.  My cock became hard again. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Settle down.  It's nothing too bad.” 
 
    Compared to the shit I'd pulled, even not too bad could be pretty bad. 
 
    “I didn't just happen to run into Leon tonight.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I met him when I was out with Rita a few weeks ago.  We were at the wine bar and he and one of his buddies tried to pick us up.” 
 
    “I thought you guys looked a little too comfortable together, being strangers and all.  How many times has he fucked you?”  I wasn't trying to make an accusation.  I wasn't mad.  Maybe a little hurt, a little envious.  After what had happened today, though, I was passed worrying about Lauren cheating. 
 
    “I said they tried to pick us up.”  My wife was back to her normal, feisty self.  “I'd never cheat on you.” 
 
    “Funny, after what we just did.” 
 
    “That wasn't cheating and you know that.  That was consensual infidelity.” 
 
    I laughed at the term.  “You have been doing research.” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    “So, Leon told you where he worked when he tried – and failed – to pick you up.” 
 
    “Yup.  He was so gorgeous and I would have let him take me if I was single.  Instead, I hatched this little plan of my own.  I hope you enjoyed it.” 
 
    “Immensely.  Your plan was much better than the one I came up with.” 
 
    “But it probably wouldn't have happened if you hadn't.” 
 
    “Don't sell yourself short.  I gave you enough clues.  You might have decided to give in anyway.” 
 
    “Let's just say, your hair-brained scheme planted the seed.” 
 
    “There was a lot of seed planted tonight.  On your breasts.  On your stomach.  On your pillow.” 
 
    Lauren started tickling me.  I half-heartedly tried to fight her off.  “On the sheets.  I think a few drops hit the floor.” 
 
    I eventually ran out of places where Leon's cum might have landed.  Happily the only place I had to keep off the list was Lauren's pussy. 
 
    “So, now what?”  I asked. 
 
    “Now we take a shower.  And we change the sheets.” 
 
    “Maybe, burn these.” 
 
    “I'm so sorry about that.  I wasn't expecting Leon to be a sprayer.” 
 
    “We'll know better next time.  Use old linen.  Maybe throw down a tarp.” 
 
    “Next time?” 
 
    “Definitely.  Next time.” 
 
    “But tomorrow.  Let's see.  We got laundry to do.  I have a few errands.  Grocery shopping.” 
 
    “So no playing?”  I reached down to run my fingers through Lauren's curly pubic hair.  She slapped my hand. 
 
    “Give her a rest.” 
 
    I pouted. 
 
    “And if you're good.  I think later, tomorrow night, I'll let you have my ass.” 
 
    My eyes shot wide and I think I might have startled my wife. 
 
    “I said if you're good.” 
 
    “Lauren.  I will be sooo good.” 
 
    And I was. 
 
   


  
 

 Afterward 
 
    This story started with a simple idea.  I wanted to write about a husband who longed to watch his wife sleep with another man but she wasn't really into it.  It started as a paranormal/fantasy story involving swapping bodies and potions and wrinkled crones.  That idea quickly gave way to the idea of twins, swapping places. 
 
    I don't have a twin.  I don't know what it would be like to have one, so this is all speculation. 
 
    As I was writing, it dawned on me, just how rotten and backhanded and creepy, Roger's plan was.  Having his brother, pretend to be him and fuck his wife.  Yes, that is pretty close to rape.  My original ending was going to be much different.  Lauren wasn't going to learn about the switch until after the encounter.  She was going to kick him out and eventually divorce him.  It was dark, but it was also the most realistic ending for that scenario. 
 
    My heart softened as I continued writing.  I realized Lauren wasn't an idiot, she would see through the plan.  So, she decided to go along with it and then make Roger squirm for a little bit. 
 
    The title hints at two betrayals, but there are actually three.  Roger betrays his wife by having his brother fuck her.  Richard betrays Roger by taking his place a second time.  And Lauren betrays Roger, by asking Richard to betray Roger, although, the third one is more an act of revenge. 
 
    I hope you enjoyed my tale.  As always I do appreciate feedback and I can be reached at seangeist@outlook.com.  I try to answer all my e-mail.  You can also follow me on twitter @SeanGeist.   
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