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Introduction



The day that they pulled the alligator from the Harrisons’ pool, the whole neighborhood came out to watch. Even though it was a Tuesday afternoon in the middle of June, everyone was home from work for some reason.

Well, everyone except for Anna.

Ricky Harrison was out front talking to the animal control guys. He was wearing the heavy metal t-shirt with the cutoff sleeves and Oakley sunglasses that he usually wore to mow the lawn. His mullet looked especially full that day, thick strands of light brown hair blowing back in the gentle breeze as he spoke to the uniformed official from the city, relating the details of how his daughter, Becky, had gone out to the lanai to look for her sunglasses, seen a dark green form near the pool, turned tail, then high-tailed it back into the house.

Ricky was one of the few residents of our housing development who was actually a Florida native, from somewhere in the panhandle. His appearance and origins could be deceptive, however: he was a highly successful attorney who only dressed this way when he wasn’t meeting clients. He didn’t seem too concerned about the appearance of the gator, even if it had given his wife and daughter a scare.

Becky herself was standing with her mom, Cindy Harrison, off to the side in the shaded part of the yard, her arms folded as she told her own version of the story to Rachel Swift, the slender red-haired grad student who was living in her grandmother’s house while she was in the nursing home. Rachel was in a bikini, her shoulders covered by a sheer throw, and I had to stop myself from lingering too long on her cleavage, or on her long, shapely legs.

Out on the edge of the Harrisons’ front drive stood Lorena, an attractive Latina in her early thirties, engaged in what seemed to be an intimate conversation with Jen Michaels and Amy Garant. Amy had her dark curly hair pulled back in a bun and was wearing a straw hat with a brim so wide that she had to keep grabbing onto it to prevent it from being carried off her head by the same breeze that was causing Ricky’s mullet to dance.

I’d always found Amy attractive. She was short, but curvy in all the right places. Still, I had to admit she was a little intimidating — an ivy-league educated woman from the east coast who had worked in real estate but now seemed to be semi-retired at the age of 32. Her husband, Seth, was much more on my wavelength. He was an easy-going guy who taught film at the local community college and was obsessed with sports. Seth and I got together on a semi-regular basis with some of the other guys from the neighborhood for poker.

Seth was talking to Tom Michaels, Jen’s husband. Tom was an insurance adjuster for the city of Sarasota, and one of the guys from our poker group. He was a tall, biracial man in his early thirties who I’d often see jogging around the neighborhood in the early morning or in evening when the heat abated for a few minutes, just before the sun went down. It was strange to see him like this, in the middle of the day in his shirt and tie, as if he’d just come home for lunch. Which maybe he had.

Tom’s wife Jen was pretty, petite and fiery. I think she’d told Anna once that her parents were from Korea, but I wasn’t completely sure about that. In any case, she was American through and through. Her mannerisms and style of dress reminded me of the sorority girls I knew back in college. She was an executive at an advertising agency downtown, and even though it wasn’t a large firm by any means, she must have been raking in the dough, because Jen and Tom both drove BMWs and took regular vacations to Europe.

I walked over from where I’d been standing at the edge of my driveway, right next to the Harrisons’ yard, and joined Seth and Tom.

“Did you hear Cindy scream?” Seth asked, smiling at me.

“I think it was Becky,” Tom interjected.

“No, I heard that Becky spotted the gator, but Cindy was the one who screamed when she stepped out onto the lanai to convince herself that her daughter wasn’t imagining things,” Seth said.

“I heard someone scream,” I said, “but I don’t know who it was. Seemed like it came from inside the house.”

“What I heard didn’t sound like it was inside the house,” said Seth, raising his bushy eyebrows a little as he mimicked the high-pitched shriek.

“Ahh! It was like that. Like something out of a horror movie.”

“Maybe the window was open,” said Tom.

“Could be,” I said. “I was out on my lanai, so who knows how the sound travels.”

“Pretty crazy, huh?” Seth’s tone was a little more serious now, even if I knew that he was almost always joking. “Kinda makes me want to get one of those AR-15s to keep next to the back door.”

“Aww, come on. You don’t need a carbine for a gator. A .357 magnum will do the trick just fine,” said Tom, chuckling.

“Do you have one of those?”

“Nah,” said Tom, “I’m not really into guns. Had enough of ‘em when I was in the service. But if I had to get one to protect myself from gators, I'd go for a hand cannon.”

“My plan is to just keep the doors to the lanai closed. Last I heard, gators don’t have opposable thumbs,” I said.

Seth chuckled.

“That’s right. I guess that’s also what fences are for. So, we should have nothing to worry about.”

“I fucking hope not!”

Tom’s unexpected use of profanity caused the three of us to burst out in laughter.

“Well,” I said, “I should get back inside. I’m going to be on call later tonight, and I should get some rest. I’ll catch you guys later.”

“Yeah, man,” said Seth, “we’ve got to have a game again soon. I think it’s our turn to host.”

“That sounds right,” Tom agreed. “I’ll catch you later, my man.”

[image: ]


I gave them both quick fist bumps and then turned back to my house. When I came in through the front door, I noticed that Anna had left her laptop open on the kitchen table. It wasn’t like she really needed it for work, but she usually put it in her bag and took it with her, so it was odd to see it there, as if she’d left to go somewhere in a hurry.

I sat down in front of it, not really thinking about what I was doing, the excitement of the alligator removal next door still dominating my thoughts. For some reason, I brought it out of sleep mode and opened up a browser window, thinking about what Anna would say when I told her about what had happened next door. Maybe I somehow thought of the computer as an extension of her. I’m still not sure what I was looking for. Maybe it was fate.

My eyes involuntarily scanned the “Frequently Visited” sites that popped up in the browser, suddenly coming to rest on a page called “Dead bedrooms: when your marital love life is DOA.”

That’s an odd thing for her to be reading, I thought. Maybe she’s trying to help Lorena.

Anna had told me that Lorena Lopez-Madeira, one of the neighbors on the cul-de-sac, had confided in her that her husband, Lawrence, was no longer very interested in sex. It made sense, given that Lawrence was in his sixties and several decades older than his wife. But I couldn’t think of a good reason that Anna would be reading a forum like this for her own purposes.

Anna and I had an active sex life. At least, that’s what I thought. We did it at least once a week, sometimes twice. It was certainly enough for me, and enough for her, too. As far as I knew.

With a feeling of dread and a strange excitement, I clicked on the page. It opened to the front page of the “Dead Bedrooms” forum. My eyes traveled to the corner of the screen, where I noticed that a user was still logged in: UnsatisfiedAnna2334.

My heart felt like it was being ripped from my chest in that moment. There was nothing ambiguous about that username. Not at all. My vision began to narrow, and I felt like I might throw up.

I clicked on the profile, scrolling down to “recent posts.”

There was only one, written just a few days ago. My eyes flitted over the text of the post, registering the words without really taking them in.

My husband and I hardly ever make love anymore. And when we do, it’s always me initiating. I don’t feel desired in the same way I used to before we got married. I suspect he’d rather jerk off to porn, or the sexy girls in the neighborhood...

That was all I could bear to read in the heat of the moment. My heart raced as I scrolled through the comments. There were numerous suggestions for how she might regain my affections, and many more urging her to push for an open marriage or even leave me.

I stood up and started to pace the kitchen. This was impossible for me to even imagine. Anna was my rock. My comfort in a heartless world. I had a high-stress job, and I couldn’t imagine doing it without her at home supporting me.

I stopped my pacing and stared again at the screen, reevaluating everything I thought was true up until that point.

I had a loving wife of almost 15 years. She was 40, I was 44. We had two beautiful girls who were now old enough that Anna didn’t have to stay at home full time to take care of them anymore and had gone back to her former job as a receptionist at an orthodontist’s office. She didn’t earn much there, but her extra income was a nice help to us. Thanks to her returning to work, we’d been able to pay off our family vehicles several months early.

Anna was an incredible wife and mother. Despite the obvious stress of giving birth and then caring for two daughters, she seldom complained. She was upbeat, with a wicked sense of humor that was never unkind. Or almost never. I had to admit that she had changed over the years that we’d been together, but all of the changes had been positive: she’d matured, become more emotionally stable (not that she was ever unstable) and gotten involved with our community and our church. This last part I had found somewhat surprising, given the fact that she’d never placed much importance on religion during the early years of our relationship. But once the girls came along, it became a more central part of her life, even if she never seemed particularly dogmatic.

Anna also worked hard to stay in shape. She did cardio in the gym three days a week and did yoga with her friends on the two other weekdays when she didn’t otherwise workout. She looked great — and not just for her age. She had burning blue eyes and light-brown hair that she often wore pulled back in a ponytail, so that when she let it down, the effect was breathtaking. She had full hips and bust, but her waist was slim, thanks to the time in the gym and her aversion to junk food.

For my part, I tried to stay in shape, but my job as a manager at a court-ordered residential substance abuse treatment center meant that I was spending most of my days sitting on my ass in a chair (and quite often, they were very long days — I was expected to put in quite a bit of overtime in my new position). I’d put on a good ten or fifteen pounds since we’d gotten married. Maybe even 20, if I’m being honest. Too many burgers and IPAs. But what husband doesn’t do that, at least eventually?

Calming slightly, I sat back down and reread Anna’s post a bit more carefully, scanning it for clues. I was relieved that she didn’t say that she’d lost attraction to me, her husband. If anything, it seemed to be the opposite. After all, she wanted even more sex! But at the same time, I couldn’t help but feel like I’d failed somehow in my role as a partner. I was supposed to keep my wife satisfied, after all, and how much more evidence of the fact that she clearly wasn’t satisfied could I possibly get?

I put my head in my hands, closing my eyes as the reality of the situation slowly started to creep into my consciousness. I thought back to the last few times that we’d made love, scrutinizing my memories to see if she might have a point. When had it been, anyway? Maybe a week ago? If that incident had even “counted…”
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It happened to have been the night of her last birthday, I remembered. We’d gotten a babysitter and gone out for sushi. The kids had been asleep when we’d gotten home, and I’d driven the sitter back to her apartment. When I came back, Anna had been wearing a pink negligee that she must have bought specifically for the occasion. She looked ravishing: her dirty light-brown hair fell down over her shoulders, just touching her ample cleavage which the lingerie just barely concealed.

I knew she was an attractive woman. I felt it with every fiber of my being. But that night — for whatever reason — I couldn’t communicate this knowledge to my body. Maybe it was because of my age, the saki I’d drunk with dinner, or my relative lack of fitness, but it just wasn’t happening. She knew that something was wrong after the first few minutes, when we kissed without anything moving “down there.”

It hadn’t been the first time, unfortunately. And I was afraid it wouldn’t be the last, either.

“Just a second. Let me go get something from the bathroom…” I said.

Her face fell immediately.

“What? One of those little blue pills?”

I blushed. That was exactly what I had meant, of course, but the tone in her voice was accusatory, as if taking Viagra meant that I was cheating on her.

“Yeah,” I said haltingly. “It usually works pretty quickly.”

She folded her arms across her chest.

“Go ahead.”

“Anna…This isn't your fault…”

“I’m not stopping you. If you need drugs to be able to make love to your wife, go right ahead…”

“This has nothing to do with you. Honestly it doesn’t.”

“Then who does it have to do with?”

“Me. I’m different now than I was twenty years ago. I just can’t turn it off or on like I used to be able to.”

“Then what do you need? I’ve got other outfits. Do you want me to use toys? Wear a wig? Role play? What?”

She’d had a pleading look in her eye. I guess if I’d taken her seriously back then, I wouldn’t have been surprised by the post I found, the one I was still sitting in front of now.

“I honestly don’t know.”

A long silence had followed.

“Well, I feel like I might know.”

I looked at her with questioning eyes.

“Don’t make me say it,” she said, her eyes narrowing.

I felt a flash of anger.

“Say what?”

“You don’t seem to have any problems performing when you’re... on your own, do you?”

A deep sense of shame filled me. How did she know about that? I couldn’t speak for a moment.

“That’s…”

“What, are you going to tell me that it’s different? I know it’s different, Travis. Those girls on your phone are 20 years younger than me. Rachel and Becky are 25 at the oldest. Yes, it is different!”

“I’m not… I don’t…”

“Tell me that with a straight face, Travis. Then explain why I find cum in your gym socks twice a week. Huh?”

I was speechless.

“I’m the one who does the laundry. Remember?”

My cheeks burned with shame.

“Anna,” I stammered. “I’m sorry. Please. If I can take the pill…”

“Forget it. You can use it to jack off to some porn. Or one of the little sluts from down the street.”

“Anna, what are you talking about? That’s not fair…”

Before I could stop her, she got up and locked herself in the bathroom. Just before she closed the door, I could hear a sob.
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Only at that moment, as I sat there in front of her laptop and the awful discovery that I’d made, did I realize the gravity of what had happened that night: it had been the evening of her fortieth birthday, a milestone in any woman’s life, and I’d made her feel undesirable. Even if it wasn’t her fault, she had no way of knowing that if I failed in really communicating it to her.

I scrolled through the comments on the forum, reading each one.

In my experience, this never gets better…

You should have a serious talk about opening your marriage…

My husband did the same thing. He ended up fucking the babysitter…

I swallowed hard, the adrenaline coursing through my veins. Was this really how our relationship was going to end? Because I couldn’t get it up more than once a week for my beautiful wife?

Why shouldn’t it end this way? I thought to myself. Sex and money are the two biggest reasons that marriages fail. We have enough money (at least for now), but the sex…

In that moment, I decided the best thing to do was keep tabs on the situation. I downloaded the app for the website to my phone, created an account, and followed UnsatisfiedAnna2334. I clicked on her profile and looked through her posts and comments. I felt a small pang of guilt, like I was trespassing on her privacy, when I saw that she had responded to other women’s posts in the same relationship forum: commiserating with them, giving them advice about their problems with their husbands and children. This was a side of Anna that I’d never seen before. It was intriguing and terrifying all at once. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen from there on out, but I was positive that my marriage was about to change.


Chapter 1



I did a lot of soul-searching over the next 24 hours after the discovery. I went through several phases, entertaining different options concerning how to deal with what I perceived to be Anna’s infidelity.

Infidelity. That was a strange word to use for someone only looking for advice, wasn’t it? But that’s how it felt, seeing the details of our marriage on display for the entire internet to read, even if she’d used an anonymous account and never disclosed anything that could identify us.

That was my initial response to what I had discovered: the conviction that Anna was (at least in a sense) cheating on me by the mere fact that she’d revealed details of our intimate life to strangers. I sat with those emotions for a while, feeling a kind of white-hot rage, first directed only at her, but then, increasingly, also at myself.

I thought back to the past few months, and even the last year, thinking of every time I could remember that I turned Anna down for sex. It seemed to me like I’d always had a good reason. I was either tired, or stressed, or simply not in the mood. I began to wonder what would have happened on the forums if I had posted about my own problems with stress and exhaustion, but from the perspective of a woman whose husband was always asking her for sex. No doubt the comments would have been entirely supportive of me. But I wasn’t a woman, I was a man, and a man not providing sex was very different from a man demanding sex. In either case, I felt I would have been to blame — at least in the eyes of the anonymous internet hordes.

Upon thinking about it more, however, I decided that that wasn’t right, either. It had been clear from the post that Anna wasn’t being selfish. She was really hurting, both emotionally and physically. She was dealing with my perceived rejection of her as a sexual creature. With the fact that her physical urges to express herself sexually were not being met. How exactly could I claim to be the victim here? I felt my attitude towards Anna slowly starting to soften. I didn’t really have the right to be so angry. I needed to try to understand the problem and see how things might be put back right. Or risk losing my family and the life we’d built together in the process.
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I started to think back on my time as a younger man, my first sexual experiences, looking for a clue as to why I felt the way I did about Anna now. Anna hadn’t been the first woman I’d been with, not by a long shot. But I didn’t exactly sleep around back then, either. I’d been deeply involved, and I’d even say in love with about three women before I even met Anna. They had all been a bit different, but they all had something in common, I realized now: they’d all seemed to be unobtainable to me at first, attractive but totally unreachable for various reasons, usually because they already had boyfriends. This made them practically irresistible to me, and I typically spent at least a brief period completely sexually obsessed with them, lying awake at night and experiencing the sweet misery of imagining them making love to their boyfriends, the incredible bliss they must have felt. When eventually all three of these girls consented to date me (after breaking up with their partners for various reasons) it had always felt like I’d won a prize. It was as if I’d needed some kind of competition in order to make my partners desirable in the first place.

My courtship of Anna had followed a similar pattern. I’d met her when she was a senior in college, and I was already employed as a case management assistant at the treatment facility where I still work today. She’d been dating a guy named Brett — he was quite tall (around 6’3” or so) and a little lanky, but in otherwise good shape. Even though he was a very friendly guy, I’d always been intimidated by him, maybe because of his height. I’m only 5’10”, which is still plenty tall, but not compared to a giant like him. It had been clear that his height also appealed to Anna when I’d see them together at the bar on the corner where Anna worked part time, and where I’d go to play trivia with some friends on Tuesday nights. Anna was a friend of my brother’s girlfriend at the time (who later became his wife) so she was on the periphery of my friend group for quite a while, despite still being in college when I was already working.

Eventually, I heard through my brother that Anna and Brett had split up, and I saw my chance. I asked her out on a date the next time I saw her at the bar, and the rest is, as they say, history.
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Or had been history. Now, that history had come back into our present. I started thinking back on our first few dates together, the heady early days of our relationship. Back then, Anna seemed a lot more open about sex, a lot more willing to experiment and talk about things she’d tried before and would like to try. I would never have imagined that Anna keeping her sexual dissatisfaction a secret from me for so long. Back then, I’d even asked her for some details about her previous relationships. I don’t know why, exactly. I had just been curious, I guess. And probably a little insecure.

I remember one particular conversation that we had in the early days of dating quite well. It must have been the second or third time we made love. We were in her apartment, which was upstairs on the top floor of an old Spanish colonial-style mansion. It was a beautiful place, and she’d decorated it tastefully with prints she’d picked up at boutiques downtown and seashells she’d collected from Lido Key. I remember lying next to her on the bed, her hair draped out over the sheets as she played absentmindedly with my limp penis with one hand. We’d been sexually compatible from the start. That was one of the ways that that she’d known that I’d been “the one,” she told me. (And probably one of the reasons that it hurt so much being rejected by me now).

In any case, there we were, together on her bed, as she fondled my limp member affectionately.

“You like it?” I asked her.

“I like it very much,” she said. “I think we’re going to be good friends.”

“I think it likes you, too.”

“Mm,” she replied. “It’s very nice-looking.”

“Glad you think so. Bigger or smaller than you’re used to?”

She hesitated for a few seconds, which told me all I needed to know.

“Maybe a teensy bit smaller. But honestly that’s a good thing. It’s more of a ‘boyfriend cock’ and not a ‘vacation cock.’”

“What does that mean?” It was the first time I’d heard those terms. I wasn’t offended for some reason. I knew that I was perfectly average “downstairs,” and it didn’t bother me. Other women had been perfectly fine with it.

“Well,” she said, laughing a little, “sometimes there are things that are fun once in a while, like on vacation, but a little too much if we did them all the time.”

“I see. Is that how you see big cocks? Like staying out all night?”

“Yeah, I guess. I mean they can be really fun. But once in a while they’re just too intense. I’d much prefer to be with a guy like you.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Was the last guy you were with big?”

She nodded.

“Yeah. He was huge, actually. So big that I was scared of it the first time we were together. I didn’t even want to fuck him — I only gave him a handjob. You should count yourself lucky that you’re not that big. I blew you after our first date, didn’t I?”

I chuckled.

“I guess being smaller has its advantages.”

“You’re not small, just normal. And sure, he could give me amazing orgasms with that thing, but oftentimes I’d be so sore that I couldn’t walk straight for days. And that’s no fun, either. It’s like how it’s fun to get smashed on tequila once in a while, but you can’t do it every night.”

“I see. So my dick is like what, having a beer after work?”

She laughed.

“It’s like coming home to a very nice home-cooked meal. Extremely healthy and good for you over the long term…”

“I had no idea my cock could be so nutritious,” I laughed.

“Don’t believe me? I’ll prove it to you…”

And then she gave me one of the best blowjobs of my life.
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Thinking back on this story today, I was flooded images of my wife enjoying Brett’s “vacation cock.” Who didn’t like going on vacation from time to time? But then, something strange started to happen. I closed my eyes and imagined Anna and Brett together. I thought about what it must have been like for her to make love to a man with a cock that big. And in that moment, I started to feel my own cock start to get harder.

Was that the solution? Picturing Anna with someone else while we made love? It seemed crazy. Kind of perverse, even. But if that was what it took…


Chapter 2



After my discovery on her computer, and the debacle on her birthday, I was almost afraid now of initiating sex. I felt like there was a good chance that any attempt at fixing things on my part might backfire by reminding her of my rejection that night. So, I decided to try to address the matter directly. Not the forum post – I didn’t want her to know that I’d been snooping around on her computer – but our problems in the bedroom. It might be uncomfortable to bring up, but it was the right thing to do.

That night, after the kids were in bed, I could tell that Anna was still upset with me. And not just because my phone sent me a notification every time she responded to comments on the thread that she’d started. She seemed reserved. Almost cold. It was going to be difficult for me to salvage the situation after what happened on her birthday. But I was going to do my best.

“I still can’t believe that the Harrisons had that gator in their pool. I mean, can you imagine? That’s the kind of crazy Florida story that you always hear about, but you never think really happens.”

Her icy demeanor cracked a little. She clearly enjoyed the story.

“I know. I talked to Cindy a little after work. She was really freaked out. She said that Becky must have left the door from the lanai to the backyard open overnight. The guys from the city thought that the gator must have come up from the drainage ditch between our two houses. There are supposed to be grates on the pipes out there, but for some reason they were missing. The city is going to put in new ones.”

“Will that stop it from happening again?”

“Supposedly,” she said. “But honestly, who knows how something like that happens?”

We were both silent for a moment, while I gathered up the courage to broach the subject that must have been bothering her as well.

“Sweetheart,” I said, “I want to apologize for the other night. On your birthday. I’ve been thinking about it a lot. I didn’t mean for it to seem like I have to take a pill to have sex with you.”

She was silent for so long that I thought maybe she hadn’t heard me. I was about to repeat myself when she looked over at me and gave her reply.

“Well, that is what it seemed like. I’m sorry if I seemed unreasonable. I was feeling especially emotional because of my birthday, I guess. Turning 40 and all that…”

“Yeah…”

“I’m trying my best to understand. I just wish...you’d prove it to me. Instead of just giving me assertions, you know?”

She had a point there. But was she asking me to make love to her right then?

I decided on an experiment.

“Anna,” I said.

Her head came up quickly and met my gaze. I hardly ever used her first name like that, unless we were around other people or I really needed to get her attention.

“Come here.”

I opened my arms. She fell into my embrace, tucking her head against my chest as I held her tight.

“I really am sorry,” I said.

I tried to think of a good way of sharing the “discovery” I’d made earlier. Not about her internet post, but about how much my fantasy about her and her ex had turned me on. I didn’t really know if there was any way to bring it up without sounding like a pervert.

“I was thinking the other day about when we first started dating. Before we were even actually together, even. How I used to see you with that guy you were with at the time. Brett…”

She sighed in my arms.

“Oh, Brett. Yeah, I remember him…”

“I’m sure you do.”

She turned her head and looked up at me.

“Why were you thinking about him?”

“Well…,” I began, not sure what I was going to say until it was already out, “I just remembered that he was kind of…gifted.”

“Gifted? Him? He was a nice guy, but I don’t think anyone would have called him ‘gifted.’ He barely got his degree, from what I can remember.”

I chuckled.

“No,” I said, “I was thinking about something else that you told me back then. About a different kind of gift that he had.”

“I’m really not sure what you’re talking about,” she said.

Could it be that she’d actually forgotten? Or that it wasn’t that important to her?

“I’m talking about the fact that he was pretty big. Down there. At least from what you told me…”

She laughed.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “I’d kind of forgotten about that, to be honest. But you’re right. He was. What did I say about that back then? I can’t believe I would even tell you something like that. What was I thinking?”

“I think you said something like he had ‘vacation dick’…”

I was lying. I didn’t “think” that she’d said that. It had really been what she’d said. It was ingrained in my memory.

“I guess I might have said that,” she said, giggling a little. “Wow, I really didn’t know how to keep my mouth shut in those days, did I?”

“We were a lot more open with each other in those days,” I said, sighing.

“Yeah, I guess so. What made you think of that? Of me and Brett?”

“I guess I was thinking about the other night. And then I was thinking…what if what you need is a vacation.”

“Like by myself? I think I’d feel strange traveling alone…”

“No,” I said, “not a real vacation. Like in the sense of... a guy like Brett.”

She laughed.

“Last I heard, he’s married and lives in California. Not exactly around the corner anymore…”

Then her voice took on a suspicious tone.

“Is that why you’re not interested in me? Because you want to open up our marriage so that you can sleep with someone else?”

“No, no,” I interjected immediately, “that’s a misunderstanding. I don’t want a ‘vacation’ of any kind. I love you. I just feel like maybe you might appreciate some kind of ‘vacation.’ And to be perfectly honest, the idea of you doing it really turns me on.”

“I’m not sure if I understand you correctly. You want me to…what? Sleep with other men? Doesn’t that seem really trashy?”

“No, it doesn’t have to be. And I’m not talking about you actually doing it. I’m just talking about the fantasy. It gets me hard to think about it. See for yourself…”

She reached down, closing her hand around my erection.

“Wow, it actually does…”

“Yes.”

“You didn’t take any pills, did you?”

“Absolutely not. Not this time.”

“Well…”

She gave me a passionate kiss. I returned it, lacing my fingers through her hair and pulling her closer to me. She rubbed my bulge, moaning slightly.

“You do seem to be quite excited now…”

“I am,” I whispered.

“I guess…what’s the harm in a little fantasy?”

“Exactly.”

A few minutes later, we were both naked on the bed. She was under me, her legs spread, her eyes tightly closed as she guided my erection to her moist slit.

“I just keep thinking about the first time that Brett and I actually fucked,” she whispered. “It was just like this. He was on top. It was so hard for him to get inside. We used so much lube. But once he was in… it was. Heavenly…”

She moaned as I penetrated her and began to thrust.

“Don’t stop now,” I groaned, “keep talking about it…”

Suddenly, her face turned.

“I don’t know — this feels wrong to me…”

I stopped mid-thrust, supporting myself on my arms for a moment.

“It’s just a fantasy,” I said. “You can see the effect it’s having on me. Without the pills…”

“I know, but…”

“But what?”

“It just doesn’t seem like something I should be talking about with my husband.”

“Then pretend I’m someone else. Pretend I’m Brett, and you’re remembering your first time together…”

Her face fell.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I can’t do that. I don’t mean to spoil the fun, but I just…it feels weird to me. I’m married.”

I realized that I was treading a fine line here. If I pushed her too much, she might shut down entirely. I decided to retreat, in order to live to fight the battle another day, so to speak.

“Ok,” I said. “I understand. Don’t worry. Let’s just be together now. You and me.”

She nodded.

To my delight, I was still hard inside her. I started moving slowly again. She closed her eyes and began to moan softly in time with my thrusts.

Was she thinking of Brett?

I certainly was. I was imagining the two of them together, her taking his huge cock for the first time: biting her lip, gripping the sheets as he split her in half with his huge cock…

“Oh God,” Anna moaned, her eyes still pressed shut. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop, but I was also right on the edge myself, ready to erupt.

“I’m going to come,” I announced.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Come for me. Do it inside…”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I had already exploded, in the moment that she said those words, imagining Brett taking her hard from behind in the same room where we’d first slept together, upstairs in the old mansion.

When I opened my eyes, I saw a sight that I hadn’t seen in a long time: Anna was smiling at me.

“Did you come, too?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, smiling. “I was on a hair trigger. I’ve needed that for a long time.”

“I bet you need more…”

“Maybe. But that was an excellent start.”

“If you want, we can use the dildo. Or the vibrator…”

She yawned.

“It’s too late for that. I’m tired. We should get to bed…”

“Ok. But if you feel like touching yourself in the shower, don’t let me stop you…”

She gave me a look that was probably intended to convey her annoyance, but I knew that she was embarrassed. She didn’t necessarily like it when I talked about masturbation, either hers or my own, even though I was certain that she did it sometimes.


Chapter 3



I work at a court-ordered residential substance abuse treatment center, a sort of hybrid between a hospital, resort and prison, the kind of institution that is all too common in the United States, especially in Florida, where we’d been spending the last couple of decades cleaning up after the pain clinics that had spread addiction across the state.

My center was housed in a building that looked like a cross between a hospital and high school, a large, institutional, three-story structure from the 1970s or 80s with a central courtyard. It would have stuck out if it had been in a more densely settled area, but it was quite isolated, reachable only by a winding, palmetto-lined road that snaked off one of the main thoroughfares.

Two dormitory structures were set off from the administrative building, painted in pastel colors of yellow and pink, in stark contrast to the main structure’s institutional gray. I parked in my usual spot, in the row of reserved parking near the main building’s entrance. A little over a year ago, I’d been promoted to one of the top managerial positions in the facility. An earmarked parking space was one of the small but welcome perks that came with my new position, and I’d come to appreciate it quite a bit more than I’d ever thought I would, especially during the spring and summer months. It was nice not to have to walk too far in the sticky heat, which was already quite formidable despite the relatively early hour.

Inside, the air-conditioning worked overtime. The contrast with the outdoors made it feel like walking into a refrigerator. I’d become accustomed to wearing long-sleeved button-down shirts to work and keeping a sweater in my office, which was a bit absurd given the climate, but completely necessary. The upper administration had decided that coolness was synonymous with sobriety — no matter the power bill associated with it.

Sobriety, coolness and cleanliness were the watchwords for the facility. They informed our entire organizational philosophy, right down to the decor. The maintenance crew worked hard to keep the lobby clean, almost unnervingly so. Potted palms flanked the entrance, and a large mural of a sunset over the Gulf stretched across one wall. It was all intended to convey a sense of calm.

I greeted our receptionist, Lily, who sat behind a sleek, curved desk, already handing out sign-in sheets to a few early risers waiting for their morning check-ins with our intake coordinators. This group somehow looked less haggard than usual. People from all walks of life were remanded for treatment here. Everyone from wealthy pill-head housewives from Bird Key to tattooed 20-year-old drunk drivers from Bradenton Beach. Rich and poor people alike were susceptible to the demon of addiction.

I took the stairs to the second floor, nodding at staff members as I passed. This early, the place still had a sense of calm—before breakfast in the dining hall, before group sessions, before the inevitable tug-of-war between progress and relapse. My office was tucked into the administrative wing, just far enough from the residential areas to offer some distance but close enough to hear the occasional burst of laughter or shouting from the courtyard below, even through the window panes.

I’d come to think of my office as a personal refuge of sorts. Though there was a large window behind my desk that overlooked the inner courtyard, and a window in the door, the space felt largely private. The room was more upscale than I’d expected when I’d been promoted: a sturdy oak desk with matching shelves, a leather chair that swiveled smoothly. I’d decorated the walls with some paintings of downtown Sarasota done by a local artist, and watercolors done by Heather and Regina, which proved to be great conversation-starters. On the desk, I had a photo of Anna and the girls taken on the beach several years ago that they’d given me for Father’s Day.

I dropped my bag onto the desk and leaned against the window frame, watching the scene in the courtyard below. One resident, a wiry man in his forties, was deep in conversation with a counselor on one of the benches in the shaded arcade. A woman in her mid-twenties, covered in piercings and tattoos, sat cross-legged on the small lawn, staring at nothing in particular. Perhaps she was meditating.

On the surface this place looked like it could almost be a resort, but the details gave it away: the way some residents moved like they were carrying invisible weights, the unspoken tension that lingered in the air, the intermittent visits from law enforcement to remove residents who’d violated the terms of their program. We tried to be as discreet as possible in these situations, but word always got around. And everyone knew: these people weren’t here out of their own free will. The only choice they had was here or jail, and most all of them chose to give sobriety a shot before facing the stark reality of involuntary confinement.

The realities of my job weren’t always pleasant, but we’d had enough successes that I still felt good about what I was doing. Sure, I’d seen the worst of human behavior while working here, but I’d also witnessed people turning their lives around completely. It was a job that was 90% boring routine, and 10% life-or-death action. I didn’t exactly live for those moments of crisis, but I also didn’t shy away from them. I did my best to be prepared, and to prepare my employees for them as well.
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Shortly after arriving that morning, there was a knock at my door, which was still partly ajar. One of my case officers, a young man named Rob who had just graduated from the local college with a degree in social work, greeted me. He was tall and muscular, with a runner’s build. He had brown eyes and hair, and reminded me of a younger version of Paul Rudd.

He was also very clearly shaken up.

“What happened?”

“I — I just had to administer Narcan for the first time. To an incoming resident. In the parking lot.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

I wanted to tell him that it was probably the fourth time it had happened that month, but that wouldn’t have really helped, because it was the first time that it had happened to him.

“She was scheduled to check in at 8:00am. Her parole officer called me and said she was on her way. At 8:45, she still wasn’t here, even though she only had a fifteen-minute drive. I went outside and found her passed out in her car.”

“You handled it perfectly,” I said. “You’ve probably heard that it’s really common for patients to use right before intake. It’s like one last hurrah before they go sober. It doesn’t always get as extreme as that, but it sometimes does. That’s why we’ve got the Narcan. And that’s why you did all that training. You saved her life.”

“I keep thinking about what would have happened if I hadn’t gone out there. If no one else had passed by and seen her in her car…especially in this heat. I don’t know if I would have been able to live with myself.”

“It’s normal to feel that way. We all do from time to time. But you can’t let those thoughts control you. If you do, you won’t be able to function in this job. Sometime I’ll tell you about when I found a resident passed out in the janitor’s closet. That was in the days before we had Narcan everywhere. It was a very ugly scene…”

He nodded.

“Thanks.”

“Hey,” he said after a minute. “Do you still want me to come by this weekend to help out with the floor?”

“Yes! I can’t believe I’d forgotten that. I’ve got the equipment. Hopefully removing the old sheet vinyl won’t be too bad.”

“It can get dicey, but as long as there’s no asbestos under there, it shouldn’t be a big deal,” he said, perking up a bit. “I’ve done it three or four times to my family’s rental properties.”

Rob’s father and mother made their living as landlords, and they owned several local houses and condos. Unlike some of the other local landlords, they maintained their properties well and took care that their residents were comfortable. Growing up in this environment, Rob had learned a lot of home improvement skills and was remarkably good with his hands for his age. When I’d told him about my kitchen improvement project, he’d been eager to help me. I insisted on paying him of course, and he’d accepted.

“Great,” I said. “How about you come by Saturday morning. Is 8:00 too early?”

“Nah,” he said, perking up at the talk of home improvement. “8:00 is perfect. I’m used to getting up early for work anyway.”

“Great!”
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The morning passed relatively uneventfully, and I didn’t have any meetings scheduled until later that afternoon, so just before lunch, I took out my phone and checked the forum where Anna had posted for new comments. There wasn’t much new activity on the post, either from Anna or from the people who had responded to her.

I’m not sure why I did what I did next. Maybe it was because things were slow at work. Maybe it was because I was secretly upset at her for deceiving me and wanted to deceive her as well. I certainly didn’t have any ill intentions. Not consciously, anyway.

I decided to send her a private message. I wasn’t sure at first what I was going to say. I didn’t really know what I wanted at that point, just that the thought of her and Brett had turned me on incredibly. I hadn’t even thought of myself as a “cuckold” or a “stag” before, but I had to admit that the idea of seeing Anna with another man had a tremendous appeal.

She probably wouldn’t respond to me at all, if she was even still checking messages on the forum. For all I knew, she’d just been blowing off steam, and would forget all about having posted in a few days. But I decided to give it a shot anyway.

Hey, I wrote. I was wondering if your husband has ever expressed interest in seeing you with another man. If so, you might consider checking out ‘hotwifing…’




I sent the message, then set my phone down on my desk and turned back to my office computer. I had to get ready to do an annual performance review with one of my counselors that afternoon, and then there were the plans for the kitchen renovation that I could work on if I had any more downtime. We’d gotten as far as figuring out what to do with the flooring, and I was fairly certain that with Rob’s help, I’d be able to tackle the job myself. The cabinets, on the other hand, were a different story. I made a note to myself to see if Rob knew anything about those…

Suddenly, my phone buzzed. I picked it up to see a response from Anna to the message I’d sent her from my anonymous account.

Funny you should say that. He has been asking a lot of questions about one of my exes recently




My pulse raced as I read her message. Not only had she actually responded, but she also seemed interested in having a conversation about her desires. This was my chance to find out what my wife was really thinking. At that moment, I didn’t think about the breach in trust that this implied. All I could think about was trying to uncover the secret to Anna’s desire. What did she really want? I didn’t want to blow this chance, so I knew that I couldn’t move too quickly. I decided that the best approach was to lend her a sympathetic ear in my capacity as a concerned “stranger.”

Did he seemed turned on by the conversation?




I didn’t have to wait long for her response.

Yes, in fact, it resulted in us making love passionately, in a way we haven’t done in a long time




Wow! So you’re not in a ‘dead bedroom’ situation anymore? That’s great news




Yes, I guess it is good. It’s just that…the fantasy makes me kind of uncomfortable. I’m not sure if indulging it is the solution to our long-term problems




I stopped, considering my next move before responding. I didn’t want to come out too obviously on the side of her husband (myself). I also wasn’t sure yet what I really wanted. The idea of her living out her desires with other men was certainly arousing to me, but it wasn’t anything I could imagine becoming a reality. It seemed too emotionally fraught. At the same time, I absolutely wanted to encourage her to fantasize. And to share her fantasies, with me as the “stranger on the internet” and with me in real life.

After a few minutes, I responded.

I think that’s a natural reaction, but if it’s getting him interested in sex again, it seems like a good short-term solution at least. What is it about the idea that makes you so uncomfortable, if I may ask?




This time, it took her quite a while to respond. Perhaps she was busy at work, but perhaps she had taken offense to my question. Maybe I’d gotten too personal, too quickly. I didn’t have time to be mad at myself, though, because Ellie — the administrative assistant — came in with some requisition forms for me to sign.

By the time I’d finished with the paperwork, I checked my phone again, and was delighted to see that Anna had responded.

Idk, I guess it’s just that I’ve been married so long that I can’t even consider another man as a potential partner. I really do love my husband, despite the fact that we’re having trouble in the bedroom




My heart almost melted when I read her message. I truly was lucky to have a wife as devoted as Anna. But I also wanted to let her know that it was completely ok (and even desirable) for her to fantasize about other men.

But surely you must fantasize about other men from time to time. Celebrities. Old boyfriends. Whatever. Think of it as just giving him a window into those desires




I sent the message, hoping that it wouldn’t come across as too argumentative.

I get that. Maybe I’m just a little bit prude. I don’t know. I wasn’t always like this. Maybe having kids and becoming a mom changed me. Now I’m more conscious of the way that the things I say might affect people that I love




Ah-ha. So that was it. She was afraid of hurting my feelings more than anything else. That made perfect sense.

If you’re afraid of hurting his feelings, take it from me (a man who is into this kind of thing): don’t be. I can guarantee that he will absolutely love any kind of details that you share with him about your fantasies or your past




Her response was almost instant.

But doesn’t it bother you that your wife might be lusting after some other man? Maybe someone you know, or someone from her past? I mean, do you really want to hear about a boyfriend who had a bigger dick or was better in bed than you were?




Yes, I thought. That was exactly what I wanted to know. I started to get an erection, sitting there at my desk thinking about it. I realized that her question strongly implied that there was at least one boyfriend with a bigger dick (which I already knew) and that he (and/or others) was better in bed than I was. Both of these insights made me rock-hard.

No, it doesn’t bother me. In fact, the very idea that my wife might have those kinds of thoughts drives me absolutely crazy. If I were your husband, and you told me that, I think I’d probably want to fuck your brains out




Almost immediately after I sent the message, I regretted my choice of words. I didn’t want to make it sound like I was coming on to her.

Interesting.




Her terse reply didn’t give me much insight into her state of mind. Was that her way of ending the conversation? Or was she processing what I’d told her? I couldn’t be sure. I wanted to respond immediately, but her reply hadn’t really given me an opening. Besides, it was almost time for that meeting, and I could think more about how to respond to her later.

Then, however, another message lit up my phone.

I have to get going, but you’ve given me a lot to think about. I might do a little “experiment” tonight and see how he responds. I’m still not sure this is a good idea, but having an outside perspective has been great [image: grinning face with smiling eyes]




My cock was so hard reading this answer and anticipating her “experiment” that I didn’t stop to consider the fact that I’d violated her trust so clearly by posing as an outsider to the relationship, when I was, in fact, the ultimate insider.

Good luck, and please let me know how it goes




I will!





Chapter 4



That night after work, I cooked dinner for the family, and Anna did the dishes while the girls went into their rooms and started to get ready for bed. Even though it was still early, they liked to get into their pajamas and read for over an hour before we tucked them in. That was definitely something that we could live with as parents.

I came up behind Anna as she stood at the sink and embraced her from behind, kissing her neck and then nuzzling her ear.

“That was really fun the other night,” I whispered.

“I thought so, too. I really liked it.”

“I’m glad. It had been too long.”

“Let’s not let that happen again,” she said. “I think we should make some time for ourselves after the girls are in bed…”

My breathing quickened. Was she going to do the “experiment” that she’d mentioned during our chats? I hoped so…

“I’m looking forward to that,” I said.

[image: ]



After we tucked in the kids, I went into the living room and sat on the couch while Anna took a shower. It was our normal evening routine. She liked to shower at night, and I preferred doing it in the morning. While she was upstairs, I pulled out my phone and scrutinized her forum post for new comments. I didn’t see anything of note — just some commenters talking to each other about their various marital challenges.

Then, I got a message from Anna. Presumably from the bathroom, where she was just about to step into the shower.

Wish me luck! I’m going to test your advice…




I responded with the thumbs up emoji [image: thumbs up].
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I was already erect when Anna appeared on the stairs in her bathrobe, her wet hair wrapped in a towel as she normally did when she washed it. She took as seat next to me on the couch.

“So,” she said, grinning at me. “I was thinking — maybe I was a little too hasty the other day when we were making love.”

“Oh yeah?”

I realized that I had to play just a little dumb so as not to give away the fact that I already had a pretty good idea about what she was going to say.

“Yeah. I kind of stopped something that you really seemed to be enjoying…”

“You mean your story about Brett?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I guess the whole thing just kind of took me by surprise. I wasn’t sure what to think about the fact that you liked to hear stories like that. But I’ve been thinking about it a lot recently, and I’ve decided that it’s not so bad if you want to hear about some of the guys in my past.”

I felt my cock practically leap in my pants.

“Yes,” I said, trying to keep my cool. “I think I’d like that very much.”

“Mmm, good…” she said, dropping down to her knees in front of me. “Let’s do a little experiment, hmm?”

Before I could reply, she had her hands in my pants and was taking out my rock-hard cock. A few seconds later, her mouth was engulfing it. She sucked me for a few more seconds, then stopped and looked up at me, stroking me as she did so.

“The first time I made out with a really big guy, I could feel him through his pants. But it didn’t seem real to me. I thought I must be feeling some piece of clothing or some undergarment that I’d never encountered. It just didn’t make sense for a dick to be that big. I wasn’t even intimidated. I was just kind of baffled.”

“Oh God,” I moaned. “How big was he?”

“I would have guessed 10 inches,” she said, grinning up at me. “But later we measured, and it turns out he was closer to 7.5 inches. I guess I’m not so good at estimating lengths.”

“Was this Brett?”

There was a long, pregnant pause as she stroked me.

“No. This guy’s name was Jake, I think. It was during freshman year of college, so don’t quote me on that.”

I felt like I might come then and there, just hearing her admit that Brett wasn’t the only huge guy she’d been with.

“Did you…sleep with him?”

She put the tip of my cock back in her mouth and sucked me for a few moments longer, stroking my shaft at the same time as she considered her answer.

“We didn’t do much sleeping. But I fucked him, yeah. Or he fucked me to be more precise.”

She smiled up at me, stroking my cock. My orgasm built quickly, taking me by surprise.

“Honey, I’m going to… Oh God…”

Anna’s face was pure shock as I fired three spurts of cum across her chin and neck, with another one landing on her wrist.

“Wow. I wasn’t really expecting that kind of reaction…”

She laughed, holding her sperm-covered hand away from her body.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I had no idea it was going to happen that quickly. It just came over me and I lost control.”

“It was kind of cute,” she said. “Seeing you lose control like that. It beats the alternative, I mean.”

I was suddenly embarrassed. I knew that the “alternative” was me being completely uninterested in sex — or impotent.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. “But I’m sure you’re a little disappointed. You probably wanted to…you know.”

“Well,” she said. “I don’t really want to discuss this now when I’m covered with sperm like this, but I do have to admit that I was planning to ride you.”

“That would have been…very exciting.”

“Glad you think so. But it was fun for me, too.”

“Sure, but you probably wanted to come, too.”

