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Waking to an Empty Bed

“Oh! Uh! UH! UNGH!”

I don’t know if it was the muted sounds of sex coming through our bedroom wall that woke me, but it was the first thing I was conscious of. It seemed our neighbor Manny had brought home yet another one of his conquests, “club sluts” as my wife had once referred to them. Since he moved in a couple of months ago, we often heard them through the wall on weekend nights. It was a minor annoyance, though one that seemed to bother my wife more than me. If I’m being totally honest, I found it somewhat arousing, but my wife seemed to think It mostly a disturbance.

Speaking of my wife, as I turned in bed I realized that she wasn’t there. That’s when memories from earlier in the evening began to seep slowly back into my groggy mind. We’d been at the community gathering in our complex’s courtyard, the monthly social our board held so that people in the apartment could have a chance to mingle and get to know each other. Bridget, my wife, had been looking forward to it.

We had moved into our place a few months before the pandemic hit. My family was in the area, and her family wasn’t too far away, but we had few friends nearby. Like many others we worked at home through lock down, and we also welcomed our baby boy Theo into the world. As things got back to normal, I returned to the office and began to make some friends there, but Bridget remained mostly at home taking care of the baby and working remotely. Outside of family, the apartment get togethers were one of the few times she was really able to get out.

It had been getting later into the evening, and I had to go back to the apartment so the babysitter could go home, but I remembered telling Bridget that she should stay since I could see she was having a good time.

I supposed she must still be at the gathering. But when I turned back and saw that the clock by our bed read 1am, that didn’t seem right. There was no way things could still be going on. Could there?

“Mmm! Oh! Yes! Uh-huh!”

The soundtrack from next door persisted as I pushed myself out of bed, slowly becoming more and more awake.

I could tell immediately that Bridget wasn’t in the bathroom as the door was open and the light was out. I made my way out into the living room to find it dark and silent. The door to Theo’s room was closed as well, and no light came from under the door, so it didn’t make sense that she would be there. I went back into the bedroom to get my phone, ready to call her when another round of cries came through the wall.

“Oh! Yes! Fuck me! Yes! Just like that!”

I froze.

I’m not sure if I had missed it before in my groggy state or if it was because I hadn’t heard the woman actually say anything until then, but the voice sounded an awful lot like Bridget’s.

My mind went back to earlier in the evening when we had been at the social. My wife had dressed up for it, nothing super fancy, just a nice top with a skirt that showed off her shapely legs, but that combined with the make-up was a far cry from the baggy comfort clothing she wore while working at home and taking care of our son. Like I said, she didn’t get out much these days.

Manny was there too, which was notable because I had never seen him at one of these events. Weekends were when he was on the prowl, at least judging by the parade of different women we’d seen (and heard) him bring home, but I suppose even prolific partiers need time away from the club. He also took a pretty immediate interest in Bridget. While he was always polite to us, he was never overly chatty, but throughout the evening I had seen him approach and talk to my wife, especially when I was occupied speaking with some of our other neighbors. I had even seen him approach the group Bridget was hanging out with when I left to relieve the babysitter for the evening.

I suppose seeing Bridget more dressed up than usual had sparked an interest in Manny, but I hadn’t taken much notice or given it much thought. I didn’t think I needed to worry about Bridget taking interest in someone else, especially our neighbor. But maybe I was wrong…

Hearing the moans of a woman who sounded like my wife sparked a hollow feeling in my gut. But I also had the sudden urge to see what was happening, to know for sure, even if it might be painful to witness. And I knew how I might make that happen.

There was a sort of porch area that wrapped around the back of the building complex. Units like ours that faced out that way had access to it, and it was divided only by simple partitions, short and easy to climb over. I knew that Manny’s bedroom looked out onto this porch area. So as long as it wasn’t shrouded by lowered blinds, I should be able to see into his bedroom from there.

I moved quickly and without much thought, heading back to the living room and the door that led out onto the porch. I walked as quietly as I could, each creak from the wood ringing loudly in my ears. As I approached the partition I could see the porch area under Manny’s window bathed in light and knew I’d be able to see inside. I climbed carefully over the partition, trying to avoid making any noise that might alert Manny or his lover. I hoped that no one was going for a night stroll, and, as much as I didn’t want to discover my wife in that room, I hoped she didn’t return to our apartment in that moment; I didn’t want to have to explain to anyone why I was playing Peeping Tom on my neighbor.

Fortunately there didn’t seem to be anyone around, and my traversing of the partition didn’t seem to raise any alarms. By the open window to Manny’s bedroom I could hear the couple even more clearly, and they didn’t slow up from their lovemaking at all.

I crept up to the window, crouching low so as to not draw attention to myself, hoping my presence would go unnoticed, hoping I was wrong and that it wasn’t my wife on the other side of that wall. My heart was racing in my chest, and I took a deep breath to try and calm my nerves before raising my head just enough to get a good look through Manny’s bedroom window.

Unfortunately in that moment all of my worst suspicions about what was going on in that bedroom were proven to be true.

Bridget was on Manny’s bed naked and propped up on her hands and knees. Her pale, freckled skin shimmered with sweat and a stream of gasps and moans poured from her mouth as our neighbor took her from behind. His large brown hands gripped by wife’s thin waist as he fucked her, their bodies coming together with a wet slap every time he thrust his large, bulky frame into her petite body. And when he pulled out I saw the length of his massive, brown tool coated in the sheen of her arousal.

“Ungh! Ungh! Yes!” my wife groaned with pleasure.

“Yeah, you like that big cock, don’t you , bitch!” Manny growled as he continued to ram into her. Without the wall separating us I could now hear his low voice clearly, and I was surprised by his dirty talk, or at least surprised by how my wife, who always said she found dirty talk degrading, responded.

“Oh! Yes! It’s so good! So good!” she moaned, turning her head to look back at him. I could see the lust in her eyes, but it was different than how she looked at me, like she was more lost in the moment, more overwhelmed by her arousal. Knowing she was betraying our vows and seeing her taken to this new level of sexual abandon that I’d never brought her to hurt, an emotional pain that twisted in my gut. But at the same time, I felt my own penis straining against my boxer shorts, felt those same shorts getting damp with pre-cum. My thoughts and emotions were swirling all over the place, but my body’s reaction to what I was seeing was certain and clear, and I couldn’t make myself look away.

“I told you you’d love it,” Manny continued with his sex-talk, voice labored as he continued his steady rhythm of thrusts into Bridget’s willing body. “Better than your husband’s, isn’t it?”

Bridget seemed to grunt an affirmative, but otherwise didn’t respond. Given everything that was happening I took a sort of pride in that small win, that she wouldn’t demean me even as she betrayed me. But that sense of victory was short lived.

Unsatisfied with her lack of response, Manny reached forward and grabbed a handful of Bridget’s red mane of hair. He thrust deep inside her then stopped his movements and used his grip on her hair to force her to face him.

“I asked you a question, bitch. Am I better than your husband?”

A look of shock crossed my wife’s face at the rough treatment she was suddenly receiving, but she voiced no objection. Instead she nodded, answering Manny’s humiliating question with barely any hesitation.

“Then say it,” Manny said, a smug grin covering his face.

“You’re better than my husband,” Bridget moaned, as she gazed adoringly at her new lover. Hearing and seeing her say these words twisted my gut once more, but somehow my cock was hard as ever. “Just don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“That’s right, bitch, you want this cock, don’t you?”

“Yes,” my wife mewled pitifully.

“Then beg for it,” Manny demanded.

“Please, fuck me! Fuck me with that big cock! Give it to me!”

Manny grinned with triumph and began thrusting into her once again. He continued to hold tightly to Bridget’s hair, pulling her head back as he pounded her relentlessly, his powerful large hips smacking into her soft backside.

I didn’t think Bridget would ever go for this kind of rough treatment, but she had no objection to the large man roughly pulling back her hair as he pummeled her pussy. In fact quite the opposite, her face was contorted in pleasure, her eyes closed, her mouth wide open as she gasped, moaned, and spewed more dirty talk.

“Oh yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Don’t stop! So good! Fuck!”