“Who said we were finished?”

She gave me a devilish grin, and her blue-green eyes seemed to glint.

“Let me just get cleaned up first.”

She walked into the kitchen, and I heard the water running as she washed her hands. When she came back into the room, she reached into one of the oversized pockets of her bathrobe and produced her dildo. It was a pink piece of plastic about 6 inches long (slightly longer than me) and curved up on one end. She’d had it for years but rarely used it. At least in my presence.

“Care to watch, babe?”

She sat down next to me on the couch and spread her legs, pushing her panties to one side as she teased her clit with the tip of the dildo.

“Play with my nipples,” she commanded.

I reached over and teased her nipples with my thumb on one and my middle finger on the other, through the sheer fabric of the tank-top she was wearing. She’d taken off her bra for the day, and her breasts hung heavy before her.

“That’s good,” she said.

She closed her eyes as she pushed the dildo inside, working it up and down against her g-spot. I knew from experience that she was especially sensitive there. She was fucking herself with about half of the length of the toy now, slowing building the tempo as I continued to tease her breasts. She closed her eyes, letting the pleasure wash over her.

“What are you thinking about?”

I couldn’t resist posing the question.

“Mmm...nothing…”

“I don’t believe you for some reason.”

“Just. Keep. Teasing my nipples…” she moaned.

I could tell she was close now and decided not to spoil the mood by asking her more questions. I just sat back and watched the show as my wife brought herself to a powerful climax, her legs trembling as they always did when she came. It was an amazing sight.

As her climax slowly subsided, she finally opened her eyes, grinning at me.

“That was a very fun change of pace. But next time, I want you instead of the toy.”

“You can have me,” I said, leaning in to kiss her. “You just have to be careful not to get me going too hard first.”

“I’ll be sure to do that next time.”

She went off to the bathroom. When she came back, we watched Netflix for about an hour before heading up to bed.


Chapter 5



The next morning, I got up early and showered before Anna and the girls were even awake. It was Saturday, and Rob was coming over to help me with the kitchen floor, at least the initial stages of demolition. I made coffee — enough for Anna, and Rob, too, in case he wanted some — then I looked over the materials that I’d gathered to start work on the floor. I had a couple of utility knives, some scrapers that I’d bought at the hardware store, along with masks, gloves and knee pads, which I wasn’t sure if we’d even need. Even though I was his manager, I was a little anxious about looking like an idiot in front of Rob, since he knew so much more about home renovation than I did.

We’d already pulled up a corner of the floor to test for asbestos. The sample had come back negative, much to my relief, because our house was from the early 70s, and you never knew what was going to crop up under the floors or inside the walls. We’d certainly had plenty of surprises over the years, but it was worth it, given the character of the place, which was something that both Anna and I really valued.

The only thing left to do was to remove the kitchen table (which I could accomplish easily on my own) and the stove and refrigerator (which I would need Rob’s help with). Luckily, the table was easy enough to drag into the living room, even if it was a bit heavy. Then I sat down on the couch and drank a cup of coffee while I waited for Rob.

As I did so, I opened up my phone and checked the app. To my surprise, there was a message from UnsatisfiedAnna. I hadn’t expected to hear from her so soon.

The “experiment” was a success, I think. It definitely drove home the fact that me talking about the well-endowed men in my past drives him crazy




I couldn’t believe how open she was being with this person who she believed to be a stranger. It gave me a thrill. I was still a little hesitant about scaring her away, even though she was being so candid, but I couldn’t resist a follow-up.

Oh yeah? Were there a lot of men like that in your past? (If you don’t mind me asking…)




Her answer came quickly, much more quickly than I’d expected.

Maybe? It depends on what you mean by “a lot.” I don’t think I was especially promiscuous in college, compared to other women, but I did have a bit of a “size queen” streak




I was instantly hard, so hard that I was afraid I’d be unable to stand up and go to the door to let Rob in, should he suddenly show up. But I had to continue the conversation.

Interesting. I take it you prefer cocks that are larger than your husband’s?




She responded almost instantly. She must have been staring at her phone upstairs.

No. “Prefer” is too strong a word. There are so many other factors involved in a relationship. But I did have a lot of fun hooking up with guys on the larger side when I was in college. There are some things they can do that smaller men just can’t. But that doesn’t necessarily make them better partners overall




I was letting that sink in, when all of a sudden, I got a text from Rob.

Does the doorbell work? I’m outside.




Shit. Now I had to stand up. Luckily, the shock of getting Rob’s text caused my mind to snap back to the present moment, and I lost my erection enough to get up and let him in.

He was wearing jeans, an old t-shirt and work boots, and had a plastic bottle in one hand.

“This is that adhesive remover I was telling you about,” he said. “We might not need it, but it can really come in handy sometimes.”

“Thanks,” I said. “But you didn’t have to do that. How much do I owe you?”

“Oh, nothing. My dad had some lying around, and we haven’t used it recently, so I thought I’d just bring it over.”

“Ok. I appreciate it. I hope that you’re not doing this just because I’m your boss, though. That could get weird…”

“No, not at all. I’m doing it because I kind of love this stuff, as strange as that might sound. I love taking an older building with real character and giving it a fresher look. And this place is definitely gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” I said. “We love it, too. But the kitchen is severely out of date…”

“Well, that’s what we’re going to fix, right?”

“Right.”

Just then, Anna appeared at the entrance to the hallway that led back to the bedrooms. She was still in her bathrobe, which was hanging open, revealing a blue lace bra and panty set that was quite eye-catching on her fit figure. Rob looked up and got an eyeful in the exact moment she realized that he wasn’t me, and that there was a stranger in the house.

She let out a short gasp, then blushed, pulling the robe together quickly.

“Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t know that anyone else was here. I’ll get dressed and be right back.”

Rob seemed embarrassed. He’d just seen his boss’s wife in her underwear, after all!

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t see anything.”

If he didn’t see anything, then why is he apologizing? I thought. But I didn’t say this aloud. After all, it wasn’t such a big deal.

“Well,” I said. “Let’s get started moving stuff in the kitchen. I’m sure Anna will be back in a little while.”

He nodded. We went into the kitchen and moved the refrigerator into the living room, temporarily. I had to disconnect the water line first, so we wouldn’t be able to use the ice maker for a while, but we plugged it into an outlet in the other room so the food wouldn’t spoil.

Then came the stove. This proved to be trickier because of the gas hookup, which only allowed the appliance to move a few feet from the wall.

“No biggie,” said Rob. “We usually just work around it in these cases.”

Just then, Anna appeared in the doorway to the kitchen.

“This place looks different already,” she said, smiling at us.

She was wearing a blue shirt that hugged her chest and was approximately the same color as the bra we’d seen her in earlier. She paired this with tight-fitting jeans and white tennis shoes.

Our oldest daughter, Heather, appeared in the doorway beside her.

“Mommy, who is that man?”

“His name is Rob,” she said. “He’s going to help daddy with the kitchen.”

“Oh…”

“Very nice to meet you,” said Rob.

“Nice to meet you, too,” said Anna, extending her hand. “And I’m sorry about before. I didn’t know that you were already here.”

“No problem,” said Rob, blushing a little.

“Well,” said Anna. “I think me and the girls should get out of the way while you two get started.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said, walking over to give her a quick kiss. “We’re going to do as much removal today as we can. It’ll depend on how tricky this adhesive is.”

“I think, with a little luck, we’ll have this old stuff mostly out of here today. Then we can start putting in the new floors tomorrow.”

“Really?” Anna’s eyes lit up. “That’s a lot faster than I expected.”

“Like I said,” Rob replied, the excitement in his eyes visible, “it kind of depends on what we’re dealing with under there. At least we’re pretty sure there’s no asbestos.”

“Pretty sure? I thought you had it tested,” said Anna, her face growing concerned.

“We did,” I said.

“Yeah,” said Rob. “But I’ve done stuff like this enough to know that there can always be surprises in these older houses.”

“Well, maybe you can update me at lunch time. The girls and I can pick something up for you while we’re out.”

“That would be great,” I said.
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The first phase of the removal process went relatively smoothly. It was messy, to be sure, but the adhesive came up with the scrapers that I’d bought, and there was no need for the remover that Rob had brought along, which was just as well, since I was a little apprehensive about the idea of pouring a bunch of chemicals onto a floor in our living space.

We got the old floor up, cutting it into narrow strips and peeling each one off, then we bagged up the pieces we had removed for disposal at the dump.

While we worked, Rob and I chatted about work, about the house, and even a little about his love life. I didn’t bring it up myself — I felt like as his boss it wouldn’t have been appropriate — but he mentioned that he’d just finished moving the last of his things out of his ex’s place.

“We were actually planning on getting married after I started my new job,” he said. “But then she started spending a lot of time with a ‘friend’ from work, who turned out to be more than just a friend. I found out when she got a Snap from him on her phone when she was in the bathroom and I opened it. It was him talking about how much fun they’d had together one weekend when I’d been studying for final exams. She had told me that she’d gone home to visit her parents. Turns out, she was at his place the whole weekend.”

“That sucks man. I’m really sorry to hear it.”

“Yeah,” said Rob, scraping at a particularly sticky part of the floor with short, precise strokes, “it did suck. It really hurt for a while. But I’ve kinda come to realize that things probably wouldn’tve worked out with her long-term anyway. We were just too different.”

“How did you confront her?”

“I didn’t really. Or I tried not to. I took as much stuff as I could with me that night when I left her place, and then I texted her the next morning, telling her what I found. She denied everything at first, but then as I questioned her, she slowly admitted that she’d been with this guy, not at her parents’ house. When I asked why she’d lied about it, she didn’t have a good reason. Finally, she told me that they kissed.”

“Uh-huh. I’m guessing they did more than that?”

“Yeah. Of course they did. And even if they didn’t, the fact that she lied about it was enough for me to decide that the relationship was over, right then and there. It sucks, man. If you’ve ever been cheated on before, you might know how I feel. If not, I hope you never do.”

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Me too.”

Rob’s story made me wonder if there was something wrong with the fantasies that I’d been having about Anna recently, and all my curiosity about her past. Was I stirring up things that I shouldn’t be? Would my interest in her fantasies about other men come back to bite me in the end? Did I actually want her to cheat on me, or was it some kind of sick fantasy that would actually devastate me if it happened in real life? All I knew was that the idea got me extra hard, and that fact had enabled me to rekindle our love life. But now it almost seemed that our marriage was dependent on me imagining my wife with other men.

[image: ]


By the time we broke for lunch, we had more than half of the vinyl in the kitchen removed. It was a very messy scene, but we’d done a decent job of restricting most of the debris to the kitchen. Anna came back with the girls and brought us sandwiches.

“You two look like you’ve been working hard,” she said as she came into the kitchen. “I’d kiss you, but I don’t want to get my clothes dirty.”

She blew me a kiss in the air.

“I always love seeing men hard at work.”

“And I love it when a woman brings me food,” said Rob, smiling at her.

I was a little taken aback at the fact that he’d interpreted Anna’s slightly flirtatious remark as directed at him, and not me (her husband). But she had said “men,” after all, not “man” or “my husband,” so maybe I couldn’t blame him. Still, it seemed a little forward.

“Well,” she said, “after the two of you wash up, we can all eat on the lanai. It’s a nice day outside, but we’ll have to watch out for alligators. I don’t know if you’ve heard about what’s been going on in this neighborhood recently…”
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During lunch, I was solving one minor crisis after another with the girls, while Anna and Rob sat across from each other, making small talk. First, Heather spilled her soda all over the end of the table that the girls and I were sitting at, then her younger sister Regina started crying because she’d gotten splashed with some of the drink that Heather had dumped out. So I was coming and going from the house, dealing with the chaos while Anna and Rob chatted, which I thought was only fair, given the fact that she’d been with the two of them all morning.

I only caught snippets of Anna and Rob’s conversation, but I could hear them discussing the renovation, as well as Rob’s studies and some of his family’s rental properties. I was glad that there was no awkwardness between them after the incident this morning when he’d caught a glimpse of her in her underwear, because he was going to be spending quite a bit more time over at our place as the renovations progressed. In fact, if the kitchen floor project went well, I was planning on asking him to help out with retrofitting the plumbing and electrical for a new dishwasher as well, since I had a fairly good idea of what I needed to do, but had never done it before.

I did have to admit that I was a little concerned about things becoming weird at work because Rob was helping me out so much at home. Even though I was paying him what I thought was a very fair rate for helping me out, I was afraid that he might feel pressure to work for me at home because he was working for me at work (or at least reporting to me, since I was the manager, not the owner of the center after all).

By the time 5:00 rolled around, we were almost finished removing the entire kitchen floor. I was quite happy with the progress we’d made, and Rob had already proven his worth, not just through his extra labor, but also through his expertise and experience: he’d already prevented me from getting all the pieces of molding and quarter-round mixed up once we’d removed them, and he’d given me several other tips that had probably saved me hours of work.

I thanked him heartily, then went to the bathroom to wash my face while Rob started packing up some of the tools.

In the bathroom, I thought to check my phone for the first time that day. I realized that I hadn’t responded to Anna’s last message. Hopefully she wouldn’t think I was “ghosting” her.

But when I opened the app, I saw that she’d sent me another message earlier that day.

Well, something kind of interesting just happened. My husband has this cute younger guy over helping him fix the house. And I accidentally flashed him this morning because I didn’t know he was downstairs. The thing, is, it gave me a thrill to see the way he kind of blushed and looked away




My mind started reeling. It had never occurred to me that Anna might be attracted to Rob, of all people. She’d always told me that she’d never found younger men interesting. She thought they were immature, and she didn’t have anything in common with them. On the other hand, she had enjoyed talking to Rob during lunch.

I felt my cock get instantly hard.

That’s great! Do you think you’ll have a chance to flirt with him a little? Your husband would probably enjoy hearing about it…




I was prepared not to hear anything from her that night. After all, she was probably busy with the girls at the moment. It was always such a zoo around our house on the weekends, and it usually took both of us working together to make sure they didn’t completely trash the place. Then again, Rob and I were certainly “trashing” the kitchen, but for a good cause, of course.

To my surprise, however, the phone buzzed almost immediately.

That’s a really fun idea. But I couldn’t. I mean, I’m so much older than him, and I’m a married woman. At best I’d be teasing him, and at worst I’d make a fool of myself, or ruin his relationship with my husband. I can’t afford to do that — he’s the only one who can make sure that my husband does this job right!




I glossed over the comment about Rob’s expertise being necessary for me to not mess up the job, because I knew it was true. But I had to think of something to say about her other objections, and I just didn’t have a good answer. She was right, after all: if she made a pass at Rob (or even made him uncomfortable) I might be risking not only the kitchen project, but also my relationship with him at work. He might not want to come back and work for me, and it might even make him uncomfortable enough to go to HR.

I tried to tell myself that I was being paranoid; that Rob wouldn’t be that uptight, and that if Anna really did flirt with him, that he would be flattered, not weirded out by it. Heck, he might even reciprocate. Hadn’t he already basically done so? Anna was quite attractive, after all.

But Anna had a point, and I had no good counterargument at the moment.

I finished up in the bathroom, then, as I was drying my hands, I had an idea: I didn’t need a counterargument for our online chat if I could find a way to get them talking to each other again in real life…
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I walked down the hall to the girls’ bedroom, where Anna was working a puzzle with Heather, while Regina played with her stuffed animals. The room was a chaotic mess of crayons, toys and books. Anna looked up at me and smiled. She seemed happy, but I could tell that she was a little frazzled after a long day of childcare. I eyed her phone on the bookshelf next to them. Had she been waiting all day for my response?

“Hey babe,” I said. “I was thinking of inviting Rob to stay around for a beer before dinner. What do you think?”

“Sure,” she said. “That’s ok with me.”

“Great. I’ll see what he says. He might already have plans. I’ll see you ladies in a little bit.”

I answered a few questions from Regina about what I’d been doing all day, then I headed back downstairs where Rob was standing at the door, his tool totes in his hands.

It struck me how good Anna was at not betraying any hint of the “thrill” she’d gotten from seeing Rob’s reaction to her body earlier that day. Then again, why should she? It was all over now, anyway. And perhaps I was reading too much into the situation. Maybe she wasn’t actually that attracted to Rob and had been only humoring her anonymous conversation partner (me). Online, it was hard to tell what was real from what was fantasy.

“Hey,” I said to Rob. “Anna asked me to invite you to stay for a few minutes and have a drink with us. I told her that you probably had plans, but…”

I purposely concealed the fact that I was the one who had hatched the plan for drinks, because I thought my little “experiment” (whatever it was I was actually trying to do — I wasn’t even sure of that yet myself) might be more effective coming from Anna and not me.

“Great!” Rob’s answer was swift and enthusiastic. He dropped the totes gently to the floor next to him, then picked them up again, awkwardly looking around for a place to stow them that wasn’t the middle of the entryway.

“You can just put them in the living room for now,” I said. “I think we’re going to go out to the lanai again. That’s the most comfortable place for the moment, with the house in the condition it’s in.”

“I have to admit that a cold drink sounds great right about now,” said Rob, after he’d put his tools away safely.

“I feel the same way. Why don’t you go out onto the lanai, and I’ll grab some beers from the fridge?”

Rob nodded, heading back through the chaotic kitchen and out the sliding glass door.

I went into the living room, where the fridge was temporarily stowed, and grabbed a White Claw for Anna and a Bud Light for Rob. I didn’t get anything for myself yet, because I had other plans.

I headed back down the hall and found Anna in the bedroom with the girls again.

She smiled when she saw the drinks in my hands.

“I could definitely use one of those right about now,” she said.

“I figured. Rob’s on the lanai. Why don’t I take over here, and you head out there and relax a little? I’ll join you once the girls and I clean this place up a little.”

“Oh! Yes, that would be wonderful,” said Anna, already standing up and coming over to take the drinks out of my hands before giving me a peck on the cheek.

“We don’t want to clean up!” Regina shouted.

“Yeah. It’s not fair,” said Heather.

“Well, I don’t think it’s fair for your mother to clean up the mess that you made, either. Why don’t we pick things up together? I’ll set a timer for 15 minutes, but if we work quickly, I’m sure we’ll be done even faster than that.”

“15 minutes?!” Regina shrieked. “That’s a really long time!”

“Good luck,” said Anna, brushing past me through the door. “And thank you. I needed a break…”

“No problem,” I said.
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It wasn’t difficult to ensure that the task of cleaning the girls’ room took much longer than 15 minutes. From the girls’ window, I had a partial view of the very far part of lanai where Anna and Rob happened to be sitting. I could even catch glimpses, every once in a while, of the two of them in conversation. They seemed to be getting along quite well. It was in moments like these that I realized how beautiful my wife was. I watched the way that she brushed the long light-brown hair back over her ears, the way that her entire face moved when she smiled, and of course the pleasing lilt of her breasts when she laughed. I wondered if Rob noticed the same things. She might have been more than a decade older than him, but she was an extremely attractive woman, and he couldn’t have failed to notice.

In that moment, I finally thought of something to reply to Anna on the app. I was overthinking things, I realized. I didn’t have to come up with some kind of convincing counterargument. All I had to do was encourage her to relax a little and have fun.

I opened up the app and wrote my reply.

I’m sure it’s not as serious as all that. The beauty of flirtation, after all, is the fact that you can keep things light. If you do it right, there’s always plausible deniability for everyone involved! You get a thrill, the younger guy gets a thrill, and maybe even your husband gets a thrill. Not only that, the work might get done even faster!




I pressed send as I stared out the window at Anna and Rob talking. I noticed that she checked her phone a few seconds after I sent the message. She must have been waiting for the response. I saw her excuse herself to Rob and unlock the phone, reading my reply.

Good, I thought. I clearly have her attention now.

I saw her typing for a few seconds, then quickly locking the screen and putting the phone back down on the table in front of them. Then she stood up and took their empty drink containers back into the house. I wondered if this was it, or if she was going for refills…

A second later, my own phone buzzed. I unlocked it to read her message.

There’s definitely been a little flirtation. He’s also opened up about his love life. Poor guy was left by his fiancée just a few months ago. He implied it was due to their lack of compatibility in bed. I don’t understand how that could be the case. He seems very good with his hands, if you know what I mean…




I wrote back immediately.

Wow! See, there’s nothing wrong with a little flirtation! Maybe you can find out what exactly was wrong with their love life. It might not have been his fault at all. I bet your husband would love to know about this conversation




She must have still been in the kitchen when she wrote back.

I might be able to find out, it’s true. But there’s no way I can tell my husband about this. He might like hearing stories from my past, but this is a guy in the present. And one of his employees, too. It’s a bad idea




The brevity of her final sentence gave me pause. I didn’t want to appear too pushy, so I decided a softer touch was in order.

You know best, of course. But given my own proclivities, I’d love to hear about my wife flirting with a younger man!




I moved away from the window to supervise Regina and Heather’s cleaning operation for a while. Then I took a glance back outside after a few minutes to see Anna and Rob continuing their conversation over fresh drinks. There were no new messages on my phone.

After the room was somewhat tidier, I decided that it was only right that I finally make my appearance. With Regina in my arms and Heather at my side, I made my way down the hallway and out onto the lanai.

“Hey babe,” said Anna. Then she turned to the girls. “How’s that room looking now?”
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Rob ended up staying for another hour, slowly nursing his second beer, while the girls played in the backyard. Now that I was there with them, I didn’t notice any of the flirtation that Anna had mentioned in her messages. That was totally to be expected, however. She wasn’t going to risk flirting with him in front of me, even if she knew that I might like it. And he certainly wasn’t going to flirt with his boss’s wife right under his boss’s nose.

I did notice that the two of them seemed to be getting along well, and even had found some areas of common interest, despite their differences in age. They were both coffee connoisseurs, for example, and had been discussing the pros and cons of various types of espresso machines. That was something that I couldn’t get into at all. I had indulged Anna when she wanted to spend $1000 on what she called a “low-end” machine for our kitchen, but I honestly couldn’t tell the difference in flavor between the shots she pulled with it and what you could get at Starbucks. I was just a bit too unsophisticated, I suppose.

Finally, it was getting to be dinner time, and the girls were starting to get restless. Anna looked at me with the concern of a mother whose kitchen was in a complete state of disarray.

“What are we going to do for dinner?”

“I think we should probably take them somewhere,” I said.

That seemed to be Rob’s cue to stand up and take his leave.

“I think I should get going,” he said. “But I’ll see you tomorrow. Around 10:00, right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That should work. And thanks again!”

“You bet, boss! Thanks for the beer.”

He flashed me a smile and then extended his hand to Anna.

“It was very nice meeting you, Mrs. Fulbrook.”

“Oh please,” she said, shaking his hand amiably, “call me Anna.”

“Ok, Anna. See you tomorrow!”
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That night, Anna and I made love again. This time, there was no mention of old boyfriends or fantasies of any kind. It was just her and I, coming together like we’d done back in the good old days. Of course, I have to admit that I was imagining her with the well-endowed man from college who she’d told me about, the one who had probably been named Jake. And the man in my fantasy had Rob’s face. But I didn’t vocalize that fantasy at all, and if she was thinking about something similar, she made no hint of that to me. It was just the two of us that night, without the specter of a third person between us. At least no one we acknowledged.


Chapter 6



The next morning, we took the girls to church as usual, where we saw Anna’s parents and sister, who lived in Venice, but made the trip up to Sarasota for services every Sunday. Normally, we’d all go to brunch afterwards, but I had work to do with Rob back at home, so Anna and the girls dropped me off back at the house before meeting my in-laws at our favorite brunch restaurant downtown.

Rob showed up at our place right on time, this time with a pry bar in one hand.

“I was thinking about the subfloor last night,” he said, “and I’m pretty sure that section near the dining room is going to have to come out. I just didn’t like the looks of it.”

“I know what you mean,” I said. “Do you want to pull it up while I go to the hardware store for another piece of plywood?”

“Sure, I can do that. I’ll also get the saw set up so we can cut it to size when you get back.”

We set about putting the plan into motion. I drove my pickup to the big-box hardware store nearby and selected an appropriate piece of plywood to cover the area of the subfloor that needed to be replaced. After I paid for it and loaded it into the bed of the truck, I happened to glance at my phone, and I saw a notification from Anna. UnsatisfiedAnna, not my wife Anna. Or, that is to say, it was my wife, just the anonymous version.

I did something a little naughty last night




I scrambled to write a reply as quickly as I could.

You can’t just write something like that without giving me more details!




I put the phone down on the passenger seat of my truck and waited for a minute. To my delight, it buzzed again.

I may have been doing a little fantasizing about my husband’s coworker…




My cock was instantly hard. I couldn’t believe that she was actually into him. It seemed too good to be true. But what did I really want out of this situation, anyway? Anna and Rob actually sleeping together seemed crazy, something that could never happen, and wouldn’t be sustainable if it did. It could easily result in either Rob leaving his job, or Anna and I breaking up. Opening up a marriage might be a fun fantasy, but the reality was often very different. It would take an idiot not to realize that.

But at the same time, my cock was telling me to encourage Anna in her fantasizing, if not in her actual flirtation with Rob.

Oh really? What form did that fantasy take?




I responded.

It only took her a few seconds to write back. Was she really glued to her phone during brunch with her parents? It didn’t seem much like her. Oh well. Maybe she was in the bathroom or something.

It took the form of me thinking about him fucking me while I made love with my husband. And in my fantasy, he wasn’t nearly as gentle as I’m used to…




It was all I could do not to take out my cock and start jerking off right there. The fact that she had just confirmed my latent suspicions about her possible mindset during our lovemaking was enough to almost make me come in my pants. I couldn’t understand why, but the idea got me unbelievably hard. It was going to be difficult to work next to Rob all day knowing that my wife had been lusting after him all this time. And maybe he’d been thinking about the inadvertent glimpse he’d gotten of her undergarments the day they’d met…

My phone buzzed again. She’d sent a follow-up message already.

I also have to admit that I made myself cum a few more times after my husband fell asleep…




I let out a little groan, completely involuntarily. I was happy to be alone in my car, or it would have been quite embarrassing. I felt myself leaking precum at the idea of my wife pleasuring herself behind my back while I was asleep.

I paused and took a deep breath. I had to get it together. I couldn’t drive back to the house with a raging hard-on, and I couldn’t go into the bathroom and jerk off with Rob waiting outside.

After a few minutes, I felt calmer. There was no need to respond to Anna immediately. She’d be busy enough with the girls and her parents that she wouldn’t expect a swift reply. I’d have a little time to cool down and focus on the task at hand.
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I made it back to the house a few minutes later, and unloaded the piece of plywood in the driveway, where Rob was already constructing a makeshift jig for cutting the wood to size with a circular saw. Luckily, my erection had subsided in the meantime and I was able to focus better on the work at hand.

“I already got the old subfloor out,” he said. “It definitely needed to be pulled. Back then, they just used pine planks I guess. Most of them are in great shape, but that one section seemed like it had water damage or something. Not too many homes around here like that. Most of them just have concrete.”

I nodded.

“Yeah, who knows what’s happened in this house over the years. Maybe there was a leak on that side of the kitchen or something. Not that there are even any pipes nearby…”

“Tenants, and even owners, do all kinds of crazy stuff. Trust me, I know. And my dad could tell even crazier stories than I can,” he said, laughing to himself.

We measured and cut the missing piece, then went inside to install it, only to find that it wouldn’t sit quite level on the floor joists, which was not an uncommon problem, according to Rob. Luckily, he had a hand plane with him, and with a little work, we were able to shave down the joist enough to get the new piece of subfloor within the tolerance range. Then we nailed down the subfloor and checked it a couple more times with the level to make absolutely sure we’d gotten it right.

“That wasn’t so bad,” I said.

“Could be a lot worse,” said Rob.

The next step was to pour the self-leveling compound on the floor to ensure an extremely smooth surface. The kind I’d gotten needed to be mixed, and so Rob found a large bucket and attached a mixing paddle to his drill, then went to town stirring the powder and water together to the correct consistency.

“So,” I said, as we began to spread the compound across the floor with squeegees on the end of long poles, “Anna said that you told her a little more about your who relationship fiasco last night. Sounds really awful.”

“Yeah,” he sighed. “You don’t know the half of it.”

“I’m sure I don’t. And I’m sorry for bringing it up, if it makes you feel uncomfortable.”

“It’s ok,” he said. “I don’t mind talking about it. It’s not like you can make me feel any worse than I already do about the whole situation. She shattered my confidence completely, so the harm is already done, you know?”

“That’s awful,” I said. “Being cheated on must be devastating.”

“Yeah, it is. It really is,” he said. “But as cliche as it sounds, the actual cheating wasn’t as bad as all the lies and bullshit she put me through after I found out. Even though I separated from her immediately, she kept the manipulation going for a long time afterwards. She got downright nasty with some of the things she said to me.”

“I’ve heard that cheaters often lash out when they get caught, kind of as a way of deflecting the blame from themselves.”

“I’ve heard that, too. I’m absolutely sure that that’s what she was doing. But it doesn’t make it not hurt.”

“I hear you, man. Time heals all wounds, I guess. You’ll find another woman soon.”

“I’m not even sure if that’s what I want right now,” he said, sighing a bit. “I have just lost my trust in women, you know? I know there are good ones out there. You and Anna seem really happy. But I just don’t feel like putting myself out there again.”

“Anna is great,” I replied. “I got really lucky with her. There are other women like her out there. But I can understand not wanting to jump back into the dating pool right away.”

“Mm-hmm.”

He was quiet for the next few minutes as we spread the compound, then used a spike roller to kill any air bubbles. I wasn’t sure what I was doing fishing for details about his broken engagement. Maybe I expected to hear him tell me something about what had gone wrong in the bedroom? I had no idea how Anna had gotten that out of him — even in the form of innuendo or suggestion — but she certainly believed that she had. It was ridiculous, of course, to expect him to open up to me, another man, and his boss to boot, instead of to Anna. Men always confided in women more than in other men, didn’t they?
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About an hour or so later, Anna and the girls showed up, in a flurry of dresses and laughter. At least they were in a good mood. Heather came in to check on the progress of the floor, and was amazed to see the grey leveling compound.

“I thought there was going to be tile,” she said.

“There will be,” replied Rob. “But first we have to be sure the floor is level.”

“Well, it looks like you’re doing a great job,” said Anna. She’d just taken off her coat and was standing there in the dress she’d worn to church. Even though it wasn’t particularly revealing, it still showed off her figure to good effect. I wondered if Rob noticed. Even if he wasn’t ready to give women in general another chance, that surely wouldn’t prevent him from admiring feminine beauty when he saw it, right? I couldn’t discover anything in his eyes, or in hers when she greeted me.

“Everything ok at brunch?” I asked.

“Yeah. My mom is getting her cataract surgery on the 18th, so we have to be ready for that. Dad is going to drive her to and from the appointment, but I’m going to bring them dinner that night.”

“Sounds good. I’ll be here to take care of the little monsters.”

“Hey,” said Regina, crossing her arms theatrically. “We’re not monsters!”

“Sometimes it seems that way,” I said, picking her up and swinging her in my arms.
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I briefly considered inviting Rob to stay for a beer again, but I remembered that it was Sunday, and the prospect of work in the morning reared its ugly head. So when he packed up his things around 5:00, I thanked him once again, but didn’t try to keep him from going on his way.

The compound on the floor still needed another couple hours before it was ready for even light foot traffic, so there was no question of cooking dinner for the kids that night, at least not in the kitchen. Luckily, we had a gas grill in the back yard, and the weather was still nice enough for us to all enjoy being outside. After our family cookout, Anna took the girls to bed while I cleaned up.

We’d used paper plates and plastic utensils for dinner, since the dishwasher also wasn’t very accessible, so I gathered everything into a plastic garbage bag relatively quickly, then sat down on the lanai and pulled out my phone, finally in the state of mind to continue my conversation with “anonymous Anna” from before. She had just confessed that she’d masturbated after I was in bed, to the thought of Rob manhandling her. I decided to see if she’d disclose any more details…

That sounds very naughty. Did your fantasy man have any particularly…intriguing features?




I didn’t expect her to write back immediately, of course, so I wasn’t surprised when nothing happened for a few minutes after I sent the message. I brought the garbage bag to the trash can in the garage and then got out the hose to clean the deck. That had proven in the past to be a lot easier than trying to sweep up after the girls.

After I had completed this task, I looked at my phone again and saw another message from Anna.

What do you think? You know I imagined him with a huge dick…




I couldn’t believe it, but by now I should have, since Anna had confirmed her size preferences to me several times over at this point.

And what was he doing with it in your fantasy?




Absolutely pounding me into submission




Do you think this guy is hung in real life?




No idea, but I’d love to find out. He’s got a kind of young, goofy big-dick energy, if that makes any sense. Maybe I’ll get a chance to check for a bulge. He’s going to be doing a lot of work around the house for the foreseeable future.




I smiled at her description of Rob, which seemed to fit in a strange way, but I didn’t know how to respond. A second later, however, Anna herself appeared at the girls’ window, waving to me to come inside for story time.
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That night, we sat on the couch side by side, browsing Netflix mindlessly, trying to find something to watch. I decided to test the waters once again.

“So,” I said. “Rob seems really nice. I wonder why he can’t find a nice girl.”

“Yeah,” she said. “I wish I knew someone around his age to hook him up with, but all my single friends are in their 30s and 40s!”

“Seems like his fiancée did a real number on him, emotionally speaking.”

“He mentioned that to you, too?” She sounded a bit surprised.

“Mm-hmm. Yesterday, when we were scraping up the old floor.”

“I don’t know why that surprises me. I guess I thought that guys didn’t talk about feelings like that.”

“We do. Sometimes. But probably not like women do. Or men and women.”

I paused for a moment, then continued.

“What did he tell you? Just out of curiosity…”

“He didn’t really say anything directly. Just that after he caught her cheating, she said some things that made him feel ‘inadequate.’”

“Interesting. Inadequate, like in bed?”

“That’s how I took it. No idea if I’m right or not, and I wasn’t about to ask him directly. That would have been too embarrassing for both of us.”

“People say all kinds of stuff when they’re angry. Especially when they get caught cheating. She probably told him his dick is small or something. That’s a great way to kill a guy’s confidence.”

Anna nodded.

“Yeah. Could be. Women can be vicious.”

“So can men.”

“Yeah, of course. Men can be violent, though. Women find other ways to get revenge.”

We both sat there pondering her remark for a moment, while Anna scrolled past shows on the Netflix menu, rejecting each one in turn.

“Anyway, he seems like a really nice guy, and he deserves a lot better. I hope he gets his confidence back,” said Anna.

“Yep,” I replied. “Maybe he can find someone to tell him he has a big dick.”

Anna laughed.

“I think all men like to hear that. And he’s very cute, even if he’s too young for me. I’m sure that there’s a woman out there for him…”
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Before I went to bed that night, I wrote another message to UnsatisfiedAnna, telling her to be sure to check out the younger man’s bulge the first change she got. She responded (from the bathroom) with thumbs-up[image: thumbs up] and smiley-face[image: grinning face] emojis.

I fell asleep next to both of them — the anonymous Anna and the actual Anna, my wife — my rock-hard erection jutting up into the sheets.


Chapter 7



The next morning at work, Rob was once again the first person that I saw when I walked put the stairs to my office. Luckily, he was in a better mood this time. He hadn’t had to administer any Narcan.

“Hey,” he said. “I was thinking about your kitchen. You mentioned you wanted a new dishwasher, right?”

“Yeah. I was actually going to talk to you about that, because the old one still uses a copper supply line that’s not going to fit on the newer models without some adapters.”

“That’s what I figured. I mentioned it because it’s going to be a heck of a lot easier to do the dishwasher first, even before we do the floors.”

That was a very obvious point, one that I hadn’t thought of before. Of course it would be possible to install the dishwasher after the floor, but doing it beforehand meant that we wouldn’t have to worry about damaging the new floor, and we’d have slightly more clearance under the countertop for installation.

“That’s…a very good idea. But besides the new supply lines, we’re also going to need a junction box down there.”

“That’s pretty basic plumbing and electrical work,” he said. “I’ve done it a couple of times before. I’m pretty sure I could figure it out, then if you wanted, you could have an electrician or a plumber come to inspect it…”

Rob’s eyes were alive with enthusiasm. It was clear that he really loved home improvement — perhaps even more than social work. Maybe it was because with home improvement, you didn’t have to deal with the messiness of people’s emotions. Or at least not as directly as when you worked with addicts.

“Well,” I said. “I was actually going to ask you to help me out with that anyway. But if you think you can do it yourself, that might save us some time. I’m actually going to Houston on Wednesday for three days. I can get the dishwasher tomorrow, and if you can get it installed on your own by the time I get back, we can probably do the floors on Saturday and Sunday.”

“Exactly what I was thinking,” said Rob. “That is, if you don’t mind me being over there when you’re not around.”

“Not at all,” I said. “It’s more a matter of whether or not you want to give up one of your evenings to do it. Or even two of your evenings, depending on how big the job turns out to be.”

“It’s totally fine with me,” he said. “It’s not like I’ve got a girlfriend or anything. I’d just be at home feeling sorry for myself, anyway.”

“I’ve got to run this by Anna,” I said, “but I have a feeling she’s going to think it’s a good plan, especially since it means that we’ll have a new dishwasher very soon.”

“Gotcha. Just let me know.”

I nodded, patting him on the shoulder.

“Anna thinks you’re great, by the way. She really enjoyed talking to you the other night. I’m sure she won’t have a problem with you being over there, and she’d probably love the opportunity to get to know you better.”

What the hell am I saying? I thought, a moment after those words came out of my mouth. I’d made it sound like my wife wanted to date him or something. But was what I had said not true? Even if Anna hadn’t exactly stated it in so many words, she clearly enjoyed Rob’s company. And I knew from my secret correspondence with her that she fantasized about him as well. Even if she’d probably never act on it, the idea of them being alone together for a few evenings was too good to pass up.

After Rob went off to his office and I to mine, I pulled out my phone and wrote a quick message to Anna on the app.

I hope you get a chance to spend more time with him soon.




Then I switched over to my text conversation with Anna (the one that she knew was coming from me, her husband, and not an anonymous stranger on the internet) and wrote her a message.

Would you be ok with Rob coming over to install the dishwasher after work this week while I’m in Houston?




She responded almost immediately.

Sure, but why not do it when you’re here?




I can’t get the new dishwasher until tomorrow after work




And then on Wednesday I’ll be gone already




I realized that Rob would have been able to prep the new fittings that night or the next evening when I was still in town. There was no reason the new dishwasher had to be there before he started. Perhaps Anna realized this, too. She had a very detail-oriented mind, and it wouldn’t have escaped her. But now she had an excuse to be a little closer to her “fantasy man” — if she wanted to take it.

That makes sense to me! Tell him he can eat with the girls and me if he wants.




Will do
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That evening, I checked the app again to see if Anna had responded, but there was nothing. She’d probably been busy at work, or else just hadn’t felt like talking dirty with a stranger online. During dinner, she didn’t say anything about Rob coming over while I was gone. We just talked about my upcoming trip, and what I was going to do in Houston during my downtime, which wouldn’t be very long. I wasn’t going to have a car, so that kind of limited the possibilities, though of course I could always get a cab or Uber.

“Will you bring us something, daddy?” asked Regina.

“Yeah!” Said Heather. “I want a something, too.”

“I’ll do my best to find something you like,” I promised.
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That night, Anna came down the hall into the living room in her negligee after the kids were in bed. I wasn’t used to seeing her dressed like this outside of our bedroom, and it gave me an instant thrill, especially when I saw the seductive gleam in her eye.

“I couldn’t let my husband go away on business without fucking him first, now could I?” She whispered, straddling me on the couch and brushing her lips against mine.

“True, that just wouldn’t be right, would it?” I said, grabbing her hips and pulling her to me.

We kissed, our lips meeting hungrily for several seconds as Anna tugged at my belt buckle and pants, finally freeing my cock and holding it as I kneaded her buttocks.

“I had so much fun the last time we did this,” she whispered. “I’ve been lusting after you all day…”

“I’ve been craving it, too,” I said.

The precum was leaking from my cockhead as she stroked me, spreading the natural lubrication across the entire shaft. I leaned down and took one of my wife’s sizable tits in my mouth, pulling it up and out, over the fabric of the negligee and sucking on the nipple. She moaned her approval.

“Oh God. That feels so good. Don’t stop.”

“I won’t,” I said, releasing her nipple for a moment. “But you’d better slow down or I’m going to come.”

She released her grip on my erection.

“Sorry,” she said. “I just get so excited sometimes.”

“Don’t apologize. It felt great. It’s just that if you keep doing that, I won’t be able to fuck you at all, and you said that’s what you wanted to do…”

“Definitely,” she said. “You’re getting me so wet I’m going to be begging for it in a second…”

I began to focus my attention on her other breast now, as she started to grind against the length of my hard cock. The thin fabric of her pink panties barely separated my prick from its target. It was just a matter of shoving them aside or peeling them down and I’d be in. I craved the feeling of her warm wet tunnel engulfing my member.

She did as well, because she reached down and pushed the panties to one side and pulled herself up to mount me. I gasped in pleasure as I slid into her and she began to ride me, her large tits bobbing in my face. I licked at her nipples as hugged my neck, using my body for support.

I decided this was a good time to introduce more dirty talk about other men.

“Where’d you learn to ride a dick like this, huh?” I whispered in her ear. “Was it in college? Did you fuck that big guy like this? Jake? Or whatever his name was?”

She yelped a little and rode me harder, but didn’t answer the question. Her body language was enough to let me know that I was definitely on the right track, however.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “That’s so good. I’m so close…”

“Bet you’d love to ride another big cock. Just like his…”

She let out a short sharp moan and then bit down, probably to keep herself from making too much noise, in case the girls were still awake upstairs. Then I felt her inner muscles clench down around me as she climaxed. In almost the exact same moment, I filled her with my cum.

Anna collapsed against my chest, breathing heavily as I held her close. We stayed like that for a few minutes, just basking in the afterglow.

“That was incredible,” I whispered, stroking her hair. “You felt so good.”

“So did you,” she said, sighing.

“Did you like what I said to you about college?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said softly, as if afraid to say it out loud.

“It’s ok to admit it,” I whispered.

“I did admit it,” she murmured, her voice soft. “But I feel kind of bad about it.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re my husband and I love you. I don’t want to think about other guys.”

“What if I told you that I liked it when you did?”

There was a long pause.

“You’ve made that pretty clear,” she said. “But I’m still not totally comfortable with it. Even though I understand that it turns you on. I’m just not sure that it’s a healthy thing for our marriage. Some things… should just be off limits.”

I thought about that for a moment.

“Ok,” I said. “Maybe there are some things that it would be better not to talk about. But you’ve seen for yourself the effect your stories have on me. Don’t you enjoy how much sex we’ve been having recently?”

I almost mentioned the incident on the night of her birthday, but I didn’t want to remind her of that for any reason whatsoever. I was, however, trying to get her to see that my increased libido was good for us both. No matter how it came about. So if me taking pills was an insult to her, it seemed like her telling me dirty stories about her past was the lesser of the two evils.

“Yeah,” she sighed. “I do.”

“So…” I said, “maybe it’s at least a little bit healthy for the relationship after all?”

She was silent for a few moments.

“I can see your point I guess,” she said. “It just makes me feel kind of weird sometimes is all. I can’t really explain why.”

“There’s no need to analyze it,” I said. “We can just enjoy it.”

“Maybe you’re right,” she replied, slowly dismounting from my lap. “I’m going to go upstairs to get cleaned up. We can watch something when I’m finished if you want.”


Chapter 8



The next day after work, I went to pick up the new dishwasher and all of the supplies for the new electrical and plumbing fixtures. The guys at the hardware store helped me load the dishwasher into the bed of my truck, and explained to me how to slowly slide it down some boards when I got home. I realized quickly that I’d probably made a mistake in not getting Rob to help me with this task, too. Did I think I was really going to be able to get this thing onto the ground by myself? Anna wouldn’t be much help, either. Despite being so fit, she wasn’t really large enough to ensure that the box wouldn’t slip off the ramp. Besides, I didn’t want her to get hurt.

When I pulled up in the driveway, Anna was waiting for me with the girls, who were playing in the front yard.

“They want to see the new dishwasher,” she explained.

“Sure,” I said. “But I didn’t really think this through. I’m not sure how I’m going to get this thing down.”

“Can you call Rob?”

“I guess I could. But I feel bad because I didn’t tell him that I needed him tonight, and I’d hate for him to drop whatever he’s doing and run over here, just because he felt obligated to.”

“Well,” she said. “I don’t know who else might be available on short notice to help you get that thing out of there… Cindy told me that Ricky is up in Orlando for the next two or three days. Some kind of law convention. But maybe you could try Seth.”

“I’m pretty sure Seth is watching the Ravens game with Tom,” I said. “So maybe Rob really is the best bet.”

“Maybe we can make it up to him somehow,” she said. “Like have him stay for dinner or drinks or something. If he’s up for it. He might appreciate it. Seems like he spends a lot of time by himself at home, and that can’t be good, given what happened…”

“What happened to him?” asked Heather. “Did something bad happen to Rob?”

“No, sweetheart,” said Anna, running her fingers through the child’s hair. “Nothing you need to worry about.”

“Well,” I said. “I can text him and see what he thinks.”

I sent Rob a text explaining my oversight, and asking him nicely if he’d be able to come by and help me get the dishwasher out of the truck. I also told him that we’d “make it worth his while” — besides paying him, of course.

He responded almost immediately.

Sure! I’m at the gym right now, but I’m about to get in my car and head home. I didn’t bring any extra clothes with me, though, so I’m not going to be “fresh” exactly




I texted back, telling him that there was no rush. The dishwasher wasn’t going anywhere, and he could go home and change if he wanted to. But he replied, insisting that the gym was right around the corner from my house, and it made no sense for him to go home first.
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Only a few minutes after our text exchange, Rob’s Honda CRV drove up to the house. He jumped out, wearing gym shorts and a black mesh workout shirt. He’d obviously been sweating because his hair was mused, but he was completely dry. Probably thanks to the towel that I saw draped over the seat on the driver’s side of his car.

“Alright,” he said, walking up the driveway and waving hello to Anna and the girls, “let’s get that bad boy out of there.”

After a short discussion, we decided that I would be on the ground, and Rob would guide the box out of the bed of the truck and onto the boards we were using as a makeshift ramp. Anna and the girls looked on.

Rob jumped up into the truck bed and then briefly adjusted himself before pushing the box towards the boards.

“We’re both going to have to lift the front onto the ramp. Ready?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Yep.”

Rob bend down and grabbed the box from the bed of the truck, while I lifted from the ground. We only had to place the front of it onto the ramp and then guide it down. Gravity would do the hard part. Once we got it on the ground, we had a dolly that would help us get inside.
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We finished this task without any major problems, except for scraping the edge of the box when we took it through the front door. Luckily, the machine was so well packed that there was no damage to the device itself. Anna and the girls cheered for us once we got the machine into the kitchen. It felt good to get their approval.

“Well,” I said. “We did say we’d make this worth your while. Can you stay and have a beer with us?”

“Yeah,” said Anna, “we really can’t thank you enough for coming out on short notice like this.”

“I could probably stay for one,” he said.

“Great!” Anna said. “You two get some beer from the fridge, and I’ll bring out some water and snacks. You need to replace some salt after all that heavy lifting and working out.”

Her comment was directed at Rob. I could have sworn that I saw a glimmer of flirtation in her eye when she said it, but perhaps it was wishful thinking on my part.

“Well,” I said, once we were sitting on the lanai. “I thought we’d be taking at least a few hours off from seeing each other. I hope you don’t mind spending all your free time with your boss.”

He grinned. “It really doesn’t bother me. Like I said, I’d probably just be moping around at home. That’s the reason I started working out so much. It makes me feel good, but it also takes my mind off my problems.”

“I can understand that. Anna loves to work out, too. It’s been harder for me to fit it in, recently.”

“It can be tough,” he said, sipping his beer.

Just then, Anna appeared with a tray of snacks. Heather came behind her, carrying two almost-overflowing glasses of ice water, one in each hand. She walked gingerly, taking care not to spill a drop.

“Thank you,” said Rob, when my eldest daughter finally reached him with the glass.

She handed the other glass to me, and I thanked her as well.

“You’re very welcome,” she said.

Anna smoothed out her skirt and took a seat next to me on the bench, across from Rob.

“So, what do you like to do?” she asked. “At the gym, I mean.”

“Well,” he said. “Today I lifted, which I do a couple of times a week in the evening, but lately I’ve been getting really into yoga. There’s a course there that meets on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, in the morning before work. The instructor really knows her stuff.”

“Wait,” said Anna. “What’s her name?”

“Michelle. Michelle…Myers, I think.”

Anna was delighted.

“I know her! I’ve been taking her classes for years. She actually lives down the street.”

“Really? Well, she’s great. I have really benefited from her tips. Not just on the exercises themselves, but also the…mindfulness stuff.”

“Yeah,” said Anna excitedly, “she’s really good at integrating those aspects of yoga, without it seeming weird. Some teachers lean on it a little too heavily, and you start to feel like you’re in a cult or something.”

“Totally.”

“Mommy, what’s a cult?” Heather was standing next to the table, all of a sudden.

“It’s kind of…hard to explain to a kid your age,” said Anna. “You’ll learn about it when you’re older.”

This seemed to satisfy Heather, at least for the moment, and she went off to play with her sister.

I watched Anna and Rob as they chatted about Michelle’s merits as a yoga instructor, sensitive to every nuance of my wife’s body language. Her gestures were open, and her smile was relaxed and genuine. It seemed like she was really connecting with Rob on this. Even though she talked about yoga with her friends on a regular basis, it was probably rare for her to meet a man who was interested to the same extent that she was, so perhaps that was a novelty. Either that, or she was saving up images and conversations with Rob for her masturbatory memory, which I hoped she’d admit to me in our anonymous online conversation.

Rob said goodbye after just one beer, thanking us for our hospitality, but saying that he had to be sure to get a good night’s sleep — both for work and yoga.

“No, we should be thanking you,” said Anna, standing to see him to the door. “I didn’t want to see this guy” — she meant me — “get a hernia or something trying to move that dishwasher by himself.”

“Yes, Rob,” I interjected. “It was really great of you to come by.”

“Have a great time in Houston. And don’t worry about the house. I will get those hook-ups taken care of.”

“I know. And keep an eye on the ladies for me, will you?”

Anna smiled.

“I’m sure he will,” she said.
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The last message that Anna and I had exchanged on the app had concerned Rob’s bulge, and Anna’s possible prospects of checking it out. I was delighted to find, when I opened the app on my phone just before going to bed, that Anna had continued our message thread, even without a response from me.

OMG, you’ll never believe what just happened. He (the younger guy helping my husband) just came over in workout clothes, and…let’s just say that I caught a glimpse of a “third leg” hanging down through his shorts




I wrote my response immediately.

Wow! So he’s big?




He’s not just big, he’s got one of the hugest cocks I’ve ever seen flaccid. Of course it’s hard to know exactly how it’s going to look when he’s hard, but it certainly seems like he’s extremely well-endowed…




Somehow I hadn’t noticed that Rob had had a little “wardrobe malfunction” of his own. But then again, I wasn’t exactly staring at his crotch the way my wife must have been. I guess the “inadequacy” that his ex had tried to shame him about had nothing to do with his dick size.

Lying next to me on our bed, Anna was typing on her phone and smiling. We were corresponding with each other, sitting side by side. Only I knew what was happening in the conversation — she was completely oblivious. I felt a bit guilty in that moment. Wasn’t it wrong of me on some level to be manipulating her like this? But was it really that bad, what I was doing? I wasn’t telling her to do anything that I wouldn’t have in real life. It was true that she was disclosing fantasies and desires to me that she wouldn’t have otherwise, but so far nothing she’d told me had been that shocking, and I hadn’t altered my behavior around her at all based on my knowledge of her thoughts.

Besides, wasn’t posting about our intimate relationship on a forum (and chatting about it with strangers) sort of a form of infidelity? And who better to “cheat” with than your own husband?

But maybe I was just making excuses. Telling myself that what I was doing was ok, when it actually wasn’t. Could it be that I was the one betraying our marriage?

I brushed the thought aside for the moment.

Reading her last message, and being so close to Anna, I couldn’t help but imagine her lusting after Rob’s huge hanging dick. I felt my own, much more modest endowment, begin to engorge itself.

I fired off one more message to Anna.

Well, you flashed him before, so I guess it’s only fair. I bet your husband would love to hear about your “discovery.”




Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as Anna read the message from her phone, a little smile crossing her face. She hesitated for a moment, then set down her phone, looking over at me. I set my phone down as well.

“Looks like you’re a little excited,” she said. “Are you looking at porn or something over there?”

I blushed.

“You were?”

“No,” I said. “I was just thinking about how much fun we had last night. And how much I’m going to miss you when I’m in Houston.”

“Well, the time will probably fly by for you, since you’ll be listening to speakers and seeing friends or whatever. I’m going to be stuck here with kids.”

“True.”

“I know we did it just last night,” she said. “But I could help you out with that real quick before we go to sleep. You know…one for the road?”

Our messaging must have gotten to her. Or else she really was trying to make sure that I was sexually satisfied before I went off to stay in a strange city in a hotel room by myself, with plenty of other women around who might be looking for a little fling…

“I think I’d be ok with that,” I said.

She grinned, and scooted closer to me, then reached under the covers, feeling my bulge.

“Mmm,” she said. “You must have really enjoyed last night.”

“You know I did,” I said, as she began to stroke me.

“I did, too. It’s great to be able to connect with you like that.”

“It was incredible…”

She started to pick up the tempo a bit now, spreading my precum along my shaft.

“I was thinking a little more about what you said before. About how much it turns you on to hear me talk about other guys…”

“Yeah, it does…”

“And how you said that maybe it wasn’t a bad thing.”

“Mm-hmm,” I said, thrusting up into her hand a bit.

“Well…I think that maybe you might be right about that. I mean, I’m not sure I understand the appeal of hearing about your wife with other men, but I’m trying not to be judgmental about it. I guess I’d rather have you thinking about me than other girls.”

“That’s a good way of putting it,” I said.

“But I don’t necessarily want to hear about you and Christa, or whatever.”

Christa was my high school girlfriend, the woman I’d lost my virginity to. She was one of a couple of girlfriends who I’d mentioned to Anna over the years. She’d never shown much interest, in fact, she’d seemed fiercely competitive every time one of my exes came up in conversation. Maybe that’s why she had a hard time understanding my own feelings towards her sexual history. She assumed that I had the same competitive stance towards her exes that she had to mine.

“I am not interested in telling you any of that stuff. It’s not about that.”

“Ok. I think I’m starting to understand.”

“Good. It’s just that…you’re such a beautiful woman, and I love to hear about you exploring your sexuality. Especially in those early days…” (and here I was testing the waters a bit) “…but even now,” I continued.

“Oh yeah? You want to hear…what…about my fantasies or something?”

“Yeah.”

There was an uncomfortable silence.

“I don’t know…” she said. “I may not be quite there yet. It’s one thing to talk about the past. But it’s another to…share things like that now. You should know that I have no interest in sleeping with other men. You’re my husband, and I take our marriage vows very seriously.”

“Of course,” I said. “I do, too. It’s just that..we’re both human. And it would be weird if you didn’t think about other guys from time to time. I totally accept that. And find it exciting.”

She hesitated for a moment, stroking me a bit more gently now.

“I think I understand. But if you don’t mind, I’d like to stick to the past. At least for now.”

“Yeah, that’s fine…”

She smiled, still stroking me with one hand. Now the other came down to play with my balls.

“I don’t think I ever mentioned this to you,” she said casually. “But for a while I was hooking up with this basketball player. He was like 6 feet 5 inches tall or something. Just gigantic.”

“Oh God…was his…”

“Haha,” she said. “Yeah, his cock was enormous, too. To be honest, that was kind of the reason I was interested in him in the first place.”

“Fuck, that’s amazing.”

I felt my orgasm approaching quickly. I wasn’t going to be able to hold out for much longer, no matter how much I wanted to. I wanted to hear this story, but the sensations were almost too much to bear.

“Yeah, my friend Connie had hooked up with him and knew that he was hung. She said he’d left her sore for days.”

“Sore but satisfied?”

“Very much so. He was supposedly amazing in bed, so I had to try for myself…”

“Fuck, I’m so close. Just tell me about the first time you fucked…”

“Well, the first time we hooked up, we didn’t actually fuck. I was on my period. So I just jerked him off. He came all over my face…”

“Fuck…”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I shot an enormous load all over her hand. My balls ached with the power of my orgasm.

Anna smiled.

“Well, that should certainly tide you over for a while when you’re in Houston.”

“I think you’re right. Thank you for indulging me like that.”

“I have to admit that it was a little fun for me, too.”

“Good.”

I kissed her, then we got ready for bed. My flight to Houston was leaving early.
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Anna was awake when I got up the next morning, smiling at me from the other side of the bed.

“Be good in Houston,” she said. “Don’t get picked up by any bored housewives at the hotel bar.”

“You don’t need to worry about that. Trust me,” I said.

Then I couldn’t resist making another remark. Something to plant an idea in her head, or reinforce it, since I thought it was probably already there.

“Make sure you behave yourself around Rob while I’m gone.”

I gave my voice a playful inflection.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She gave me a shocked look, but it was clear that she was also being playful.

“Well, you know. Keep your clothes on and stuff. I think you embarrassed him the other day when your robe was open. The poor guy blushed when he saw your tits.”

“Oh, come on. My tits are 40 years old. I’m sure he’s seen much better ones on the girls in his yoga class.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”

She grinned at me.

“Well, you have nothing to worry about. I promise not to wear a robe when I’m around Rob.”

“I hope you’ll wear something at least!” I said, teasing her.

She slapped me on the arm with the back of her hand.

“Ok, mister. Enough teasing. You’re going to wake up the girls to say goodbye to them, aren’t you? They’re expecting it.”

“Yeah, I will.”

“Safe travels.”

“Thanks.”
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Unfortunately, I was flying out of Tampa, which meant that I had about an hour and a half-long drive north on I-75. But it was early in the morning and the traffic was light, so I made good time.

I made it through security and then to the gate with about half an hour to spare, so I took the opportunity to check my phone. Sure enough, there was a message from UnsatisfiedAnna, from this morning.

I’m going to be around the guy later tonight. Without my husband. Do you think I should wear something a little revealing?




My cock was hard again immediately as I sat in the chair at my gate, formulating my response.

Yes, I think that would be a very fun idea. What do you have in mind?




I don’t know, something low-cut, probably. He seemed to really…appreciate my chest last time.




I pondered this for a while, trying to imagine what my wife might choose to wear. She had a couple of low-cut tops that probably wouldn’t come across as too slutty. Maybe she’d choose the pink one. It was one of my favorites…

I decided that I should make it a point to video chat with her while Rob was over. Then I’d get more fuel for my fantasies…

That sounds like an excellent choice. I would love it if my wife was teasing guys like that…




There was a long pause before her reply. I sat there staring at my phone for a while, but after I realized that she was probably helping the girls with their morning routine, I decided to get up and take a stroll through the airport before boarding. First, I went to the bathroom. Then I wandered over to a kiosk and bought a bottle of water and some roasted almonds for the plane. Tom texted our poker group chat, sharing a meme about life in Florida, probably in reference to the gator incident at the Harrisons.

Finally, right around the time the flight started boarding, I made it back to the gate and checked my messages from UnsatisfiedAnna.

You men! I don’t totally get the fantasy, but I have to admit that I’m having fun




I grinned. It was great to hear that she was feeling a little less inhibited.

You’re going to make your husband happy. Does he know any of this is happening?




It took a while for her to respond. The first few dozen people boarded the plane.

I’ve started being a little more open with him, and it’s been fun. But so far, it’s all been about guys in my past. I don’t know if I could ever admit to teasing this guy. I mean, he’s younger than me, and my husband works with him




As I read this message, my boarding group was called. Time to text Anna (from my phone number, not the anonymous account) and let her know that I was boarding.

Hey babe, I love you. Flight is boarding now




I love you, too! Have fun!





Chapter 9



On the plane I drifted in and out of sleep, having tossed and turned the night before due to the stress of the upcoming trip and the thoughts of what had transpired between Anna and me the night before, and what might transpire between her and Rob during my trip.

I wasn’t crazy enough to think that she’d do anything beyond a little light teasing, especially with the girls in the house. Frankly, I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to progress beyond that. After all, Rob was still my employee. And had I really thought about the repercussions of sharing my wife? Just because the thought made my cock hard, didn’t mean that it was a good idea — or that Anna would ever even agree to it. It seemed not very likely.

Still, it was a very pleasant thought as I drifted off to sleep in my seat.
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The cab ride to the hotel seemed to last forever. I had been to Houston before, but the extent of the urban sprawl still surprised me. The borders of the city seemed to shoot off forever in all directions.

The heat that day was almost unbearable, even compared to south Florida, where I’d just come from. Luckily, I barely had to be outside. The conference I was attending was in a huge corporate chain hotel, with all of the necessary amenities in the same building. No need to venture out of doors at all.

I had texted Anna when I landed, but didn’t get a response. I realized that she was probably doing her job. They did get quite busy at the orthodontist’s office during the day. She didn’t always have a lot of downtime to text or play with her phone.

It also occurred to me that I hadn’t written back to her with my anonymous account yet, so I once I was in my hotel room, I opened the app on my phone and composed a message.

Teasing is harmless, right? I think it’s a win-win situation for everyone involved. You get the thrill of being desired. This guy gets to see some of your body, and your husband…well he doesn’t have to know anything if he doesn’t want to




I unpacked some of my clothes and looked at the schedule of conference panels. There were some on program assessment, on managing patients with dual diagnoses (which seemed like basically all of them), on legal and ethical issues in court-mandated treatment programs, and so on. All of these were issues that I was interested in, and more than just theoretically: they touched on very real aspects of my job. But at the same time, I was having difficulty concentrating on the conference program, because I was wondering what was going through Anna’s head at the moment, and whether or not she’d actually go through with her “plan” of teasing Rob. And if she did, how would he react? I couldn’t see how he would be anything but happy to catch another glimpse of my wife’s beautiful body.

Finally, I decided on the panels I would go to in the afternoon, just before the keynote speech and banquet. I also sent some texts to my old boss, Karen, who had left our facility for a job in another state a couple of years ago. We had gotten along well together, and always saw each other at these conferences. Karen happened to be a lesbian, so Anna was completely fine with us hanging out together alone.

She responded almost instantly to my text, and we arranged to sit at the same table for the keynote, and maybe go out for a drink afterwards. Right after I made arrangements with Karen, I got a response from UnsatisfiedAnna.

Ok, you convinced me. You’re such a bad influence :). I’m wearing a low-cut top that I think he’ll like




She apparently had the same idea as I did about the clothes that displayed her “assets” best for the purposes of teasing men. I was pleased and quite excited that Anna was going forward with this slightly risky plan.
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I went to two panels that afternoon before the keynote, and saw several friends and acquaintances who I knew from previous conferences or from grad school. We made vague plans to hang out later during the conference. I knew that some of the people I talked to had no intentions of following through on their promises to meet up. I also knew that it was going to be impossible for me to do everything that I’d committed to as well. No matter. That was just how these things go.

Just before the banquet, I texted Anna to ask her if Rob had gotten there ok. She replied that he had, and that she was going to invite him to have dinner with her and the girls, if that was alright with me.

That was more than alright with me, of course, and I told her so.

As I stood there in the lobby, surveying the crowd of acquaintances and strangers milling around outside the banquet all, I spotted a familiar figure out of the corner of my eye.

Karen.

“Hey Travis! What’s good?”

Karen was a short and somewhat stout woman a few years older than me. She had short, clipped gray hair and wore a sweater vest over an oxford shirt and bow tie. She used to joke that people could clock her as a lesbian from miles away due to her masculine wardrobe choices and the way she carried herself. Nevertheless, there were a lot of stereotypically feminine things about her, too, like her hobbies and her flair for makeup. She was deep into yoga, just like Anna, and the two of them had gone to the same class for years. The one taught by Michelle, the same instructor who Rob took classes from as well. That was before she took a better job and moved out of state, and I was promoted into her position.

“Karen, good to see you!”

I stuck out my hand in greeting, and she took it, but pulled me in for a one-armed “bro-hug.”

“How are Anna and the girls?”

“Anna is as beautiful as ever, and the girls are both probably 4 inches taller than when you last saw them.”

“I bet they are. Want to get a drink before the banquet?”

“That’s what I’m here for.”

There was an open bar before the banquet got started, so lots of people around us (a couple of whom I recognized from the panels I’d been to already that afternoon) already had drinks in their hands.

We scouted out the bar nearest to where we were standing, and lined up behind the throngs of other conference-goers waiting to wet their whistles.

“Just one before we eat,” said Karen. “I want to be able to stagger up to my room later tonight.”

I grinned. It did strike me as a little odd that an organization devoted to the treatment of substance abuse issues would sponsor an open bar at one of their events, but I guess it was possible for people to separate their private lives from the work that they did. We all needed to blow off a little steam once in a while.

“How’s the renovation going? Didn’t you tell me you were doing your kitchen?”

I nodded. Karen’s keen interest in home-improvement projects was one of her stereotypically lesbian personality traits. She loved to talk tools and renovation methods.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve got the old floor up, and hopefully the new dishwasher is going in this week.”

“This week? While you’re here? Did you hire a plumber and electrician?”

“No, I’ve got this new guy helping me out. He’s young, but his parents own some rental properties, and he’s been doing home maintenance and improvement for years. He’s been a big help.”

“That’s great. Is he doing the hookups for the dishwasher?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Which reminds me. He’s there with Anna and the girls right now. We should FaceTime them so that they can see you. I know they’d want to say hi.”

“Good idea,” she said. “But let’s get drinks first and find someplace quieter. They’ll never be able to hear us over all this.”
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We got our drinks — a gin and tonic for Karen, and a Miller High Life for me — and decamped to a table in the corner of a mostly empty ballroom that was serving as overflow for the open bar crowd.

I pulled out my phone and called Anna, who answered immediately. She was sitting on the couch, and Heather was next to her.

“Daddy,” she said. “Rob’s putting in the new dishwasher!”

“That’s great, sweet pea!” I said.

I couldn’t help but admire Anna’s figure. True to her word, she was wearing the low-cut pink top that hugged her breasts. I thought I caught a glimpse of a white lace bra underneath. She also appeared to be wearing makeup, which wasn’t that remarkable in and of itself, except for the fact that the makeup she usually wore didn’t even register as such, which meant that the fact that I could recognize that she was clearly wearing it all the more significant. The small crows feet around her eyes were all but invisible, and her eyelashes were set off through the careful application of mascara. She had gone to some effort — more effort than she probably would have had it been just another night at home.

But then I realized that there was no reason that “I” (that is, the husband who wasn’t communicating with her via a secret account) should know why she was dressed like this. Wasn’t she at least a little afraid of arousing my suspicion? Maybe she thought I wouldn’t notice? Was I really that oblivious to what she was wearing or how she did her makeup?

Perhaps she was hoping that I would notice, so that she could be more open about her flirtation with Rob. After all, I’d certainly signaled my interest in her talking about other guys. Maybe this was her way of indicating to me that she was potentially interested in taking the fantasy even farther. Or maybe she was simply so taken with the idea of catching Rob’s eye that she hadn’t even thought about what I might think when I saw her on video chat.

“How’s it going?” I asked Anna. “Is he making good progress?”

“Well,” she replied, “I’d let you ask him yourself, but he’s kind of busy at the moment.”

She stood up and walked into the kitchen, switching to the camera on the back of her phone to show Rob’s rear end sticking out from under the kitchen sink.

“Hey Mr. T,” said Rob, using a nickname that some of the other employees had recently started using for me. “The water line is in. I’m just testing everything now. I think I’ll have to come back tomorrow to do the electrical work.”

“I don’t know if he can hear me,” I said to Anna, “but please thank him from me. He’s really going above and beyond with this stuff.”

“Totally. The girls had a good suggestion: they wanted him to stay for dinner.”

“I think that’s a great idea,” I said. “Enjoy yourselves.”

“Thanks, babe. Hey, is that Karen next to you?”

“Sure is,” interjected Karen, with a big smile on her face. “I haven’t seen you girls in ages. You all look so great! Oh my God, is that Regina?!”

And so they made small talk for a few minutes, while I sipped on my drink and tried to imagine what kind of mischief Anna and Rob might get up to after the kids were in bed — provided, of course, that he actually stuck around that long, which wasn’t at all certain. After all, if Anna made her intentions too obvious, he might be scared off. Not many people want to risk pissing off the boss by flirting with his wife!

I had drained about half of my drink, when Karen finally handed the phone back to me.

“I guess we’d better get going now,” she said. “Have fun with Karen tonight, and behave yourself.”

“Have fun with Rob tonight, and behave yourself,” I echoed.

She gave me a kind of pretend shock look, as if I’d said something scandalous. I hoped that Karen wouldn’t read too much into the playful vibe between Anna and me.

“Love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“Bye Daddy!”

Anna ended the call.

Karen turned to me. I scanned her face to see if there was any sign that she’d noticed something different about Anna, but she looked like her familiar old self.
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Karen and I found seats at the banquet at a table with four friends from Virginia, who all used to work at the same residential care facility, but had since changed jobs and hadn’t seen each other in years. They had been hitting the open bar pretty hard before the keynote, which made striking up a conversation with them simple, but getting anywhere beyond basic introductions more difficult, because they kept talking over each other, interjecting inside jokes from their shared time together, or just plain forgetting things we’d told them just a few minutes before.

The group was made up of three women and one man, who I was sitting next to. He told me that his name was Mark, and that he was originally from Houston, so this conference was kind of a homecoming for him.

We were just discussing the best places in the surrounding area to get a drink after the banquet, when the lights went down and the speakers began.
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The keynote speech was, unfortunately, exactly what I had come to expect from conferences like these: a combination of platitudes about the “exciting” future of the profession that tried to spin the budget cuts and greedy financial decisions as innovations that would make our programs more “limber” or “dynamic.” I knew from experience, however, that these types of cuts only resulted in making it more difficult to hire and retain good people, so that the ultimate effect was to cause instability, both for the patients/residents and ourselves. I’d long ago learned to tune out messages like this.

Mark was joking quite loudly with one of the women whose name I didn’t catch about the speaker’s choice of scarf, and Karen was playing on her phone, so I got the distinct impression that none of my other fellow conference goers respected the speaker’s message any more than I did.

I decided it was an opportune moment to get out my own phone and check in on Anna from my anonymous account. I thought that they’d probably be finished with dinner by now (we often ate much earlier than childless people), so I was eager to see if Anna’s outfit had sparked any reaction in Rob. I wrote a quick message.

Hey, did he like the top?




To my delight, her response came almost immediately.

OMG, I feel like such a slut!




That was an unexpected, but certainly not unwelcome message.

I guess that means he noticed?




I caught him checking me out at least three times. And not just my chest, either. I think he’s been deprived of female companionship for so long that he really enjoyed the opportunity to have dinner with me and my kids




Amazing! Did he stay for a long time?




No, not really. He couldn’t exactly linger after dinner, because I had to get the children into bed




That’s a shame. I guess you can’t get a sitter for the next time he’s there?




Now there’s an idea :). I could meet him at the door with my robe open in the front, and nothing underneath…




My cock sprang in my pants, and I looked around the table guiltily, as if the others could read my thoughts, or see what I was writing on my phone. Luckily, they were all in various states of distraction, each of them ignoring the speaker in their own way.

I bet your husband would love it if you tried that




Maybe so…




Just then, the sound of applause filled the room. The speech had ended, and the lights in the hall came up.

“You’re welcome to hang out here for another fifteen minutes,” one of the conference organizers announced from the podium, “but after that, we’ve promised to clear the hall. We need to give the staff room to do their jobs. They don’t want to be here all night!”

No one seemed to even notice that he’d said anything. The din of conversation continued unabated as if nothing at all had happened.That’s what they get for having an open bar, I thought to myself.

Karen grabbed me by the arm.

“Hey,” she said, “let’s get out of here. Mark told me about a Cajun place around the corner.”

“You’re not still hungry, are you?”

“Nah. But he said they’ve got great cocktails.”

“Ok. But just one!”

“Of course. I promised Anna that I’d keep you out of trouble.”
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“Just one” turned out to be three stiff drinks, and by the time I was back in my hotel room, it was after midnight and my head was already pounding in anticipation of the hangover that I suspected was coming if I didn’t manage to head it off by chugging water. Ever since I’d turned 40, I could never handle alcohol the way I used to. You’d think that working with so many victims of alcohol and drug abuse, I’d swear off the stuff forever, and sometimes I was tempted to do exactly that, but it hadn’t happened yet. In the meantime, I’d have to live with the consequences.

I chugged down three glasses of tepid water from the hotel room tap. Like Sarasota, the tap water in Houston never really got cold, just slightly warmer than the icy temperature of the artificially cooled room.

I checked my phone to see if there were any messages from Anna (either the “real” Anna, my wife, or her anonymous account, who I’d come to dub in my mind the “fake” Anna, even though I knew perfectly well that both versions of Anna were equally her.

I saw a goodnight message from the “real” Anna, who told me that the evening with Rob had been perfectly pleasant and that the girls had gone down easily, despite the fact that I wasn’t there to help tuck them in.

I texted her back, apologizing for the late hour and assuring her that I was back in my hotel room, safe and sound. I knew that she’d probably have her notifications silenced, so there was no danger of waking her.

Then I switched over to the anonymous account, and realized that I hadn’t responded to her last message. It was time to do so.

When are you going to see him next? And how do you plan to tease him this time?




To my surprise, she responded immediately. So she was “asleep” when her husband texted her, but awake and reading messages when her anonymous friend messaged her? I suddenly wondered if I wasn’t the only one who she was communicating with through her anonymous account. Could she be chatting with other men? Other wives in her same position?

Tomorrow afternoon after work. He’s coming over to finish up some things at the house. My kids will be there again, but I’m wondering how far I could go in teasing him…




So she was really getting into it! It seemed like the idea was definitely turning her on. I decided to try to probe the extent to which this fantasy had taken hold in her.

Maybe you could go without a bra next time. Let him catch a glimpse under your shirt…




She responded only a few seconds later.

Oh God. I’m getting wet just thinking about teasing him like that




My cock began to swell. I loved hearing her talk like that.

Are you imagining taking his thick cock? He’s bigger than your husband, isn’t he?




She wrote back almost immediately after I’d sent it.

Oh God yes. To both of those questions. I just want him to hold me down and have his way with me. He can do anything he wants to, as long as he stretches me with that monster. It’s been way too long since I’ve felt something that size inside me




Are you going to make yourself come tonight, thinking about that guy having his way with you?




I pressed send, and anxiously awaited her response.

Maybe I already have. Twice.




I couldn’t resist it anymore, I took out my rock-hard cock and started jerking off, imagining Anna bent over the sink in our master bathroom, Rob shoving his thick cock into her from behind. I imagined the way her eyes would close slightly as he penetrated her for the first time. The way the memories of all the big cocks she’d had in the past would come flooding back to her in that moment, and she’d re-experience everything that she’d been missing all of these years married to me.

I imagined her begging Rob, pleading with him to please fuck her harder. And in that moment, I came. Drunk as I was, I fell asleep, my phone on my chest.
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I was happy to to have promised anyone to be at any panels the next morning, because when I opened my eyes around 8:00AM (that was about the limit of my ability to sleep in) I had a pounding headache and wanted nothing more than to sink back into my bed.

I checked my phone for messages. Nothing. I realized that I hadn’t yet written back to my wife’s anonymous late-night confession of her recent masturbatory activities, nor had I greeted her (as myself) that morning. That wasn’t so unusual. While we did text frequently during my work trips, the fact that she was so busy with the kids when I was gone meant that it wasn’t at all uncommon for us to go long periods of time without exchanging any messages at all.

I got up, drank a huge gulp of the tepid hotel water, then found a bottle of water that housekeeping had put on the table next to the TV and cracked that open, too. I took a drink, but then a sudden feeling of nausea overcame me and I set it back down on the table and then collapsed backwards onto the bed.

Shit. I really couldn’t handle my booze anymore.

My phone buzzed. It was Karen.

Are you feeling as shitty as I am this morning?




I think so




I haven’t puked, but I kind of feel like I want to




I guess those last tequila shots weren’t such a good idea




Suddenly, images from the night before came flooding back. It hadn’t been only three more stiff drinks: we’d done at least two shots of tequila quickly, just before leaving the bar. Snippets of a conversation that we had in the Uber on the way back to the hotel started coming back to me.

Had I…? I remembered Karen making some kind of comment about Anna’s appearance on the phone. That she’d been pretty made up for a night at home with the kids. Of course she’d noticed. She’d have to have. Then I’d said something about Rob, about how she was trying to impress him. Karen had laughed about that, I remembered.

Did I spill all the beans about wanting Anna to sleep with Rob? If I hadn’t outright confessed it to Karen, it must have been obvious, especially in my drunken state. But of course, she’d been drunk, too, so maybe her memory of our conversation in the Uber was as fuzzy as mine…

God, I forgot all about the tequila




Did you also forget telling me about how you think Anna’s going to fuck Rob?




She responded almost immediately.

I responded with an embarrassed monkey emoji. We were close enough, and she was open-minded enough not to be shocked by a hotwife kink.

Don’t judge




Don’t worry. I only judge you for not wanting to share her with a woman…




Typical Karen! She was always talking about how much she wanted to turn straight women into lesbians.

I don’t think she’d go for that, unfortunately. She seems pretty much exclusively attracted to men




That’s what they all say — until they get a taste of my cock




Karen’s “cock” (which she’d referred to on a few occasions, usually when drunk) must have been a strap-on, or another toy. She’d never actually elaborated. Unlike some other lesbians, Karen loved penetrating her partner, and enjoyed taking on a “man’s” role during sex.

Rob’s is apparently pretty impressive. Think you can compete with him?




He might be big




But he can’t use it like a woman can.




I laughed out loud at the idea of a woman knowing how to use a cock better than a man did, but maybe she was right.

Just then, I got a text from Anna.

Good morning




I hope you and Karen behaved yourselves last night




I thought of the tequila shots.

More or less




I hope you and Rob behaved yourselves, too




Rob was a perfect gentleman!




But what about you? Did you behave yourself around him?




This time, the pause before her response was a little longer.

Of course. But I do have to admit that I’ve been thinking about the conversation we had the night before you left.




I thought back to that night, when she’d jerked me off while telling me the story of her college hook-up with the well-hung guy who had fucked her friend Connie. I was glad that she was thinking along those lines, but I didn’t immediately see the connection to Rob.

Oh? What made you think about that?




I was just remembering how much fun you had hearing about me with other guys, and I wondered if you wouldn’t mind me doing a little flirting with Rob, too…




Fuck. There it was. Now she was admitting her desires not just to the anonymous internet me, but to me, her real-life, actual husband.

I think that’s a great idea




In fact, it seemed like you might have had that on your mind last night already. That pink top…




Hmm…You could be right. I’ll never tell…




In any case, you have my blessing!




Good




I wished her and the girls a good day, then I went into the bathroom and turned on the shower. It felt good to lose myself in my thoughts while the warm water fell over my sleep-deprived body.
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The excitement I felt at what might transpire between Anna and Rob that evening, hundreds of miles away, erased most of the traces of the hangover that I was still struggling with. It didn’t help me concentrate on any of the panels, however. I had already missed the first morning session, but I was able to catch the second session, which concerned professional ethics. It was a topic that I was quite concerned with these days — given what was happening, or could happen, between my wife and one of my employees — but I highly doubted that the speakers would cover anything related to my specific case. I also wasn’t about to raise my hand during the Q & A and ask “What are the ethical implications of encouraging one of the employees you supervise to sleep with your wife?”

So I simply sat near the back, slumped in my chair, and played with my phone while trying not to be too obvious about it. Not that there would have been any real consequences if someone had noticed me not paying attention, but I still felt like at least giving the impression of interest was the right thing to do.

Before I knew it, the session was over, and it was time for lunch. I didn’t feel like meeting up with anyone (after all, I was still quite hungover), but James, a guy I’d had lunch with the year before, caught my eye when I was leaving the mid-morning panel and asked me if I’d like to do a repeat of last year. I didn’t really have a good reason to turn him down, so I agreed.

[image: ]



We went to a restaurant within walking distance of the convention hotel, where I ate an overpriced and slightly undercooked chicken sandwich, while James told me about the problems he was having retaining staff at the facility he managed. That was certainly a problem that I could relate to, having had several resignations in the past few months which I’d found difficult to fill. Of course, our conversation also made me think of Rob, one of my model employees, who was a (perhaps) unwitting participant in my wife and I’s attempts to “spice up” our marriage.

What the hell were we doing, anyway? Did we really have any evidence that Rob wasn’t completely freaked out by the prospect of flirting with his boss’s wife? And then another thought occurred to me: what if he was into it? Was I really prepared for that possibility?
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When James and I were finished with our meal, I felt a post-lunch fatigue starting to come over me. I decided that there was nothing on the afternoon schedule that I couldn’t live without seeing, so I went back to my room and took a nap, which ended up being so long that when I woke up it was beginning to get dark outside.

I had two messages on my phone from Karen, and one from Anna.

Hey! Got dinner plans?




An hour later, there was another.

Sorry we missed each other. If you get this, let me know and I’ll tell you where we are.




Anna’s message had come only five minutes ago, and was a little more concerning.

Rob just left, and I think you and I should talk about what happened.




Shit, I thought. This is either really good, or really bad news.

I immediately called Anna, who also picked up almost the second the phone rang.

“Hey,” she said, “I figured you be out to dinner again…”

“Nope,” I said, yawning a bit in spite of myself. “I had a little too much to drink last night, and took a power nap after lunch. I only just woke up, actually.”

“Haha. I thought you said you behaved yourself. I didn’t think it was that bad. Karen is dangerous!”

“She certainly is.”

“Have you got time to talk now?”

“Yes. The girls just went down.”

“Jeez, really? What time is it?”

I looked at my watch. It was 8:30PM, but an hour later where Anna was.

“Later than they usually go to bed,” she said.

“So is everything alright?”

“I think so,” she said, her voice wavering a little. “But I’m not totally sure.”

“Well, what happened?”

“Well…Rob stayed even later tonight. He had a drink with me while the girls were watching a movie in the den. And we were talking, and it seemed like everything was going great. Then I did something that I probably shouldn’t have…”

I gulped, and at the same time started to get incredibly aroused.

“Go on,” I said, trying not to sound too impatient.

“Well, I kind of caught him staring at my chest. And he knew that he’d been busted. It was obvious. I almost didn’t say anything, but I had had a little to drink and was feeling bold. So I told him that it was ok to look. That I didn’t mind it at all.”

“Oh God, how did he react?”

“He was so cute. He was really shy. He blushed and kind of mumbled something about how attractive I am.”

“Hopefully you didn’t scare him off!”

“That’s the thing,” she said. “Right after that, he got up and stretched and told me that he should probably get going.”

“Damn. Sounds like you might really have scared him off.”

“That’s what I thought, too,” Anna continued. “But then he told me that I should text him if I noticed any leaks or other problems with the dishwasher. And he gave me his cell number.”

Up to that point, I had always handled contacting Rob. The fact that he and my wife might start becoming more intimate via text both thrilled me and gave me a sense of dread.

This was becoming real way too fast now, I thought.

“Ok,” I said. “And did you text him?”

“No, not yet. But I think I will. What should I say to him? Should I apologize?”

“I’m not sure,” I said, truthfully. “If you really scared him off, it would seem like he wouldn’t have given you his number. But on the other hand, he is a truly nice guy, and he might have genuinely been trying to be helpful.”

“Yeah,” she said, her voice trailing off. “I guess this wasn’t such a great idea after all. I think we’d better discuss this again when you get home. Sometimes fantasies get out of control. I’m sure we’ll both see things more clearly once we’re back together again.”

“That makes sense,” I said, suddenly relieved in a way I didn’t fully understand.

Something in me realized that I wasn’t quite ready for Anna to fulfill my hotwife fantasy in real life, and neither was she. So far, it had just been harmless flirting, a little banter that could easily be explained away by the wine she’d had. But taking things any further with Rob would be moving into dangerous territory. Emotionally, to be certain, but also legally.

Better to just quit while we’re ahead.

“Well,” she said, “that’s all I’ve got to report. Not much, I’m afraid. But the new dishwasher seems to work great! It’s nice to have at least one thing in the kitchen working the way it’s supposed to now.”

“I promise we’ll finish things up soon,” I said. “You know how work is these days.”

“Oh, I know. Going out and getting smashed with old friends sounds really hard.”

Her teasing tone told me this was all in good fun. I missed her.

“And I’m sure you’re working hard, too…flirting with younger guys.”

“Hey, mister! Don’t forget I have two very energetic girls here to look after, too.”

“Good point.”

“Well, I should get going. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”


Chapter 10



It wasn’t until I was on the plane back home from Houston that I thought to find out what my wife’s other side (I’d come to think of her as her alter ego), her anonymous online persona, thought about the little flirtation with Rob that had gone wrong (at least potentially).

I had opted for the in-flight Wi-Fi, because I could charge it to work. I pulled out my phone and logged into my anonymous account, and looked at the history of our messages. The last one had been from Anna. She’d confessed to making herself cum while thinking about getting fucked with Rob’s big dick.

Suddenly, I felt self-conscious about reading these messages with someone seated so close beside me, but I cast a sideways glance at my seat neighbor, a college-aged woman in a sweatshirt, and saw that she was curled up against the window at least trying to sleep. It didn’t seem like she had the slightest bit of interest in what I was doing on my phone. So I wrote to Anna.

Did you do any more flirting with that younger man?




Anna’s response was so swift it was like she’d been waiting for me to ask her that.

Oh yes. I caught him looking, and I offered to show him more




What exactly was she saying to me? She hadn’t mentioned offering to “show him more” on the phone at all. Was she sugarcoating her actual actions for the “real” me, or was she trying to make herself seem more adventurous for the anonymous me? What was reality, and what was fantasy?

You naughty girl. How did he react?




He was so cute. He blushed and nodded, so I pulled out my boobs over my blouse and showed them to him.




This was a very different story indeed from what I’d heard from Anna before. She hadn’t mentioned any kind of offer like this, and certainly not actually pulling out her boobs!

Wow, that was daring. Did he like them?




I assume he did. He blushed and then made an excuse to leave right away, but he also gave me his phone number.




At least that part was congruent with what she’d said before. I still wasn’t quite sure which version of events to believe. But this excited me for, even if I felt a litel uneasy about it at the same time.

So did you text him?




No. I don’t know if I should. I mean, he’s great and all, but he’s a little too young for me. Plus I’m married. My husband knows I flirted a little, but he doesn’t know how far I actually went.




I see. Are you afraid of how your husband might react?




A little. I think I might have crossed a line. I told him I was going to flirt with this guy, but not that I would actually show him my boobs. It was silly. Like something I would have done as a drunk college girl, not a mom over 40…




Don’t you think he might understand? Especially if alcohol was involved.




There was a lull of a few minutes in the conversation, during which I stared at the back of the seat. Then her response arrived.

Wait, how did you know that drinks were involved?




Shit. She hadn’t told me that, or at least her anonymous persona hadn’t. Had I been caught?

Thinking quickly, I wrote simply lucky guess, and appended an emoji of a smiley face laughing.

Luckily, she responded with her own smiley face. So I hadn’t been “caught” after all. It wasn’t that far-fetched of an assumption. She had told me they were having dinner, after all.

I guess he might not think it’s so bad. But we didn’t discuss the limits beforehand, so it’s technically cheating, right? And I’d never want to cheat on my husband. He’s the best




I have to admit that my heart melted a little when I read that. I was happy that Anna seemed to still be a devoted wife, even if she was making steps down the path towards being a hotwife. I began to understand why she had withheld some details from me. She wasn’t sure how far I’d really wanted her to go in her “flirtation,” and to be honest, I wasn’t sure either. So I really couldn’t blame her. But what counted was how it made her feel, I decided.

Forget about your husband for a minute. How did you feel about it?




This time, her answer took an excruciating long time to be delivered to my phone. So long, in fact, that I decided that the in-flight Wi-Fi might be malfunctioning, and I opened up one website after another, only to discover that they were all working. The connection was fine.

A flight attendant came over the intercom and told us to put our seat backs and tray tables in the upright position. The college girl next to me reluctantly sat up straight and brought her seat forward, running a hand through her stringy hair and yawning as she picked up her phone and stared at it with a bored expression.

Just then, my own phone buzzed. I opened it and read the anonymous Anna’s message quickly.

It turned me on so much that it scared me. I couldn’t get him out of my head all night




Suddenly afraid that someone would read over my shoulder, I closed the app immediately and then put my phone in my pocket. Then I closed my eyes and felt my erection swell as I imagined Anna alone in our marriage bed, rubbing her clit to the memory of exposing herself to my well-hung employee.


Chapter 11



I arrived home fairly late in the evening. The girls were already in bed, and Anna had just gotten out of the shower. She greeted me in her bathrobe, with her wet hair wrapped in a towel. She was obviously happy to see me, but also clearly very tired.

All I could think about was what she’d messaged the anonymous me. The fact that flashing Rob had turned her on like practically nothing before.

“It’s good that you’re home,” she sighed. “I missed you.”

“I missed you ladies, too,” I said. “I thought about going in to say hi to the girls, but I don’t want to disturb their sleep.”

“Yeah,” she said. “I bet they wouldn’t mind if you peeked in there. You don’t have to wake them up if they’re already conked out.”

“True.”

There was a pause. Anna yawned.

“I have to stay up a while, until my hair dries, but I’m ready to hit the sack right now,” she said.

“I know. I’m pretty worn out from the conference myself.”

“I bet you are.”

“Have you heard from Rob? I’m wondering if he’s going to be able to help me after work this week.”

I tried to phrase this as casually as possible. I didn’t want to appear overeager.