Her rounded C-cup breasts were pushed forward prominently, her back arched from Manny’s grip on her hair, and they bounced in time to his thrusts. Her fingers gripped the bedsheets tightly, holding on to something firm as her body was taken. She was the picture of pure lustful pleasure, and while I had always thought our sex life was good, that I pleased her in bed, I had never seen her like this. Watching this woman who was my wife but also so different from the woman I thought I knew was fascinating, frightening, exciting, disappointing, and arousing all at the same time.

Even after her hurtful and humiliating admissions, seeing her like this, at this new level of arousal, made my cock ache. Part of me wanted to fish it out and stroke, to relieve the pressure of arousal, but I found myself fixated on the action unable to move.

“Oh! Yes! Close! I’m close, baby! Don’t stop! Ungh!”

“Yeah, that’s it, just let go,” Manny growled, his voice hoarse with lust and exertion. He let go of her hair and gripped her hips again with both hands, finding it in himself to plow into her even faster. “Cum for me. Cum on this cock.”

“Yes! Yes! Ungh! UNGH!”

With a last grunt of pleasure Bridget’s mouth opened in a soundless cry. Her hands gripped the bedsheets even tighter, her knuckles going white from the effort. Her feet raised off the bed, toes curling. Her body shivered, pleasure coursing through her. And all the while Manny continued to piston in and out at the same fast pace, fucking her right through the most powerful orgasm I’d ever seen her have like some sort of machine.

“Ooooohhh…!”

Bridget let out a ragged moan of pleasure before collapsing forward onto the bed. Her body went limp, moving only in response to Manny’s continued thrusts. Her face turned towards me, and I worried for a moment that she might see me, but her eyes were unfocused, glazed over. Her body continued to tremble in the aftershock of post-orgasmic bliss.

“No more,” she whimpered after a few moments. “I can’t. No more.”

Manny stopped his assault on her pussy and pulled his cock fully from within her. I don’t care much to try and guess at his size, but it was certainly longer and thicker than my own package, and in that moment it glistened victoriously with the juices from my wife’s orgasm. Given he was still erect, I didn’t think he was ready to stop just yet, but he seemed willing to slow things down, gently turning Bridget onto her back so she could life on the bed. Then he positioned himself over her and leaned in to kiss her.

Bridget responded immediately, kissing him passionately in return. Somehow watching that felt even worse than seeing her have sex with another man. The liaison was no longer just about carnal pleasure; it had moved into being intimate. Part of me wanted to leave then, to get away from this soft, quiet moment she was sharing with her new lover, but I was worried any movement might alert them to my presence. And despite the roller coaster of emotional turmoil the scene was causing me, I found I couldn’t even avert my eyes. What’s more, my cock didn’t seem to have the same hangups my mind did and was still straining for release against my now damp and sticky boxers.

After a few moments, Manny thankfully detached from the kiss. A soft sigh escaped my wife’s lips as he moved away and began to find other parts of her body to explore with his mouth. He planted kisses on her neck before moving down to her breasts. Bridget let out some soft, contented moans as his lips circled over her nipples. He alternated between them, using his hand to toy with the one his mouth was not being attentive to. Then, gradually, he let his lips drift lower, kissing down her flat belly until he moved between her legs.

Bridget let out a gasp, and I knew he had started eating her out. She began to writhe on the bed, her hands reaching down to play with his black, curly hair, as he pleasured her with his mouth and his fingers. Her moans began to get louder as he worked her, her breasts rising and falling as she squirmed from his minstrations, her nipples rock hard with arousal and still glistening with her lover’s saliva. Her hips rocked gently, coaxing his mouth and fingers to keep going. I could tell she was quickly building back to a point of high arousal. I’m sure Manny could sense the same, and apparently that was right where he wanted her because he soon pulled away.

“Please,” my wife said needily, as he removed his lips from her most private spot. “I’m close.”

Manny moved quickly to position himself over her, his hips between her spread legs. He took but a moment to align himself before thrusting his still-hard cock back into her wet and willing hole. Both he and my wife groaned in pleasure as he entered her, and soon the rhythmic slapping of their bodies coming together in lust filled the room once more.

Manny then grabbed Bridget’s arms, pinning them over her head as his hips continued to see-saw his cock in and out of her. In this position he stared down into her face. She gazed back, their eyes locking together, her mouth hanging open as moans of pleasure sprang from her lips in time to her lover’s thrusts.

“Oh yeah, take that dick!” Manny growled, as he looked into her eyes. “You love this cock, don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes I love your cock!” Bridget wailed in response.

“That’s right. You’re my slut now, aren’t you?” Manny pressed, goading her with is lurid talk.

“Yes!” my wife gasped, as she gazed into his eyes.

“Say it!” he commanded gruffly.

“I’m your slut!” Bridget moaned. “Yes! I’m your slut! I’m a slut for this cock! Fuck me! Fuck your slut!”

I had never heard my wife say anything approaching the words that were coming out of her mouth, and it was having quite an effect on me. I couldn’t hold back anymore and moved to pull down my boxers so I could free my own cock. I hoped with their increased level of engagement and volume that they wouldn’t hear any noise I might be making as I shifted my body.

“You gonna cum for me again, slut?” I heard Manny saying as I started stroking my dick in earnest.

“Uh! Uh-huh!” my wife moaned back, then mewled, “I’m close, baby.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Manny growled, as his hips began to move even more swiftly. “Cum again for me, slut! Cum on my cock!”

“Oh! Oh God! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me with that big dick!” my wife moaned in response to Manny’s increased efforts.

Soon her exclamations devolved into a howling moan. Her back arched, her arms pushing against Manny’s restraining grip. She shut her eyes, her face contorting with pleasure as her head tilted back, Her legs rose off the bed, toes curling, as she opened herself even wider for her lover who continued to plow relentlessly into her.

Seeing my wife yet again hit a level of release I didn’t know was possible sent me over the edge. I let out a soft grunt as I felt my cock start to pulse in my hand, cum exploding out of my shaft and splattering across the wall under Manny’s window.

Manny himself finished soon after. His hips started jerking unevenly as he rammed himself into my wife’s still quivering body.

“Oh yeah! Take it, slut! Take my load!”

“Give it to me,” my wife moaned in a sultry voice, opening her eyes to lock gazes with her lover once again as he emptied himself into her.

Bridget was on birth control, but watching her assent to Manny filling her womb still twisted my gut, especially now that my arousal had been spent. It was surreal, and a bit hurtful, watching my wife accept another man’s cum, his baby-makers, into her body while my own now uselessly coated the outside of a building. Even knowing it wouldn’t lead to anything, the weight of the symbolism sat heavy on me.

I watched the now-spent couple lay entangled together. Manny caught his breath for a moment but made no move to remove his manhood from within my wife. Instead after a moment he began to kiss her, and I watched as she responded, once again somehow feeling more jealousy over this post-coital intimacy than over the actual sex.

At length they broke from their kiss, and they began to have a whispered conversation. I couldn’t catch what they were saying until it ended with Bridget saying that she should go.

Manny moved aside and let Bridget stand. I panicked for a moment wondering how I could possibly get back into our apartment silently enough to avoid detection in such short order, so when she asked if she could use his shower, relief flowed through me.

I watched as he directed her towards the bathroom. Bridget exited the bedroom, and it seemed like a good time to try and get back. But as I shifted my weight to pull up my boxers, the wood of the porch creaked beneath me.

I froze and looked up to see Manny looking out the window. Hunched over as I was, I didn’t think he could see me. I remained still to test that theory.

After a moment Manny looked away and then exited the room himself. I continued to stay still until I was sure he was gone before I made my move. Still being as quiet as I could, I made my way back over the partition and into my darkened apartment.

I sat down on our bed, my heart pounding and my head swimming.

Removed from the surreal and arousing situation that had just transpired I found myself struggling with what to do next. Should I just go back to bed and pretend I was asleep and forestall any type of confrontation? Or should I stay up and challenge my wife? And if I did that should I go after her about how late she was returning home and see what she would say? Or should I admit that I had watched her with her lover and knew exactly what she was up to behind my back?

My mind kept running over various options trying to think what I should do when I started to notice noise once again coming from through the wall.

“Uh! Oh yes! Yeah! Give me that big dick!”

I couldn’t believe that they were going at it again, that for the second time in the same night I was hearing my wife’s moans float through our bedroom wall. More than that, I couldn’t believe how fast my dick sprang to attention.