“No,” she said. “Nothing.”

“That’s ok,” I said. “I’m pretty sure he’s working tomorrow morning. I’ll catch up with him back at the office.”

“Sounds good,” she said, yawning. “I really hope I didn’t do something wrong.”

“I’m sure everything is fine,” I said. “It was just an awkward moment between the two of you, that’s all.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she said, smiling.

“Well,” I said, “I guess it’s my turn in the shower.”

She nodded.

I unpacked my toiletry bag and carried it with me into the bathroom, where I took a long, warm shower. By the time I was finished, Anna was fast asleep.
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I was still exhausted, and a little dehydrated the next morning at work, which was a familiar feeling after traveling. I knew that I should have been drinking water the entire time I was in the air, but it was so easy to forget. I kept going back and forth to the water fountain to fill the stainless-steel water bottle I kept in my office, hoping to run into Rob each time.

Normally around this time, Rob would have come by my desk to say hi. He almost always did. But this time, he didn’t. I tried not to be paranoid. It didn’t have to mean anything more than that he’d gotten busy with a resident or one of our counsellors. There were at least a dozen reasons why he might not have come by yet that morning, and only one of which was that he’d been scared off by the fact that Anna had so brazenly flashed him.

But when I finally ran into him in our combination break/mail room, it was clear that something was wrong.

“Hi Rob,” I said, “I was wondering if you were here.”

“Of course I’m here,” he said, a little hesitant, “I was scheduled, wasn’t I?”

His tone felt needlessly defensive.

“Yeah, I know. I was just making small talk. How did the installation go? Anna said everything works great.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“I had to get an adapter for the water line. It was 1/4”. But don’t worry — I found a compression fitting that worked, so I didn’t have to bother with soldering.”

He looked away from me, at the wall as he said this, in a flat tone. He wasn’t at all his normal, chipper self.

“Thanks for taking care of that. I know I owe you a little extra. Did you keep the receipts for the hardware you had to pick up?”

He shrugged.

“Look, Rob,” I said. “Is something wrong? I know that it can get weird, working for your boss in two places.”

“No,” he said, “nothing’s wrong. Everything’s fine. I just don’t know if I’m going to be able to help you out very much anymore in the evenings.”

Damn.

This was bad, no matter the reason that he was bowing out. I needed him, not just as an extra set of hands, but also for his knowledge. Frankly, I wasn’t sure if I could finish the floor without him, and I didn’t know if I was going to be able to find outside help on such short notice. In the meantime, Anna and the girls would be stuck in a house with no kitchen floor. It wasn’t an ideal situation.

“I’m really sorry,” he said, before I could get a word in, “I know this probably screws up your plans. It’s just — my dad needs me to help him at one of the rental properties. They’re having plumbing issues, and you know those can’t wait.”

I weighed this excuse in my head for a few moments. It was plausible enough that it could have been true, but I suspected that there was more to his sudden reluctance to work for me.

“Yeah, sure,” I said. “It’s just, you know, we’ll have to manage without a kitchen floor for a while…”

“I am sorry about that. I might be able to see if my friend Jason is available. He’s done work for my dad before and could probably help you out. Of course, he has a lot of jobs these days…”

“That would be great,” I said, trying to conceal my disappointment. “But it seemed like you were getting along so great with Anna and the girls. It might be weird for them to let a total stranger into the house. Even if you vouch for him, it’s still a little…uncomfortable. Know what I mean?”

He nodded.

I started to sigh, but then I realized that I was walking a very fine line here. After all, I was his boss, and I couldn’t give the impression that I was using my influence over him here to coerce him into working for me at home. What I was doing probably would have already been frowned on by HR. I didn’t need to push it.

“But it’s ok,” I added quickly. “It would be great if you gave me Jason’s number.”

“Sure,” he said. “I’ll text it to you.”

I decided to tell Anna the bad news right away, over text. She obviously wasn’t pleased, but also told me that she didn’t have a lot of time to chat, since work was busy that day.
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Later, after lunch, I decided to check up on Anna again — the anonymous, unsatisfied Anna, that is. The last time we had communicated, she’d told me that she’d been incredibly turned on by flashing Rob. I decided to see if that was still the case.

So are you still thinking about that guy?




She must have been on her lunch break, or things must have slowed down at the office, because she wrote back almost immediately.

Yes. I can’t get him out of my head. But I’ve got to. I think I scared him off. All of a sudden he can’t work for us anymore.




That’s a shame. But don’t you have his number?




Yeah. But I don’t know what I’d even say to him. I mean, he seemed turned on, but he’s pulling away, so…




Maybe he just got scared. Maybe you need to reassure him that it’s ok.




But is it really ok? I mean, what am I even doing? What do I want out of this, anyway? A little flirtation? That’s already happened. And I know it turns my husband on, but I’m not sure how far he even wants to go. I mean, we’ve been married for a really long time, and I’ve never even really been tempted to cheat.




I took a few minutes to mull over my response, but before I could reply, Anna wrote again.

Sorry for dumping on you like this. It really helps me to verbalize my emotions. I appreciate you listening, anonymous internet friend.




Maybe you should talk to your husband about this. Maybe he’d help you figure out what you want.




I don’t know. He doesn’t know the whole story. I fell kind of bad about lying to him, but I also felt a little silly about the whole thing. I mean, I’m too old to be doing things like that! And I’m *definitely* too old for this guy




I wouldn’t say that. It sounds to me like he’s interested. Just a little worried about the whole dynamic involved. Maybe there’s some way to reassure him




Yeah, maybe you’re right. I’ve got to go now, but thanks for listening! Until next time…




Of course! See you later!
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That night after work, I stood in the kitchen next to Anna, looking at the subfloor below our feet.

“Damn, we fucked things up, didn’t we?” She whispered so that the girls wouldn’t hear. “Or should I say, I fucked things up.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself. I was encouraging you.”

“Yeah,” she said. “But…”

Her voice broke. She turned to look at me.

“I wasn’t going to tell you this until after the girls were in bed, but it’s been bugging me so much that I think I need to come clean now.”

“Oh?”

“I didn’t tell you the full truth about what happened between me and Rob. I didn’t just catch him looking.”

I tried to appear to be hearing this information for the first time, but of course she was only confirming what she’d already told my anonymous online persona.

“What happened?”

“I…it sounds so silly…”

“You didn’t…sleep together did you?”

“No, no,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that. No. I was a little tipsy, and, well…I flashed him.”

I smiled.

“Is that all?

“Yeah, that’s all. He just kind of blushed and said he had to leave. But the gave me his number, like I said, so…”

“Anna —“

“I know I messed up. I’m sorry for not telling you, I just felt so silly and I —”

“Anna, it’s ok,” I said, holding her. “I’m not upset. In fact, it really turns me on. But we’ve got to find a way to make things right with Rob, or things might go south at work. It’s already a little tense. Plus, there’s this whole matter of the kitchen floor…”

She looked down.

“I know,” she said. “Let’s just get the kids in bed, then decide what we’re going to do.”

“Sounds like a plan.”
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Heather and Regina went down without a fuss — though I did end up reading them three more books that I usually would have. But I’d been out of town, and I felt guilty about missing bedtime. Plus, they kind of expected it.

Once I’d tucked them in, I went downstairs to find Anna sitting on the couch, a glass of wine in her hand. There was another glass on the table in front of her. I grabbed it and took a seat next to her, putting my hand on her leg.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey,” she said.

“So I guess we need to figure this out.”

“Mmm-hmm. I think we do.”

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know,” she sighed. “It’s not like we can just pretend like nothing happened. He’s never going to come back and work on the kitchen if we do that. But even if we apologize or whatever, it’s going to be awkward as hell. I just don’t see the way forward.”

“I know,” I said. “I’ve thought the same thing. Plus, no matter what happens, it’s going to continue to be weird at work. Best case scenario is, he resigns. Worst case scenario, he goes to HR.”

“I don’t think he’d do that. He really likes you,” she said.

“That could be why he’s staying away,” I said. “Because he feels like he’s betraying me by being attracted to you.”

“I’m not so sure that he’s attracted to me. I mean, I’m like, what, 20 years older than him?”

“More like 17 or so.”

“Close enough.”

“Anna,” I said. “You know he’s attracted to you. It’s not just the one incident with the flashing. There’s a connection between the two of you. You can’t deny it.”

She sighed.

“I guess you’re right.”

There was a silence now. It seemed like we’d reached an impasse. There was no perfect solution to our problem. Finally, I decided to take a chance.

“Babe,” I said. “Do you remember how we got into this whole mess in the first place?”

“Because I wanted a new kitchen?”

“Very funny. It was because we weren’t…connecting in the bedroom anymore. And now things have been a lot better. All because you started talking about your past, all those guys with huge cocks you used to fuck back in college.”

“Come on,” she said, slapping my arm and giggling. “There were only a few. Don’t make me sound like a whore.”

“Ok,” I said, “but the point is that focusing on your sexuality brought mine back. And what happened with Rob was a logical outcome of that process.”

“Alright,” she said, “but how does that get us out of our dilemma?”

“It helps us see the problem in a different way,” I said. “What if what we actually need to do is not retreat from this, but go further.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean further than flirtation.”

There was another long silence. Anna started to say something, then stopped.

“You mean…”

I didn’t say anything. I let her sit with the unspoken idea for a while.

“But that’s crazy, Travis! I mean flirting is one thing. But going further…wouldn’t that just cause more problems?”

“Not if he’s into it,” I smiled. “Heck, he might finish the rest of the kitchen for free. You know that he’s been in a slump since things went south with that girl…”

“Now you’re really making me sound like a whore,” she said, smiling. “Bartering sex for remodeling.”

“You’ve got to admit, it’s not a bad trade…”

She gave me a smirk.

“You really think you could go through with that? Let me have sex with another man?”

I nodded.

“I’ve been thinking about it a lot. The fantasy turns me on, and I have no idea what the reality would be like, but I think I’m in a place where it makes sense to try. That is, if you want to…”

“I mean, he’s young, strong, handsome…”

“Hung…”

“We don’t know that for sure,” she said, blushing.

“It’s more fun if we assume he is,” I said, suddenly remembering that I only knew that she’d caught a glimpse of his cock through my chats with UnsatisfiedAnna.

She smiled.

“Yeah, you’re right. It definitely is more fun.”

“So? What’s holding you back?”

“It’s a lot to process,” she said. “I mean, I do admit that I’m attracted to him. But that’s probably obvious, isn’t it?”

She gave a somewhat bitter laugh.

“Yeah, I admit I’d noticed that,” I replied.

I decided that it would be wrong to push things at this moment. I resisted my urge to push her along, to think of reasons why having sex with Rob might be the way out of the mess we found ourselves in. I let her make the next move.

There was a long silence as Anna — who had previously been playful — now looked solemnly into her wine glass.

Suddenly, however, she looked up, meeting my gaze. There was a new, determined look in her eye.

“Let’s say — just for the sake of argument — that I’d be willing to try it. What then? How do we approach Rob? It sure seems like we’ve already scared him off. That’s even assuming that he’s actually even interested in me. I mean, he might be avoiding us because he was weirded out by the whole thing…”

“I doubt that was the case. How did he react when he flashed you? He blushed, then gave you his number, right? That must mean that he’s interested on some level. And how could he not be. I mean, look at you!”

Now it was Anna’s turn to blush.

“Thanks, babe. I know you’re my biggest fan. And I appreciate that.”

“Seriously. It’s not a matter of attraction for him. It’s a matter of comfort. The fact that this is socially and professionally awkward. How could it not be?”

She nodded.

“Well, I guess if he gave me his number, he must at least think that it’s a possibility that he might hear from me…”

“Exactly…”

“So maybe I should just text him?”

“Sure, but what are you going to say? I don’t think it’s a good idea to just start flirting. We’ve got to ease him into it a little more…”

“No, we need another excuse. The whole reason he gave me his number in the first place was to get in touch with him if there were any problems with the dishwasher. So maybe I ask him a question about it.”

I pondered this for a moment.

“I’m not sure that would get us very far. I mean, he might just answer the question and then be done with it. It’s not like he’s going to come over and fix it himself. It’s pretty clear that he doesn’t want to do that.”

She furrowed her brow, but it was clear that she saw the wisdom of what I had said.

“I know!” Her eyes suddenly brightened. “I can ask him about yoga!”

Of course. How could I have forgotten about Rob and Anna’s shared interest? They even had a teacher in common. It was perfect. It would give him an excuse to see her in a different context — outside of our home (where he very well might feel weird about making a pass on her) and away from my presence.

“Perfect,” I said. “But what are you going to ask him? It has to sound natural.”

“I think we might be overthinking this, honey,” she said, getting out her phone.

I noticed that she’d already entered Rob’s number into her contacts. It seems like she was planning on staying in touch with him one way or another.

I’m not sure if I was relieved or disappointed when I saw that she was starting a new conversation with him. There had been no texting behind my back. Then again, UnsatisfiedAnna probably would have already told me if there had been. At least that’s what I assumed. I made a mental note to check in with my wife’s other persona sometime soon.

Anna spoke the words as she typed them into the phone.

“Hey, I’ve missed chatting with you around the house! Sorry you can’t help out any more. Any chance I’ll see you at yoga sometime this week? I’m going to the Friday morning class with Michelle. That’s the one you usually go to, right?”

She sent the message and then put her phone face down on the table.

“Now, we wait.”

But we didn’t wait long. Her phone vibrated almost the moment that the words came out of her mouth. She flipped the screen over eagerly, and we both read Rob’s message.

Great to hear from you! I miss chatting, too. Sorry I can’t help out Travis anymore.




He was still typing, so we both watched impatiently, waiting for his next message to appear on the screen.

Yeah, I’ll be there on Friday. Looking forward to seeing you :).




That smiley face at the end of his message seemed to convey a lot.

“Oh God,” said Anna, laughing. “I’m so nervous already. I don’t know why!”

“Because you like him, that’s why,” I said, putting my hand on her leg as if to reassure her.

“Yeah. It’s true. I do like him. I just can’t stop thinking about…”

“What?”

“What if we really do it? I mean, we’re talking about it, but actually doing it is something else entirely, I think.”

“Look,” I said. “The important thing is that we trust each other, right? I trust you. Do you trust me?”

“Yeah,” she said, a little hesitantly. “I do trust you.”

“Good,” I said. “Then trust me when I tell you that I would get an incredible thrill out of just hearing about you and Rob fooling around.”

“Ok,” she said, “but what if you hold it against me later?”

“Trust has to apply there, too. You have to trust that I’ll never let on, even if I am jealous later down the road. I’ll just keep those feelings to myself. Promise.”

“I’m not sure if that’s healthy. Keeping feelings to yourself like that. Aren’t relationships supposed to be about open communication?”

“We are communicating openly now,” I said. “About the future. We’re talking it through before anything else happens. So that you’ll be able to go into this with a clean conscience.”

“But I won’t be able to go into it with a clean conscience if I think you’re just going to be repressing your jealousy later on down the road,” she said.

Her face was a little red, maybe from the wine, and I could sense that she was getting frustrated. I hadn’t intended to rile her up — I’d wanted to calm her down and soothe her fears about the prospect of “cheating.” But then, after a moment, her flush faded, and she turned to me again, her eyes alive.

“I’m starting to feel like this might not be so crazy after all,” she said, placing her hand on mine. “And that’s a crazy feeling.”

“I know,” I said. “I totally get it. But this is really happening. Whatever ‘this’ is. That’s kind of up to you and Rob now.”

She nodded.
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We finished our wine and went up to the bedroom. Anna’s mood quickly turned from pensive to giddy as she lay next to me on the bed in her pajamas.

“I want to do a test,” she said, smiling at me in the dim light cast by our bedside lamps.

“Oh yeah? What kind of test.”

“To see if you’re serious. If you’d really enjoy hearing about me and Rob fooling around.”

“I assure you I’m serious,” I said, leaning in to kiss her. “But if you feel the need to ‘test’ it, don’t let me stop you!”

“Mmm, good. Don’t stop me, then…”

She reached down and ran a hand over the bulge in my boxers. I was instantly hard.

“It’s been so long since I’ve had a cock as big as Rob’s,” she whispered, then quickly added “or as big as I hope he is.”

She must have remembered at the last minute that she’d never told me (her husband) about the glimpse she’d caught of Rob’s member. Only her anonymous online chat partner, who I also happened to be.

“Yeah? Do you think you’ve ever had one that big?”

“I don’t know,” she said, rubbing her hand across my stiffness through the light fabric of my boxer shorts. “I mean, Brett was pretty big. And so was Jake. And the basketball player. And then there was Gabe, too. I think that was right before you and I got together…”

“Gabe? I don’t think you’ve told me about him,” I said, my breathing suddenly accelerating along with my heart.

“Oh, yeah. The thing with Gabe is not really the kind of story you’d normally share with your husband. But since you seem to love these things, I suppose I could tell you…”

My cock twitched in anticipation. I was so hard, all I could do was groan a short reply.

“…sometime,” she said, giggling a little as she put her fingers in the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down.

“Why not now?”

“I thought we were talking about the present, not the past. About me and Rob…”

“Yeah, ok.”

The truth was, I was so hard that I didn’t care much what we talked about. I was on the edge already, and she’d barely even touched me. The conversation we’d had downstairs just now had set my mind racing, considering possibilities and scenarios.

“I was thinking about how in shape Rob is. How I haven’t been with a guy that age in forever. Even if he’s not as big as I think he is, he could rock my world with his stamina alone. Older women and younger men are a perfect pairing, don’t you think?”

This surprised me a little, given what I knew about my wife’s previous proclivities, but I nodded.

“Yeah. He can keep up with you in a way that I can’t.”

“That’s right,” she said, taking out my cock now (which was leaking enough precum to easily lube the shaft) and stroking it slowly yet confidently. “I bet he can give it to me over and over and over again, as much as I need. And after having been deprived of big dick for so long, I think I’ll need a lot…”

“Oh God,” I moaned, thrusting into her hand now as she continued speaking to me in a hoarse whisper.

“Maybe he’ll take me out to his truck after yoga. Does he have tinted windows in the back? I hope so. Because I want to get on my knees on the seat and suck his big dick. Do you know how much fun it is to suck a big one, babe? Of course you don’t. Let me tell you: it’s an entirely different experience from sucking an average-sized dick. It’s a big challenge, of course, but it also gives you such a sense of accomplishment. I pity the women who’ve never had the opportunity.”

She looked down at my cock, the “average-sized dick” that was in her hands, and smiled.

“Yours is really cute. And I love it. But once you see what a big dick is capable of (provided the guy knows what he’s doing) you’ll understand why you’ll never be able to compete with a guy like Rob.”

“Tell me what it’s like…” I gasped, unsure how much longer I was going to be able to stave off my orgasm.

“It’s like a totally different feeling from fucking a small dick. It’s like the difference between riding a bicycle and driving a BMW. They can both get you where you need to go, but one gets you there so much faster, and gives you a more thrilling ride. And you, babe? You’re the bicycle…”

It was too much for me to take. I shot a huge load of sperm that plopped down onto my belly.

“I didn’t mean for it to happen that fast,” I said after catching my breath. “I mean, I thought you might want to actually fuck.”

“That’s ok,” she said, smiling at me. “I think I might just have a little…alone time in the bathroom, if that’s ok with you?”

What could I say to that? Nothing. So I nodded.

“Of course, honey.”

She waited until I was busy cleaning myself off before she went to the drawer where we kept the dildo. She must have not wanted to rub my face in it, even though it was clear what she was going to do.


Chapter 12



Friday morning came so quickly I’d almost forgotten about Anna’s little “date” with Rob. That is, until I thought to log into the app on my phone where I’d been chatting with the anonymous Anna and found a message from her.

I can’t believe it. I’m going to meet up with the younger guy




The message was from a few days ago. She must have sent it after she’d finished up in the bathroom (finished fucking herself with the dildo, that is), when I’d already been asleep.

I wrote back immediately.

When is this happening?




In about five minutes. I’m in the parking lot of the yoga studio. We’re going to the same class. But I’m hoping to get coffee with him afterwards.




I see, and “get coffee” means…something more?




I really hope so!




I somehow really hoped so, too. But it was hard to see Rob going too far, right away. Then again, they had been flirting and building up expectations for weeks. And for all I knew, they’d also been texting after Anna had sent the initial message about yoga class. Anything was possible, really.

Definitely keep me posted!




I promise
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It turned out to be a day when I was mired in one minor crisis after another as soon as I came into the office. First, Brooke, one of the workers on third shift, told me that one of our residents had gotten sick in the middle of the night, and when she and the other employee on duty had brought him to see the nurse, some of the other clients were also awake and acting kind of strange. All of the residents slept together, in large dormitories segregated by sex. It made it easier for our staff to keep an eye on everyone while they slept, basically so people weren’t getting high off in their own rooms. This wasn’t a prison, it was a rehab facility, but it was also the last stop before prison for a lot of our clients. The judge had told them it was either detox and treatment, or the slammer. So even if it wasn’t a prison, we often had to act like prison guards, insofar as we had to make sure that no one was using drugs or having sex. This could make for some very awkward situations, like the time I walked in on two residents fucking in one of the storage closets during my second day on the job. I later learned that it was a very common place for them to use for their “assignations,” and that the only reason we didn’t keep it locked permanently was that we needed access to the mop and bucket so often it was a pain in the ass to have to get the key out every time.

But I digress. The upshot was that Brooke had had to administer Narcan to two residents who had used the distraction created by the sick client as an opportunity to take some fentanyl that they’d smuggled into the facility. It wasn’t the first time and it wouldn’t be the last time; fentanyl is so potent that all it takes is a few tiny grains to kill someone. A lot of our residents had tolerances that were much higher than that — when they were using — but after being in treatment for a while, they could die from the same dose that used to get them to where they wanted to go. We cautioned them about this reduction in tolerance as part of the education that they got during their initial intake into our facility, but it was something that many addicts seemed unable to accept. Maybe it was part of their disease not to be able to understand the dangers of getting high with a lower tolerance.

In any case, it was a problem. A very serious problem for a facility like ours, where our biggest responsibility was making sure that our clients were healthy. We hadn’t had a death there yet — at least nothing drug-related — and I didn’t want the first one to happen under my watch.

There was also a lot of paperwork involved every time we had to dispense Narcan. By the time Brooke and I had finished filing all the reports, and I’d spent the better part of an hour comforting her and assuring her that it wasn’t her fault and that she’d done the right thing in taking the sick client to see the nurse, I realized that yoga class had been over for a long time, and that Anna and Rob might be off doing…who knows what…

I grabbed my phone and saw no messages from Anna. Then I switched over to the app where I was chatting with the anonymous version of my wife. Nothing there, either.

I decided to text the “real” Anna, and ask her how things had gone.

How’d it go?




I saw the read indicator in our chat change to signal that she had seen the message, almost immediately. But she didn’t respond.

I remembered her promise to keep me posted on what was happening. Could it be that they were still together? What would they have been doing this whole time?

A number of scenarios flashed through my mind: they could have actually gotten coffee together, and “getting coffee” might really mean only that. Maybe Anna was driving or something and had the voice-to-text read her the message, but hadn’t had a chance to reply yet. That was certainly possible, and had happened before.

Maybe Rob was still with her, right now. Maybe she’d seen the text, but thrown away her phone because they were still in the grips of passion, off in a hotel room or even in the backseat…

I realized, of course, that all of this was pure speculation. It didn’t seem like either one of them to immediately jump into bed together. Especially not given the somewhat precarious situation we all found ourselves in. Rob was trying not to mess things up with me at work, and I was trying to avoid being called into HR for abusing my position of authority. I’d never be able to get another job in this field if this came out.

Funnily enough, I wasn’t really stressed out about the legal or moral implications of what was happening. I was thinking too much about how good Anna looked in her yoga pants, how they hugged her firm, tight bottom. How good her hair looked in the ponytail she usually wore when she worked out. She’d put so much effort into maintaining her figure over the years. It seemed only right that she showed it off once in a while, even to other men.

I glanced at my phone again. It had been two whole minutes now, and there was still no response from Anna. I thought for a moment about trying UnsatisfiedAnna, but I figured if she wouldn’t respond to her husband, she probably wasn’t going to respond to some random guy she was chatting with on the internet.

Luckily, as I was mulling over what to do, Jaylen, one of our intake trainees, came into my office with a question about our admissions paperwork, and I had something to occupy my mind for the next ten minutes or so.

I’d almost forgotten all about my phone, when I suddenly heard it buzz on my desk, just as I was explaining the Jaylen the procedure for contacting insurance companies.

As soon as she was out of my office, I grabbed the phone and read the text.

It was great! I’ll tell you everything tonight. Gotta be at work in a few minutes.




Anna worked from 11:00AM-4:00PM sometimes, which left her time to take the kids to school and to work out and do some housework in the mornings. It also left her with ample time to do pretty much anything she wanted while the kids and I were out of the house.

I can’t wait!




I wrote.

And it was true — the anticipation was already driving me crazy, and there were still several hours before we’d even be able to see each other, much less talk freely without the girls around. Luckily there were a few more pressing matters to deal with before quitting time, otherwise I probably would have just sat in my office spinning elaborate scenarios in my head, hovering somewhere between ecstasy and dread.
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When I got home, Anna was in the kitchen with the girls, trying to calm Regina, who had clearly been crying.

“What’s wrong?” I mouthed to her.

Her expression told me it wasn’t anything serious.

“I’ll tell you later,” she whispered back, so as not to trigger another emotional outburst from the child.

“Tell me everything,” I replied.

“I already promised,” she said, flashing me a smile.

“What are you talking about?” Regina asked, her mood seeming to change instantly.

“Nothing, honey,” said Anna. “Why don’t you tell daddy what you did at school today?”
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A few hours later — after dinner, dishes, baths and story time — Anna and I finally had our “alone time.” She told me that she was going to take a quick shower, and asked if I could get us a couple of glasses of wine. I was more than happy to oblige. It was the weekend, after all. And I’d had a long day myself.

When she emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, her hair was still dry. She only washed it every other day or so, and when she did, her showers took much longer than only a few minutes. I couldn’t help but admire how small and fragile she looked wrapped in her big pink robe. I was a lucky man.

“So,” she said, taking the glass, “I guess you’re wondering what happened between Rob and I after yoga.”

“I’ve been obsessed with it all day,” I said, moving in and giving her a kiss as she sat down next to me on the couch.

“I’m not surprised to hear that,” she said. “I’m sorry for keeping you in suspense like that, but I have to admit that part of me really loves to tease you.”

“You’re so mean,” I said.

“Stop it. You know you love it.”

“Maybe.”

There was a pause as she took a drink from her wine, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand.

“Well, I asked him to get coffee with me after the class, and he said yes. We went to the Starbucks about a block away from the yoga studio and got a table in the corner. It must have looked like we were on a date.”

“A young man on a date with a MILF. Or cougar. Or whatever they say these days.”

“I’m not sure how I’m supposed to feel about that. Are you saying I’m old?” She asked in a teasing tone.

“Not at all. I’m saying you’re sexy.”

“Good.”

“Did Rob think so too?”

She smiled.

“Yes he did. He did indeed.”

“So what happened?”

“At the coffee shop? We just talked. It was kind of awkward at first, to be honest. We discussed the class, and our yoga practices. Various little aches and pains that yoga has helped us overcome. I didn’t think someone so young and fit could have as many problems straining muscles as Rob does, but I guess working on houses with his dad has its hazards.”

I nodded.

“Anyway, eventually things did start to get a little more flirtatious. And finally, I came out and told him that he really didn’t have to worry about the fact that I was married to his boss. That you had nothing against the two of us having coffee together. Or doing anything else.”

“Oh God,” I said. “What happened then?”

“He asked me to go back to his place. Not so directly. He told me he had some yoga straps that I could have, and that I could swing by his place to get them right then if I wanted.”

My heart pounded as I felt the bottom of my stomach fall out and my cock harden at the same time.

“And…did you go?”

“No,” she said. “I know it’s funny to say, but going to his house so soon just felt…slutty I guess? It doesn’t really make sense, especially in light of what we actually ended up doing, but I don’t claim to always be 100% rational.”

“What did you end up doing?” I asked, my voice a hoarse whisper.

“I know you want to know,” she said, grinning at me as she reached up to unbutton my pants, taking out my hard cock.

“Please tell me.”

She bent down and took the head of my swollen prick into her mouth, engulfing it entirely, moaning softly as she stroked me. I was already on edge, and she brought me right up to the brink of orgasm quite quickly, before suddenly pulling back and sitting up again, still holding my shaft in one hand as she took a swig of wine from her glass with the other.

I sighed in frustration, but was also happy that she had prolonged the moment. Who knew how I might feel about this whole situation after coming?

“I thanked him, but told him I had to get to work, which wasn’t totally true, since I still had an hour before I had to be at the office. But then, just before we were about to say goodbye, he leaned in and kissed me, right there in the parking lot. It was risky, because there were people around, but it’s a pretty big city, and the chances of someone we know seeing us was pretty minimal.”

“How was it?”

“Incredible. He was an amazing kisser. I hadn’t known that guys his age knew how to kiss. From what I remember from dating back then, it was really hit or miss. But Rob was a hit. Hit, hit, hit…”

She started pumping my cock in her hand now, as she looked off into space.

“And we just couldn’t stop kissing. It was this amazing feeling I haven’t felt in years, and I wasn’t sure if I could ever feel again, if you know what I mean. I hope this doesn’t come across as cruel. That’s not my intention.”

“No. Not at all. I understand where you’re coming from. After all, we’ve been together for an awful long time…”

“Yeah. And I hope you know that this isn’t about denigrating you, or our relationship. I see it not as pushing you aside, but as bringing Rob in.”

I nodded. She grinned, understanding that I wanted her to continue the story.

“I could feel my will to resist him disappearing with every kiss. I would have gone anywhere with him — even back to his place. But he didn’t ask again. Instead, I broke the kiss and told him that I’d always wanted to see the back seat of his truck. It’s a silly excuse, even sillier than his offer to have me come over to get the yoga straps, but it was good enough. He immediately unlocked the door and I climbed into the back seat. The windows really are tinted, and he was parked facing the brick wall of a building next to the yoga studio, so we were relatively concealed from view. He followed me into the backseat and slammed the door behind him.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, “I can’t believe you went that far.”

“I’m not done yet.”

She took a break from her story to duck back down and give my cock a few more licks across the glans, before taking it deep for several more pumps. The urgency had left me for the moment, so I was no longer in danger of ejaculating prematurely.

“He had his hands under my t-shirt immediately, and pulled my sports bra off over my head. Before I could say or do anything, he had me on my back somehow, and was licking and sucking my nipples. I was crazy with lust for him. He kept telling me how good my tits looked, and how much he’d wanted to do this from the moment he saw me. At the same time, I was reaching down and feeling for his dick. He helped me out a little by pulling down his sweatpants and letting his cock fall free. I could feel how big it was in my hands, but I didn’t truly understand his size until I looked down and saw it. Holy shit, Travis. He has to be like eight or nine inches. And very thick. To tell you the truth, I was a little intimidated. I haven’t had a cock that big since college. And maybe not even then. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to fuck him yet, but I was definitely ready to fool around with that huge dick. I took it in both hands as best I could, while he continued to suck my nipples and flick them with his tongue. I was so incredibly turned on. I almost told him to just fuck me already, but the awkward space of the backseat made it difficult to imagine how that would work, exactly. Plus I wasn’t totally sure that I had your blessing to go that far. I mean, we never discussed specifics, after all…”

“You have my blessing,” I gasped, her hand on my cock inflaming my lust as I imagined the scene described unfolding in front of me.

Anna laughed.

“Well, I’m glad I know that now. But I didn’t then.”

“So if you didn’t fuck him… what did you do?”

“I asked him to put his big cock between my tits.”

“How did that work in the backseat?”

“He reached back and slid the passenger seat all the way forward. His truck has some kind of feature that lets you push the seat all the way up to the glovebox, probably so you can fit something larger back there. Then he had me kneel on the floor in front of the seat, with my back right up against it. He was kind of half-standing, in a position that must have been a little uncomfortable, but it allowed him to put his shaft directly between my tits. It was such a thrill to be doing something so unusual. I don’t think a man has really titty-fucked me since college. I can’t remember you ever doing it either, honey.”

“Maybe we tried it once or twice. You used to think it was silly.”

“I would still think that, probably, if I hadn’t done it with Rob. Something about being in the heat of the moment with a man I was so undeniably attracted to made me disregard any previous notions I’d had about what I liked or didn’t like in bed. It was crazy! So there he was, his big thick cock between my tits, and he spit on the head to lube it. I thought that was crazy sexy, him spitting like that. Kind of aggressive and dominant and a little disrespectful. I probably wouldn’t have accepted it from another man, but in that moment, the chemistry between us made me think it was the sexiest thing he could have possibly done. I squeezed my tits together for him and he started to thrust between them. He looked down at me and was saying things about how good I looked, how much he loved my body, how much he wanted to fuck me. I couldn’t really even reply, but I guess that wasn’t really necessary. I just kept on talking about how big he was, not because I was intentionally trying to turn him on, but because I simply couldn’t help myself. He really was so huge that it was impossible not to notice it and comment on it. Guys that size just seem so effortlessly dominant, and that was definitely the case for Rob, even though he’s a really nice guy, and is obviously much younger than me.”

“That’s so sexy. I want to see him fuck your tits…”

“You might get your chance someday, honey. I really hope you do, in fact.”

“That would be amazing…”

“I want it so fucking bad.”

“Keep going…”

Anna grinned at me and then gave the tip of my dick a few more sucks, before looking up at me again and continuing.

“Eventually, he exploded all over my tits and chin. He even got some in my mouth. He came so much. It was really shocking. Like I was in total disbelief about the amount of cum he produced.”

“Did it turn you on?”

“Strangely enough — yes,” she said, after hesitating for a moment. “I never thought that cum was sexy before. But seeing how much he produced made me feel proud of myself somehow. It was like an accomplishment — getting a cock that big to cum that hard.”

“What happened then?”

“He picked me up and laid me across the backseat, my ass was kind of half on the seat, half off it, and I was still covered in his cum. It wasn’t the most comfortable position for me, and it really must have been awkward for Rob, given how tall he is, but believe me, none of that was on my mind in that moment. The next thing I knew he had my yoga pants off and pulled my thong to the side, and was tonguing my clit while he slowly slipped a finger into my wet pussy. It didn’t take long for me to explode…”

“What happened then?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, it was a little awkward. There I was, contorted into this uncomfortable position in the back of his car, still totally covered in his cum. But we both had a sense of humor, luckily, and he smiled at me and gave me another long kiss, even though he must have gotten a little of his own semen on his chin, given the fact that it was still all over my face and chest. He didn’t seem to mind. And I could still taste myself on his lips, which I admit was a little bit of a turn-on.”

“What’s going to happen now. Next, I mean…”

My breathing was ragged as she continued to stroke my swollen cock, which seemed like it might explode at any minute.

“Well, we both agreed that we’d like to see each other again. So I thought…what if we get a hotel room next weekend?”

“The three of us?”

There was a silence. She seemed to be thinking.

“Actually, we were thinking maybe just Rob and I. Someone has to take care of the girls…”

“So you’d just go off and fuck him? By yourself?”

“Mm hmm. He said he’s not comfortable with you watching yet. I can’t blame him for that. You’re his boss and all.”

“Yeah…,” I said, a mix of different emotions welling up inside me, even as I felt my balls start to tense up. Anna’s handjob was certainly starting to have its desired effect.

“Don’t you like that idea, honey? Don’t you like the idea of your sexy little wife getting pounded by that big, hard cock? Just think of me on my hands and knees on the bed, Rob taking me hard from behind. Pulling my hair and slapping my ass. Treating the mother of your children like a dirty little whore…”

It was too much. The picture she’d painted before my mind’s eye was simply too powerful. I shot a series of bursts of semen onto her hand. She smiled down, as if admiring her work, then gave me a kiss.

“Seems like you might be ok with that idea,” she said.

“Yeah, I might…” I sighed.

In truth, I wasn’t completely sure how I felt about being shut out of their relationship like that. It was one thing for them to fool around in the car like that. It was such an intense, spur-of-the-moment decision, and we hadn’t really discussed any specific ground rules for their “date” (or whatever it was) beforehand, so I had no real right to be upset that Anna had simply followed her emotions and given in to her lust in the moment.

“It sounds like you’re not totally convinced,” she said, her brow furrowing a bit. “I’m going to get some tissues. I’ll be right back.”

She disappeared into the kitchen to clean off her hands, and returned with a wet paper towel that I used to wash the traces of semen from my shrinking member.

“Look,” she said, refilling her wine glass, “if you don’t want to do this, we don’t have to. I haven’t made any concrete plans with Rob. It’s just an idea at this point. We can stop now and call the whole thing off if you want. Sure, it might be a little awkward at work for a while, but I really don’t think that Rob is the kind of guy who’s going to make trouble for you.”

“It’s not that,” I said, after taking a sip from my own wine glass and swallowing hard. “It’s just…all of a sudden, I don’t know how I feel about this.”

“Post-orgasmic regret?”

“Something like that, I guess. Not exactly regret. Just…how should I put it? Concern.”

She nodded, falling back into the couch and holding her glass in one hand.

“I get that. I really do. But when I think back to how we were — the two of us, I mean, you and me — before any of this stuff with Rob happened, no matter what we want to call it — I can’t help but notice how much better our relationship has gotten. I don’t think I have to remind you of how sexually frustrated I was. It seemed like you weren’t interested in sex at all. And now look at us! So I think that, while your concern is justified, it might make more sense to imagine where we’d be if none of this had even happened. We might be in marriage counseling, or worse.”

I sighed. She had a point. In fact, wasn’t it the same point that I myself had made a few days previously? But suddenly I was on guard. Was she implying that she might leave me if I didn’t consent to her sleeping with Rob? Anna didn’t seem capable of making a threat like that, but then again, I wouldn’t have ever believed her to be capable of crossing the line with Rob like she had.

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

There was a long silence. Anna must have sensed that I was having second thoughts, because she was the first to speak.

“I mean what I said. We can stop all of this now. Whenever you want. I just wanted to make sure that you — I mean we, that is, both of us — consider the full picture and reason this through like adults.”

“Ok,” I said. “I trust you.”

“On the one hand, we can break things off with Rob now. Things will probably be weird between you and him at work, but they’re already weird now. He could potentially go to HR and file some kind of complaint against you. I don’t think it’s very likely, personally, but it’s possible.”

“And the second consequence is that you’re unhappy because I broke up your relationship and destroyed your chance at getting amazing sex for the first time since college.”

“That’s not entirely fair, and not really what I’m saying. I hope you understand that our marriage counts a lot more to me than a roll in the hay with a young stud. And it’s also not fair to imply that we’ve never had great sex. I was perfectly satisfied with our sex life, up until you lost interest. Don’t forget that.”

“I didn’t ‘lose interest.’ We were doing it two or three times a week…”

“That’s not how I remember it. I remember being rejected multiple times a week and being made to feel like I was asking something unreasonable. When we did do it, you seemed like you wanted to be somewhere else. I assumed that maybe you had to close your eyes and think of some cute young trainee from work or maybe Rachel from down the street or someone else to be able to stomach the thought of sleeping with me. Then you went and got that viagra prescription behind my back. Do you know how all of that made me feel?”

Her words stung because I recognized the truth behind them. I hadn’t ever stopped to think how the situation must have looked from Anna’s perspective. Even after I found her secret internet post and made contact with UnsatisfiedAnna.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel that way. The truth is, I think my job gets to me a lot more than I’m prepared to admit. My new managerial position came with a lot of extra responsibility — being on call, having to make decisions that could potentially mean life or death for one of our clients — all of that stuff took a toll. I probably should have talked to someone.”

Anna took my hand, looking me in the eye.

“Thank you for saying that. I figured that might be the case, but I needed to hear it. Even though this whole thing with Rob seems to have reignited our sex life, I still always wondered if it turned you on so much because you were somehow sick of being with me. Like you needed to ‘outsource’ sex because it disgusted you.”

“No, that’s not it at all. I can’t say exactly why I love it, but I suspect it’s because I’m actually more attracted to you than ever. I love watching you experience pleasure. Hell, I even love just hearing about it. It wouldn’t be the same if you were some other woman. It’s because it’s you, my wife.”

There were tears in Anna’s eyes now. She pulled me close to her.

“So then you’ll believe me if I tell you that I feel the same way about you? That even if the sex with Rob turns out to be amazing, it’s not going to endanger our marriage? I love giving you the thrill that I see in your eyes every time I tell you something about me and Rob, or something about my past encounters with larger men. I can tell how much it turns you on. For me, the appeal of fooling around with Rob isn’t so different from what you get out of it: I get to turn you on in a different way. Does that make sense?”

I felt tears start to form in my own eyes now. It did make sense. A lot of sense.

“I never thought about it that way at all. I assumed that for you the thrill was entirely due to the chance you got to fool around with a younger, more virile man without consequences.”

“Well, I have to admit that that is a big part of the appeal,” she said, smiling now.

I chuckled. The tears were gone, and so was my uncertainty.

“All right,” I said. “You have my blessing. You can meet up with him at a hotel. I can’t wait!”


Chapter 13



The next weekend couldn’t come fast enough. I seemed to float through the work week, performing my job automatically, almost mindlessly, but always in a great mood. Even my employees noticed. Jaylen gave me a grin after our morning meeting on Wednesday.

“You seem really happy these days, Mr. T. Did you win some money playing scratch-offs or something?”

I laughed.

“What? I’d never waste my money on stuff like that. Come on.”

She flashed me another smile.

“I’m just sayin’. Maybe you and the Mrs have been getting some time alone together without the kids?”

“Hey! No sexual harassment,” I teased.

“I didn’t say what you were doing,” she shot back without missing a beat. “Maybe you’re gardening together.”

“Ok,” I said, “get outta here and get to work.”

The only task that week that I’d been dreading was my meeting with Rob. He and I hadn’t been scheduled at the same time — I’d taken care of that — but his periodic performance review was coming up, and there was no way I could avoid doing it without having a very good reason. My bosses wouldn’t stand for it.

The meeting was set for that afternoon.

[image: ]


I sat behind my desk with Rob’s employee file called up on my screen. I felt a giddy sense of excitement, but also a strange kind of dread. I was about to evaluate the performance of an employee who was also about to fuck my wife. Or already had, in fact, fucked her, if you stretch the meaning of the word to indicate any kind of sexual contact. HR wouldn’t make a distinction between a titjob and full-on intercourse, so why should I?

Two minutes before our appointment, there was a knock at the door. It swung open before I could say anything.

“Hey,” said Rob. “It’s me. I’m a little early. Is that ok?”

His voice was calm and not at all hesitant, even though his words made it sound like he was less than confident about the meeting.

“Sure!” I said. “Have a seat.”

I hoped that my voice didn’t betray the emotional turmoil that I felt in that moment. But if it did, Rob didn’t betray any sign that he’d noticed.

He took a seat across from my desk, shooting me a quick smile.

“So,” I said, “I guess we should get started…”

The conversation flowed much more freely than I’d feared. The fact that this was officially a business meeting meant that we had a clear agenda. There didn’t have to be any awkwardness. At least at first.

We discussed the challenges that he’d faced so far as a new hire. The incident with the Narcan in the parking lot came up again, and I went over the checklist with him and praised him for remembering his training and following procedure. Not everyone is able to do that, especially if they’re caught in a situation where they’re alone and have to make a snap decision.

He seemed pleased when I praised him.

“My recommendation,” I said, by way of concluding the meeting, “is that you are moved off of probationary status, and hired as a regular employee with the standard raise, effective the next pay period.”

He grinned. It was the result we’d both been hoping for.

“One more thing,” I said, as we both stood, “I’m about to go out and get a coffee. Do you want to come with me?”

The unspoken question was: “do you want to talk about the fact that you’re about to fuck my wife?”

I watched the grin disappear from Rob’s face for a moment, and I thought momentarily that he might refuse my invitation.

“I don’t know…shouldn’t I help Jaylen and Brooke with the records review?”

“We’ve got another week on that,” I said. “I think’s got a good start already, but it’s good that you’re concerned about it. I’ll tell her you’ll give her a hand when we get back.”

“Ok,” he said, seemingly reassured.

“Come on,” I said, “I’ll drive.”
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There was an uncomfortable silence as we pulled out of the parking lot, down the long tree-lined drive and headed south on the Tamiami Trail, towards one of my favorite coffee shops in town. It was unlikely to be very crowded this time of day, which was a very good thing. Some of the other guys from the neighborhood hung out there sometimes, and I didn’t really want to risk having one of them overhear our conversation.

“I know it’s a little weird,” I began, finally breaking the silence.

“What?”

“You and Anna,” I said. “It must feel strange.”

He was quiet.

“It is and it isn’t,” he said finally. “I mean, it’s a little odd that she’s your wife, and you’re my boss. But in other ways, it feels — I don’t know how to say this —“

He paused, as if afraid of what he was about to say.

“— kinda perfect.”

“I think I know what you mean,” I said. “She’s really into you as well.”

“She is?”

There was a sudden energy in his voice, the same energy that seemed to have been missing from our conversations since he’d stopped helping out at the house.

“Yes, definitely,” I said, pulling into the parking lot.

I left the engine running as we sat side by side in the car, staring straight ahead, as if afraid to look each other in the eye.

“And you’re ok with this. I mean, I know you are,” he said, as if answering his own question.

“Yes,” I said. “More than ok. I know it’s a little odd. Kind of a weird situation.”

“No, not really,” he said quickly. “I mean, I’ve had a little experience…”

I turned towards him, all awkwardness suddenly displaced by surprise.

Experience? Did he mean…

“You’re not the first couple I’ve done something like this with,” he said quickly, sensing my surprise. “When I was in college, there were these friends of mine who found out about my size…”

He trailed off mid-sentence.

“Sorry if this is weird to talk about.”

“No, not at all,” I assured him. “I mean, of course it’s weird, but I feel like we need to be able to have these kinds of conversations.”

“Right,” he said. “The only reason I bring it up is that I feel kinda shitty about how things ended. Let’s just say that the friendship didn’t survive.”

We were both silent for a moment. It was clear to me now why he’d been acting so strange the past few days. It wasn’t so much due to his discomfort with the present situation, but due to his unpleasant past experiences.

“So you…cucked your friend?”

“Yeah,” he said, suddenly sounding more confident, like he was now ready to tell his story. “It started with a threesome. But once he saw how big I was, he couldn’t get hard. But he didn’t want us to stop, and so I fucked her in front of him. After that, things were weird. But he said that she and I could still see each other, and so we did. We had incredible chemistry. Eventually, she left him for me. It wasn’t something any of us wanted. Trust me on that…”

His voice was suddenly suffused with emotion, like he was about to break out in tears. I hadn’t expected to encounter this side of my younger colleague. It took me aback.

“That sounds rough.”

“It was. It sounds crazy, because I was the one who got the girl, but we couldn’t ever really be happy together, because of what we’d done to my friend.”

“That’s a difficult situation for sure,” I said. “But from what you’ve told me, it sounds like no one was really at fault. Your friend and his girlfriend took a risk when they asked to have a threesome with you. And you weren’t trying to fall in love with her, right?”

“No, definitely not. At first, I resisted it. I tried to stay away. But she kept pursuing me. And I wasn’t strong enough to fight it. The sex was just too good. And then we were together for two years after that…”

I started to put things together. Was this the girlfriend who’d just dumped him? The one who’d shattered his confidence? It seemed highly likely.

“So…,” I said, “I guess you’re telling me this because you’re afraid something similar might happen again?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m sorry if that sounds stupid. It’s just…I’ve been down this road before. And I didn’t like how things ended. I know that you and Anna are different people, and you’re older than they were, but the situation is just a little too familiar for comfort for me right now.”

“Oh.”

I didn’t know what to say to this. Was he trying to back out of his planned rendezvous with Anna at the hotel? Or was he simply trying to clear his conscience first?

“I tried to talk to Anna about this, but to be honest, it feels weird to open up to her without you around. Like I’m being dishonest. Sneaking behind your back. That’s the last thing that I want to do.”

I had to admit that I was impressed with Rob’s maturity. His hesitancy demonstrated that he had strong emotional intelligence. Ironically, it was all the more reason to believe that he was ready to enter into an arrangement like this one.

But at the same time, I began to have another thought: what if we’d simply been taking Rob for granted? What if we needed to be more careful of his feelings? Up to now, we’d been treating him kind of like a huge dick with a person attached, when it was clear that he was so much more. For the first time, I began to get concerned not just about screwing up my home improvement project, or making more trouble at work, but about toying with our bull’s feelings. It was an odd place to be in.

“Well,” I said, “like you said, Anna and I are in a totally different place than your friends in college. We’ve been together for a long time. We’ve built a life. We’ve also been communicating extremely well about these kinds of things recently. This isn’t something that either of us is jumping into. We both want it — in equal amounts.”

“Yeah,” he said, “that’s a good point. It’s not like you’re 20 years old or something.”

“Not at all.”

“It sounds funny, Mr. T., but I see you as more than a boss now. I see you as a friend. And that’s what I’m afraid of losing if things… get complicated.”

I was touched. I liked to think of Rob as a friend as well, despite our age difference and my position of seniority. It wasn’t the same as a friendship with someone around my same age — like Seth or Tom — but it was a friendship all the same. Something I also didn’t want to lose.

“I totally understand. I don’t want to lose it either. I think the most we can do to preserve it is to check in frequently. And be totally honest about our feelings. Positive and negative.”

“Right. Definitely. But at work…”

“It’s probably best if we just pretend like none of this is happening…”

“Yes, I think that’s right.”

“It could get tricky with HR.”

I realized now that by mentioning HR, I was effectively admitting that what we were doing was against company policy, or might be. I was putting myself, and probably the company, in legal peril. Now I just had to trust that Rob really was on my side and not out to get me. One more reason to make sure that things between the three of us stayed drama-free.

“I thought of that, too. You have nothing to worry about.”

His grin returned to his face.

“I promise I’ll take very good care of Anna on Friday,” he said. “But that’s the last I’ll say about it while we’re on the clock. Let’s get that coffee and go make sure Jaylen hasn’t burned the place down.”

“Ha ha, God forbid!” I said. My laugh was half-hearted because there actually had been a fire in the facility set by residents only a few months ago. It had resulted in an entire wing of the facility being closed for weeks for smoke remediation, and wheelbarrow full of paperwork. I was still dealing with phone calls from insurance adjusters.

Rob knew all of this, of course, and his attempt at teasing signaled that our old relationship dynamic was beginning to reestablish itself.

“By the way,” he said before opening the car door, “I finished helping my dad out with that stuff. I can get back to helping with the floor again, if it’s not going to be too awkward for me to hang around the house.”

Now it was my turn to smile.

“That would be great! Anna will be so relieved.”
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When I got home that evening — after the girls were in bed of course — I told Anna exactly what Rob and I had talked about. She seemed to understand.

“God, that makes so much sense. I knew that he couldn’t have been bad in bed. She must have been making him feel like a bad friend for ‘stealing’ her from his ex.”

“That’s a pretty manipulative and shitty thing to do.”

“Of course. But he caught her cheating, remember? And cheaters often lash out when they’re cornered.”

“So have you heard from him?”

“Rob?”

“Yeah. Have the two of you been texting or anything?”

“Yep.”

“Can I see?”

She hesitated for a minute, as if reluctant to show me her phone, but then she seemed to come to a decision.

“Ok,” she said, “in the spirit of transparency, I guess it’s only fair. We have been texting a fair amount. If you want, we could read them together…”
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What ensued was one of the most erotic evenings that I could remember having with Anna in a long time. Maybe years.

We brought some wine into the bedroom and turned on some soft music while we cuddled next to each other under the sheets. Anna got a bottle of lube and handed me her phone so I could scroll through the messages that she and Rob had exchanged while she slowly stroked me.

I started from the very beginning. At first they chatted about the dishwasher hookup. And yoga. But once things got sexual, they got dirty very quickly. The chemistry they shared was apparent even in their messages to each other.

I’ve been thinking about your tits ever since I saw you in the robe that first day




Yeah? These tits?




Anna had responded, snapping him a picture of her cleavage in a pink bra.

God yes. Those look incredible




They’d look even better with your cock between them




“So the titjob didn’t exactly come out of nowhere?” I asked, as Anna stroked me.

“Not exactly, no. It was on both of our lists, you could say…”

“What else was on your lists?”

“Keep scrolling and maybe you’ll find out…”

I read through the next several messages, surprised (but pleasantly so) at how direct my wife became when she was horny.

I love cocks like yours. You can hit every spot on the inside, all at once. It’s like all I need to do is lay back and take it




Maybe I don’t want you to just lay back. Maybe I want to watch those huge tits bouncing while you ride me.




Is that how we should start out? With me on top?




I find that’s the best position for women who aren’t used to big ones




You’re a real gentleman




I try to be




But what if I don’t want you to be a gentleman?




Naughty girl. What exactly do you mean by that?




I mean that I want you to take control. Don’t worry too much about what I want. Do what you want




I think I can do that




“Fuck, that’s amazing. He’s really going to give it to you hard, isn’t he?” I groaned, my arousal increasing as she continued to tease my shaft.

“He’d better. When a guy’s that big, I expect him to fuck me, not make love. And if I’m going to go outside of my marriage, I don’t want to be treated like a wilting flower. That’s what you’re for, babe!”

“Thanks,” I said, chuckling a bit. “Glad there’s still some kind of use for me.”

“Oh, of course there’s a use for you, babe. Maybe you can warm me up for him before I go meet him at the hotel.”

I hadn’t thought of that possibility before, but the idea of “preparing” my wife for her date with her bull started to drive me crazy.

“Yeah? How should I do that?”

“Hmm…I think maybe you should go down on me. I don’t want you to fuck me, because you’ll need to save all of that sperm for when I come home.”

“Oh God, that’s so fucking hot. What are we going to do when you get back?”

“That kind of depends,” she said, smiling a little. “I think I’ll probably be too stretched out and sore to actually fuck you, at least right away. But there are other things we could do together. Like this, for instance. I could jerk you off, if you’re a really good boy for me…”

I was enthused by Anna’s sudden show of dominance. It was a side of hers that I’d never seen before, and it seemed to be in stark contrast to her submissive stance towards Rob. I found myself unexpectedly aroused by it.

“That would be amazing,” I gasped. “I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”

“Good.”

She started stroking me a little faster now, but still with a light touch, as she whispered in my ear.

“Maybe if you’re a good boy I’ll have him send you pictures. Would you like that, babe? Would you like to see pictures of Rob’s big cock between my tits?”

“Yeah,” I gasped. She already knew that answer, of course.

“What else do you want to see?”

“I want to see him inside you…”

“I want that, too. I want to watch his big cock stretching me out soo good. Trust me, a dick that thick looks amazing going inside.”

A sudden thought occurred to me.

“Those guys back then…Brett and the basketball player…”

“The guys with big dicks.”

“Yes. Did they ever take pictures of you?”

She smiled off into space for a moment, pausing. The silence told me everything I needed to know.

“What if I said yes?”

My cock leapt in her hand.

“Oh God. They did?”

“I didn’t say they did.”

“But you didn’t say they didn’t…”

She was teasing the very tip of my dick with her thumb now.

“The truth is,” she whispered, suddenly speaking very quietly as if she were afraid that the children might hear, “I haven’t thought about it for years. But now that you mention it, I do think that there might have been some pics and videos floating around…”

“Floating around?”

She smiled, then blushed a little. If she was embarrassed, there must be something more that she wasn’t telling me.

“Ok,” she said, “one of the guys — the basketball player — did make a little video of me giving him a blowjob. I made him promise not to show anyone, but I’m pretty sure he showed some of his teammates.”

“What? You never told me this!”

I tried not to sound upset, and I wasn’t. Not really. More surprised. This revelation made me reconsider my previous assumptions about my wife. Anna had obviously been cut more adventurous in college than I’d ever imagined.

“To tell you the truth,” she said, “I wouldn’t have even remembered it if you hadn’t brought it up just now. It was more something that I let him do for himself.”

“Did you ever watch it?”

“Yeah, I do remember him showing me part of it. But I was too self-conscious to watch the whole thing.”

“Do you think you would let Rob take pictures or videos?”

Strangely enough, I hadn’t thought to bring this up before. Suddenly, I was afraid of how she might react. Was recording her extramarital dalliances going too far for Anna?

“I thought that was the whole point for you,” she grinned, “having your wife become your personal pornstar…”

I felt a surge of pleasure as her words — coupled with her skilled, soft hands — brought me to the brink of orgasm.

“Oh God, you’re so good at teasing me. I would love that… if you’re comfortable with it…”

“I don’t know,” she said, suddenly more pensive. “I’m definitely open to it. I’m still a little self-conscious about my body, though. I guess if I never had to see the videos…”

“You have nothing to be self-conscious about. You’re beautiful.”

She blushed. Could it be that Anna, who was clearly one of the hottest 40-year-olds I’d ever known, was really insecure about her looks?

I thought back to our encounter on her birthday. The little blue pills. I realized that my impotence might have contributed to her lack of confidence, and suddenly felt very ashamed all over again.

“Thanks,” she said, “I know you think that, but it doesn’t hurt for me to keep hearing it.”

“I’ll keep telling you,” I said, “and I’m sure that Rob will, too.”

“He does say that he loves my tits,” she said, smiling again.

“Yeah? I bet he loved shooting his load all over my wife’s beautiful breasts…”

“He did. And remember he said he wants to watch them bounce while I’m riding him…”

“Fuck. I remember…”

‘“Maybe I’ll have him take a video for you. So that you can enjoy the same sight…”

I groaned. I was getting so close. I felt the cum welling up inside me. My balls seemed to fill with semen as they tensed, awaiting the inevitable explosion.

Then, suddenly, she stopped stroking, her hand resting firmly on the base of my cock.

“You know, what, babe? I read that there’s this thing you can do to guys. I think it’s called a ‘ruined orgasm’?”

“Fuck…,” I could barely speak. I sort of knew what a ruined orgasm was, but I had no idea that Anna had ever even heard of the practice.

“Wanna try it?”

I nodded. What choice did I have?

She gave me two more strokes.

“Are you getting close?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Tell me when you’re about to cum.”

“I’m…I’m there now,” I groaned.

“Good boy.”

She withdrew her hand completely. We both watched as my cock twitched, dribbling semen from the tip. I felt a release, but no orgasm. It was a bittersweet feeling.

Anna looked down at my cock, her expression almost sadistic.

“Did you like that? I bet you want me to touch it again. But I’m not going to…”

The urge to grab my own dick and finish myself off was overwhelming. I started to reach down, but Anna swatted at my hand.

“Uh-uh. I think we should leave you just like this for a few minutes. I don’t think you should be allowed to cum again until after Rob is done with me.”

I let out a groan. I couldn’t help it. Where was this dominant, self-assured Anna coming from? It was fairly unexpected, but not at all unwelcome. In fact, her taking control like this was turning me on more than I ever would have anticipated.

“Drop that phone and scoot down a little,” she ordered. Up to now, I’d been propped up against the headboard with pillows.

I wasn’t sure at first what she was trying to do, but her intentions quickly became clear.

I let the phone fall next to me on the sheets, and slid my body down so that my head was resting on the mattress. Anna straddled me, lowering her pussy to my face while she grabbed the headboard to stabilize herself.

“Good boy. I’m going to ride your face while I think about getting fucked by Rob. Does that turn you on?”

I felt my prick, covered in the evidence of my ruined orgasm, return to its fully erect state.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself,” she warned.

“Ok,” I said, holding my arms close to my side as Anna’s warm cunt touched my lips.

I stuck out my tongue, lapping eagerly at her clit as she began to emit soft moans.

“That’s good. Oh yes, just like that. Fuck yes…”

I moaned into her muff as she began to take control, moving her lips against my tongue in a slow, steady rhythm.

“God, I’ve been thinking about his prick all day. I can’t wait to feel him inside me. It’s going to be so good to be stretched like that again. Really stretched.”

I wondered if Rob was even bigger than the basketball player from college. Could it be possible?

It was as if she’d read my mind.

“He might be the biggest I’ve ever had, babe. The other guys were large, but Rob is huge. So long and thick. With the perfect little upward curve. You’re probably going to notice a difference when I get home…”

I felt my prick twitch. I wasn’t touching it, but Anna’s words were like a massage, keeping me on edge. Was it actually possible for a man to have an orgasm without any physical stimulation? I didn’t think so, but Anna was making me question my assumption a bit.

“I’m going to feel every inch of that monster. Sliding into me…I hope he has some stamina…”

All I could do was groan a reply as my mouth continued to be filled with her salty sweet musk.

“Oh God, I’m going to cum. I’m so close…”

She started bucking her hips more quickly, gripping the headboard as she pressed her cunt down harder on my face, her juices spreading across my cheeks and chin.

“I’m thinking about him filling me up. Shooting his cum inside me. I want him to fill me up so bad…”

I snaked my tongue up, stiffening it against her assault, trying my best to please her even though she was in control and my ability to influence the course of our encounter was limited.

“Yes…,” she gasped, “oh God, yes. It’s so good…”

Suddenly, she let out a high-pitched squeak. It was a sound I’d never heard her make during sex before, and it took me aback. I wanted to stop and ask if she was all right, but her thighs were now tightly clenched around my mouth and nose, to the extent that breathing was becoming more difficult.

I felt her twitch several times against my face as the climax coursed through her body.

She squeaked again, then exhaled sharply.

“Oh my God. That was so good. I needed that.”

Her thighs relaxed, and I could breathe again. She dismounted and dropped to my right side, snuggling under my arm. No longer the stern dominatrix, Anna now wanted to cuddle.

“That was amazing,” she sighed.

“For me, too,” I replied.

We lay there for about a full minute, not doing anything but breathing. Then I broke the silence.

“I’ve never seen you like that before. So…dominant.”

She giggled.

“Was it too much?”

“No, not at all. I liked it. Loved it, even. It was just unexpected.”

“Yeah,” she said, “I admit that I surprised myself a little, too.”

“Where did that ruined orgasm stuff come from? I didn’t think you were into anything like that.”

“Believe it or not…a women’s magazine. They’ve got some pretty wild sex tips these days. I guess you can only tell women to experiment with ice and blindfolds so many times before you have to branch out.”

“So you’ve been wanting to try it?”

“I wouldn’t say that, exactly. It’s just something that I remember reading about, and I thought that you might be into it, given the…situation…that we find ourselves in.”

“Well, I’m glad you tried it. It was unexpected, but very fun. I never knew that I’d enjoy something like that. I have to admit that I kind of like you taking control like that, though.”

“Good,” she said. “I liked it, too. Just don’t think that I’m going to go out and get dominatrix boots or something. Those are a little silly, and look like they’d probably hurt my feet.”

I laughed.

“No, I don’t expect anything like that. Don’t worry.”

She looked up at me and gave me a kiss.

“All right,” she said, “I think we should get to bed. Tomorrow is a big day, after all…”

I had to agree.


Chapter 14



Thursday flew by. Somehow, Rob and I didn’t exchange more than a word or two at the office, but it never seemed awkward. We were just too busy. There were always papers to sign, protocols to review, and clients to talk with. Jaylen and I spent several hours in the afternoon sorting through old paper files, and shredding the ones that we were no longer legally obligated to preserve. It felt good to tidy up around the office.

At home, Anna and I didn’t discuss her upcoming date at all. On the app, however, it was a different story. A message was waiting for me there.

I can’t believe it, but my husband actually agreed for me to sleep with another man. It’s going to happen. Very soon!




I could sense the excitement coming through the screen of my phone. I was happy to see that Anna was looking forward to Friday evening as much as I was, even if we hadn’t been talking about it recently.

I knew I had to remember to feign ignorance to preserve my cover.

Is he going to be there?




No, she wrote, we’re meeting up at a hotel. I’m going to book the room.




How are you feeling about things?




I’m excited, but a little nervous. Kind of unsure of myself.




Unsure? Why?




Well, I’m a lot older than him. And I haven’t been with anyone besides my husband in such a long time.




I get that, but I’m sure that you’re going to blow his mind. From what you’ve told me, I’m guessing you’re a very attractive woman




Thanks. You’re making me blush. You really are.




I made a mental note to myself to reassure Anna again about her looks before she went on her date on Friday. Clearly she was still in need of a little positive energy. Even if she seemed confident about her body (and she had every reason to be, given how attractive she was), my anonymous exchange with her made me realize that she was still struggling with the fact that she was so much older than Rob.
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Then it was Friday. Finally.

Anna didn’t mention anything about her upcoming date when I left for work in the morning. She just kissed me goodbye as usual, and told me to have a good day at the office.

Even though the first part of the week had seemed to fly by, Friday seemed to drag on forever. For some reason, there were suddenly no pressing tasks that I had to clear from my desk right away. Sure, there were other things I could have worked on. There was always something. But I just couldn’t concentrate. My mind kept wandering to Anna and Rob, wondering what the evening would bring.

The fact that this was a big step in our marriage, that what we were about to do was actually a little crazy, crossed my mind several times, but I somehow didn’t feel the emotional heft of the moment in the way I might have expected. The thought of Anna and Rob together simply excited me. Perhaps I was too horny to seriously consider the consequences? That was a definite possibility. I’d followed Anna’s instructions and had abstained from masturbation after Wednesday night, the night that she experimented with “ruining” my orgasm. The pent-up sexual frustration only began to become acute that evening, when it finally started to sink in.

This was happening.

I came home to see Anna in her workout clothes making dinner. She must have stopped by the gym on the way home from work, which she did sometimes. With her busy schedule as a mom, she sometimes delayed showering and changing clothes until later. Regina and Heather were watching TV in the living room. They looked up and smiled at me when I came through the door, but didn’t return my greeting.

Anna, however, gave me a warm kiss and a long hug.

“I’m so happy to see you, babe. I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

“Really? I would have thought that you might be thinking about…you know…”

I didn’t want to be too direct, in case little ears could hear us. It seemed unlikely, given how absorbed they were by their television program, but it wasn’t impossible.

“I was thinking about that too,” she said, “but that involves you, too, you know!”

“It does?”

For some reason, this idea took me aback a little.

“Of course it does. You’re still my husband. I wouldn’t be doing this if it wasn’t for you.”

“You’re doing it for yourself, too, I hope.”

She smiled.

“Yes, of course. What I mean is, I wouldn’t be doing this if I thought that it was going to do anything but strengthen our relationship. You’re my number one priority. I hope you understand that.”

“Of course I do. You’re my number one priority.”

She kissed me again.

“Good,” she said, grabbing me playfully by the arm, “let’s both keep that in mind. This is going to be an exciting night, but I want you to remember that I’m your wife, and I’m doing this because I think we’re both going to love it.”

“We will love it. I’m already loving it.”

She looked around quickly to make sure the girls were still glued to the television, then she reached down and grabbed my crotch, feeling for my cock, which had begun to stand at attention.

“Don’t forget what I told you,” she whispered. “You’re not allowed to come until after I get home tonight.”

“I haven’t forgotten,” I replied, my voice a hoarse whisper. “It’s been torture.”

“The very best kind, I’m sure,” she said, smiling. She rubbed my bulge one last time through my pants, then stepped back.

“I’ve got to check on the chicken. Dinner is going to be ready in just a few minutes.
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After dinner, it was time for the girls to take baths. They still sometimes bathed together, but tonight Regina was in a mood, and didn’t want to bathe with her sister. No matter. There was enough time for both of them to get clean. Heather “helped” me with the dishes while Anna supervised Regina’s bath.

“Is mommy going somewhere tonight?” She asked suddenly.

“Why do you think that?”

My reply was sharper than I’d intended, but her question had caught me off guard. The last thing we needed was for the kids to have any kind of hint of an idea about what their mother was going to be up to.

“Just because she was trying on some clothes after school.”

“Did she say why?”

“She said she had a meeting at work after we go to bed.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I said, handing her a bowl to put away.

“Did she look pretty?” I asked after a moment.

“Yes, mommy always does,” she replied.

“What was she wearing?”

“A black dress. I think I’ve seen her wear it before. She looks very beautiful in it.”

“I think I remember the one you mean,” I said, “and you’re right. She’s going to look great tonight for her meeting.”

Heather nodded.
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Finally, it was time. After Anna tucked the kids in, she went into the bedroom to change, and came out wearing the little black dress, just as Heather had predicted.

“You look great,” I said, “simply wonderful.”

She smiled.

“Thanks,” she said.

I noticed that she was wearing makeup. It was less subtle this time, making her lips appear fuller than they were — not that there was anything wrong with them in their natural state, of course.

An image of those same lips teasing Rob’s cock flashed through my mind.

“Is it too much? Am I overdressed?”

“No,” I said. “That dress is perfect for any occasion. It really highlights your…”

“My tits?”

“I was going to say your figure, but yeah,” I said, my gaze drifting to her cleavage.

“But it’s still tasteful, right?”

“Oh yes. Of course. Rob’s going to love it.”

“Great,” she said, beaming.

“Are you nervous?” I asked.

“Yeah. What about you?”

I had butterflies in my stomach for sure. I alternated between feeling giddy, almost drunk, and a little sick to my stomach.

“I’m nervous too,” I said, “even though I’m not the one who’s about to get fucked.”

She laughed.

“That’s true,” she said, pulling me close for a kiss, “I’m the one who’s going to have to fit that monster inside me. All you have to do is stay home and make sure the kids are all right.”

“They’ll be fine, I’m sure.”

“I know. But please do let me know if anything’s wrong. You know I couldn’t forgive myself if something happens to one of them and I don’t know about it.”

“Relax,” I told her, putting my hands on her shoulders. “Nothing’s going to happen, but if it does, of course I’ll tell you. But try not to think about it. I know that you’re not going to be able to enjoy yourself if you’re thinking about the girls. Or me.”

She paused.

“Thanks,” she said, sighing. “I guess…I guess I am nervous. And feeling a little guilty.”

“Guilty? Why?”

“Well, this whole thing just seems kind of self-indulgent, doesn’t it? Like I’m taking the night off just to go have a roll in the hay with a young stud. Not the most responsible thing for a mother to do.”

“Hey,” I said, “don’t forget that you’re not just doing this for yourself. You’re doing it for me, too, remember? For us.”

“Yeah, I know. I’ll try to keep that in mind.”

“Do keep it in mind,” I said, rubbing her shoulders gently. “Tonight it’s just you and Rob. Concentrate on him. Concentrate on pleasing yourself. Concentrate on having as much fun as you can, and leave the girls to me. They’re going to be fine. I’m going to be fine. We both want this, remember?”

She sighed again, then grinned.

“I remember,” she said. “I know that I’m not doing anything really that crazy. It’s just…it’s a big step for us. For our marriage.”

“I know,” I said, “and we wouldn’t be doing it if we didn’t both trust each other.”

“I do trust you,” she said. “And I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

We shared a long embrace. I caught a whiff of perfume. She hadn’t worn fragrance regularly since the kids had been born. I recognized a scent that I associated with a much younger version of my wife, and realized that maybe she was trying to turn back the clock on her life, in a sense. I didn’t blame her. I found it exhilarating.

“Ok,” she said. “I should go. I guess you shouldn’t expect to hear a lot from me.”

“I don’t need to,” I assured her. “Like I said, just have fun, and don’t worry about me and the girls. We’ll be fine.”

“Great!”

She gave me one last kiss and headed towards the door, clutching her purse.

“You’d better be awake when I get home,” she said, casting a sultry look over her shoulder at me, “because I know I’m going to have a great story for you.”

I nodded.

“I’ll do my best. Just don’t stay out too late!”

And with that, Anna blew me a kiss and went out the door. A moment later I saw the lights of her car in the driveway, then she was gone.
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I thought about texting Seth and asking if I could watch sports with him, since I knew that he was probably planted in front of a game somewhere, but then I realized that I’d be much too nervous to act normally around other people. Even if I didn’t feel anxious, I could tell that my body was giving all of the standard signs of anxiety. My pulse was beating a bit faster. My palms were sweating.

It was beginning to all sink in.

My wife was about to fuck another man.

I needed to find a way to calm down. I knew that I couldn’t spend the whole evening in a state like that. It wasn’t healthy.

I sat on the couch and took a couple of deep breaths. Then I grabbed the remote and looked for something to watch on television.

It wasn’t working. I suddenly wished I had some kind of medicine, some way to render myself unconscious for a few hours and speed up time. Of course I could have gotten drunk, but I didn’t want to dull my senses so much that I would be asleep when Anna came home (or, worse yet, be unable to care for the girls. After all, I was a father with responsibilities).

So I sat there and imagined what was happening right then, in that moment. Were they sharing a drink at the hotel bar before heading up to the room? Anna told me that she’d book a Holiday Inn Express and Suites. Not so cheap that it would be sketchy, but there was also no reason to spend big bucks on what was going to amount to a stay of several hours.

I tried to imagine what the inside of the hotel looked like. Did it have a bar? It seemed unlikely. Probably no room service, either.

So maybe they were in the room sharing a glass of wine from a bottle that Rob had brought with him. Or maybe he was a beer guy. Anna usually drank wine, sometimes hard seltzer. But she wasn’t a big drinker. Maybe she’d turn down any kind of drink.

Maybe they didn’t need to break the ice at all. That was fairly likely. After all, she’d already rubbed his cock between her breasts in the backseat of his truck. It didn’t seem like they could still be very shy around each other after that.

Then again, tonight was different. Tonight they were going to go all the way.

I felt my cock harden in my pants as I imagined the two of them locked in an embrace, Rob reaching behind Anna to unzip her dress, her breaking the kiss and smiling playfully at him before letting it fall to the ground, revealing her heaving chest in a black lace bra that barely held back her sizable breasts. He skillfully unhooked her bra and she giggled as her breasts sprang out. He took one in his hand, staring at it in awe, teasing a nipple with his thumb as she reached down to feel his bulge.

Both of them enjoying the gift of their lover’s body.

Anna dropping to her knees, her breasts bared, her panties still on as she unbuckled his slacks.

What would he be wearing?

In my fantasy, Rob had dressed up a little for the night. Why not? Hadn’t Anna done it as well? Maybe he was wearing a tie.

I pictured her on her knees, clawing at his belt buckle, tearing it open, then fastening his pants and pulling down his fly with an alacrity fueled by years of pent-up lust.

“God, you’re huge…”

She’d overcome the obstacle presented by his clothing now, and was face to face with his thick shaft of flesh, which popped out into her field of vision, already fully erect.

He opened his mouth to speak, but in the same moment, she engulfed the head of his cock, sucking him down into her throat and licking the sensitive underside, putting her hands on his thighs and drinking him in, deeper and deeper.

My own cock was leaking precum now. I knew that I couldn’t spend the entire time that Anna was gone lost in fantasies like this one. I’d end up jerking off, and I’d ruin the anticipation of her coming home, and I’d betray my promise to her not to ejaculate. Still, the fantasy was almost impossible to resist.

I closed my eyes and swallowed hard.

Just watch something, I told myself, or read a book.

A book? Yeah, right. The last book I’d started reading on my kindle was a hotwife novel. And that wasn’t exactly going to distract me from what was happening.

Finally, I turned on an episode of my favorite television show. The one about a group of Italian-American gangsters in suburban New Jersey. It did the trick. After an episode and a half, I didn’t even think about the fact that Anna had been gone for about two hours. There was a lot of sex that could happen in that length of time.

I looked at my phone. There was no message from her, but I wasn’t worried. I remembered my conversation with Anna before she left. I still trusted her. And I’d told her not to worry about anything but her and Rob.

Suddenly, I was filled with a feeling of exhilaration, and the anxiety was gone.

This was fun.

Maybe this could be my life.

Our life.


Chapter 15



Anna texted at about 11:45PM. She’d been with Rob for almost four hours.

I’m leaving the hotel now. Can’t wait to see you!




I can’t wait either! Drive safe!




I was tired now, and still filled with the strange sense of inner peace and contentment that had come over me after my initial period of anxiety. I changed into my underwear (which is how I normally slept) and put on a bathrobe and went into the bedroom.

I heard the front door, and the sound of Anna’s heels on the tile in the entryway. A few moments later, she appeared in the doorway of our bedroom, beaming.

Her makeup appeared to be mostly in order, but her lipstick showed signs of having been smudged, then reapplied. I wonder how much she’d cleaned herself off after the tryst. It didn’t appear that she’d showered.

“Well, here you are…”

She walked over to the bed and bent down, giving me a long kiss.

“I bet you missed me.”

“I did,” I replied.

“I bet he missed me, too,” she said, reaching down and patting my erect penis.

“You know he did. He’s eager to hear all about what happened.”

“I’m going to tell him everything.”

She stood up and went into the bathroom. I heard her pee, then the toilet flush and the sink running. A few minutes later, she emerged, walked over to the bed, and turned around.

“Will you unzip me, babe?”

I was happy to oblige. She turned towards me, her breasts pushing out of her bra. I noticed a red mark on her chest, just below her neck, but I didn’t say anything.

She grinned as she unfastened her bra, freeing her tits.

“God you look good,” I said. “I bet Rob loved it.”

“I’m pretty sure he did,” she said. “At least, if his cock is any indicator.”

“I’d say it’s a pretty good indicator.”

“He came four times,” she said. “So that seems like a sign that he was enjoying himself.”

Four times? I couldn’t remember the last time I had been able to accomplish a feat like that in a single night. Maybe when I was Rob’s age. But maybe not even then…

“It honestly made me feel sooo sexy. Getting that much cum out of him. Like I was some kind of sex goddess.”

“You are a sex goddess,” I said, taking her in my arms as she fell onto the bed, “at least to me.”

“Thanks, babe. Wow, I’m exhausted! And I can tell I’m going to be sore tomorrow.”

“He gave you a workout, huh?”

“Yeah he did. But I also gave him a workout. I put that dick through its paces.”

She giggled.

“I think he’s probably just as worn out as I am.”

“If he came four times,” I said, enjoying her physical presence as she cuddled onto my lap, “how many times did you come?”

“Come on,” she said, “that’s a silly question. Women are different. I couldn’t even count the number of times I came. After a certain point, it was just one, long, continuous climax.”

“Wow.”

“It’s the truth. It’s quite incredible. I’m surprised I was able to drive home, to be honest. Getting fucked that good is probably the equivalent of having three or four drinks.”

“Maybe I should drive you next time.”

“Maybe we should do it here next time…”

My cock flexed under her.

“Seems like your little guy likes that idea.”

“Yeah, he does. And so do I. But what does Rob think? I thought he didn’t want me to be there. Thought it was going to be weird…”

“He changed his mind on that. He’s comfortable with the idea of you watching now. I think he just had to get used to the whole situation, you know?”

“Ok,” I said, “whatever you think.”

“Let’s see what this guy thinks,” she said, rolling off me and positioning herself next to me on the mattress.

“I’m really sorry, but I think I’m too sore to have anything else inside me tonight. Even something your size, babe…”

“That’s ok,” I said, watching and she pulled down my underwear and freed my rock-hard cock.

“It’s really not that small, you know,” she said, looking at my dick with a somewhat amused look. “It’s more…normal. But Rob is…”

“Huge?”

“Yeah. Easily the biggest guy I’ve been with. And that includes the basketball player. I wasn’t sure about that until he was inside me. Even if my eyes couldn’t really tell the difference between the two of them, my pussy could. Even after all these years.”

“Wow.”

“It was a challenge. But the best kind of challenge. God, I’ve never felt so full…”

She looked down at my cock and then spit on the tip for lubrication and began to rub it in. That was something that she’d never done before. It seemed like a move out of porn. Had she learned it from Rob, or had she gotten that from a women’s magazine, too?

She began to work my shaft up and down, gently.

“I can tell you were a good boy and didn’t jerk off while I was gone, did you?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Good. Were you here just thinking about your wife getting her pussy stretched by a big dick?”

“Some of the time.”

“I guess that was inevitable, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“I hope it wasn’t too much for you, all alone with no release. Those images of your wife and her lover running through your head.”

“You like to tease me, don’t you?”

“Seems like you don’t mind too much.”

“I guess I don’t,” I said, sighing as her slick fingers flitted over the underside of my cockhead.

I wanted the moment to last forever, but I also yearned for release. The pressure in my balls from the last few days of not coming now seemed almost unbearable.

“Well,” she continued, “I guess I should tell you that the first thing I did when we got to the hotel room was drop on my knees and give him a long, sloppy blowjob. I just wanted to taste his dick so bad…”

“Did you have trouble taking it?”

“Yeah, of course. He’s like three times thicker than you, or something like that. And of course much longer. But I wasn’t even trying to take him all the way. That would have been impossible.”

“Did he come from the blowjob?”

“No, not yet. I still wanted to feel him inside me so bad. So I stopped when he told me he was close. At that point, all I wanted was to get fucked. I was soaking wet, just from sucking him. But he was such a gentleman that he didn’t want to skip right to the main event without pleasuring me first. So he took me over to the bed and pulled off my panties, spread my legs, and ate my pussy for what seemed like an hour. Oh God, he was good! He teased my clit with his tongue like he’d been doing it forever. There was none of that weird awkwardness that usually happens with first-time oral, you know? He just knew what to do. I guess he’s had plenty of experience with other women, which makes sense, because most girls are going to have to be pretty warmed up in order to take a dick that size…”

She was looking off into space, as if lost in her own memory. Then her attention returned again to me. I imagined how she must have looked, splayed out on the bed, still in her dress as he brought her to a shuddering climax with only his tongue.

“Did he make you come more than once?” I managed to ask. Most of my effort now was focused on not coming. I was leaking precum all over Anna’s hand, so there was no need for any more lube — spit or otherwise.

“He made me come twice. One was a smaller one, but the second was so intense that I squealed and kind of surprised him. He gave me a look like he was afraid he’d hurt me or something, so I had to reassure him that everything was fine. I thought it was cute that he was so concerned…”

“So after that…did you move on to the ‘main event’ as you put it?”

“Yeah. After that, I pushed his head back and told him that he’d better fuck me before he wore me out with his tongue.”

“Do you think that would have been possible?”

“I don’t know,” she grinned, “but I didn’t want to take the chance. I needed that dick so bad. You know, I’ve been craving something that size forever…”

“I know.”

She stopped stroking me, then removed her hand entirely.

“You’re not going to come too soon, are you? Do you need a break?”

To be truthful, I had been so close to the edge the entire time she told her story that I was, at any given moment, just seconds away from spilling my seed. But for some reason, I didn’t want to admit to as much, so I simply shook my head.

“Good. You need to hold it together for another minute or so. You’re going to want to hear what I’m going to tell you.”

“Ok,” I said, concentrating all of my will on the task of holding back my orgasm.

“He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand and grinned at me. ‘You’re in the perfect position right there,’ he said, and knelt on the bed, between my legs.”

“Did you still have the dress on?”

“Um-hm. The only thing he’d taken off of me at that point was my panties. So I still had the dress and the bra on.”

“I guess he thought it would be fun to fuck you in your clothes.”

“I think he just wanted to fuck me, period. Because he was rock-hard, even though he hadn’t had any kind of stimulation for the last half hour or so, that is, the entire time he’d been going down on me.”

“So he fucked you missionary style? Even after all that discussion about how cowgirl was better for the first time with a big dick?”

“Mm-hmm. He took his time like a true gentleman. Even though I was soaked and ready from the incredible oral he’d given me, it was still a very tight fit. I don’t think you can possibly imagine what it feels like to be stretched by something that big. Maybe if you tried putting a dildo the thickness of a coke can in your ass or something.”

“He’s that thick?”

“I’m exaggerating,” she laughed, “but not by much. He’s just very…impressive.”

“I bet.”

“So he was holding my legs back and whispering sweet things to me as he fed his monster into me. It was so cute, how considerate he was being. Maybe because I’m the boss’s wife? I don’t know. He didn’t have to be that nice to me. I actually came there to be treated like a whore, not a lady. But we can work on that, I guess.”

She giggled.

I groaned in astonishment. I was really getting an entirely different look at my wife’s sexuality. How might our marriage have been different if I’d known what kinds of desires had been simmering under her innocent exterior all these years?

“It took maybe five minutes for him to even take the first stroke. I could tell that he’d introduced plenty of other women to big cock, and probably young women, since he was so incredibly careful not to hurt me. Of course he ended up hurting me a little anyway, but that was going to happen no matter what, and I’m definitely not complaining.”

“Oh God,” I groaned, “you liked that he hurt you with that big dick?”

“Every girl who fucks a big cock knows it’s going to hurt. But that’s part of the fun. Pleasure is better with a little pain. It just can’t be too much pain, know what I mean?”

“I think so…”

“So once he was able to stroke all the way, that’s when the real fun began. I could feel every single inch of him deep in my body on every single stroke. It was like a full body experience each time, like nothing I’ve ever felt. Or at least haven’t felt since college. Although, like I said, maybe it’s just my fuzzy memory, but I swear he’s even bigger than Alan. Or Jake.”

“Alan was the basketball player?”

“Yeah. I think…”

She frowned, as if trying to remember something. Just how many big-dicked guys had she been with? I was starting to think that our conversations had only scratched the surface.

“After that, things start to get a little blurry. I remember coming, hard, before he’d even really started to fuck me. He was just taking these long, smooth strokes that drove me wild. One thing that might not be obvious to you about big dicks is the way that they can stimulate my clit at the same time as they stimulate pretty much every other part of my pussy. It’s really quite incredible. It’s like it’s hitting three erogenous zones at once…”

“That does sound amazing.”

“Oh yeah. And eventually he started really pounding me. I think I was encouraging him. Telling him to go faster and deeper. Reassuring him that I could take it, even though I wasn’t really sure if I could. It didn’t matter. All I wanted to do was be his little fuck doll. His whore. And he started to get the idea that I didn’t need to be treated like a college girl who’d only had sex three times. That I was ready and willing to take whatever he had to give.”

I cried out, despite myself. I was so close to climax that it was almost unbearable. She immediately withdrew her hand and starred at my dick as it began to twitch.

“Aww, babe, you’re not about to spurt, are you? I really want to tell you the rest of the story.”

“Agh..,” I groaned, in complete agony.

“Babe?”

“I’m ok,” I blurted. “I guess I do need a little break. Fuck this is hot. This is so amazing.”

“Just wait…”

“I think maybe I need a glass of water or something.”

“That’s a good idea,” she said, “take a break for a second. You’re all riled up, babe!”

“I’m riled up because of you. You’re so fucking hot. I can’t believe we’re doing this. It’s…”

“Perfect?”

“Yeah,” I said, sighing, “it’s like…maybe what we should have been doing for the past ten years or so? I don’t know! It’s crazy. I wouldn’t have even dreamed of doing something like this when we first got married. I would have thought it was insane. A terrible idea. But now? It just seems so…right.”

“I know what you mean,” she said, folding her arms, “it’s not really anything I can talk about with anyone I know. Except maybe Lorena.”

“What? Why Lorena?”

Lorena Lopez-Madeira, one of our neighbors on the culdesac, was married to Lawrence, a much older man. She was a sexy Latina in her early thirties, and often walked her dog past our house in the early morning and stopped to chat with Anna and the kids if they were around. She was perfectly friendly, but didn’t seem at all like a kindred spirit for Anna.

“Ha, well, maybe I shouldn’t say anything,” Anna said, “but I’m pretty sure that she and Lawrence do a little hotwifing themselves.”

“What? How do you know that?”

“Amy told me that when she and Seth were having problems, Lorena told her that what she needed was a boyfriend. Amy thought she was joking, but a week later she saw some young stud kissing her on the mouth right in front of her husband.”

“I mean…maybe it was her brother? Do they do that in Latin culture? Kiss on the mouth?”

“Ha, I doubt it. Not like this. According to Amy, it was totally obvious that Lorena and the guy were involved. And that they had Lawrence’s blessing.”

“Wow,” I said, the words slowly sinking in, “I guess it never occurred to me that what we’re doing might be that common. I thought we were just kind of freaks. I mean I’m the freak. You’re normal.”

Anna laughed.

“It’s ok, babe. We can both be freaks. But seriously, I don’t think it’s that strange. I’ve heard of other couples around here trying things like this. Heck, Amy made it sound like Seth might be into it, too.”

“What? Seth?”

It shocked me that one of my best friends in the neighborhood might share my proclivity for hotwifing. It seemed unbelievable.

“He’s the last guy I could imagine being into this,” I said, incredulous.

“Well, who’s the first guy you could imagine doing it? Besides yourself, of course.”

“I guess Lawrence. Since he’s so much older, he probably can’t keep up with Lorena quite as well as he used to, so it kind of makes sense.”

“Maybe there are other reasons for them swapping,” said Anna, “maybe it’s a mutual thing. Maybe Seth wants to have a little mistress on the side without feeling guilty.”

“Somehow I don’t think so,” I said, “he worships the ground Amy walks on. I’ve never heard him even joke about cheating on her.”

“See? Maybe he’s like you then, babe. Is that so hard to imagine?”

“I guess not…”

The thoughts whirled in my head. Maybe I wasn’t that strange after all. Or maybe there was something in the water in our little corner of South Florida. Something that made it a hotwife haven?

“Why don’t you get that glass of water,” said Anna. “It’s late, and I want to finish telling you my story.”

I nodded. I got up and went to the bathroom, and took a moment to pee before I got a drink. The bathroom break got rid of much of the urgency I’d felt before, but there was still a dull ache in my balls.
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When I returned to bed, Anna was in a t-shirt and panties. As usual, she didn’t wear a bra to bed, and her large breasts pressed tantalizingly against the this fabric of the shirt.

I wondered if Rob adored my wife’s breasts as much as I did. It would be hard not to. They were magnificent.

Anna noticed me looking.

“Still can’t get enough of them, huh? I guess I should be grateful that my husband is still lusting after my body after all these years.”

“And not just your husband, either,” I said, as if reminding her.

“Of course not. Rob definitely appreciated my tits, that’s for sure.”

She pulled back the sheets next to where she was sitting and patted the bed.

“Let’s pick up the story again. Where were we?”

“He was pounding you. You were telling him to give it to you faster and deeper.”