“Ungh! I love it! I need it! Oh! It’s so good!”

I moved quickly to our hamper and grabbed one of my socks out of it. Pulling down my boxers and sliding it over my fully engorged cock I began to stroke, spurred on by the new sounds I was hearing from my wife and the memories of what I had witnessed only moments ago.

“Oh! Yes! You fuck me so good! Ungh! So much better! You’re so much better!”

I wanked furiously at her dirty talk, which seemed to flow even more easily and constantly than it had before, seeing her being taken in my mind once again. It didn’t take long before I was firing away, painting the insides of my sock with my cum.

I slumped down on my bed. The string of moans and dirty talk continued on. Suddenly it didn’t seem quite so erotic.

I peeled off the sock and tossed it back into the hamper. I pulled back on my boxers and crawled into bed, a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach. I felt defeated and confused and utterly exhausted.

Despite the ongoing noise of the lovers next door, I found myself drifting off to sleep.

X-X-X

I woke to the sound of my cell phone’s alarm, a blaring klaxon that demanded immediate attention. I rolled out of bed automatically to deal with it, as I did every morning, and I heard Bridget groan as I did so. I paused and turned to see her laying on her side of our bed like she had every morning since we’d been together. For a moment I thought that maybe last night had just been a bad dream, but the vivid memories of it quickly began to fill my waking mind, and I knew that couldn’t be the case.

“Mmm…make it stop,” Bridget whined, her words slurred from sleep.

I shut off the alarm and watched as she curled into a defensive position, pulling the blankets on the bed around her.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Tired,” she said by way of explanation.

I waited for me, but she didn’t offer anything. I went to go shower deciding to let her sleep. It was clear she wasn’t in any condition to talk, and our son would be up soon and needing to be taken care of.

As the water of the shower washed over my body, I tried to think about how I should handle this situation. But my mind became flooded with the memories of what I had witnessed last night. The way Manny had fucked my wife. The way she had moaned and begged. Him taking her from behind, pulling her hair, dominating her. She laying under him and gazing right into his eyes as she submitted to him.

I soon found myself stroking my cock, soaping it up to make it slick, as I relived the torrid sex my wife and our neighbor had in my mind. I never experienced anything that had gotten me so hard so quickly, even just by thinking about it. It wasn’t long before I came, grunting with pleasure as I shot my load onto the wall of the our shower, the image of Manny emptying his balls into my wife’s pussy playing through my head as I did so.

Bridget was still curled up in bed when I emerged from the shower snoring lightly with a peaceful look on her face. I watched her for a few minutes wondering how things would be now. With my mind clear of lustful thoughts, the ramifications of her actions started to became clearer and more worrying.

I didn’t know why she had done this or what it would lead to. Had it been a mistake, some drunken fling, or had she wanted to be with Manny before last night? And now, having been with him and, from what I could tell, greatly enjoying it, would she want to see him again? To start an affair? To leave me entirely?

Would she come to me about any of this or not? And, if she didn’t admit to anything, was this something I could even confront her about? After all, I had watched it all happen and did nothing to intervene or stop it. In, in fact, found myself enjoying it, which was a whole other can of worms. But despite that, her betrayal still hurt, and the thought of living in a marriage where she was perpetually stepping out behind my back wasn’t a pleasant one. On the other hand neither was the thought of our family potentially falling apart.

These troubling thoughts rattled around in my mind as I spent the morning taking care of and entertaining Theo. He served as a decent distraction, but my worry around these issues was too big to be blocked out entirely.

It was early afternoon, around when we usually had lunch, that Bridget emerged from the bedroom. Theo ran over to her, and she scooped him up and held him tightly. I watched them together, and in that moment I knew I didn’t want to leave her. I wasn’t sure what the future would hold or how things would resolve, but that much was clear.

I moved into the kitchen and began preparing lunch. A few minutes later I felt her arms circle around me and her body press into my back. She held me that way for a moment before loosening her grip enough that I could turn around and return the embrace.

“Thanks for taking care of things,” she said, looking up at me earnestly.

“Party too hard?” I asked, curious what she might say.

“I went over to Mia’s apartment with a few other people as things were winding down,” she said. We ended up staying..later than I’m used to.”