“Was I on my back?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh, that’s right! Well, to tell you the truth, we were just getting started at that point, but if I tell you absolutely everything that we did, we’re going to be up all night. I’ll have to hold back a few surprises for later. That makes it more fun anyway, doesn’t it, babe?”

The fact that Anna and Rob had fucked in such a rich variety of positions and circumstances that she couldn’t narrate them to me in a short length of time fueled my passion. I found myself erect once more, but this time without the same kind of aching urgency as I’d felt before the break.

“Rob came for the first time that night in missionary,” Anna said, applying some lube to her hand and grabbing my shaft once more. “Do you have any idea how hot it is to see a cock that big pulsing over and over again, just emptying itself into a pussy?”

“Must have been incredible…”

“I don’t really know, because I couldn’t see it,”she laughed, “but I have a pretty good idea of how it must have looked, since I did watch him cum a few times later that night. But in that moment, what I couldn’t see, I could feel. His contractions, the feeling of his cock flexing as he spent himself, put the perfect amount of pressure on my g-spot. I was in heaven. I remember wrapping my legs around him tight and holding him there as he filled me up. I was whimpering like a puppy. It was kind of pathetic in a way, how much I needed him in that moment. I usually can’t really feel it when a man comes inside me, but with Rob it was different, probably because it would have been hard for him to do something that I couldn’t feel, given his size.”

“God that’s amazing…”

My level of arousal had increased quite quickly, to the point that I was almost back at the same level as I’d been before I went to the bathroom. She was driving me crazy.

“What happened next?” I stuttered, my breathing quickening.

Anna smiled.

“Seems like you’re really getting into the story again.”

“How can I not?”

“Well,” she said, “I think for the next part of the story, maybe instead of telling you, I’ll just show you. Would you like that?”

“Show me?”

She raised her eyebrows flirtatiously and pulled out her phone.

“I had Rob make a little video for you. So you can watch your wife get fucked like a little slut. What do you think about that? Do you want to see it?”

“Please!” I blurted. My heart felt like it was about to beat out of my chest. I wondered if this kind of thing was good for my cardiovascular health or damaging to it. One thing was for sure: my heart was beating a lot faster than it had in a long time.

“Since you asked so nicely, I guess I have to,” she said.

Cuddling next to me and stroking me with one hand, she held out her phone and began to play a video. I instantly recognized Anna’s ass. It was beautifully shaped, sculpted by those hours in the yoga studio and on the stationary bike. It was pale and perfect, except for a large red handprint across the left cheek, which could only have come from Rob.

“Mmm, see that?” She said, obviously following my eyes. “Rob got a little rough with me. I loved it. I love getting a good spanking before I get fucked.”

As if on cue, a huge hand came down across her ass on the video. She shrieked in surprise and pleasure.

“Thank you,” she moaned.

“What do you think? Are you ready to get fucked like a slut for your husband?” asked Rob from off camera.

“Yes.”

SMACK! He brought his hand down again, this time coloring the other cheek, so that she had two matching red marks across her pale flesh.

“How do you ask?”

“Please fuck me like a slut. Show my husband what a big cock can do…”

“That’s a good girl…”

And with that Rob’s cock loomed up into the lower part of the frame, then his hand came down to guide it into my wife’s waiting hole. She let out a long slow moan, throwing her head back as he began to pound her.

“God, watching this again is getting me so fucking horny. Even though I’m sore, and I can barely stand to touch myself. It’s hard not to start teasing my clit right now as I watch this with you, babe. Do you like that? Do you like watching his thick cock split me open? I know that you’d never be able to come close to giving it to me that good. Oh fuck…”

I knew that she was correct, and it excited me to hear it. It was true: there was no way for me to provide the same experience that Rob was giving her in that moment. His impossibly long and thick rod parted her lips again and again, as her moans spilled from the phone’s speakers.

“Oh God, Rob. Oh God, I love your dick. Please keep fucking me. Don’t you ever stop fucking me.”

Rob began to fuck her harder now, seemingly spurred on by the obscenities coming from her mouth.

“Give me that big fucking dick. I need it so bad.”

“You going to come for me?” He asked, “You going to show Travis how you come on that big cock?”

For some reason, the fact that he mentioned my name filled me with a combination of excitement and an unaccountable sense of shame, as well. All of a sudden, the situation became real in a way that I hadn’t been entirely conscious of before.

This wasn’t just porn.

This was my wife getting fucked like a pornstar. At least partially for my benefit. It felt exciting and strange all at once.

“Oh God,” I groaned, “I don’t think I can take anymore.”

“You don’t have to,” she cooed, grabbing my balls with one hand as she continued to work the shaft. “It’s ok if you come now. Go ahead about come for me, big boy…”

I grunted, shooting a spurt of come a few inches into the air, then dribbling out several days’ worth of semen onto her hand and my stomach.

“Wow,” said Anna, was the eruption was over. “You were quite…productive. I hope that took the edge off for a while. Don’t worry, there are more details that I haven’t told you yet. But for now, let’s get some sleep. Don’t forget that Rob is coming over again tomorrow to finish up the floor!”


Chapter 16



The next morning was Saturday, and Rob was going to come over to finally finish the floor — at least as much as we could do in one day. I wondered, of course, if it was going to be strange working with him in the knowledge that he’d just had his dick inside my wife.

If it was going to be awkward for me, it was probably going to be even more awkward for him. Anna was at least going to be gone until the evening, so she wouldn’t have the potential embarrassment of opening the door to her lover in the morning.
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As it turned out, I needn’t have worried. Rob showed up, right on time, with a smile on his face and a toolbox in his hand. We were both so focused on the job that neither of us once mentioned what had transpired the night before, though I did feel a certain relaxed familiarity between us that hadn’t always been there. It felt less like Rob was on his guard around his boss, and more like he was working alongside a friend.

A friend whose wife he just happened to be screwing, of course.

We cleaned the prepared subfloor thoroughly, then laid the tiles. Rob set up a tile saw in the driveway to cut them, which I ended up manning, since he was more experienced in the act of placing the tiles themselves. He worked quickly and methodically, with me acting like an assistant. I’d pass him tiles to fit, and he’d give me the measurements of tiles that needed to be cut to fit smaller spots where we approached the cabinets, walls, or doorways. We did a test fitting first before we spread any thinset. But after that was finished, it was time for the real deal.

We developed a rhythm that made things more efficient than if only one of us had been working, and pretty soon it felt like we were completely in sync as a team: him placing the tiles and tamping them down while I handed him the new tiles, more thinset, the trowel, or a rag for cleaning up messes. I began to anticipate his needs as he worked, and by the last part of the afternoon he didn’t even need to tell me what tool or object he was looking for.

“There,” he said finally, as he placed the last narrow sliver of tile next to where the oven would go, “now we let that sit overnight before we do the grout. Just try to stay out of here as much as possible tonight.”

“Will do,” I said.

We’d moved the fridge into the adjoining dining room temporarily. I approached it and pulled out two beers.

“How do you feel about Yuengling?”

“Love it,” said Rob, extending a hand.

We cracked the beers and each took a long sip. Anna and the kids had gone to her parents’ place for the day so that they’d be out of our way. So now there we were, Rob and me. Employee and boss. Bull and cuck…

“Great work,” I said finally, breaking the silence as we sipped our beers and scrutinized the floor.

“Thanks. I couldn’t have done it that fast alone, though.”

“I figured. But I couldn’t have done it at all.”

“I’m not so sure about that. It’s just about prior planning, organization, and concentration. That’s all.”

“Those are three things that I’m not always the best at,” I said, “but I try.”

He nodded thoughtfully, taking a long sip of beer.

“So,” I said, “sounds like you lay pipe as good as you lay tile. Anna had a great time last night.”

He smiled in mid-sip, almost spitting out his beer.

“Lay pipe? That’s a good one, Mr. T.”

“Thanks. Seriously, though, thanks for…being so cool about this whole situation. It really puts Anna at ease, and I appreciate it as well.”

“Come on, what are you talking about? I’m the one that should be thanking you. Anna is an incredible woman. She’s very special.”

“I definitely think so,” I replied. “She gets a little insecure about her looks sometimes, you know?”

“What?” He turned to face me. He seemed genuinely surprised.

“Insecure? She’s like the hottest woman I’ve ever seen! I mean, maybe I am a little biased because I have a thing for older women, but come on!”

“I know, I know,” I said. “I’m always telling her that she’s every man’s dream, but ever since she turned forty…”

“Well, I’m going to make sure that she knows just how much I — I mean we — appreciate her,” said Rob, as if he were about to launch a crusade on behalf of a charity organization. “It’s not right for her to think like that!”

“I totally agree. What do you think we should do?”

“I dunno. We need to do something special. Just for her.”

“A night celebrating Anna?”

“Exactly. Something like that.”

“Maybe we could combine it with the ‘grand re-opening’ of the kitchen,” I suggested.

“Fine by me! What if you two get a babysitter, and Anna and I ‘christen’ the kitchen? While you watch?”

My heart thumped. Was he really proposing to bang my wife in front of me? In my own kitchen? And why did the idea turn me on so much.

“Damn, that sounds perfect,” I said. “We could grill out or something first. Make a whole evening of it.”

“It’s the perfect culmination to the project,” he said, smiling. “Will you tell Anna about it?”

“I will,” I said. “I’m sure she’ll be very happy.”

“Great. Now all we have to do is finish the grout.”

“Seems like it’ll be a lot more straightforward than the tile.”

“Yeah. It usually is.”

And with that, he finished up his beer and said that he had to be going. I wondered if he wasn’t feeling a little awkward after all at the prospect of running into Anna while she was with the kids. I couldn’t have blamed him if he was.
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After Rob left, I jumped into the shower and changed clothes, feeling more than a little giddy about the prospect of him making love to Anna in our own home. After the high of the night before, any doubts that I might have still had in my mind about the entire situation and been banished. It seemed like everything would be perfect from now on. Anna would have her lover, and I would have my fantasy of watching the most beautiful woman in the world with another man become a reality. What could be better?

I heard Anna and the girls admiring the tile from the dining room as I came down the hall, fresh out of the shower.

“There he is,” she said, “our hero.”

The girls ran up to hug me.

“Daddy! You did such a good job!”

“It was mostly Rob,” I said, “he’s quite…good with his hands.”

I winked at Anna, who shot me a smile back.

“I’m sure you did your share as well,” she said.

“Of course. But I couldn’t have done it without him.”

“A lot of things in life are like that,” she said, approaching me. “I guess we can be glad that we have a friend like Rob around to lend a hand once in a while.”

I smiled as she kissed me. Luckily, our double entendres were completely lost on the girls.
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After the girls’ bedtime that night, I floated the idea of a kitchen celebration with Anna.

“That sounds like a wonderful idea,” she said, “but I know the girls will feel left out. They like Rob a lot, too. We’ll have to make sure that my parents do something really special with them.”

“Yeah, good point,” I said. “Maybe they can take them to Orlando or something.”

“What, to a theme park?”

“I don’t know…if they want!”

“That’s an awful lot to ask…”

“Well, maybe they want to? Who knows? It’s a good chance for them to spend some quality time with the girls.”

“While we spend some quality time with Rob,” she said, finishing my thought.

“Right,” I said.

“Well, I think it’s a great idea. I’m already thinking about what I want to wear…”

“Glad you like it!”

“I love it. I’m getting so horny just thinking about it. Maybe you can make another video of Rob and me. Would you like that, babe? You could be our personal porn director…”

Before I could answer, though, Anna had dropped to her knees and was unzipping my fly.

“What are you doing? Right here?”

We were standing in the kitchen on the ungrouted tile, which was something of a no-no, but she’d wanted to show me something about the new dishwasher, so we’d broken our own rules and walked over the still-unfinished floor in sock feet.

“I need some practice for the big celebration,” she said, grinning up at me. She pulled my cock out and began to stroke it with one hand while her tongue teased the underside of my head.

“I will say one thing for small cocks,” she said, “I don’t think I’d be able to suck on Rob’s cock again this soon. My jaw’s still sore if I open it too far. But yours is just right.”

“Fuck, that’s good…”

“Mmm,” she groaned, her tongue and lips completely enveloping my cockhead.

I felt my orgasm approaching quickly. As Anna sucked me, I imagined Rob’s girthy cock in her mouth, pumping it full of potent sperm…

“I’m… I’m coming,” I stuttered, unable to conceal my embarrassment at climaxing so quickly.

Anna didn’t stop, however. She stroked me faster and took me deeper into her mouth, holding me there as I spent myself into the back of her throat.

“That was hot,” she said, grinning up at me after she’d swallowed. “I guess I can still have fun sucking small cocks.”

“Earlier you were saying that mine isn’t small, it’s just that Rob’s is big,” I reminded her.

“Oops,” she said, “I guess that’s right. Maybe my whole idea of size has just been distorted by fucking him. Anyway, it was fun playing with your little guy.”

“Do you need me to…reciprocate?”

“Not tonight, babe. I’m too sore! I’m going to need some time to recover, especially if I’m going to take Rob’s monster dick again soon.”

“Understood.”

[image: ]


The next morning after church, Rob was back. Once again, Anna and the girls had cleared out of the house to make our job a little easier. They had gone to brunch with Anna’s parents, as usual.

“Shouldn’t be too bad getting this grout down,” said Rob. “We just have to make sure we get the mix right.”

“What about sealing it?” I asked. I’d been watching YouTube videos.

“Well…with this kind of grout, you really should wait at least 48 hours. But my Dad always says that it’s better to wait a month or so.”

“I don’t think we can wait that long to christen the new kitchen,” I said. “Anna was pretty enthusiastic about the idea. Impatient, even…”

Rob smiled.

“Glad to hear that,” he said. “Yeah, I don’t like the idea of waiting a month to celebrate either. I guess we’ll just have to call the job done once the grout is down, and you can properly seal it on your own later. Or I can come back.”

“True, I doubt Anna would object much if you had to keep hanging around the house.”

“I sure hope not,” Rob said.

“The only thing is, she needs some time to rest between visits. Seems like you left her a little sore.”

He grinned.

“Sorry about that. It’s hard to avoid. Some women get used to it if we’re together enough. But not everyone does.”

Despite his smile, I detected a hint of regret in his voice at the end.

“Yeah,” I said, “I guess it’s not always great having a pornstar dick.”

“Don’t get me wrong,” laughed Rob, “I love being big. But it’s true that it can be a liability sometimes. For every woman who is excited by it, there’s another one who’s terrified.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah, for sure. Especially the younger ones. Even though they’re the ones that tend to seek it out.”

I was silent for a moment. It suddenly became apparent to me that Rob’s size had given him all kinds of sexual opportunities that I could only have dreamed of. I couldn’t help but be just a little jealous. This feeling quickly passed, however, as my curiosity got the better of me.

“Younger women…seek it out?”

“Yeah. Back in college, I got kind of a reputation, and I’d have girls hitting me up because they were curious about what it felt like. It was pretty fun at first. Until the whole situation with my ex…”

His voice faltered a bit, and I realized that I was closing in on uncomfortable territory.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean…”

“Nah, it’s ok,” he said. “I don’t mind talking about it. Being used for my size is kind of part of the deal, and I didn’t mind girls seeking it out. For some of them, it’s like a fun challenge. They want to brag to their friends about how well they can take it. There was one sorority that had a ‘fishing contest’ every spring to see which sister could take a selfie with the biggest cock. I’d always get lots of business that time of year.”

“Wow, I had no idea. I don’t think things were quite that wild back when I was in school. Not that I would have known about it, of course.”

“Who knows? It’s not like I sought it out. It just kinda came to me after freshman move-in week.”

“What happened then? Was there a dick-measuring contest or something?”

He laughed.

“Not exactly, but it may as well have been one. It started as just one of those typical college hook-up situations. Someone living off-campus had a keg of beer, and a bunch of us went over to his place and got drunk. I ended up with one of the girls in a bedroom, and when she put her hand in my pants, she got really quiet and asked me if it was real. I told her that I wasn’t even all the way hard yet, and she couldn’t believe it. She started stroking me, and then started laughing. She told me that she needed to show it to her friend. I thought that she meant she wanted to take a picture, which would have been fine with me, but she actually ran out of the room and came back with another girl. They ended up taking turns seeing how much they could get in their mouth.”

“That…sounds like a pretty amazing introduction to college.”

“It was,” Rob said, “it was great. But it also meant that I had a hard time finding a girl to actually date, you know? It was just this stream of girls coming over to ‘try it out,’ but no one was really interested in getting to know me.”

“Didn’t some of them come back for seconds?”

“Sure, yeah. A lot, in fact. But that didn’t really change the fact that they just saw me as a big dick with a guy attached, and not as a potential boyfriend who just happened to have a big dick. I loved the sex — I don’t deny it — but I started to see how it was keeping me from developing a real relationship with a girl I loved.”

I chuckled.

“I understand what you’re saying, but at the same time, it sounds to me like you were living every man’s dream. Fucking a different girl every night…”

“Not every night. I did have to study. And work. And some of them were too scared to actually fuck. They just jerked me off.”

“It still sounds pretty fun to me.”

“It was.”

He was silent for a moment.

“Anyway,” he continued, “being with Anna is really fun, too. I love experienced women who are able to take it, know what I mean? But we should really get this grout down…”

I agreed. If I’d been thinking about it too hard, I might have found my conversation with Rob kind of odd. He had revealed some fairly intimate emotions and experiences to me. But, then again, wasn’t I exposing my life to him as well? He was in my home. He had fucked my wife. That seemed pretty intimate, too. And for some reason, it was fine with me. What had begun a few weeks before was continuing now: Rob and I were becoming friends.
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Grouting the tiles wasn’t nearly as tricky as laying them had been, though it was a bit of a messy process. We finished exactly on time, though, and had even cleaned things up by the time Anna arrived home with the girls. This would be the first time that she’d seen Rob in person since Friday night. I was a little excited to find out if she’d betray any kind of emotion when she greeted him.

As it happened, though, Anna was in “mom mode,” and was probably determined not to let Heather and Regina notice anything strange about her behavior. She came with them through the front door, gave me a big hug and a kiss, then shook Rob’s hand with a smile on her face.

“Nice to see you again,” she said. It certainly didn’t sound like the greeting of a woman who was still recovering from the best fuck of her life. I knew, however, that she was putting on a show for the sake of the children. And I appreciated her for that.

However, after the girls had gone to their room, she came over to admire the kitchen with Rob and I, and her demeanor changed.

“So, I heard you want to help us christen the kitchen?” She said, looking at Rob while she held onto my arm. “Do you think you’re up for that?”

“What do you mean?” He retorted playfully. “Seems like I should be asking you that question. You must still be a little sore from Friday.”

“Maybe I am,” she said, a mischievous note entering her voice. “But you’re going to have to do a little more heavy lifting than last time if we do it in here…”

“Maybe I’ll just bend you over that counter there,” he said, still not touching her.

It felt a little odd standing between the two lovers while they flirted. Exciting, even.

“I hope you’ll show Travis here what a young man can do.”

“I’ll do whatever the lady of the house wants,” he replied, smiling at her, “but I’d better get going. I’ll see you next weekend?”

I nodded.

“I’ll let you know once we’ve arranged everything,” I said.

“Sure, I understand. You’ve got the kids to worry about.”

Rob walked to the door, his tool box in hand. Right before he was about step outside, Anna glimpsed around quickly (probably to check for the girls), then stepped in close to Rob, planting a kiss on his mouth and reaching down to pat his crotch at the same time.

“You’d better save a lot of this for me,” she said, her voice suddenly serious. “I don’t want you coming at all before the weekend.”

“Damn, you’re a slavedriver,” laughed Rob. “I’ll do my best.”

“I mean it,” she said, staring up at his voraciously, “this cock is mine…”

Rob laughed.

“Whatever you say, Mrs. Fulbrook…”

“Ha. I told you not to call me that. It makes me sound so old…”

She slapped him on the chest, then shooed him out the door with a playful swat on the rear.

“Did you talk to your parents about this weekend?”

“Mm-hmm. My mom just has to move around a couple of things for church, so she wasn’t able to fully commit yet. I think it’s going to be fine, though.”

“Wonderful.”

“Oh, by the way,” said Anna, “I ran into Amy and Cindy at brunch. Guess who they were with?”

“Not Seth and Ricky?”

“No. Two really nice looking guys. Tall. Athletic. One of them was this black guy who I swear I’ve seen around the neighborhood before. The other guy looked like he could have been a hockey player or something. Anyway, the black guy had his hand on Cindy’s knee under the table.”

“What? Like she’s…cheating on Ricky?”

“Maybe. But I don’t think that either one of them would risk being seen in public like that if they were really cheating.”

“Wait a second. So you think…?”

“I think they’re both hotwives. Or at least thinking about dipping their toes in the lifestyle.”

“Is that what this is? A lifestyle? I thought we were just having some fun. Do I need to go out and buy some gear or something?”

“Ha ha,” she said, “you know what I mean. I just thought you might be interested in knowing that hotwifing appears to be pretty popular around here.”

“Must be something in the water,” I said.

“Maybe. Maybe it’s the same thing that attracted that gator to Cindy and Ricky’s pool.”

I laughed. The idea of a gator being able to sniff out a neglected wife was just too much.

“Well, if you’re right, I guess maybe we’re not so strange after all.”

“No, I don’t think we are. Heck, maybe we could invite all the hotwives in the neighborhood over with their lovers for a housewarming party!”

“Let’s not get too carried away,” I said. “Maybe we’ll just stick to you and Rob christening the kitchen first?”

“All right,” she said, still giggling a bit. “But you’ve got to admit, it’s not such a bad idea…”

“Sure,” I said, “not such a bad idea. Did you have a Bloody Mary at brunch or something? You seem a little punchy. What’s gotten into you?”

“I didn’t have anything to drink,” she said. “But maybe something has gotten into me. Or maybe I’m just anticipating something else that’s going to go back into me this weekend. Something long, thick, and very hard…”

“Ok, that’s enough,” I groaned. “Let’s see what there is for dinner.”
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Anna’s mother texted the next morning before work to say that her schedule had been cleared, and that she and my father-in-law would be able to take the girls for the weekend.

It was on. The “christening” of the kitchen was going to happen.

I drove to work in a cheerful mood, humming to myself and tapping my thumbs on the steering wheel as I imagined telling Rob the good news. He was scheduled to be there a little later in the morning. I knew he’d be happy to know that the weekend was a go, and that he’d be getting another taste of my wife’s pussy very soon. I kept one eye on the employee parking lot that morning, waiting for Rob’s truck to appear.

Finally, five minutes before he was scheduled to start work, I saw him pull into the lot and get out. I had to stop myself from going to the front door of the building and accosting him as soon as he stepped through the door.

I managed to wait until he’d been behind his desk for about five minutes, then I walked around the corner and greeted him.

“Good morning, Mr. T.,” he said. His eyes were bright, almost eager, as if he could guess the news that I had for him.

“So…,” I began, “the grout seems to have cured pretty well so far. I’m not seeing any cracks.”

“That’s good,” he replied. “If there aren’t any now, you should be good for a few years at least, God willing.”

“That’s what I’m hoping for.”

There was an awkward silence for a few seconds, before both of us started talking at once.

“So —,” he said.

“I —,” I began.

“You first,” I said.

“No, go ahead, boss-man!”

I smiled at his acknowledgment that I was in charge. Even if he was fucking my wife.

“Sorry,” I continued, “what I was going to say is that we got a sitter, so the plans for this weekend are on.”

“Oh yes,” he said smiling conspiratorially at me, as if afraid that someone was watching, “the plans to finish the renovations.”

“Yes,” I said, “Anna is really looking forward to everything being…taken care of.”

“Well,” said Rob, “I certainly love taking care of her. I meant it. Your kitchen, that is.”

“Of course. The kitchen. You’ve done an incredible job with it. We’re all looking forward to celebrating.”

He laughed at our awkward double entendres, which probably wouldn’t have fooled anyone listening anyway. Even if they hadn’t known that we were discussing him fucking my wife, they would have known that we weren’t really talking about my kitchen.

“Anyway,” I said, “Anna was thinking that you should come by at 5:00 after work on Friday? And don’t worry about dinner. I’ll take care of that.”

“In the new kitchen, I hope!”

“Probably! Though if it’s nice out, we’ll use the grill.”

“I can’t wait,” he said, grinning. “Want me to bring anything?”

“No,” I said, “just yourself. And your tools. Especially that one that Anna really likes.”

I’d dropped all pretense now of trying to keep things safe for work. I knew it was stupid (not to mention cheesy) but I was feeling so giddy about the whole situation that I couldn’t help myself. It was almost like falling in love all over again. Not with Rob, of course. With Anna.
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Falling in love. That was how Anna described it too, not to me directly, but to my anonymous account. The chat with UnsatisfiedAnna had gone cold recently. She’d stopped responding to other comments on the forum, and we hadn’t exchanged messages in quite some time. I’d silenced notifications from the app, so I wouldn’t have noticed even if she had been messaging me frequently. But the Monday morning, something made me check my messages, and I saw one from her.

The most amazing thing is happening. I think that sleeping with my husband’s coworker is bringing me closer to my husband!




I typed my response, overjoyed but a little incredulous.

Wow, what do you mean?




I don’t know. Sharing this secret is just so hot. We’re seeing each other in an entirely different light. I’m feeling more like I can be myself around him, and honestly I think he’s under less pressure to perform sexually, so he’s able to just enjoy himself with me and cut loose. We’re joking around a lot more. And honestly I love teasing him.




Teasing him about his small dick?




He’s not really that small. It’s just that the other guy is so big. But yeah, honestly, I kind of do like teasing him. Because I can tell that he loves it so much.




That’s great! I hope things continue to go well for you. All three of you




Thanks! I hope someday you can convince your wife to do this for you, too




I wish I were lucky enough to have a wife like you, Your husband is an extremely lucky man




I smiled to myself at the irony of what I had written.

Thanks. Now that things are so good between us, I almost feel guilty chatting to you like this on here. I never intended to air my dirty laundry outside my marriage. But I just didn’t know what else to do, you know? And now I feel almost like I’m falling in love again. Falling in love with my husband all over again




And maybe with your lover’s cock? [image: winking face with tongue]




[image: see-no-evil monkey]Maybe just a little. It is really beautiful.




I’d understand if you wanted to stop talking to me on here. I mean, I don’t personally consider it cheating, and I wouldn’t mind if my wife were doing it, but I could see how you might be conflicted about it. Especially now that things are going so well




There was a long pause this time before she responded.

Thanks for understanding. Yeah, to be honest, I’m still not entirely sure how I feel about this. It’s been good to have you around to give me a man’s perspective, and to act as a sounding board for my feelings. I have no idea why, but I’ve connected with you more than anyone else I’ve chatted with on here, and I barely know anything about you




Now it was my turn to ponder my response. Suddenly, spying on Anna like this (if that was what you would call it) didn’t seem justified anymore. Or morally neutral. I started to wonder what she might think if she found out she’d been talking to me all this time. Would she be relieved? Outraged? Defensive, maybe? It was an ambiguous situation, after all. She’d been the one to make the account and make the post, even if I’d been the one to start spying on her and chatting with her on my fake account. In my book, there was enough blame to go around. It all came down to which you thought was more reprehensible: bad-mouthing your husband anonymously on the internet, or catfishing your wife?

Neither one of us came out of it seeming like great people, but I had a sneaking feeling that what I was doing was worse than what Anna had done, after all, and I started to feel some pangs of regret. At the some time, it was very difficult for me to give up this other avenue of insight into my wife’s psyche. I’d tapped into something that many husbands could only dream about. But at what price? It seemed the deeper I got into this anonymous online relationship with my wife, the more my real relationship was potentially endangered.

I probably should just erase my account right now. Ghost her.

Ghost her? Really? Wasn’t that also cruel?

I sighed, realizing that there was no pressure to answer this question now. UnsatisfiedAnna and I had already gone days or maybe even weeks without exchanging messages, so my silence wouldn’t really make much of a difference now. I could safely defer any kind of decision about the situation until later, even if it was kind of a cowardly way out.

[image: ]


While I left my relationship with the online Anna in limbo for the time being, my relationship with my wife was more fun than ever before. Every night that week, as soon as the kids were in bed, we cuddled together on the sofa or under the bedsheets in our room, whispering like giddy teenagers about the upcoming “christening.” We discussed everything from the menu, to Anna’s outfit(s) to what my role would be.

“Do you want us to talk to you while we’re doing it,” she asked, “or should we pretend that you’re not even there?”

“Hmm, good question. I guess both things would be pretty hot.”

“Like if I was talking about you while I fuck him? Tell him how much bigger he is than you?”

My cock sprang to attention. Anna had started using it as a gauge to see how much what she was saying was turning me on, and she reached down now and felt it, smiling.

“Seems like you like comparisons.”

“You know I do,” I said. “I guess I don’t really have a strong opinion about whether or not you talk directly to me or not. I don’t think we really need a lot of rules like that. I’m more in favor of just seeing where the evening takes us.”

“Ok,” she said, “that’s fair. I do think that you should plan on getting some video, though. Just for, you know, future reference…”

“You’ve turned into such a bad girl,” I said, slapping her butt.

We were lying on the bed. I was on my back, but Anna was cuddled up under the crook of my right arm, on her side, where my palm could easily touch her bottom.

“Oooh,” she cooed. “Maybe I should get Rob to give me a little spanking. I do like being a bad girl for him.”

She reached into my underwear now, playing with my hard prick.

“Would you like that, babe? Would you like to see Rob take your wife over his lap and spank her with his big, manly hands?”

“I think that might be fun…”

“I think this little guy thinks it would be more than just fun,” she said, rubbing the precum along my shaft and beginning to give me a handjob without even removing my prick from my pants.

“I want him to do whatever you want him to do,” I sighed, the pleasure starting to build.

“And I want him to do whatever he wants,” she moaned breathily into my ear.

“Oh God,” I groaned. “This is so amazing.”

“I know,” she said, suddenly removing her hand. “It’s amazing for me. And I want to make it amazing for you, too. That’s why I’m making a new rule for you: no coming until Friday night. And on Friday, no coming until I tell you to.”

“Anna,” I moaned, suddenly filled with frustration and desire, “that’s going to be torture.”

“The best kind of torture, babe. You’re going to love it. Trust me.”

“God, you’re probably right.”

“You know I’m right.”

She patted my bulge over my underwear and gave me a kiss.

“Just think how good it will feel to finally come. After watching me get fucked by a real cock…”

My prick twitched involuntarily.

“Careful, babe. Don’t break the rule!”

“I couldn’t help it,” I protested, “you’re just so fucking hot.”

She smiled, kissing me again, then whispered.

“Who knew that all we had to do to fix our relationship is for me to cheat on you? I wonder how many marriage problems would be solved by hotwifing.”

“From the sound of it, a lot of other couples in the neighborhood have figured it out, too.”

“I’m not so sure you’re right about that. I mean, ok, Lawrence and Lorena, sure. But Seth and Amy? Ricky and Cindy?”

“Hmm, maybe just ask around the table during your next poker night. How many of the other guys let their wives get fucked on the side?”

I laughed.

“Sure,” I said, “I’ll definitely try that.”

But part of me almost wanted to, if only to share the joy that I was feeling at having uncovered this new dimension in our relationship. I knew that I would never get up the nerve to talk to one of my friends about it, though.


Chapter 17



TGIF! I thought, the moment I woke up that Friday morning. I’d actually taken the entire day off work to prepare for our “party” even though it was completely unnecessary. To be totally honest, I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to act normal enough around Rob so as not to arouse suspicion among the other employees. Some of them had noticed the two of us paling around more often, but I think they mostly attributed it to our shared project outside the office, which was common knowledge. I was a little afraid about seeming to show favoritism, but I covered myself there (or at least I thought so) by engaging in friendly banter with all of my other colleagues.

Anna went to yoga after she dropped the kids off at school, and was planning on going straight to work from the yoga studio. She’d arranged to get off work a little early, so she’d be home with about half an hour to spare before Rob got here.

I spent the better part of the morning tidying up the living room and kitchen. I also vacuumed all of the carpeted areas of the house, and mopped the beautiful new tiles in our kitchen, inspecting the clean new grout lines for any signs of cracking or discoloration.

So far, so good. Still needed to seal that grout, though.

Then I assembled everything we needed for dinner. Anna had decided that we should do ribeyes on the grill, and that was more than ok with me. So I removed the steaks from their wrapping, salted and peppered them and put them on wire racks to slowly warm to room temperature as they absorbed the seasonings. Then I mixed up a batch of my homemade Caesar dressing for the salad, and wrapped three large russets in foil for the starch. Part of me wanted to be a little more adventurous with the menu planning, but I also knew that we all liked steak, so we couldn’t really go wrong.

By about 2:00PM, I’d done all I could think of to prepare, so I ate a small tuna sandwich for lunch and then retired to the bedroom for a quick siesta. I ended up sleeping longer than I’d intended, and when I woke up, I didn’t remember where I was or what was happening for the first few seconds. My mind was occupied with a half-remembered dream, a dream of Anna telling me about a wonderful experience she’d just had, the joy legible on her face. She’d been wearing a red dress as she told me about what happened to her. I couldn’t remember what this ecstatic experience had actually consisted in, just the look on my wife’s face as she related it. Then, in the dream, she’d picked up my phone, and had looked down at it in dismay, as if finding something illicit, just before I woke up.

What did it mean?

I shook the sleep out of my head and stumbled to the bathroom, where I splashed water on my face. I hated being groggy like this in the afternoon. Why had I slept so soundly? With all the excitement about the upcoming celebration, I’d probably been sleep deprived, and this was my body’s way of reminding me.

When Anna got home from work, I was sitting in the kitchen behind a mug of coffee. I needed something to keep me alert for the big night ahead, and luckily the warm brown liquid was doing the trick.

“Hey babe,” she said, walking over to me and kissing me on the mouth. “Is that decaf?”

“No,” I said, “I just took a nap, and I’m having a hard time waking up.”

“I know the feeling,” she said, “you’re totally groggy and you feel kind of like you should just go to sleep for the night, but of course you can’t.”

“Yeah, exactly.”

“Well,” she said, “hopefully that wakes you up. I see the steaks are out. Is there anything else we need to do before Rob gets here?”

“No, nothing that I can think of,” I said, pausing to yawn. “I think I’ve covered all of our bases pretty well.”

“Great, thanks for that!”

“Of course.”

She kissed me again.

“I think I’m going to go get dressed now. I was thinking of wearing that pink tank top. The one that shows off my tits so well…”

“Perfect. I’m sure he’ll love it…”

“I hope so,” she said, standing and walking down the hall towards the bedrooms.

“Everything fine with the girls?”

“Yeah,” she called back behind herself as she walked, “my mom and dad got them after school and took them back to their place. They’re going to Orlando tomorrow, and won’t be back until late tomorrow night.”

“So we’re going to have a lot of time on Saturday, too…”

“Mm-hmm. Rob can stay the night if he wants.”

This thought hadn’t crossed my mind for some reason, and suddenly I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Would it be strange for my wife’s lover to sleep over at our house? Or would it be erotic? How would he feel about it?

“Ok,” I said, “I guess we can see what he thinks. We’ve got extra toothbrushes and stuff if he needs them.”

“Yep,” she called, just before going into our bedroom. “Who knows if he has plans or something. Maybe he’s got another date lined up after this one.”

“Maybe,” I called back, “but if he does, she can’t be any hotter than you.”

“Thanks, babe…”

I heard the door fall closed behind her. A few minutes later, I could hear the shower running. She wasn’t really going to have enough time to get totally ready before Rob arrived, especially if she was going to do her entire routine including makeup. I realized that maybe that was intentional, though. The way that she dealt with her nervous energy and anticipation surrounding fucking her lover in front of her husband for the first time. If she was seeing to her hair and makeup, she didn’t have to ruminate on what was about to happen.

I briefly thought about writing to UnsatisfiedAnna and telling her good luck, but I realized that she hadn’t really given me any details about what exactly she’d been up to recently, least of all anything about this encounter, so that if I mentioned it, I’d be giving myself away. I decided there were better things I could do with myself before Rob arrived, so I found one of the bottles of red wine I’d picked up in Portugal a few years ago and carefully uncorked it, then decanted it into a nice piece of crystal that we’d gotten from my uncle as a wedding present.

Everything was in place.


Chapter 18



At five until five, Rob rang the bell. I jumped up from the couch where I was sitting and strode over to the door, opening it immediately.

“Come on in!” I said, my heart pounding, even though Rob was a very familiar face at this point, even in my personal space.

Rob grinned, extending his hand in greeting. I gave it a shake, then took the bottle of wine that he was holding in his left.

“Want something to drink?” I asked, turning towards the kitchen. “Make yourself at home.”

“Thanks,” he said, “I’ll have whatever you and Anna are having.”

“I was going to have a cocktail before diner,” I said. “An Old Fashioned. Want one too?”

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

As I mixed the drinks, Rob paced the kitchen, sighting down the grout lines on the floor.

“Pretty clean work, I’d say,” I said, dashing the bitters into the two ice-filled glasses.

“I agree,” he said. “There’s this one place along the wall here…”

“Eh, no one’s going to notice that. It was probably my fault, anyway. I was the one cutting the tile, remember?”

“Well, but I was giving you the measurements.”

“Sure,” I said, handing him his glass. “Here’s to shared responsibility.”

He clinked his glass against mine. It wasn’t hard to understand the subtext of the toast: just like we’d shared responsibility for the kitchen remodeling project, we were now sharing responsibility for Anna. He was in charge of her sexual satisfaction, and my job was to ensure that she was fulfilled emotionally. He laughed, a little nervously, before taking a drink.

“Mm, that’s good. My dad used to drink these all the time, but he’s had to cut back since he got diagnosed with diabetes.”

“Ouch,” I said. “That’s a tough one…”

“Yeah. Total lifestyle change. That’s one of the reasons I’m so into fitness, to be perfectly honest. I’ve seen what too much sugar and no exercise can do to your body.”

“I get it.”

He took another sip, looking around.

“So…,” he started.

“Anna? She’s just getting ready. I’m not sure what’s taking her so long…”

Just then, as if on cue, Anna walked down the hallway and into the kitchen. She took the drink from my hand and lifted it to her lips, giving Rob a long, sultry look.

“Hey big guy,” she said, handing the glass back to me. “Can I get a kiss?”

Before Rob could react, her arms were around his neck, and their lips were locked together. It was strange to see my wife like that, I have to admit. But it also filled me with a thrill like none other. I felt the blood rush to my cock so quickly that I became light-headed and had to sit down at the kitchen table. Rob and Anna went on kissing as if nothing had happened. And, of course, nothing had really happened — not to the two of them.

“God, I missed you,” I heard Anna murmur as their lips parted.

“Me too,” said Rob, who reached down now and grabbed my wife’s ass.

She was wearing a pair of tight white shorts and the famous pink tank top. The one that accentuated her cleavage so well.

“Are we getting ahead of things?” Anna broke the kiss and turned towards me. “I mean, is there a schedule or something?”

“The schedule is, you two enjoy yourselves,” I said, before taking another drink of my cocktail.

Rob, who had been holding his drink in one hand, passed it to Anna now, who took a long sip.

“Mmm, thank you,” she said, passing the cocktail off to me and adding “hold on to this for a second. I’m going to keep both of Rob’s hands busy for a while…”

She took him by the wrists and guided his hands to her tits.

“I remember how much you like playing with these, big guy…”

“I remember, too…”

A few moments later, Anna’s tank top had been pulled over her head, and her tits had been freed from her bra by Rob’s skilled hands. He bent down, taking a nipple into his mouth, then teasing it with his tongue, as Anna threw her head back in pleasure, moaning softly to herself.

“God, that’s so good. I needed this so fucking bad. I can’t wait for you to fuck me. You know how much I missed that dick?”

“Yeah?” Rob came up for air for a moment. “Did you miss that big fucking dick?”

“So bad. I need to feel it inside me again. Travis just can’t compete.”

I wondered for a moment if Rob was going to be shy about talking about me while I was sitting right next to them at the kitchen table, but he didn’t miss a beat.

“I know. Not many men can. That’s what God made me for. To give the ladies what they’re missing out on at home…”

“Thank God God did make you,” laughed Anna, reaching down and pawing at Rob’s shorts. “I can’t wait for Travis to see this guy in action…”

“He’s ready to go whenever you need him.”

“I need him now.”

With that, Anna dropped to her knees and pulled on the waistband of Rob’s gym shorts. A moment later, I saw his fabulous member in the flesh for the very first time.

It did not disappoint in the least.

Even though I’d seen it on video, the sheer size of Rob’s member compared to my wife’s face startled me. It sprang out and flopped back and forth for a moment before stiffening noticeably as Anna wrapped her hand around it.

“My God, that’s a thing of beauty, isn’t it, Travis?”

I swallowed, then nodded. It was as if the sight of Rob’s dick had rendered me temporarily unable to speak.

Anna put the head of his cock in her mouth immediately, letting out a long, throaty moan as she took him as deep as she could. Rob ran his fingers through her hair, looking down at her.

“She’s so good at that, isn’t she?”

“Yeah, she’s incredible,” I agreed, finally finding my voice again.

Anna pulled his dick out of her mouth for a moment, taking a deep breath and then looking over at me, her chin covered in spit.

“Did you ever think you’d see me suck something this big, babe? It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

I nodded.

Anna raised her eyebrows at me playfully, then turned back to the task at hand: pleasuring Rob. Her entire body seemed focused on that one goal. I watched as her cheeks, then throat began to bulge with the incredible girth of his shaft as she took him deeper and deeper, just a half-centimeter at a time. It was truly incredible how much of him she could fit into her throat. Rob obviously thought so, too.

“Oh God, Anna,” he moaned. “I can’t believe how deep you’re taking me.”

Anna was clearly pleased by the compliment, but could only moan softly in response. She looked so incredibly sexy, kneeling on the newly finished kitchen floor in front of him, her generous tits on full, glorious display as she stroked and sucked his thick shaft.

“How’s that pussy. Are you wet for me?”

Anna moaned in the affirmative, then came up for air for a moment again.

“Sucking your dick gets me so wet. My body just responds automatically. It’s like it knows what it’s in for, and it prepares on its own. I’ve never experienced anything like it.”

The fact that Anna’s need for foreplay was so much lower due to Rob’s huge size was incredibly erotic to me. I started pawing my bulge through my pants.

“Hmm,” she said, looking over at me, “what do you boys say? Should we do a little size comparison? It could be fun…”

My heart started to beat faster. What she was suggesting sounded both incredibly arousing and incredibly humiliating at the same time. But what, exactly, did she have in mind?”

“Get over here, Travis. Pull your pants down. Let’s see them side by side.”

Rob glanced at me, a bit concerned, as if he were looking for a sign from me that I was ok with what was about to happen.

“Come on, babe,” said Anna. “You’ve already seen his. It’s only fair that Rob gets to see yours as well.”

“I mean, that’s not really necessary,” said Rob, his natural politeness taking over.

“No, it’s ok. I think it’ll be fun,” I said, standing up from the table.

“You’ll need to put that drink down first,” said Anna, clearly amused by the state that her suggestion had put me in.

“Oh yeah,” I said, placing the cocktail glass on the table before walking up to Anna.

“What now?”

“Take off your pants, silly,” she said, grinning up at me.

In my peripheral vision, Rob’s monster jutted out in front of him. Anna still had her right hand on his shaft, stroking him slowly as she looked up at me.

I unbuckled my pants and pulled them down to my knees, taking my boxer briefs with them.

Anna — kneeling between us now — grabbed my stiff shaft in her left hand, spreading my precum down its length as she stroked both of us simultaneously.

“Mmm, you like that, boys?”

“Yeah,” moaned Rob.

“Feels great,” I agreed.

She looked up at Rob, stroking him, then looked over at me.

“The contrast between these two is pretty stark,” she said. “I mean, I like yours, babe. You know that I do. But Rob’s is like…”

She broke off her thought suddenly and put the head of Rob’s dick in her mouth, as if she were unable to resist its magnetic pull.

After a few moments more, she was done with him again, and to my surprise, took my shaft into her mouth, swallowing it deep, taking it all the way into her throat. The deepthroating skills that she’d been practicing on Rob were now redounding to my benefit, I realized, as her warm tightness engulfed me.

“Fuck…” I moaned.

“She’s sooo fucking good at that, isn’t she?” Rob chuckled.

“Yeah. She’s great…”

Anna popped off my cock again.

“Thank you, boys. You’re too kind…”

She grinned up at us again now, stroking one cock with each hand. The one in her left hand (mine) about half the size of the one in her right (Rob’s). The one in her left was completely enclosed by her palm. The one on the right couldn’t be contained by her grip. She would have needed two and a half hands to cover its entire length.

“It’s like Travis’s cock is what you order if you want just a small appetizer. Like at a French restaurant. A little amuse-bouche, know what I mean? High quality, delicious, expensive, but not very filling. There’s a place for things like that, honey.”

I started to process her words. It seemed like she was paying me a compliment.