“Oh, uh…I see,” I stammered in response. I wasn’t sure exactly what I had expected. Maybe for her to confess or maybe just to stumble over the explanation, but neither of those happened. If I didn’t know better, I would’ve believed her.

“Who all was there?”

She rattled off a couple of other neighbor’s names, and Manny was also included in her tally. I guessed that she was telling the truth, or at least part of it. Manny must have convinced her to come back to his place afterwards.

“Sounds fun,” I offered, my mind still working over everything.

“It was,” she said, and it was then that I saw a flicker of something across her face. Then she stood on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to mine. Those same lips that had kissed Manny and done who knows what else to his body during the moments that I hadn’t witnessed. I forced myself to try and kiss her as I normally would. I didn’t detect any real change in how she was kissing me, and if she noticed anything off on my end, she made no mention. When the kiss ended, she smiled at me, like she’d done so many times before in our relationship.

“Thank you for letting me stay out and watching over Theo,” she said. Then with an impish grin she added, “I’ll show you how thankful after lunch.”

I felt somewhat buoyed by the exchange through lunch. She had lied to me, but it also felt clear there was still lover on her part. And of course I was excited by the prospect of some action after lunch. Maybe this had just been an accident and she was looking to make things up to me without revealing a potentially marriage ending incident that she didn’t know I was already aware of.

When the meal was over I took care of getting Theo into his bed for his nap, while my wife disappeared back into our bedroom.

“Is he asleep?” she asked when I closed the door to his bedroom.

“Yeah,” I replied, looking up to see her standing in a short, satin robe that hid none of her creamy thighs. It was an outfit she had bought earlier in our marriage but that I hadn’t seen her wear in some time.

“Great,” she said, a twinkle in her eye, as she let the robe fall open to reveal the black, lacy bra and panty set she wore underneath. She let me admire her body for a moment before ducking back into our bedroom.

I followed quickly behind her, excited not only at the prospect of having my wife but of reclaiming her, of showing her where she really belonged.

She discarded the robe as I entered the bedroom, pulling the door shut behind me. I moved to her and took her in my arms, bringing her into a kiss. Our tongues danced. All the while my hands moved to unhook her bra, and her fingers fumbled with my jeans. When the broke away from each other she let her bra fall away, revealing her lovely, plump tits.

“Let’s get those off,” she said, tugging at my pants and my boxers, pulling them down my legs. I adjusted my stance to help her, lifting my legs as she peeled away my clothes. Then I quickly brought my shirt overhead, tossing it aside just as she moved my pants out of the way.

I wanted to move to take her, to rip her panties away and have my way with her, but she moved first, gently pushing me back towards the bed.

“Lay back, baby,” she cooed.

I did as she said, moving back onto the bed, laying across its width. She clambered up after, moving between my legs. I let out a sigh of pleasure, as I felt her mouth engulf the head of my already-hard cock. She swirled her tongue around it, then broke away and began to kiss down my length before taking me back in her mouth and beginning to bob her head, letting more and more of me inside.

It wasn’t the reclaiming I had envisioned, but I couldn’t deny the joy of my wife working diligently to pleasure me with her mouth while her hand stroked along my length.

“That’s so good,” I moaned. I could feel myself slowly building towards orgasm as she worked me. Bridget had been great at giving head for as long as I’d known her. I wondered if Manny had experienced the wonders of her mouth last night, but I pushed those thoughts away and simply basked in the pleasure of her attentions.

But before I could build too far, she stopped.

I watched as she hopped off the bed and turned away from me. Then, with a little smile over her shoulder, she shimmied her hips and began to seductively remove her panties. She bent down to get them off and toss them away, then wiggled her butt at me teasingly before turning to climb back onto the bed.

I started to sit up, thinking I should reciprocate by going down on Bridget, something that she usually appreciated, but this time she moved directly over me, pushing me back gently with a hand on my chest.

“Let me take care of you,” she said, smiling at me.

I felt her hand wrap around me, and then she was guiding me in, my manhood penetrating her slick, warm folds. We let out soft moans as she slid down my length, and I entered her to the hilt. Her hips began to undulate, setting a rhythm as she rode me. I began to thrust up, and we moved together as we had many times before throughout our relationship.

I felt the same warm tightness I had always felt as she moved up and down along my length. Manny’s massive tool didn’t appear to have changed or loosened her. But at the same time our union felt different, at least to me. The woman riding me was not the woman I witnessed last night, and that somehow made things feel new, even as we made love the way we had many times before.

I gripped her hips and began to increase our pace, watching as her tits bounced. Her soft moans began to become more urgent, and she closed her eyes, her head tipping back. Her hands gripped mine as I continued to thrust up into her.

“Oh! Uh, there! Don’t stop!” she mewled, gripping my hands tighter. Moments later she let out a loud moan, and I felt her pussy squeezing my dick and the slight tremble of her body. It was nothing like the wild, screaming orgasms I had seen her reach last night, but it still felt good to know that I could still satisfy her.

She fell forward onto my chest, and I put my arms around her. We lay like that for a moment, our warm bodies entangled, her heart beating next to mine. Then she pushed herself up and, smiling down at me, began to move her hips once more.

“Your turn,” she said.

As she began to move again there was a part of me that really wanted to last, to try and get her to reach yet another orgasm, but I think with the strangeness and excitement of everything I was feeling, it wasn’t possible. In not too long I felt the mounting pleasure building in me, and then with a grunt I released, my pulsing inside her. Bridget continued to ride me through my orgasm, milking me of whatever sperm I had left after my multiple masturbation sessions the previous night and earlier that morning.

Eventually I stopped her, bringing her in for a kiss and holding her close to me.

“I love you,” she said, whispering it in my ear.

“I love you too,” I replied, turning to face her. Then jokingly I added, “I guess I should let you stay out late more often.”

“No, that’s okay,” she said, lowering her gaze. She kissed me on the neck, then said, “I don’t need an excuse to take care of you.”

I definitely got the sense then that she was apologizing in a way, that she was admitting she had made a mistake without openly acknowledging it. I suppose I couldn’t know for sure without openly challenging her, but that would mean admitting to having secretly watched her. I didn’t think I was ready to go down that path, or, in fact, ruin the moment we were having just then.

I brought my wife in for a kiss. We moved between kissing, cuddling, and caressing, just being intimately close with each other. We might have eventually moved on to another round of sex if not for the sound of Theo waking up from his nap playing through the baby monitor.

X-X-X

It was three days before I ran into Manny.

Over that time Bridget and I made love every night. I continued to feel that she was trying to make up for her dalliance with our neighbor and perhaps assuage her own guilt, though she never brought the topic up.

As for me, after that first afternoon where we reconnected more romantically, I found my mind filling with images of her and Manny together. Surprisingly they continued to fuel my arousal and made me more excited when we were together. On that first night I actually did take her more roughly, which Bridget allowed, but I wasn’t able to bring her to orgasm. The next night when I tried again, she implored me to make love to her, which did get her off but left my mind reeling over the differences between her connection with me and what I saw when she was with Manny. Part of me welcomed Bridget’s insistence on maintaining a more romantic connection, feeling that it made our bonds stronger and was more of a return to the safety of normalcy. But part of me burned to see that wild side of her again, that part of her I didn’t know existed until I saw her in our neighbor’s bed. And that part of me drove a level of arousal that was new to me and that I both savored and feared.

Given the extent to which Manny invaded my thoughts, especially in the bedroom, I wasn’t sure how I would react when we inevitably ran into each other, and I came to dread the arrival of that moment.

It finally happened in the morning when I was leaving for work. He was coming out of his apartment at the same time, and so we ended up on the elevator together down to our complex’s parking garage. I gave a “hi,” a brief smile, and a curt nod as we boarded the elevator, but that was about all I trusted myself to do in the presence of this man who I had watched take my wife only days earlier. Part of me wanted to confront him, to fight him, to stand up for my marriage, to tell him in no uncertain terms to stay away from my wife. But that would mean confessing to what I had witnessed, to what I had on some level participated in, if only as a voyeur, and my feelings around it all were still very conflicted to say the least.

My gut roiled as we stood silently in the elevator waiting for this unbearably awkward moment to pass, and I found myself wondering how Manny felt about it, if he felt any guilt, awkwardness, or trepidation standing in the elevator next to the man he had cucked. Did keeping secret this affair I wasn’t supposed to have any knowledge of weigh on him at all? Or did he just not care at all?