“And Rob’s,” she continued, “is like something from a high-end steakhouse. A huge, filling, healthy and delicious piece of meat that might be too much for just one person. And once you’ve had it, you can’t stop telling everyone how good it was, even if it was way too much for you to handle…”

She broke off her remarks once more and took Rob into her mouth again, stroking his shaft as she moaned.

“Just don’t take me home and feed me to the dog,” Rob joked.

Anna giggled, choking a little on his cock as she did so.

“I know it’s silly,” she said, “but I was being kind of serious. I’m trying to explain what I like about both of you. You’re both great in your own way.”

Frankly, I was somewhat taken aback by Anna’s behavior. I had expected to be sidelined for most of this “celebration,” and that had been fine with me. But now it seemed like Anna was making a real effort to include me in her activities with Rob. And that was fine with me as well.

She dropped both of our dicks and then reached down, pulling off her shorts and panties in a single motion.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she announced. “Both of you.”

Rob and I looked at each other. It was clear that neither of us had anticipated this.

“You first, babe,” she said, grabbing my wrist.

“Where?”

“Over the table…”

I nodded. We hadn’t had sex in a room that wasn’t the bedroom in…as long as I could remember. The idea of penetrating my wife in the middle of the kitchen seemed crazy to me, but also incredibly sexy. I also didn’t know what to make of the fact that she was giving me the first shot at her pussy that night. I hadn’t expected to be allowed to fuck her at all!

Anna bent over the kitchen table, her beautiful ass on full display. I came up behind her, guiding my prick towards her warm wet pussy as Rob stood off to the side, stroking himself. I wondered how strange it was for him to see me in this situation. Maybe not any stranger than me seeing him with his cock out.

“Mmm, yes,” Anna moaned, as I slowly slide inside her.

What she’d said about getting wet from sucking cock had been completely correct. My thrusts met with no resistance but the slick walls of her cunt. Becoming more confident by the moment, I grabbed her hips and started to thrust.

“Ugh, yes. Fuck me, Travis…”

I slammed into her harder. Suddenly it felt like she was giving me a means to vent my ambivalent feelings and sexual frustration, everything that had accrued in my body and soul since the day that I’d found out about her internet posts. I hadn’t been conscious of being angry with her, exactly, but now I found myself fucking her as if I had been.

“God yes, Travis. Just like that. Just don’t cum yet…”

I remembered the “rule” she’d given me the night before. That I wasn’t allowed to cum without her permission. Suddenly the fact that she’d let me fuck her felt a little cruel. But in the best possible way.

“I don’t know…how much longer…” I groaned.

Anna put a hand on my thigh, pushing me back gently.

“Then maybe you’d better let Rob have a turn,” she said. “I don’t want you to waste it…”

I moaned in frustration, but realized that she was making these rules only to prolong my pleasure. I pulled out and stepped back, sitting down in the chair where I’d been before as Rob moved in behind Anna, taking my place.

“Oh God. Go slow. Good, that’s it.”

Rob was feeding his huge dick into Anna just about as slowly as he’d put it into her throat.

“You’re so fucking tight…”

“I know. Travis didn’t do much to open me up. He still felt fucking good, though…”

I stroked my cock as I watched Rob bottom out inside my wife, her large breasts pressed against the tabletop. The urge to come was almost painful, but I held myself back from the edge.

Rob grabbed her hips now, just as I had done before, and began to slam his full length into her. This time, the entire table shook with each one of his thrusts.

“God, he’s so deep. He’s so fucking deep, babe. I can’t believe it. He’s so. Fucking. Big…”

Anna squealed and appeared to reach climax.

“Oh my God,” she said, a moment later. “I can’t believe I just came on his cock. That was all it took. You got me ready for him, Travis. You did a good job warming me up for Rob’s big prick…”

Another moan broke off her thought in mid-sentence, as she seemed to lose her verbal faculties and was only able to respond with her body. Rob was getting a little rough with her now, and it was clear that it wasn’t the first time that he’d done so. He understood exactly what she liked. He had one hand laced through her hair, pulling her head gently back. With his other hand, he slapped her ass, leaving a nice big red handprint on her soft white flesh.

“God you’re tight. I love this fucking pussy so much,” he groaned.

“Keep fucking me. Don’t you dare stop…”

Anna had regained her ability to speak, and was barking orders.

“Give me that fucking dick. I want Travis to see how good you fuck. Show the boss that you’re worth the money…”

I smiled at the last remark. It was almost as if she was implying that we were paying Rob for sex, not for his help renovating the kitchen. If Rob was bothered by this objectification, he didn’t show it. He responded by fucking her even more forcibly. The heavy wooden table had scooted several inches from its original location at this point, and was on the verge of leaving the tiled kitchen floor and entering the living room. Each one of Rob’s powerful thrusts made this possibility even more likely.

Anna climaxed again, sweat beading on her face as Rob held her head back towards him, her back arching as he thrust into her from behind.

“Stop. Pull out,” she ordered, after her orgasm had subsided. “I want Travis to feel what it’s like after you’ve been inside.”

I was intrigued by this prospect. Rob dutifully stopped fucking her without betraying any dissatisfaction, then pulled out, grabbing the tip of his cock as if to prevent sperm from leaking out of it. Then he nodded to me, as if to say “better do what the lady says.”

I stood up, my hard prick in my right hand, and guided myself into Anna for the second time that night. I slid inside easily, with even less resistance than before. Even though her pussy still hugged my prick near the base, the head of my cock felt like it had entered a warm, wet cavern. There was a sense of space that hadn’t been there at all before. Space that had obviously been caused by her body’s natural ability to expand in order to accommodate Rob’s immense size.

“Feel different?” She asked.

“Yeah…” I murmured, thrusting carefully, lest I push myself over the edge.

She groaned.

“I’m so sensitive after that big dick, I feel like you could make me come. Can you do that, babe? Think you could give your wife another orgasm without coming yourself? I don’t want you to come just yet…”

I honestly wasn’t sure if I would be able to do that, but Anna’s pussy’s gentler grip seemed to be working in my favor. I grabbed her hips and began to slam into her as hard as I could, pushing the table a few more inches until it ran against the transition strip on the floor between the kitchen and living room, which halted its progress.

“Fuck yes. Just like that. Oh…my…God…”

I closed my eyes and focused all of my energy on the little muscle that was responsible for holding off my ejaculation. It took all the willpower in the world for me not to unload inside my wife, but somehow I held out.

“I’m coming!!”

She squeaked adorably as her hands came to her side, then pressed flat against the table. I felt her toes extend as she pressed up and into me.

“God that’s good, Travis…”

I almost couldn’t believe it. I had been responsible for giving my wife a vaginal orgasm. Even if I’d had a little help from Rob, it still felt very good. A true accomplishment.

I pulled out, leaking a bit of cum from the tip of my dick as I did so. I quickly grabbed my cock at the base and held very still until the sensation abated.

That was a close call.

“God that was good,” Anna said, her breathing slowly returning to normal. “You’re both very good to me…”

Sensing that I was about to get a break for a while, I pulled up my pants, pressing my erection back into place. My balls ached, but the pride of having just made Anna climax made the ache easier to bear.

“I’m going to have a glass of water,” I announced.

“Good,” said Anna. “I’m going to ride Rob.”

“Just tell me where you want me,” said Rob, holding his dick at the ready.

“Sit in that chair and I’ll straddle you,” ordered Anna.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Rob, taking his place in the seat that I had just left vacant.

I filled a glass at the sink, then turned and leaned back against the kitchen counter as I watched Anna bouncing on Rob’s dick.

Damn was she beautiful. Several thick strands of hair were plastered against her forehead with sweat. Her eyes were closed tightly, as if she were concentrating on a particularly difficult problem. At the same time, her beautiful breasts bounced in front of her, falling down into Rob’s chest with every thrust.

“God that’s good. I love riding this big prick…”

“I’m close,” Rob announced. “Where do you want it…”

“Inside me,” she ordered without hesitation. “Shoot your load inside me…”

Rob let out a moan of satisfaction, then his body went limp. Anna collapsed onto his chest, and the two remained there, almost motionless, locked in an intimate embrace.

I took the opportunity to start cooking the steaks.
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Anna slipped into a robe for dinner, and Rob put on his shorts again, but something told me that he hadn’t put his underwear back on underneath them. I poured wine for everyone, a sturdy California cabernet that I’d picked up just for this occasion. It complimented the ribeyes perfectly.

During dinner, it was as if all three of us had forgotten what had just happened a few minutes before, that is, the reason we were all here. Instead, we treated it as if it were any other kind of normal occasion for socializing with friends. Rob and I talked about work a little, Anna told us about the girls, and also her job, and all of use remarked on how well the kitchen renovations had come out.

“I couldn’t have done it without you,” I said to Rob probably for the third or fourth time, raising my glass. Anna raised hers as well.

“I’d just like to say,” she said, a glimmer coming into her eye, “that the two of you make a good team. Whether you’re double-teaming the kitchen…or me…”

There was her bawdy sense of humor. It had never fully disappeared, even if she’d muted it a little after becoming a mom. It was like I was getting the old Anna back. The one I’d fallen in love with, all those years ago. Maybe inviting Rob into our marriage had been the best thing we possibly could have done for it. It was certainly beginning to feel that way.
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Rob and Anna insisted on doing the dishes together, even though I told them that we could leave things for tomorrow, or that I could clean things up while they started the next round.

“No, boss,” said Rob, “it’s not fair for you to cook and do all the cleanup. We’ll take care of this. Why don’t you make yourself another drink?”

That was a good idea. I mixed up another Old Fashioned and went into the living room to sit down. From the kitchen, little snippets of conversation and laughter reached me. Anna and Rob were joking around together like old friends. Everything was going better than I ever could have imagined. Not just the “celebration” — our whole lives. It seemed like some kind of watershed moment in my marriage to Anna, and the crazy thing was, that it wouldn’t have been possible if she hadn’t started sleeping with Rob. There truly was no accounting for how life worked out sometimes.

[image: ]


After cleanup, Anna said that she had to let the food settle a little before she got fucked again, so we decided to watch a movie together on the couch until the urge to continue took over once more.

Anna sat between the two of us, taking the remote control and searching through page after page of streaming offerings.

“Hmm,” she said, “surely there’s got to be a good movie about some people in our situation. Or just a woman with two men…”

Eventually she settled on a French-language art house film that featured a threesome between two young men and a ravishing brunette. She’d chosen very well indeed.

“How did you know from the title that this was going to be in the movie?” I asked in astonishment as the two young men began to disrobe their female partner.

“I have to admit that I’ve been doing a little…research…” she said, winking at me.

We watched the on-screen threesome until we couldn’t take it anymore. Then Anna paused the film and turned towards Rob, giving him an open-mouthed kiss and pawing at his cock at the same time. A second later, she was bent over his lap with his dick in her mouth again.


Chapter 19



I woke up the next morning a bit more hungover than I would have anticipated, with the images from the night before somewhat blurry. I knew that after pausing the movie, Anna had taken turns riding both of us on the couch. I also knew that she’d dropped to her knees and stroked both of our cocks, side by side, and finally relented and allowed me to cum for the first time that night, all over her huge, perfect tits. Afterwards, she’d had Rob cover her face with his sticky load, a perfectly filthy idea from her own filthy mind. I was starting to realize that Anna might have been even more perverted than I was. She was certainly full of surprises.

I looked over at the bed next to me. Anna wasn’t there, but there was an indentation where she normally slept, which seemed to indicate that she’d been there at least part of the night.

I sat up, letting the blood reach my head for a moment before putting my feet on the floor. Where were the other two?

I heard the sound of running water. The shower in the hall bathroom, the one usually used by guests.

I walked down the hallway, not really sure what I was going to do, or what I hoped to find. Sure enough, the door to the bathroom was open, and the shower was running. I reached out to pull it shut, but then, through the crack in the door, I caught a glimpse of the mirror. I saw Rob standing, completely naked, his cock jutting out in front of him, while Anna sat on the toilet, stroking him with both hands as she looked up at him in awe.

“Look how good this thing looks in my hands. I mean, I almost can’t close my hand around it. It’s so much fun to jerk you off like this…”

“You’re doing such a good job. Damn, I love those tits.”

“Those girls your age can’t jerk this big dick as well as I can, can they?”

“No…you’re the best…” he groaned.

“Yeah? Your older married lover is the best at jerking your dick?”

“Yes…”

Rob’s voice was breaking. It was clear she had him on the edge.

“Why don’t you shoot a big load for me. I want to send you home with your balls nice and empty…”

“Oh my God. It feels so good. Don’t stop stroking it. Right there…”

Rob let out a huge groan. I could hear the splat of sperm as his first rope hit the tiled wall and floor of the bathroom with force.

Anna giggled in pleasure, clearly happy with her work.

“That was so good. You’re so incredible,” Rob’s voice groaned. Then his voice dropped a bit.

“I think I love you.”

His words hung in the air for a moment. The room was completely silent except for the sound of the shower. Anna seemed to be in a state of shock, and I had to admit that I also had been surprised by what Rob had said. It seemed to have just slipped out of him. In the heat of the moment, to be sure, but for that reason, all the more believable.

Shit.

He’d said the “L” word. The one thing that could fuck up our perfect arrangement. I knew it, and I knew that Anna knew it as well. I heard her stand up and turn towards the door, and I knew that I had to get out of the hallway quickly before she realized that I was out there and had heard everything.

[image: ]


Rob didn’t stay for breakfast. He told us that he forgot about helping out his dad with something at one of their apartments, but it was pretty obvious that he’d invented the pretense on the spot. Anna gave him a kiss on the cheek when he left, but I could sense the tension between them. I got a sinking feeling in my stomach. How had everything gone from perfect to…whatever this was…in the space of less than an hour?

Anna seemed to be wondering the same thing. At least that’s what I thought I could read from her face when she turned around and yawned, flashing me a smile after Rob had closed the door behind himself.

“That…was fun,” she said, melting into me. “It was better than I ever could have imagined…”

Her voice trailed off.

“Except?” I asked, expecting her to bring up the early-morning handjob I’d witnessed.

“Oh, nothing,” she said, yawning again. “I’m just a little sleepy. You guys wore me out last night…”

“You did a good job giving us a workout,” I said, squeezing her tighter towards me, my hand wandering down to her ass.

“I guess I did. I hope you had as much fun as I did.”

“It was a dream come true,” I said. And I meant it.

But the feeling of uneasiness didn’t leave me. Why hadn’t Anna said anything about what Rob had said to her in the bathroom? Wasn’t a declaration of love like that something that I should hear about as her husband? Or did she simply want to pretend like it never happened?

That would definitely be the easiest thing to do. Write off his comment as something that was tossed off in the heat of the moment, without any further meaning behind it, and just carry on as if nothing had happened. Maybe that’s what Anna had decided to do.

But there was another possibility that slowly crept into my mind: what if Anna was also developing feelings for Rob? What if she’d been thinking about making her own profession of love to him in that moment, and had only hesitated because she was afraid of what it might mean for our marriage?

The possibility shook me to my core. It was one thing to watch my wife have sex with another man. That was thrilling. But the thought of her being in love with him…that was simply unbearable.

I did my best to put the possibility out of my mind for the time being.
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Anna and I spent the rest of the morning cleaning the house from the previous night’s activities, then finally sat next to each other on the couch, enjoying a quiet moment together before the kids arrived with their grandparents later that afternoon.

“I had a great time,” Anna said again.

“Me too,” I said, placing my hand on hers, “I wasn’t expecting you to want to fuck me at all. I thought that you’d be entirely focused on him. But it turned into an actual threesome.”

“Mmm,” she said, nuzzling into my arm as she leaned into my body, “I wasn’t expecting it either, to be honest. But I got caught up in the heat of the moment and it just felt right.”

“It was a great surprise for me, too. And it must have been quite the contrast for you.”

“It’s funny,” she said, “I meant what I said last night. I like both of you, in different ways. It’s not necessarily the case that I’m always in the mood for a huge one. But I have to admit that it’s a lot of fun every once in a while.”

“Well,” I said, “I wonder when we’ll have another chance like this one. With the kids gone, I mean.”

“I know. I have no idea…”

We sat there for a moment, cuddling in silence.

“By the way,” I said, “did you and Rob have some alone time this morning? I woke up and you weren’t in bed, and you were gone for a long time.”

Anna raised her head from my shoulder.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “We actually took a shower together. Naughty, right?”

“Very fun,” I said, feeling myself get erect, even though the sinking feeling started to return.

“Yeah. We kissed a little, and I helped him wash his dick. Then he got so hard from my teasing that I decided to help him out with a handjob before he had to leave.”

“That must have been fun,” I said.

“It’s always fun to stroke such a big dick,” she said, smiling at me now, “want to go into the bedroom real fast and talk about it?”

I nodded.
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In the bedroom, she gave me a long, teasing handjob, relating the entire encounter with Rob that morning, and flashing back to some of her favorite moments the evening before. She did not, however, mention what he’d said at the end of their encounter. Suddenly I was unsure of myself. Was I making too big of a deal about this? Maybe I’d somehow misheard?

I remained troubled by what I’d seen that morning, but also indecisive enough to fail to mention it to Anna. I decided to simply let her make the next move.
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I didn’t see Rob for the first couple of hours that I was in the office that morning. When we finally crossed paths, he grinned at me and gave me a nod, friendly as if nothing had happened.

“That was fun this weekend,” I said, feeling the need to acknowledge what had happened between the three of us.

“Oh yeah,” he said, his voice lowered, “I always love a good steak. You can have me over for dinner anytime.”

I realized that he was concerned about the other employees hearing us talk, and wanted to make it seem like all that had transpired was a simple dinner party. When in reality it had been so much more.

But how did he feel about things? I could tell that I wasn’t going to get him to admit that he’d blurted out his feelings for my wife. If he had meant what he said sincerely, he probably wasn’t going to tell me about it.

I was a little curious about what Anna thought about the whole thing. Was she intentionally concealing from me what he’d said to her in the bathroom, or did she simply feel that it actually wasn’t that important? Maybe I was making too big of a deal of something that Rob had just tossed off in the heat of passion and not intended anyone to take seriously. After all, I’d left almost as soon as the words had left his mouth. For all I knew, he’d taken them back immediately after he’d said them.

Pondering these things in my office, I remembered where I’d left things with UnsatsifiedAnna. She’d been telling me about how sleeping with Rob had made her fall back in love with me, a sentiment that had clearly been born out during our unplanned threesome that weekend. I hadn’t know what to write to her then. It seemed like she’d been wrestling with the ethics of corresponding with me (a “stranger”) without my (her husband’s) knowledge. I had a similar problem, though. I was deceiving her by pretending to be a stranger. Didn’t that make me the real guilty party? Even if neither one of us was actually doing anything really “wrong”?

I decided to write back. I apologized for the delayed response, and asked if anything had happened in her relationship with her lover. She responded a few minutes later, clearly happy to reestablish contact.

We had an incredible time this weekend. Not just him and I, but my husband as well. I never knew that opening our marriage could bring us closer like this. Even if it’s only open on my end. I don’t think that he has any desire to be with another woman




She didn’t mention anything about Rob’s declaration of love. Maybe that was a good thing? It meant that she hadn’t taken it seriously. Or that she’d taken it so seriously that she didn’t want to talk about it with a stranger because she was afraid of the implications that it might have for her relationship. I wrote my response:

If your husband is like me, he just loves helping you experience pleasure. He’s not at all interested in other women. I think that’s common in relationships like this one.




I think you might be right. I never knew how common the whole “hotwife” thing was until I started hanging out on this site. But the other day, I actually found out that my neighbor and her husband do something similar. I guess I never thought that things like this were possible without emotional complications




There it is, I thought. “Emotional complications.” It was my chance to see if she’d mention what Rob had said to her.

Have you had anything like that with your lover?




Emotional complications, I mean




There was a long pause before her response.

No, nothing too serious. He said something the other day after he came that took me a little off guard, but we talked it out afterwards




My heart pounded and a mixture of emotions coursed through my body. For some reason, I felt both relieved and anxious. Relieved, because the whole thing hadn’t been in my head, but anxious because Anna had concealed the incident from me.

Oh? What happened?




He blurted out that he loved me, after I gave him a handjob. It was awkward, but I asked him what he meant by that, and he immediately backtracked and apologized. Said it just slipped out. I asked him if he thought that things were getting too complicated, emotionally speaking, but he denied it.




A wave of relief passed over me. Anna wasn’t getting emotionally involved with Rob, then. But was he getting emotionally involved with her? That might make things at work difficult. And if they’d really smoothed everything out between themselves, why had it seemed like Rob was looking for an excuse to leave as quickly as he could?

I considered these questions for a while, wondering what I should write back to Anna, but then the office phone rang. I picked it up. It was Clarence Hopkins, a local judge in his 70s who for some reason liked to act as his own secretary.

Even though he didn’t identify himself on the phone, I knew him from his creaky voice.

“I’ve got a 90-day referral here for you,” he said, “a charming young woman who’s made some poor decisions in her life…”

I took some notes. I wasn’t the right person to handle intake requests like this one, but Clarence and I went back far enough that I didn’t mind if he ignored the bureaucratic procedures we had in place. I’d make sure that the information got to the right place.

“And say hello to that lovely wife of yours for me,” he finished, pausing for a moment to let me respond before hanging up the phone again without any kind of farewell.

His manners on the telephone would have some across as rude, if his voice hadn’t had such a charming lilt.

For the moment, I forgot about writing back to UnsatisfiedAnna. I wasn’t sure what there was to say, anyway.


Chapter 20



Back at home, we settled into our normal routine. Well, our new normal routine, that is. We had a kitchen again! It felt great to have a dishwasher that worked, and a new, clean kitchen floor. I almost couldn’t believe that we’d accomplished everything without a contractor. Unless Rob counted as a contractor.

Speaking of Rob, neither Anna nor I mentioned him until Wednesday night when we were both mindless scrolling our phones in bed before going to sleep.

“Oh,” Anna said suddenly, “I was wondering how you would feel if Rob came by for lunch tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow’s Thursday,” I said, furrowing my brow for a moment as I thought things over. “I’m pretty sure I have a lunch meeting. Some bullshit continuing education thing on Zoom.”

“Yeah, you do,” she said. “It’s on the calendar.”

“Oh, ok.”

Suddenly, I realized that she meant that she wanted to have Rob over to the house without me there at all. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, for some reason, but I also couldn’t really see a reason to object to it.

“So it’s ok with you? I mean, it would be just the two of us. Here. Alone.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Of course. You just have to promise to tell me everything…”

“You know I will,” she said, smirking at me. “I bet this little guy here is hungry for some attention, too.”

It was true. I hadn’t come since our threesome on Saturday night.

“Yes,” I said, my cock stiffening at the suggestion of relief, “I do have to admit that I’ve been craving a little…something.”

“And I have to admit that I’ve been craving a BIG something,” she said, giggling.

“That’s why you need to have Rob over?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

She kissed me, then reached down to pat my bulge. Then she leaned towards my ear and whispered.

“I think it’s so cute how worked up you get when I don’t let you come. I think that you should hold it all in again and wait until I tell you all about it tomorrow night…”

I nodded, my cock at full attention now.

Suddenly, she pulled back the covers, reached down into my boxers and pushed my cock through the hole. Then she took the head into her mouth quickly, giving it a few short sucks and then three kisses.

“You little tease!” I protested.

“Aww, come on. You know you love it. Now don’t you dare jerk off, babe. You know I can tell when you break the rules…”

“I’ll do my best.”

“Just do what I say,” she grinned. “I promise it will be worth it.”

I decided to play her game. There was something undeniably erotic about being at her mercy.

“Ok,” I said. “You can have Rob over. Just…make sure you don’t leave any evidence or whatever. I’d hate for the girls to somehow figure out what’s going on between the three of us.”

She dismissed my concern with a wave of her hand.

“They’re way too young to notice anything like that. Plus, they love Rob. He’s like an uncle or something. They wouldn’t think it was strange at all if he visits Mommy during the day.”

“Yeah,” I said, “you’re probably right. I guess I’m just feeling weird about him being here when I’m not here.”

“He’s been here without you here before. Remember your trip?”

“Yeah, but that was before you were fucking.”

“True. Look, if it really bothers you…”

“No,” I said quickly, unsure of where my sense of hesitation was coming from, “it shouldn’t. I mean doesn’t. Just go ahead and have fun! And tell me all about it!”

“Great!”

She gave me a huge smile, then reached down and gave my cock a few more strokes before tucking it back into my boxers.

“Yours fits so much more easily than Rob’s,” she giggled. “I have no idea how he gets his to go back in there sometimes!”

And then we turned out the lights and said goodnight.
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The next day at work, Rob and I chatted a bit, but he didn’t mention his lunch date with Anna at all. That is, until noon rolled around, and we ran into each other as I headed into my office for the Zoom meeting as he was on his way out the door.

“Hey,” I said, “how’s it going?”

“Great, Mr. T! Just headed out for lunch…”

He raised his eyebrows at me, knowingly.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “I almost forgot that you have that…lunch appointment.”

“Mm-hmm…”

He gave me a friendly nod, then went past the front desk and out the door.

I hoped that none of the other employees had noticed anything weird between us.

Inevitably, during my zoom meeting, I was unable to concentrate on what the speaker was saying. Luckily, there were over a hundred people in the meeting, and I wasn’t scheduled to talk or anything like that, so I felt relatively secure in zoning out.

My mind wandered back home. What was going on? Were they going at it in the living room, like we had during the movie? Was he pounding her over the table in the new kitchen? Were they in our bed?

A little shiver went down my spine when I considered this last possibility. Even after all that had happened, I still attached some kind of silly importance to our marriage bed. It seemed especially taboo to allow another man to fuck my wife in it. But that was what I’d effectively done by agreeing to the lunch date.

Finally, my meeting came to an end. Because I couldn’t keep an eye on the front door of the building from my office, so I had no idea when or if Rob had returned from lunch while I’d been listening to the legal expert explain the intricacies of court-appointed guardianships. I stood up from my desk and wandered down the hall towards the area where Rob worked, but he was nowhere to be seen.

I turned around, heading back down the hall towards my office, when suddenly he came around the corner, a broad smile on his face. I noticed that his hair was wet. Was it sweat, or had he showered?

“Hey boss,” he said in passing. “Just had a great workout during my lunch hour!”

I patted him on the shoulder as he walked on down the hall.

Workout, indeed! I couldn’t wait to get home and debrief Anna. Then I realized that I didn’t have to wait that long. I pulled out my phone.

Hey, how was the “lunch meeting”?




Anna texted back almost immediately.

Incredible! But I feel like I need to go sit in a warm bath or something. I’m feeling kinda sore.




Sounds like he really gave it to you, huh?




Yeah. I can’t wait to tell you all about it…are you getting hard for me, babe? Try not to think about it too much. Don’t think about your wife’s little pussy getting stretched by that big, fat cock. I wouldn’t want you to be too distracted to do your job!




I knew that she was teasing me, and I loved it. It was amazing that we’d discovered Anna’s dominant side. Together.

My cock flexed against my fly. I hoped that I wasn’t leaking so much precum that it would soak through my boxers. The last thing I needed was to walk around for the rest of the day with a wet spot on my pants.

I sighed, adjusting myself a little before deciding that actually she was right. I should try to stop thinking about this and save it all up for tonight. So I simply liked her last text, and told her that I had to get back to work.


Chapter 21



That night at home, Anna was in great spirits. She was humming to herself while she unloaded the dishwasher, even doing a little dance with Heather, who was helping her put away the plates and bowls.

“You don’t seem worn out,” I said, smiling at her and kissing her neck. “Kinda the opposite, actually.”

“Let’s just say that my lunch meeting left me with a little spring in my step,” she said, giving me sultry look as she passed a plate on to Heather.

“Sounds like the meeting was very productive. I can’t wait to hear all about it.”
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The girls took forever to settle that night. It was almost as if they knew the state of painful anticipation I was in, and wanted to prolong it. Regina got up to get a glass of water twice, and Heather came into the living room about 40 minutes after we’d said good night to complain that the room was too cold. Of course I’d wanted to hear everything immediately, but Anna had insisted that the coast be entirely clear. We didn’t need the kids walking in on anything. Of course we could have just gone into our bedroom and locked the door, but if anything that might have aroused more attention on the part of the girls because it was a deviation from routine.

No, it was better to just do what we always did.

After Anna had ensured that the girls’ room was at the proper temperature, she sat down next to me on the couch, leaning on my shoulder and taking my hand in hers. After a minute or so of silence, she turned her head and looked at me.

“I guess you’re wondering about my lunch meeting,” she said, slowly moving her right hand down to my fly.

“I have to admit that I was,” I said.

“Then maybe I should tell you,” she said.

“Maybe you should.”

My cock strained against my trousers. Anna ran her fingers gently over the fabric.

“It’s been a long time since you’ve come, hasn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I said, almost breathless already, attentive to her every touch, no matter how soft.

“I bet your balls feel sooo heavy, don’t they?”

“Uh-huh…”

“Maybe now it’s safe to go to the bedroom and close the door. What do you think?”

“I think that’s a great idea.”

[image: ]


Anna had me get undressed and sit in an armchair next to our bed. I was wearing only a t-shirt. She went into the bathroom and came out completely naked except for a bathrobe. In her hand she had a bottle of baby oil, which she spread over her hands before getting on her knees in front of me and started to tease my cock, ever so gently, flicking a finger across my frenulum and then over my head. I groaned.

“God that feels so good…”

“Glad you like it. Rob taught me that. I was curious if you’d be into it too.”

“Did you stroke him right here in this chair?”

She thought for a moment.

“No. I think I sucked his dick in this chair,” she said. “Of course, that involves a certain amount of stroking, since there’s no way I can fit that whole monster into my mouth. I’ve gotta use my hands. Both of them…”

“Is that how things started? At lunch, I mean.”

She smiled faintly, as if lost in a memory.

“Things actually started with him eating me out on the couch in the living room. He knelt on the floor and told me to spread my legs. I was wearing a dress with a thong underneath. He pushed it to the side and held it there with one hand while he licked my clit. God he’s good. I was already wet for him when we stepped through the door. Even the sound of his voice gets me going now. You know?”

“Fuck that’s hot. His voice reminds you of his dick.”

“Yeah,” she said, starting to stroke a little more firmly and quickly now. “Even more than just his dick. His presence, you know?”

“Sure…”

“He just makes me feel so small and desirable. So feminine. I love it.”

“So you came while he ate you out?”

“Yeah. Twice. He wanted to keep going, too, but I told him that I needed his cock. That’s when we came in here, and I told him to sit right where you are now, babe. He took off his pants and I dropped to my knees and just worshiped his big prick. I think my lips are still a little swollen from stretching my mouth so much. Can you tell?”

I groaned as she teased my balls. I looked at her mouth. Were her lips actually fuller, or was it the power of suggestion? It was hard to know what was real and what was part of the game we were playing.

“I got him so hard that he told me he was about to come,” she continued, “but obviously I couldn’t let that happen before I felt him inside me. I mean, he’s usually good for more than one round, but I just didn’t want to risk it, babe.”

“Oh God,” I moaned as she jerked me faster.

“Does that turn you on, honey? The fact that your wife needed that big dick inside her so bad?”

I looked at Anna’s tits, peaking out from the opening in her bathrobe, and once again realized what a beautiful woman she was. Why had I felt the need to spend all that time jerking it to porn, anyway? Suddenly, I felt guilty all over again for my part in driving her online to the Dead Bedroom forum. Maybe if we’d discovered hotwifing earlier...

“Yes,” I gasped, feeling myself reach the edge.

“Ooh,” she said, sensing my growing arousal. “I think we need a break!”

She dropped my cock immediately, letting it slap against my stomach. I let out a cry of surprise.

“I didn’t say I was actually going to let you come,” she teased. “Maybe if you’re lucky I might ruin your orgasm, though.”

“Fuck. You’re really getting into this…”

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it, babe?”

“Yeah, but…”

I reached up instinctively to touch my cock, but she swatted my hand away.

“Not yet, babe…”

I nodded.

She teased the back ridge of my erection with two fingers as she continued.

“I got on my hands and knees right here on the floor where I am now,” she said, “and told him to fuck me as hard as he wanted. He was ready to go. He stood up and got on one knee behind me, slowly stretching me with his big, fat prick. Then he grabbed a handful of my hair and started pounding. I told him not to hold back, and he didn’t. I came within the first fifteen seconds or so, and then immediately after that orgasm, I had another one. And another. He had amazing stamina for some reason, and was relentless. Just giving it to me like I was a little college slut who he’d never see again. Just a little whore for him to use. That’s exactly how I needed to be treated. I told him to spank me. To fuck me like a slut, because I was a little slut. His slut.”

She was stroking me again now, with just two fingers. I was painfully close to my release, and she knew it. She gripped the shaft with her full hand and tugged on my balls gently with the other.

“Oh my God, Anna. I’m so close. That feels so fucking good…”

I started to twitch. I could feel my orgasm coming. But in exactly the moment that I should have exploded, Anna stopped stroking me and pinched the bottom of my shaft, then released it entirely. A trickle of semen leaked from the top of my cock as I experienced the sweet agony of a ruined orgasm. She smiled at me.

“That’s all you get for now, honey. Maybe next time I’ll let you have a real one. But that should take a little bit of the pressure off, right?”

I sighed. What else could I do? I ached for a true release, but I also loved the new game of submission that we were playing.

“Thank you. I enjoyed that.”

“Good,” she said, standing up and giving me a kiss. “I’m going to text Rob and set up our next date…”


Chapter 22



The next morning I was surprised to receive a message from UnsatisfiedAnna, even though I’d failed to respond to her previous one. She’d been telling me about her conversation with Rob after he’d blurted out that he loved her. I hadn’t known exactly how to respond. And then I’d been interrupted by the call from that crazy old judge…

Now I didn’t have to think of what to say, because it was clear that Anna had something else on her mind.

The message read:

Hey, do you have a second to talk? I could use some advice from a husband’s perspective




I was sitting at my desk, happy that I had the next hour or so free of meetings. Sure, there were some administrative tasks that I’d been putting off, but I could put them off a little longer if my wife needed some advice.

Yeah, I’m here. What’s on your mind? Everything ok?




Everything’s fine. I had a great session with my lover the other day, and my husband really enjoyed hearing about it. I’ve started kind of dominating him. And he seems to love it




I’m sure he does. So what’s the issue?




I like it too. But I’m just not sure that I like it enough for this to become our entire sex life, you know? I don’t know if I just want to be some kind of dominatrix for my husband for the rest of our marriage. I enjoy sleeping with him. Like, just vanilla sex. But now it seems like we’ve settled into this lifestyle, or whatever it is, and it might just take over every aspect of our sex life. Plus I don’t know how things are going to end with my lover. He’s a young guy. Eventually he’s going to want to meet a nice woman his own age and start a family, right? And I don’t want to be the thing holding him back from that…




I took a deep breath, collecting my thoughts before responding. She was making some good points, but I hadn’t realized that she’d been harboring these kinds of doubts about the whole thing. Still, they were perfectly understandable.

But before I could respond, another message arrived.

And if my lover ever wants to break things off, I’m afraid my husband is going to want me to go find another guy. And I don’t think I could just do that. The only reason I’m even willing to do it with this guy is because the chemistry is right. I am not going to turn into some kind of slut wife who just fucks half the neighborhood because that’s what her husband wants




I paused to see if she was finished. After no more messages arrived for about a minute, I wrote back.

That’s a lot to process. I’d say that you should probably communicate your worries to your husband. He’ll probably understand that you don’t necessarily want to play the dominant role all the time. And I think it’s great that you’re concerned about your bull’s wellbeing. I feel like a lot of couples in the “lifestyle” just see their third as a walking dick




A few minutes later, she wrote back.

I know you’re right. Communication is the best way. I guess I didn’t really need a whole lot of advice after all. I just needed to unload some of these feelings, you know? I feel kinda strange talking about this with my husband for some reason. Because I feel like now he expects me to be this confident cuckoldress, and I’m honestly not sure I feel so confident anymore about what we’re doing, or what this whole thing means for our marriage. So it really helps to bounce this off of a stranger. Thanks.




Anytime




I sat back in my chair and closed my eyes. What exactly was happening? Was Anna starting to have serious doubts about everything? Or had these doubts been in the back of her mind the entire time? How much of this whole arrangement had come from her, and how much had been her simply trying to please me? It was undeniable that she and Rob had chemistry, however. He’d clearly unlocked some part of her that had been dormant since her wild college days. But she never would have gone down this path without my encouragement. She was also correct that the cuckolding dynamic had taken over our entire sex life. Where had we been before Rob entered the picture: in what she described as a “dead bedroom situation.” I couldn’t get it up without pills, and she was left frustrated and feeling unattractive. What if that was where we would immediately end up the second Rob was out of the picture? She was right about him, too. He must have felt some kind of obligation to maintain our “arrangement,” not least of all because he was my employee. Even if he liked fucking Anna — and he clearly did — he wasn’t exactly totally free to walk away from it all if he met a girl who wanted to be exclusive. And hadn’t he said himself that he loved her? Even if that had slipped out in the heat of the moment, it was still indicative of the fact that he felt some kind of emotional attachment to Anna, an attachment that might prevent him from entering into another relationship, even if it stopped short of being true love.

Fuck. I’d messed everything up, hadn’t I? I put my feet up on my desk and exhaled. In that moment, I saw Rob walk past the window in my office door.

Poor bastard, I thought. Even if he is getting to fuck his boss’s wife…
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To my surprise, just after I’d seen Rob pass by my office door, he reappeared outside it, then knocked quickly, flashing me a smile through the glass.

I quickly pulled my feet from the desk and called out to him.

“Come in!”

He opened the door and stepped inside.

“Mind if I close this? There’s something I need to talk to you about.”

I nodded.

“What’s ok your mind?”

He sat down across the desk from me.

“I wanted to let you know that I have an interview for a job in Orlando. Second-round, actually.”

“Oh,” I said. “That’s kind of surprising. You just finished your probationary period here.”

“I know,” he said, his voice faltering only slightly. “I heard about this job through my uncle. It’s a position at a private clinic. They’d pay a lot more.”

“Sounds like a good opportunity,” I said. “We’d be sorry to see you go. You’ve done great work here.”

“Yeah,” said Rob. “I mean, I haven’t been offered the job yet. It’s only an interview, but I will need to take a day off to visit. Normally I wouldn’t even tell an employer at this stage. But you know that things aren’t quite that simple between us.”

“Understood,” I said. Now it was my turn to feel awkward. I sat there for a minute, searching for words.

“This doesn’t change anything between Anna and me,” he said quickly. “I mean, I don’t want it to.”

“Ok, yeah,” I said. “I mean, nothing is certain yet. Like you said, it’s just an interview, that’s all. But please let me know what they offer you, if you do end up getting an offer. I can’t make any promises, but maybe upper management would be willing to match it if I put in a good word for you. Which of course I would.”

There was an awkward silence.

“Because of your performance on the job,” I added. “Not because of…”

“Right, I get it,” said Rob.

Suddenly I was beginning to remember why I’d had second thoughts about this whole thing. The fact that Rob was my employee added unnecessary complications to our little game. Why hadn’t I just told Anna to create a Tinder account or something?

Because it wouldn’t have been the same. I knew that. UnsatisfiedAnna had told me that she wasn’t interested in fucking just any guy. There had to be chemistry there. Anna and Rob did have that chemistry, and suddenly that worried me. But I wasn’t sure if I was worried that Rob might leave, or that he might stay. Either possibility seemed like it could be a potential threat to the current happy balance we’d found in our sex life.

“Anyway,” said Rob, “I just wanted to let you know.”

“Do you want me to tell Anna?”

“Nah, let’s just keep it between ourselves for now. I think it’s premature to make a big deal about it.”

“Sure,” I said. I wasn’t sure why he was telling me about the interview if he wasn’t ready to tell Anna, but something about the fact that he trusted me, more than her, with the information touched me. It made me feel like his mentor again, and not just like a cuck. Not that there was anything wrong with that, of course…

“Speaking of Anna,” he said, lowering his voice a little, “I was thinking of giving her a little tour of this apartment over on Honore that my dad and I just finished renovating. I have a feeling she’d appreciate the new decor, if you know what I mean…”

He laughed nervously at his innuendo. He was asking permission to fuck my wife in a new location. Again, it was somehow touching that he seemed to be seeking my approval.

“Sounds like something she might be into,” I said. “I know she admires the work that you’ve done at our house. In all of the rooms…”

He grinned.

“Great! I’ll text her.”

“When is this going to happen?”

“I was thinking tonight. If she’s free…”

“I can help make sure that she is,” I said.

“Thanks.”

Rob stood and walked to the door.

“Thanks for dropping in,” I said. “And keep me posted. On everything.”

“Of course, boss.”
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I kept my promise to make sure that Anna was free that night. I took care of the dishes after dinner and helped the girls with bath time while she took a long shower in the master bathroom. Probably rubbing down her entire body with lotion, I imagined. Shaving her legs and trimming her bush. Getting everything ready for him.

I brought the girls to bed and read them a story. Just before lights out, Anna appeared to help tuck them in.

“You look very pretty, mommy,” said Heather, admiring Anna’s makeup. “Are you going somewhere?”

“Mommy’s going to meet a friend,” I said, before she could answer.

“That’s right,” said Anna, leaning down and giving our daughter a kiss.

“Is it someone we know?” Regina asked.

Anna paused, looking at me for a moment as if unsure how to respond.

“No,” she said finally, “it’s someone that I know from work.”

“A boy or a girl?” Regina asked pointedly.

Did the girls somehow know what was going on? No, that was impossible. We’d been very careful to conceal this part of our marriage from them.

“It’s another woman,” said Anna hesitantly. “A lady I work with.”

“What’s her name?”

Regina wasn’t letting up. I watched as Anna considered what to tell our daughter. She had no choice now but to continue the lie. Hopefully the girls would drop it after that.

“Cynthia,” said my wife, naming one of the women she worked with.

“Oh,” said Regina, who turned over and picked up a picture book. It seemed like the issue had been settled, as far as she was concerned.

I breathed a silent sigh of relief.

“Ok, girls,” I said, “time to say goodnight!”

I kissed them both on the forehead and then followed Anna out of their bed room and down the hall into the living room.

“You do look beautiful,” I said. “I hope you have fun tonight.”

She blushed a little.

“Thanks. I know I’m just going to meet Rob, but for some reason I’m a little nervous. I don’t know why.”

“Maybe it’s the change of venue,” I said. “He’s excited to show you the place. I guess he and his dad put in a lot of work…”

“I know,” she said. “It’s cute.”

“Well,” I said. “Enjoy yourself. And don’t worry about us. We’ll be fine here.”

“Ok,” she said. “I’ll text you if I’m going to be too late.”

“Really, don’t worry about the time,” I said. “We’ll be fine.”

“All right,” she said, putting her arms around me. “You’re sweet. You’re really a great husband, did you know that?”

I blushed. It felt good to hear her say that. Better than I would have expected.

“You’re a pretty good wife yourself,” I said.

“Thanks.”

I thought I saw a flicker of doubt pass her face. But it lasted only for a moment.
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I cracked an IPA, poured it into a glass and then made some microwave popcorn before sitting on the couch and staring at my phone for a few minutes, unsure what I should do with myself. I knew from experience that waiting around like this was going to be torture, so I needed to distract myself. Eventually, I started watching old Law and Order episodes until I fell asleep on the couch.
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When I woke up, the television was asking me if I was still watching. I groggily grabbed the remote and switched it off. It was quiet in the house except for the hum of the air conditioner and refrigerator. What time was it? I searched around on the couch cushion next to me for my phone.

2:34 AM.

Had Anna already come back? Had she gone to bed and left me on the couch? That seemed unlikely. I wasn’t that heavy of a sleeper, and I’d only had two IPAs. Even if they were 7% ABV, that wouldn’t cause me to black out and forget that my wife had come home…

I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and checked my phone again for notifications from Anna. I even went into the app where I chatted with UnsatisfiedAnna, thinking, for some reason, that she might have contacted me there instead. But of course there was nothing.

I stood up and made my way to the bedroom. Maybe she really had come home and had simply decided not to wake me up. It would have been a little strange for her to walk past her husband sleeping on the couch, but then again that was less strange than her staying out this late.

In the bedroom, the sheets were undisturbed. I flopped down on the comforter, still fully clothed. I ran my fingers through my hair and then let my arms fall to my side. I was exhausted, and a little thirsty from the beer. I also felt a pressure on my bladder, but for some reason I couldn’t force myself to stand up and walk the few feet to the bathroom to relieve myself.

Where was Anna?

I was starting to worry.

Then I thought back to the conversation we’d had right before she left. I’d told her not to worry about when she came home, hadn’t I? Didn’t she realize that that was just something that people said? That I really had expected her to be home around midnight at the latest? Even she herself had told me that she’d text if it got late.

I picked up my phone again, staring at it.

Everything’s probably ok, I told myself. She and Rob probably fell asleep. That’s all.

A wave of arousal and jealousy washed over me as I imagined the two of them entwined together, in a bed in an otherwise empty luxury apartment, sleeping together contentedly in the long afterglow of their sexual union.