“I think you should come over to my place this weekend.”

“Um, I’m sorry, what?” I stammered, Manny’s sudden statement catching me off guard and derailing my thoughts.

“I think you should come over to my place this weekend,” he repeated in his deep voice. “With your wife.”

“Oh, uh, thanks,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around what was happening. “Yeah, I guess we could do dinner or — ”

“I’m not talking about dinner,” he said, cutting me off. “Make sure your wife wears something sexy for me. Maybe some nice lingerie. I have some suggestions if she doesn’t have any.”

“Excuse me? Who the hell do you think you are?” My voice rose with anger.

“I think I’m the guy who gave your wife the best sex she’s ever had, and I think you’re the guy who enjoyed watching me do it. All I’m saying is that this time you don’t have to watch the action from outside.”

The elevator chimed our arrival in the garage.

Manny gave me a smug grin and walked off as the doors opened. I stood dumbfounded watching him walk away, so-much-so that the elevator doors almost closed in my face. I hurriedly pressed the “Door Open” button and then scurried out of the elevator and to my car. Even though no ones else had been on the elevator and there was no one else that I could see in the garage, it felt like all the eyes of the world were on me.

I scrambled into my car and slammed the door. My heard was hammering in my chest. He knew my secret shame: that I had watched him take my wife and did nothing, that I even enjoyed it. I lay back in my seat trying to control my breathing, trying to push aside the shock and the shame of being found out.

As I began to calm down, my mind moved away from the unpleasantness of being surprised like that to the proposal Manny had made. It began to form pictures of Bridget in lingerie and those quickly turned into a mish-mash of memories and new imaginings of her and Manny together.

My groin suddenly felt uncomfortably tight, and I looked down to see an unmistakable tent in my pants. I knew then that, even though it would involve an embarrassing admission, I would be discussing Manny’s invitation with Bridget later that evening.

I just had to hope she would be as excited about it as I clearly was.

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a cheating wife who enjoys being dominated by her alpha lover, check out Father of the Bully.


Taylor Tait's Other Works

Thanks for reading!

I hope that you enjoyed this rather silly story. If you did, please consider checking out some of my other (frankly more serious) cuckold, hotwife, and cheating wife stories…

Short Stories:

Father of the Bully

Her Friend’s Father

The Bookstore Clerk’s Lucky Day

Her Son’s Bully

Covid and Her Co-Worker

My Wife Entertains a House Guest

My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me

My Wife Negotiates My Promotion

Collections (for non-KU readers):

Through the Wall (Complete Series)

My Wife, His Secretary (Complete Series)

Series Starters (for KU readers):

Through the Wall, Part 1: Mailbox Mix-up

My Wife, His Secretary, Part 1: A Night Out With The Boss

If you enjoyed this story, you may also enjoy my erotic mind control stories many of which feature cuckold, hotwife, and cheating wife elements…

Hypnotized Wives Stories:

Terms of Service

An Unexpected Audition

Subliminal Super

Yearbook Photos

The Christmas Gift

Serpentine Seduction

Parent-Teacher Conference

Be My Valentine

The Wedding Guest

Reunion Revenge

Neighborhood Hypnotist

A Romantic Weekend Rewritten

Landing The Client

The Trick-Or-Treater

New Year, New Life

Short Stories:

The Hypnotist’s Visit

Terms Of Service

An Unexpected Audition

I Know You Want This

Boudoir Photo Shoot

Dress Code Violation

The Halloween Pop-Up Shop

Trick or Treat

Entrancing Enchanters: A Hypnotic Gaming App

Cosplay Convention Control

Collections (for non-KU readers):

Hypno-Cucked: An Erotic Short Story Collection

As You Wish… (The Complete Series)

The Morpheus Spell (The Complete Series)

Series Starters (for KU readers):

As You Wish…, Part 1: Making a Sex Genie

The Morpheus Spell, Part 1: Dreaming of Her Neighbor


Contents

Waking to an Empty Bed

Disclaimer and Copyright

Waking to an Empty Bed

Taylor Tait's Other Works

cover1.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