I started to get hard, which reminded me that I needed to pee. I finally forced myself to stand up and go to the bathroom. When I finished, I took off my clothes and piled them on the armchair next to the bed, then I got under the covers, too tired to decide whether or not it was a good idea to text Anna and check up on her.


Chapter 23



When I woke up, the early morning light was pouring through the window. I checked my phone. It was 6:00AM.

In almost the same moment, I heard the front door.

Anna was home.

“Hey,” she said, whispering to me in an attempt not to disturb the girls, “sorry I was out so late. Rob and I lost track of time, and I fell asleep.”

“It’s ok,” I said, yawning involuntarily, “I told you it was fine if you stayed out late.”

“Yeah,” she said, a bit sheepish, “but I meant to text you if it was going to be super late. I’m sorry if you were worried.”

“No, I figured everything was fine…”

I did my best to conceal my annoyance, because I wasn’t really sure what exactly I was annoyed about, or if I even really had a right to be. She seemed to sense that I was lying, however. She kicked off her heels and flopped down next to me on the bed.

“I missed you, babe.”

“I missed you, too.”

She cuddled in close to me. She smelled different. What was it? Sex? Rob? Maybe just a strange house and a strange bed?

“Did you have fun?”

“We had a great time,” she said, half-whispering in my ear. “It was like going on vacation. He and his father totally remodeled the place and furnished it as a kind of model home for perspective renters. There’s an indoor hot tub and a small pool on the lanai, and of course we had to try both of them…”

“You didn’t bring a swimsuit,” I said, before I realized what a stupid observation that was…

“Well, luckily it was just me and Rob, you know,” she said, her voice getting duskier, “so I wasn’t really worried about going in naked.”

“Skinny dipping with a younger man? How naughty…”

“That’s what you like isn’t it? Having a naughty little hotwife…”

She reached down towards the fly of the boxer shorts I’d worn to bed. In that exact moment, Regina and Heather, always early risers no matter what we’d tried, burst into the room and jumped into bed, covering Anna with kisses.

“Mama! We missed you…”

“You’re back!”

She giggled, returning their embraces and kissing them both on the forehead.

“I missed you, too.”

Heather looked her mother up and down. Unfortunately, she was socially aware enough to realize that there was something strange about her mother wearing the same dress she’d had on the night before at six in the morning.

“Were you gone all night?” she asked.

There it was. It would be a bit ridiculous for Anna to come up with another lie on the spot now. I hoped she’d remember the story about Cynthia.

“Yes,” she said. “My friend Cynthia is having some problems, and she wanted me to stay over night with her. But I got up early and came back first thing in the morning, because I missed my family.”

“Oh,” said Heather, seeming to be satisfied with this explanation.

“Did you take a shower at Cynthia’s house too?”

She’d noticed that Anna’s hair was damp, a detail that had escaped me up to that point.

“Yes,” she replied. “I wanted to freshen up in the morning. Luckily, she had a towel for me to use.”

“Oh,” said Regina. “I don’t like showers. I like baths better.”

Anna smiled at them, then looked over quickly at me, giving me a glance that conveyed relief.

That was close, she seemed to say.

I was starting to see just how complicated hotwifing could be with children in the mix. We were going to have to come up with a better story if we were going to keep doing this for the long term. In retrospect, it seemed a little crazy that I’d agreed to let Anna go hang out with Rob on a weeknight, with no plan at all for what we’d tell the kids. Of course, it hadn’t only been my decision. Anna had played a part, too.

“Ok girls,” said Anna, sitting up in bed again, “let’s get you dressed and have some breakfast. You’ve got school today. Don’t forget.”

“We know…” they answered in chorus, bounding out of the room.

“I’ll have to tell you more later,” Anna said, turning to me as soon as they were gone. “I’m going to change clothes and then I’ll take care of the morning routine. You can go ahead and rest a little more. It seems like you need it.”

I nodded, grateful for the chance to collapse back onto the mattress. Even though I’d probably gotten more sleep than Anna had, I felt strangely enervated. Maybe it was the IPA.
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I made it to work just a few minutes later than normal. I don’t know why, but I decided to check in on UnsatisfiedAnna the moment I sat down at my desk, and was surprised to see a new message from her.

So, I had an incredible time with my bull last night. And now I’d not really sure what to do…




Uh-oh, I thought. What did she mean by that? I breathed deeply and got up and locked the door. It looked like I was going to need to be alone for a while.

If it was so good, what’s the issue?




A few minutes later, a longer response arrived.

I went over to his place expecting just a quick, hard fuck, and it turned out that he had this whole romantic evening planned. He had wine and my favorite dessert ready to go. We went skinny dipping in the pool and then he fucked my brains out for an hour




Suddenly I was rock hard as I imagined what exactly she meant by him fucking her brains out. But I still didn’t understand what the problem was. Had he made another profession of love? One that was too difficult to ignore?

My reply was short.

I still don’t see the issue




This time, her response took a little longer. But finally it was there again.

He made me come so hard the third or fourth time that I actually got emotional. I started to cry a little. And I felt so vulnerable and so guilty at the same time that it felt like I was betraying my husband. I mean, obviously I am betraying my husband in a certain sense, but with his blessing. I never wanted to get emotionally involved, and I felt certain that nothing like that was happening. Until last night. And then he told me that he was thinking about taking a job in a different city, and that we might not be able to see each other as often as we used to. And all of a sudden, I just got overwhelmed with everything and kind of fell asleep in his arms




I felt a jolt of adrenaline course through my body, I was seized by two contrary impulses at once. Part of me wanted to tell her to call things off immediately, to abort the experiment because it was obvious that things had now gone too far. The other part of me wanted more details. To know what had made the fuck so good that she’d seemed to lose her mind. My cock strained against my fly.

Damn. What was I going to tell her? Would I give her advice in my capacity as her husband, or as a pervy stranger?

I thought for a moment, my hands trembling a little as I grasped my phone as the curious mixture of arousal and dread flowed through me. I began to write a response, just letting my thumbs type the words quickly without really thinking about what I was writing.

Emotional involvement of some sort is probably inevitable in a situation like this one, I don’t think it’s necessarily wrong that you have feelings for Rob. It’s just important that you’re honest with yourself and with him and your husband about those feelings, and that you set boundaries if you need to. You should give yourself permission to feel what you’re feeling, and realize that being a little bit attached to the man who has just given you amazing orgasms doesn’t mean that you’ve done something wrong. This isn’t a reason to break things off with him, but it could be a reason to reevaluate things.




I pressed send, then read over what I’d written. Not bad, I thought. I’d managed to come up with something that sounded convincing even to myself. Hopefully it would help Anna, too.

Thanks for your thoughts, came the response a few minutes later. I guess I have a little bit of thinking to do. But I do appreciate your input.




You know I’m always happy to help out





Chapter 24



That evening when I got home, something was off. Anna was strangely distant, answering my questions and making small talk as if she were simply going through the motions.

“Did you end up going to yoga?” I asked her.

“No,” she replied flatly. “I was a little too tired. You know, after last night.”

“That makes sense,” I said.

I came up behind her as she bent over the sink washing her hands and wrapped my arms around her waist.

“I still need to hear more about everything that happened...,” I whispered.

“Maybe later,” she said. “I’m still not feeling so great.”

“Ok,” I said. “I understand.”

Clearly, the emotional and physical strain of staying up late and getting fucked by Rob the night before had taken its toll. I realized it was unfair of me to expect her to be magically full of energy and ready to talk dirty to me, especially given the fact that she’d also gone to the office for four hours and taken care of the girls.

Later that evening, after the girls were in bed, I asked her if she wanted to watch TV on the couch.

“No,” she said, yawning, “I think I’m just going to go to bed if you don’t mind.”

The way she said it put me on edge. There was something more there than just fatigue in her voice. A cold edge. I could tell something was different. But what?
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The next day was Friday. Anna woke up with the alarm as usual and turned towards my side of the bed. I hadn’t slept well. I could tell that something was bothering her, and it had started to bother me as well. Was she struggling with her feelings for Rob? Did she want to tell me about what had happened that night, but just couldn’t find the words?

I couldn’t help but sense an undercurrent of hostility, however, in the way she began to move around the room. Something was wrong. There was no more denying it. I realized that she had her overnight bag out and was putting clothes in it. What was happening?

“Anna,” I said, “is something wrong?”

“No,” she said flatly.

“You’re packing a bag.”

“I thought I might take the girls to my parents tonight. Just the three of us.”

“What? Why?”

“You have a poker game tonight, don’t you? You won’t even be here.”

She was right. The game had been on the calendar, but with everything else going on, I hadn’t thought about it at all.

“Ok, but why are you only telling me now?”

“I just thought of it, that’s why,” she said, clearly trying to sound a bit more cheerful in order to counter my suspicions.

“And your parents are ok with it?”

“Yes. I mentioned the possibility to my mom last week.”

So she didn’t “just” think of it at all, I thought to myself, but decided not to say anything.

“All right,” I said. “I guess I’ll see you…”

“On Saturday afternoon sometime.”

“Ok,” I said, still a bit flummoxed by her sudden change in mood, but deciding that she wasn’t going to tell me what was wrong right now anyway.

I came up behind her and kissed her neck. She bristled a bit at my touch.

“I’ll miss you,” I said.

“I’ll miss you, too,” she said flatly.
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When I got to work, I decided it was high time to check in with UnsatisfiedAnna. If anyone could tell me what was going on, it would be her. Of course Rob might also be able to shed some light on the situation, but he had his on-site interview with the treatment center in Orlando, and so was off for the rest of the weekend.

To my utter surprise, when I entered the app where I normally chatted with Anna, I saw a message: account deleted.

All of her responses to my chats were gone, too, as was her initial post and the comments she’d made on it. The messages that I’d sent to her, however, were still there.

Was she covering her tracks? What for? Did she somehow suspect that I knew about the account, and might have been using it as evidence for…a divorce?

Suddenly I felt sick. Divorce from Anna was the last thing on my mind. But why else would she have suddenly deleted the account? I supposed it was possible that she’d suddenly felt guilty. That she wanted to recommit to our marriage, and found it disloyal to be chatting behind my back.

But that didn’t explain her strange moodiness this morning, did it? It had seemed like something was really wrong.

The sinking feeling in my stomach intensified. I wracked my brain. What had I said during our last chat that might have triggered this? I might not have been my fault at all, of course, but without any other clear explanations, how could I not have blamed myself?

I scanned the last few messages that I’d sent her. Unfortunately, since hers were gone now, I wasn’t able to analyze them for signs of what might have gone wrong, so I only had one side of the conversation to go on.

We’d been talking about her night with Rob in the newly renovated apartment, I remembered. She’d been concerned about the fact that he’d fucked her so good. I almost laughed at the absurdity of this statement: that having too much fun in bed might be a problem. But it really might be, I reasoned, especially if it was causing her to second-guess her marriage.

Fuck. What had I done? What had we done?

I read over the last message I’d sent her another time. There didn’t seem to be anything strange about it. And her reaction had been normal, from what I remembered.

I don’t think it’s necessarily wrong that you have feelings for Rob. It’s just important that you’re honest with yourself…

Suddenly, a strange feeling came over me. An intuition. There was something wrong here. I’d messed up somehow.

Then I saw it. There, in the very first line.

I don’t think it’s necessarily wrong that you have feelings for Rob.

Rob.

She hadn’t told me his name, had she? So how did I know it? Anna was an intelligent woman. She must have known that she never mentioned his name to me. And that there was only one way that I could have known his name. If I was, well, me. Her husband. The shock of the realization that she’d been chatting with me this entire time must have caused her to rethink everything.

Shit.

I sat for a while at my desk staring at my phone. Did she really have a right to be mad at me? Sure, I hadn’t told her that I was her husband. That was deceitful, to be sure. But she’d also made the account behind my back to begin with, airing the dirty laundry of our marriage out in public. And hadn’t chatting with me online helped her get closer to me in real life? My initial anxiety and dismay began to give way to anger. Surely, I had a right to be upset with her as well.

But if I simply shut down and got angry with her, how did that help our marriage, if it was even possible to save it at this point?

Before I had a chance to ponder any further, Jaylen knocked at my office door, then stepped inside.

“I’m afraid there’s been an emergency. In the parking lot.”

I stood up, stunned by being snapped back into the present moment and the reality of my job so quickly.

“A client?”

“I think he’s a visitor, actually. Doubled over in the driver’s side of his car, with the seatbelt on. Thought he was just nodding at first, but it seems more serious.”

“Did you give Narcan?”

“Of course. We also called 911. They’re on their way.”

“Is someone with him now?”

“Mm-hm…”

I grabbed my phone and followed her out the door, grateful for the momentary distraction from my personal problems.
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Once the “fent fold” situation in the parking lot had been taken care of (the man had taken more than just the usual — he’d been on at least three other medications, from what the paramedics were able to glean from him once he regained consciousness) I returned to my office. Almost as soon as I sat down at my desk again, the problems between Anna and I came back to the front of my mind.

This time, however, I had a bit of distance, so I was able to think more clearly. I didn’t know if Anna’s sudden departure to her parents’ house and her deletion of the messages in our chat and her account itself were necessarily connected. It was entirely possible, of course, that she’d figured out that I was the guy she’d been chatting with this entire time, but it was equally possible that she’d been spooked by the name but hadn’t connected it to me, or that she hadn’t even noticed the fact that I used Rob’s name at all. After all, it was familiar to her!

I succeeded in talking myself down enough to be in a relatively stable emotional state for the poker game that night. It was true that it was kind of nice that I could go home and make myself something to eat in peace without the hustle and bustle of the normal evening routine.

I ended up just eating a sandwich and drinking an IPA while I read through all of the messages that I’d sent to UnsatisfiedAnna, trying to recall what she’d written on her end. I was combing them for clues to what might have caused her sudden change in demeanor towards me. It was also possible, I realized, that she was upset with me for not telling her about Rob’s potential job offer sooner. But how would she have known that I knew? It wasn’t something that you normally told an employer. Unless he told her that he’d told me.

There was another possibility, too, of course: that she’d been concealing the true depth of her feelings for Rob. To me, to the anonymous me who she’d been chatting with online, and perhaps even to herself. Hadn’t she been struggling with this in the final messages that we’d exchanged?

This thought felt like a punch to the gut. But before I could dwell on it, I got a text from the poker group chat.

Who’s ready to lose some money!?




It was Seth. He was finally hosting again, and you could tell that he was excited about it. Ricky —- the shrewd lawyer with blue-collar sensibilities whose pool had been invaded by a gator a few months ago — was the first to respond. He and Seth were always needling each other, but neither one of them were as good at poker as they thought they were.

How about we skip the game, and you just give me back the $40 I lost last time?




I read the text to myself in Ricky’s characteristic panhandle redneck accent and couldn’t help but grin. It was nice to have a distraction from whatever it was going on with Anna.

I drained the rest of my beer and grabbed the other five from the six pack to bring over to Seth’s. Then I texted Anna and told her to give the girls a good night kiss from me. She responded almost immediately with a “thumbs up” emoji. Completely inscrutable.

I shrugged my shoulders to myself. I’d given up for the moment on trying to figure her out, and decided that playing poker would be a better use of my time tonight. Anna would be back eventually, and she’d have to tell me what was wrong.


Chapter 25



I passed Amy — Seth’s wife — in the driveway as I walked up to his house, the five-pack of remaining IPAS tucked under my arm. She was a dark-haired petite woman with an ample chest and bouncy curls. Tonight, she had her hair down, and it spilled over her shoulders. She looked like she was dressed for a date or a big meeting — a tight curve-hugging black dress and stiletto heels that clicked on the concrete driveway as she approached. Maybe she was going to a benefit for one of the nonprofits she was involved with?

“Hey Travis,” she said, “I think you’re the first one to get here. Take it easy on Seth tonight, ok? He’s still shaken up about last time. Something about you hitting a full house on the river when he had a three-of-a-kind.”

“That wasn’t me,” I said, “I think it was Tom. But yeah, that was a tough hand.”

She grinned, flashing her large white teeth at me.

“Well, whatever! I know someone took his money, and I’m sure it will happen again!”

She winked and then turned towards her Lexus, her heels clicking away.

I remembered what Anna had told me about Lorena and Lawrence. Was Amy a hotwife too? Hadn’t Anna mentioned her as well? Something about seeing her on a date with Cindy and two other guys? Something about her and Seth having problems in their marriage?

The thought seemed ridiculous. What was I thinking? Seeing hotwives all around me, just because of the little drama that Anna, Rob and I were involved with.
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Poker turned out about as good as I could have imagined. As usual, we played Texas Hold’em. There were six guys there in all: me, Ricky, Seth, Lawrence, Tom, and Tom’s friend from out of town, an affable guy named John who turned out to be a damn good poker player.

But not as good as me.

Of course, two of my biggest hands hinged totally on luck, but I like to think that my intuition played a bit of a role. The first big victory was the most satisfying. I bluffed hard enough for everyone to go out but me and Ricky. All I had was a pair of tens, and given that there were a couple of face cards in the flop, what I was doing was a little bit stupid. Maybe not as stupid as getting an employee to sleep with your wife, but almost that stupid.

Ricky, however, stayed in till the end, calling every time I raised, and I started to get nervous. He could easily beat me if he had any kind of higher pair, and there was also the possibility of a straight out there, too.

Then came the river, and the dealer turned over a 2.

I happened to be sitting on a 2. I now had two pair. It wasn’t much, but it might do the trick in this particular situation. I decided it was time to go for broke.

“I can put you all in,” I said, looking across the table at Ricky’s dwindling pile of chips.

“Can you now?” He said in his redneck drawl that had caused so many opponents in the courtroom to underestimate him. I hoped that I wasn’t going to be the one who was lulled into a false sense of security now.

There was a moment of silence as the side conversations among the men who had already folded stopped. All eyes were on the two of us still in the game as Ricky weighed his options.

“Ok,” he said, after a moment, tallying up his chips. “I’m all in. What do you have?”

I nodded, taking a deep breath before flipping over my cards.

“Two pair. Tens and twos.”

“Son of a bitch!” Ricky exclaimed, flipping over his pocket aces.

“I can’t blame you for that one. No one thinks a two on the river is going to win it all,” said Seth, shaking his head. “Nice work, Trav.”

I thanked him, scooping all the chips to myself. I was feeling good. For the moment, the problems with Anna had been totally banished from my mind.
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Eliminating Ricky was the first step on my path to victory that night. Around midnight, I ended up in a showdown with John, Tom’s friend, and a complete stranger who I didn’t know how to read at all. Fortunately for me, luck was on my side, and I drew him into a heavy series of bets against a flush. When he turned over pocket jacks to match a third one from the flop, it did I him no good against all of the red in my hand.

I’d won it all.

Only Tom, Seth, John and me were left now, and after congratulating me and handing out my winnings, they all bid their farewells. I thanked Seth for hosting, shook his hand, and rose to go. In that moment, I realized that Amy still hadn’t come back. I’d been seated facing the front window, and I probably would have noticed her car returning.

I knew it was none of my business, but I couldn’t help but mention this fact.

“Looks like Amy’s out late. She was pretty dressed up, too! Some kind of event?”

Seth yawned and waved his hand dismissively.

“She was just going out to see a friend. She probably slept over. No big deal.”

I nodded, not sure what to make of this. Had Anna really been right?
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On my way out the door, the wad of cash making my wallet bulge, I checked my phone and saw a voicemail from Anna. I held the phone to my ear, listening as I crossed the quiet neighborhood to our house.

“Listen, Travis,” she said. “I’ve been thinking a lot, and I think I’d like to stay at my parents’ place for a little longer. To be honest, I’m not sure if I want to come back at all. But we need to think about the girls. So if you’ll be around Monday afternoon, maybe I can come by to get some things and we can talk about it.”

I stopped outside the front door to our house, stunned at what I’d heard. It certainly sounded as if Amy was leaving me. And that her mind was made up about it. I lifted my phone, ready to smash it into the driveway, then I stopped, feeling a sob form in my throat.

I walked towards the front door, fighting off tears as I fumbled with my keys.

What an idiot I had been.

How could I have been so stupid to think an arrangement like this could ever work out? What had I been thinking?

[image: ]


Now it was after midnight, and I entered the darkened, empty house and let the door fall shut behind me. Only a single lamp was burning in the living room, and it threw its light into the newly renovated kitchen, illuminating the freshly laid tile. In my mind’s eye, I saw Rob and me working together on the floor. Laughing, consulting with each other, commiserating about work, and, of course, discussing his blossoming relationship with my wife.

I also saw Anna — the conversations with her at the kitchen table that we’d shared over breakfast, the glass of wine at the counter that we’d sometimes drunk after work. And, of course, I remembered the night the three of us “christened” the new kitchen.

All of that was over now. Gone.

I doubled over suddenly, overcome with emotion, falling to my knees where I stood in front of the door.

Of course I wanted to blame myself for what had happened, but I realized in that moment that it was hard to truly know where everything had gone wrong. Had it started when I slowly began to look at porn more than my wife? Even though I was attracted to her, I’d been unable to get hard enough to please her, and she’d taken that personally. She’d been wounded enough to go online and air her grievances to total strangers, and even strike up a strange kind of friendship with one of them: me. What if the roles had been reversed? Wouldn’t I have been a bad husband? Probably what we’d needed all along was marriage counseling. But instead of counseling, we’d decided that finding a lover for her was the better option.

And not only that: we’d found a lover in the worst place possible. My place of work. “Don’t shit where you eat,” was a common refrain I’d heard over the years when it came to workplace romances. Even if this wasn’t exactly a workplace relationship, it was still a situation that went beyond proper professional boundaries. And I had only myself to blame.

I managed to stand up and walk into the kitchen and look in the cabinet above the sink, where I found a bottle of bourbon that I’d received as a gift from Anna’s father for my last birthday. I’d been saving it, sipping just a little every few months, waiting for a special occasion to really tear into it with some friends. Now it seemed like that occasion might never come. I might as well give myself a healthy pour. God knew I could use it.

I did just that, pouring four fingers into a water glass and gulping it down in one swallow. It felt a little like I was punishing myself by not savoring this exquisitely aged liquor and treating it just like a cheap bottom-shelf whiskey. The 100-proof warmth spread through my body, but I was still cold inside.

Monday afternoon suddenly seemed so far away, even though it was now early on Sunday morning. The fact that she’d chosen the afternoon and not the morning meant that she obviously planned to use her parents’ house as a base of operations for family life. She would take the girls to and from school from there. In other words, she was taking this separation seriously.

I poured myself another glass and took a sip, but I could feel a faint wave of nausea building in the pit of my stomach, so I put the glass down. I needed to get to bed. Even if I wouldn’t be able to sleep, I would be in a place with a soft surface to put my head on, away from the hard ceramic tile that Rob and I had laid with such care.

I stood and went into the bedroom, falling face forward onto Anna’s side of the mattress as the liquor and the sheer exhaustion of the night caught up with me, the scent of her body filling my nostrils as I drifted off into oblivion.


Chapter 26



When I woke up, I didn’t know where I was at first. Then, slowly, I recognized my surroundings. I was in my own house, in the master bedroom. But something was off. I was on the wrong side of the bed, and I was fully dressed. My mouth was dry and my head felt strangely fuzzy.

Where was Anna?

Suddenly, everything came flooding back: the poker game, the elation at my victory which had been quashed almost immediately by Anna’s voicemail telling me that she was leaving me.

I felt sick to my stomach, but it wasn’t only the booze. It was the realization that my life had changed forever, and there was nothing that I could do about it.

I sat up in bed, wishing that I’d had the sense to bring a glass of water with me from the kitchen last night. Now there was nothing to be done about it, and I’d have to get up and get one myself if I ever wanted to feel human again.

The bathroom was closer, however. So I walked blearily up to the sink and took a long slow drink straight from the faucet. Almost immediately, I also needed to piss. So I shuffled over to the toilet and directed my stream down into the bowl.

Strangely, I wondered what Rob was up to in that moment. Had the interview gone well? Had he gotten an offer? He might not know for a few days, of course. I didn’t know if I wanted him to stick around so that we could still be friends, or if I thought it would have been better to have him out of my life entirely. After all, he’d be a constant reminder of Anna.

But what if he was actually playing a bigger part in this than I suspected? What if, by leaving me, Anna was laying the groundwork for a relationship with him? Even if she wasn’t aware of it herself? Would it be possible for me to be friends with her (exclusive) lover? Or even work with him?

I flushed the toilet and then washed my hands, splashing some water on my face after I’d finished. I silently lamented the fact that Florida tap water was so tepid. In that moment, I felt like I needed something cold, a shot of ice water to the face. Something that would wake up and tell me what the right thing to do was.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I was unshaven, and my face looked bloated and tired. I was getting older, that was for sure. Would I be able to make it through middle age and into my twilight years alone? As just another divorcé? Was I really that different from the other guys I knew, from Tom, Lawrence and Seth?

No, I wasn’t, I realized. They all seemed relatively happy. Of course I didn’t know what exactly went on behind closed doors, but if the rumors were true, some of them were also in hotwife relationships. If Seth and Amy could make it work, why couldn’t Anna and I?

There was no reason, I realized. No obstacle in front of us but a lack of communication. And one of us was going to have to take the first step to remedy the situation. From the tone of her voicemail, it didn’t seem like Anna was going to be the one to do it. Her voice had had the tenor of someone who had made up her mind. The only thing left to discuss had been how we would tell the kids, and what kind of custody arrangement we wanted.

But what if it wasn’t too late? What if there was some part of Anna that was still open to reconciliation, to saving the marriage?

I realized that I had nothing to lose in trying to talk to her. If I angered her, so what? She was already pissed off enough to leave me and take the girls with her. But if I succeeded in getting her to try therapy, maybe things could go back to the way they had been before. Or perhaps even better.

That was an odd hope to have, given the present situation, but it was the one that carried me out the door, wearing the clothes that I’d worn the night before, and into my truck. It wasn’t until I’d gotten behind the wheel that I realized that I was still a little off-balance from the hangover, though I felt sober and basically fit to drive. I pulled out of the subdivision, down the street until got to Fruitville road, which lead out to the interstate. I was going to my in-laws’ house, hoping to catch them before they left with Anna and the girls for church.

I needn’t have worried, because (as I noticed after I’d merged into the rather meager Sunday morning traffic on I-75 south to Venice) it was not yet even 7:00AM. I realized that this was going to be an uncomfortable surprise for my in-laws, but then again, their middle-aged daughter and granddaughters moving in with them on short notice probably wasn’t exactly something they’d expected either. I got along well with both of them, though, especially my father-in-law, Ralph, so I hoped that he’d cut me some slack for making an appearance so early in the morning, and in such a clearly disheveled state.

I took the Venice exit and followed the streets to their neighborhood, an elegant if bland collection of sand-colored stucco condos a fifteen-minute walk from the beach. I had the streets mostly to myself, though of course there were some joggers out taking advantage of the early morning coolness to get a workout in. Arriving at the block where my in-laws lived, I saw an attractive middle-aged woman jogging down the center of the street in my direction. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants with a black baseball cap pulled down over her sunglasses. There were no sidewalks here, so that was the way to be most visible to cars, but it always annoyed me.

Without being able to help it, I found my eyes traveling up and down the woman’s figure as I braked and she veered to jog past me on the left-hand side of the truck. Her large breasts heaved with every step; her hips were pleasantly flared, and her quads were pleasantly toned, but not overly so. Her long, thick hair was pulled back in a tight, high ponytail that extended from just below that baseball cap.

Anna used to do her hair like that when she exercised, I thought.

As she approached the driver’s side window, the jogger turned her head to look at me.

Anna?

We both recognized each other in the same moment. I put the truck into park and rolled down the window.

“Travis,” she said, stopping and removing an ear bud. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

“I didn’t know that I was coming,” I said, which I realized was a funny thing to say. “I just got in the car and drove.”

“You’re here now,” she said.

“I know.”

“Well?”

“Why don’t you get in for a second. I want to talk.”

She hesitated, looking back down the street in the direction of her parents’ house.

“Or, I could wait until after you’re done with your run,” I added quickly, “I know that it’s cooler now and…”

“I wanted to wait until Monday morning, when the kids were at school. I don’t want to make a scene in front of them. Or my parents.”

I wondered what she’d told my in-laws. Maybe they didn’t know anything at all yet.

“Please, Anna. I can’t wait that long. This is too important. It’s our lives that we’re talking about here.”

She glanced back over her shoulder, down the street towards her parents’ place. I wondered if the girls were already awake, eating cereal with grandma and grandpa or watching cartoons.

When she still didn’t answer, I continued making my case.

“If we talk in here, your parents don’t even need to know that I came by. I’ll go home right afterwards. What do you have to lose?”

I could see her giving in. She shrugged her shoulders silently, then looked down the street once more before sauntering around the front of the vehicle and climbing in the passenger side.

The door fell shut behind her with a dull thunk.

“Ok, I’m here. Let’s talk. But maybe you should drive somewhere instead of parking in the middle of the street like a weirdo.”

I nodded, putting the truck into drive and slowly cruising down the block towards her parents’ house.

“So…UnsatisfiedAnna…”

She was quiet. At first I thought she was furious, that she’d explode in anger at me in a split second. But then I heard her sigh heavily. She was on the verge of tears.

“I’m sorry…” she choked out, partially swallowing the words in a sob. “I didn’t mean for it to go that far. I was just…”

“It’s ok,” I said, trying my best to keep my eyes on the road as we passed her parents’ place. “I came here to apologize. I wasn’t trying to fool you. Or manipulate you. I just wanted to understand what was happening in our marriage. What you needed.”

“And you didn’t think you could ask me directly?”

I paused a moment before answering, trying my best not to sound defensive.

“I could ask you the same question. Why did you make a post on the internet about our problems before you asked me to, I don’t know, go to marriage counseling?”

She was quiet for a moment. The sobs had stopped.

“It was just a reaction. A way to blow off steam at first. I hadn’t really intended to follow any advice I got on there. Or chat with anyone. But when you messaged me, I just had the feeling that here was someone who understood my situation. Who could offer me advice.”

She turned towards me, tears visible on her cheeks as they trickled down from behind her sunglasses. I stopped the car and looked at her.

“The irony of that isn’t lost on me,” she said. “The fact that I went outside of my marriage to get advice, and ended up meeting my husband all over again.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It is kinda crazy.”

She looked at me, studying my face from behind her dark sunglasses. I wished she would take them off so that I could read her expression.

“But I’m still mad at you. Even though I shouldn’t have made that post in the first place, you shouldn’t have pretended to be someone else. Can you imagine how betrayed I felt when I realized who I’d been talking to?”

“Maybe about as betrayed as I felt when I realized my wife was posting in a forum about ‘dead bedrooms.’”

She was motionless for a moment, as if she’d stopped breathing. Then, suddenly, she let out another sob.

“It was dead, though, wasn’t it? And we figured out how to bring it back. I don’t know if that ever would have happened without Rob. Without you bringing Rob and me together. Do you remember the night of our threesome? That was maybe the happiest I’ve felt since our girls were born. I don’t know if I’ve ever felt closer to you.”

“I know,” I said. I didn’t really know, but I could understand what she was telling me. I’d also felt the surge of new energy that had entered our relationship that night.

“But now I feel like shit because Rob told me he loved me. And then tried to act like it was just something that slipped out in the heat of the moment, and I let myself believe it.”

“Did you believe him?”

There was a long pause.

“If I’m being totally honest with myself, no. Not really. I knew that he was in love with me. And some part of me enjoyed that. I know it’s wrong. I’m a mom in her 40s, and he’s just barely out of college. When you get to be a woman my age, you worry about losing the power of attraction you have over men. I know it’s not feminist to say that, but it’s true. And so hearing him tell me that he loved me really fed my ego in a way that it hadn’t been in a long time.”

“But I love you. I think you’re the sexiest woman in the world,” I said, my voice taking on an edge of desperation that I did not intend.

“It’s different. I took you for granted. But here was a young, fit and handsome guy who wasn’t just interested in me for my body alone, he was telling me he was in love with me. That felt really good to hear. Even if I couldn’t reciprocate his feelings.”

It stung a little to hear that Rob’s opinion of her was more important than my own. At the same time, however, I could understand her. And her honestly cut through some of the confusion that I’d had surrounding what she’d been thinking over the past few months.

“So you don’t really love him?”

“No,” she said, taking off her glasses and looking into my eyes for the first time since she’d gotten in the car. “I asked myself if I did. I flirted with the idea. But ultimately I realized that I was in love with the idea of being desired by him.”

I reached over and put my hand on her leg. We were still stopped in the middle of the street, a few houses past my in-laws, but we didn’t seem to be bothering anyone. Anna glanced down at my hand, but didn’t push it away.

“The fact that he had a huge cock also didn’t hurt,” she said, grinning at me.

I smiled back. She knew how much it turned me on to hear her talk like that. It felt almost like I had the old Anna back.

“So,” I said, rubbing her leg a bit. “Do you think that this could still work? Do you really want to leave me?”

Her grin slowly disappeared.

“No,” she said finally. “I don’t want to leave you. And I guess if you can forgive me for being UnsatisfiedAnna, I can forgive you for chatting with her.”

A wave of relief washed over me. But I could sense that she was still upset about something.

“I can forgive you. I already have,” I murmured, pulling her towards me and planting a kiss on her lips.

She didn’t resist, but she also didn’t meet my kiss with any kind of passion.

“What’s wrong?”

“Rob,” she said. “I feel like all of his fears came true. Remember what happened to him in college? The threesome that went wrong? It’s like it’s happening all over again. This time, he’s the one being screwed over. Only this time, it’s two older people who should know better. And one of them is his boss.”

“You’re right,” I said. “I’ve been thinking about that a lot, too. I feel like we used him. For his renovation experience, and for his dick. And he fell in love.”

“Yeah…”

She stared forward out the windshield for a moment.

“If we're still a couple,” she said, “I think it’s up to both of us to find a way to make things right with him. I’m not sure how to do that.”

“I’m not, either.”

We sat there in silence for another moment.

“Well,” she said, finally, “maybe we can follow your example. After all, you took the initiative to come and talk to me. When I left on my jog just now, all I could think about was how shitty the next few months were going to be. I was mad at you and mad at myself, and the only solution to the problem that I could see was to wipe the slate clean, to divorce and start over. But I understand now that that’s the worst kind of solution. Just turning your back on your problems because you don’t see the way forward.”

“Jeez, I did all that?” I joked.

“You helped me figure out what I already knew was true, somewhere deep inside,” she said, smiling at me. “And maybe if we take the same approach with Rob — just talking to him together, with all of our clothes on — we’ve got a chance to patch things up there, too. That would make me feel a lot better. Even if I never get to fuck him again.”

I nodded.

“I’d feel better about it, too. Let’s see if we can’t make that happen…”

“Ok. It’s a plan. How about you go home, take a shower and get some rest. You look like you’ve been up all night. I’ve kept things really vague with my parents and the girls. We’ll come home later this afternoon. No one has to know about any of this.”

“Great,” I said. “It’s a plan.”

She put her hand on the door handle, about to get out of the truck, but then turned back to me.

“Travis, one more thing…”

“Yes?”

“Please shave before the girls come home. You’re going to scare them if you look like that!”

She smiled at me, her old playful look back in her eyes.

“Yes,” I said, “of course.”

She turned to the door again, but then quickly back to me.

“That’s not what I actually wanted to say,” she said. “What I wanted to say is that…after all this…”

For a moment, it seemed like she was going to start crying again, but then she got the words out.

“I love you.”

Seized by passion, I reached out and pulled her towards me across the car. It was awkward because of the center console and the fact that I was still wearing my seatbelt, but it was the gesture itself that mattered. I planted a kiss on her mouth, and this time, she kissed me back with real passion.

“I love you too,” I said.

.


Epilogue
TWO YEARS LATER...



“Did Rob say that they already checked in?” asked Anna from her seat next to me in the back of the Uber as we slowly crept our way from the Las Vegas airport towards our hotel, rapidly scrolling on her phone.

“This traffic is crazy. Is it always like this?”

She’d launched two questions in rapid succession, one at me, and one at the driver, without waiting for an answer. She was clearly nervous, and the driver, who clearly hadn’t heard her, continued to talk in hushed foreign tones to someone on his Bluetooth headset.

“Relax, babe. Like I said, Rob and Emily already got here two hours ago. They got us adjoining rooms.”

She sat back, exhaling.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m sorry. You did say that. I guess that edible I took for the plane ride still isn’t totally out of my system.”

She smiled at me.

“No worries,” I said. “This is kind of a big deal. Being away from the kids this long.”

Heather and Regina were staying with my parents, which had given us the rare opportunity to take a vacation together. Well, it wasn’t all going to be vacation. We were going to an annual conference of drug and alcohol abuse professionals, the same organization whose conference I’d gone to in Houston, back when Rob was working on the kitchen and Anna had been home alone with him and the kids. This time, however, Rob was coming with us, and he was bringing his fiancée, Emily.

Rob had met Emily his second week on the job in Orlando. She ran a small boutique that specialized in vintage clothing and accessories in Winter Park. She came from a fairly well-to-do family, but was refreshingly down to earth. Anna and I had met her on a couple of occasions, first when Rob came back to visit his family in Sarasota for the holidays, and later when we took Regina and Heather — against our better judgement — to one of the theme parks in Orlando. It had been during a short, chaotic visit to a pizza restaurant, where the girls ran wild in the ball pit while we leaned across the table, straining to hear what Rob and Emily were saying. What became clear after that conversation, however, and after several weeks of discussions via text message, was that we’d happened into a perfect arrangement.

Not only was Emily beautiful, intelligent and funny, she also happened to be very proud of Rob’s endowment, and very aroused by the idea of him sleeping with other women.

Emily, in other words, was a cuckquean. The female equivalent of a cuckold. A woman who got off on her husband fucking other women.

Not only could Rob be open with her about his “sordid” past with Anna, the more he told Emily, the more Emily wanted to watch him fuck Anna for herself. That was more than ok with me, of course. Anna hadn’t slept with any other men since Rob moved away, but we’d continued dirty talk and roleplay about hotwife situations, using larger dildos and cock sleeves every once in a while to help scratch her itch for something bigger. But there was no substitute for a real man, and both of us were hesitant to go on the search for another bull. Rob had been perfect for Anna, and we didn’t think there was any way to replace him. Luckily, as it had turned out, we didn’t have to.
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Back then, after Anna and I had made up in the truck in front of her parents’ house, we’d both gone to talk to Rob as soon as he was back from Orlando. We’d told him everything that Anna and I had discussed together. We were very honest. Almost brutally so. Anna told him, for example, how much it had flattered her when he told her that he loved her, but that she simply couldn’t reciprocate his feelings. She was a married woman. At first, he’d seemed a little upset. But then he’d admitted to us that he knew that there couldn’t be a real future for him and Anna, and he’d often wondered how things might end. He also revealed that he’d already been offered and accepted the job in Orlando and would be relocating at the end of the month.

Everything ended well. But that didn’t mean the attraction between Anna and Rob was gone. They decided it would be best, however, to refrain from acting on that attraction again until Rob managed to get established in Orlando. And they hadn’t acted on their attraction, or even discussed it much, until the revelation that he was engaged to a cuckquean.

So it was completely understandable that Anna was nervous. Not only was she far away from the girls for the first time, she was also about to experience sex with Rob again.

The plan was for Emily and I just to watch. She was an attractive woman, to be sure, but she hadn’t mentioned anything about swinging. It was about watching her future husband “stretch another woman,” as she’d somewhat crassly put it over chat. That was fine with me: I was content with watching.
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We went straight to the room, which Rob had booked in all four of our names.

“Mr. T!” Rob said, grinning at me and giving me a hug as soon as he spotted us in the hallway. I returned his embrace, clapping him on the shoulder. It was genuinely great to see him.

“And you know Emily, of course,” he said, gesturing towards the smiling young woman who appeared behind him in the doorway.

“Of course,” I said. “Nice to see you again.”

She came forward and I extended a hand, but she went in for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. As she did, she whispered, “are you as excited as I am to see them together?”

“Yes,” I replied.

In the meantime, Rob had gone into the hallway and was embracing Anna. For a moment, I thought they might kiss, but I could tell that Anna’s nerves made this feel awkward to do in public. Rob must have sensed it as well.

“Why don’t you drop your things off in your room and get settled. Then just knock on the door and come over,” he said, smiling at Anna.

“Sounds like a plan,” said Anna, taking the keycards from his hand and then fumbling with the door.

I went back out into the hallway and helped pull our luggage into the adjoining room. The door shut behind us. Then it was just Anna and I again.

“Well, honey? Think you’re ready to become ‘SatisfiedAnna’?”

“Stop teasing,” she said, smiling as her eyes fell. “I’m already ‘SatisfiedAnna.’ Satisfied with my wonderful husband.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me in for a long kiss. The moment was perfect.

She broke the kiss, catching my gaze with concern in her eyes.

“You know I’m a little nervous about this.”

“I do. But there’s nothing to worry about. It’s going to be just like old times. Remember how much fun we all had christening the new kitchen?”

“Yeah, I do. But Emily’s going to be there this time. She’s so pretty, and so much younger than me…”

“Sure, but the focus is still on you. All she wants to do is watch. And maybe help out a little. You’re going to be the center of attention.”

“Thanks, babe,” she said, looking up at me again. “You do know how to make me feel better. And being a little nervous like this is…exciting, you know?”

“I get it. I’m already hard just thinking about what’s going to happen over there,” I said.

She grinned, then put a hand on my bulge.

“Oh my, you weren’t kidding!”

I shook my head.

“Well, I guess we’d better get moving. What should I wear?”

“Something that’s easy to take off.”

She nodded, unzipping her suitcase and looking for the negligee she’d chosen for the occasion. Then she disappeared into the bathroom.

“Have you texted Karen yet? She’s here, right?” she called from behind the door.

“Yes. She’s meeting the four of us for dinner later. That is, assuming you’ll be in shape to go out after Rob’s done with you…”

She opened the door, dressed only in the black and pink babydoll teddy we’d selected for the occasion. Her hair was up in a ponytail, and her lips were red.

“You look incredible,” I said, walking over to her. “I think it’s time to knock on that door…”

She took a deep breath, and nodded.
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Fifteen minutes later, she was kneeling between Rob’s legs, giving him the blowjob of a lifetime while Emily and I watched from the small loveseat. It really had been a little awkward at first, but not between Rob and Anna, but between Emily and me. She was in a tank top blouse and shorts, and I was still wearing the khakis and button-down shirt I’d worn on the plane.

Anna and Rob, however, still had nothing but chemistry. After a short but intense make out session, Anna had pushed him back onto the bed and practically torn off his shorts. Her lust for his cock was still as strong as it had been in the beginning.

Now, as she knelt down worshiping him, Emily and I exchanged glances.

“I think I might take these off,” she said, gesturing to her shorts.

“I might do the same,” I said.

A few moments later, we were both bottomless, sitting side by side on the loveseat. Emily rubbed her clit slowly, a determined look on her face. I was rock hard, but was afraid of coming too quickly if I started to pleasure myself now. Instead, I simply watched the show.

“God, look at how deep she can take him,” Emily said, in a hoarse half-whisper, as if she didn’t want to disturb the two lovers.

“She’s a really talented woman,” I replied.

“She really is,” said Rob, who could clearly hear us.

“Thank you!”

Anna came up for air and stroked his slick shaft, smiling.

“Who’s ready to see me ride this monster?”

We all were. Rob lay back on the bed, scooting further up the mattress to allow for Anna to be able to get into position. Anna climbed up onto the bed and straddled him, slowly lowering herself onto his impossibly thick, throbbing pole.

As she groaned with the first few inches of penetration, Emily and I both turned to look at each other at the same time, exchanging looks of delight. It was clear to both of us: this was going to be a wonderful weekend.

And we all knew that it wouldn’t stop there…


You might also like…


Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite hotwife and cuckold stories. It is truly appreciated.

E-mail me here (cynthiasizematters@gmail.com).

— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon.

Follow me on twitter here. (@SizeQueenBooks)

Check out all the books in the Her First Bull series here.

Check the My First Time Hotwife series page for more installments here.
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Her First Bull: Nora: A cuckold wife-sharing novel

Nora is an old-fashioned young woman. She’s also a petite, busty blonde bombshell with a wild side and one very big secret in her past.

When her husband Chad takes a job overseas, the couple start to explore the possibilities of long-distance intimacy.

Nora is reluctant at first when Chad suggests the possibility of his wife taking a well-endowed lover while he is away, but after a little experimentation, she more than warms up to the idea.

Chad enlists the help of his former army buddy, Jake, a dominant, take-charge, and very well-equipped alpha. Nora and Jake’s chemistry is explosive. So much so, in fact, that Chad, Nora’s husband, finds himself increasingly sidelined. Not only is he outmanned, he’s also starting to get out of his depth emotionally.

Will Chad lose both his wife and his friend? Or will the three of them find exciting new possibilities for intimacy together?

What will happen when Nora admits to her own needs for something bigger and experiences Her First Bull?

Her First Bull: Nora is a stand-alone novel-length story (45,000 words) exploring the emotional highs and lows of cuckolding and the hotwife lifestyle.
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SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.
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TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.

[image: ]


BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.

[image: ]



SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.
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