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Foreword

 


I am a huge fan of Arnica Butler. She's the reason I decided to start writing in the genre. Her stories are inspiring not just because of the tight writing but because her characters are so vivid and full of life and her settings so imaginative.
 

I've done my best to emulate just a fraction of her panache in this book.
 

I'm particularly proud of my protagonist, Roger Herrington, a man on top of the world but so full of angst and doubt, he can't appreciate the view.
 

I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing!
 






Chapter 1

 


"And cut!" Mike's voice sliced the silence in the room and ushered in the bustle that took hold of the set between each take.
 

I stood staring at Adriana as she melted out of character and back into herself to a smattering of applause. She stood quietly, the way she always did when she finished a scene. Letting the energy of it drain from her before becoming herself again. 
 

It was a magical thing to watch and no matter how many times I saw it, it never failed to send a shiver down my spine.
 

"That's one hell of a woman you married Herrington," Mike said, slapping me on the shoulder before walking away and towards the actors in the center of the room. I watched him clap his hands together and shake them as he bowed slightly towards her. I couldn't hear what he was saying, but it was always something good. She was a brilliant actress and the perfect wife.
 

Adriana smiled her polite smile at him and tilted her head to one side, the way she did when people complimented her and she wanted to let them know they were being too kind. She was always the picture of politeness in public. It made me feel somewhat devious, knowing what I knew of her real temper. I liked being on the inside, even though I didn't always enjoy her wrath.
 

I'm not sure if Mike told her I was there or if she saw me herself, but as he turned his attention to David, the male lead of the film she looked over at me. Her polite smile warmed into the one she used only for me. I felt a flutter in my chest. 
 

Absurd, I know. I was a forty-five year old man acting like a teenage cliche.
 

But Adriana Delgado was delicious. Even after six years of marriage, I was more in love with her than I'd ever been with anyone in my life. She nurture that love with the gentle submissive respect I craved in a woman which in turn, only made me love her even more. 
 

As she turned back to the conversation with David, I tried to hide my smile. Hell of a woman indeed. And she was mine. All mine.
 

"You gonna be on set tomorrow?" Mike's voice roused me from a daydream I'd been having.
 

"I was planning on being here every day," I replied cheerfully, glancing one last time at that beautiful apparition before she disappeared into her dressing room.
 

"Roger," He paused for a moment and when he did answer, his voice sounded heavy. "Roger I've been meaning to talk to you about something. Walk with me, will ya?" He put an arm on my shoulder and led me from the room and out into the hall. An attractive young woman approached us, her expression a mix of urgency and dread.
 

"Uh, Mr. Rivers, do you have a moment?"
 

Mike looked at her, his brow furrowing in irritation. "What is it Holly, I'm in the middle of something here."
 

"We're set up for the next shot and um..."
 

"Fine! I'll be there in a minute!" Mike snapped. He was an excellent director. Not world renowned for his patience, though.
 

"Yes, sir, it's just that, the DP's worried that he'll lose the light coming in through the window and..."
 

"Ugh, fine! I'll be there in one minute. Sixty seconds. Tell him sixty seconds. You think he can wait that long?" Mike fired off.
 

"I'll tell him sir..." the girl said, scurrying away.
 

"Oh fuck," Mike grumbled, waving his hands as he watched her go. "Holly!"
 

She turned, her eyes wide, her shoulders bracing for another outburst. "Yes?" she asked, almost in a squeak.
 

"I'm sorry. For being a dick. I'm sorry about that."
 

She smiled, turned and bounced away.
 

It was my turn to furrow a brow. "Mike? Are you alright?" I asked, putting a hand up to his forehead. I hadn't heard him apologize to anyone in the ten years I'd known him.
 

"Oh shut-up," he said, swatting my hand away. "Allie's making me try this thing. Something about being more polite or positive or some shit. She says people don't like dicks. Anyways, that's not important. Look, I was hoping to have more time to talk about this. I was hoping we could go for coffee or something but you know how these things go, there's never any time. There's never any goddamned time..." he trailed off, wringing his hands together.
 

Now I was starting to worry.
 

Mike looked down at the floor and rubbed his forehead with a finger. "What I wanted to say Roger, is, we've decided to shoot the sex scene. The one we agreed to cut." He blurted it out then looked furtively from side to side, not daring to meet my gaze.
 

I'd never actually felt the blood drain from my face in quite that way before. The lights seemed to flicker in the hall and I reached out to steady myself against the wall.
 

"Mr. Rivers?" the girls voice rang in the distance but it sounded like I was hearing it through water.
 

"Roger, I have to go. Are...are you alright?" Mike asked, concern twisting across his face.
 

The fog of my immediate reaction began to clear. I took a deep breath and made sure I could stand on my own before smiling at him.
 

"I'm fine Mike. Now go fuck yourself."
 



***

 


Adriana Delgado was an amazing woman. 
 

Her practised poise in polite company completely concealed the maelstrom she could become, given the right set of circumstances. Something I'd experienced first hand more than once. Being married to her often felt like crossing a tightrope over a minefield. You never knew whether to trust the wind you were leaning into. If her mood shifted, even slightly, you found yourself falling and hoping not to land anywhere that would trigger an explosion.
 

She was also one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen, something confirmed by many of my male acquaintances. The reaction when I introduced her to friends was always the same. Sometimes whispered, often understood by just a glance. 
 

"That is your wife?" they'd ask, incredulous that someone like me could ever bed someone like her.
 

It made me strangely proud, for the most part. It also made me completely insane at times because I knew, like they all did, that not only was I completely out of her league, I wasn't even playing the same sport.
 

Adriana was the incarnation of Jobim's "tall and tan and young and lovely." Her auburn hair and slightly olive complexion hinted at her Bolivian origins. The faintest accent in English served only to make her more exotic than she looked. Generous curves rounded out the picture of feminine perfection. 
 

It was still sometimes something of an oddity to me that she had been attracted to a bookish rake, five years her senior. Most of the time I tried not to question it. I felt that if I thought too much about it, I'd start trying to convince her of her mistake. 
 

I did, however, spend a lot of time staring at her, cataloguing the way she looked from every angle, in case she ever caught on and realized her own mistake.
 

She'd been acting in a summer festival opposite a friend of mine in a play about the famous painter Diego Rivera titled Fresco, starring as his wife, Frida Khalo.
 

When I first saw her on stage, I remember sitting up in my chair and leaning forward. She was just as stunningly beautiful then as she is now and I couldn't tear my eyes off her the entire time, to the point that I barely remembered what the play was about. 
 

When we were introduced back-stage after the performance, I could hardly think of what to say. For some reason, she thought that tremendously amusing. Amusing enough to invite me to dinner the following evening. Amusing enough to take me back to her apartment. Amusing enough to bed me that night.
 

It was a night I'll never forget and think of often. Her performance in the bedroom completely eclipsed what she'd done on stage the night before. It was rough and rude and sweaty and I still think I fell in love with her because of the way she'd looked at me when she put my cock in her mouth. She'd been as dirty a woman then as I'd ever slept with and I lost myself in commanding her about the room and pressing myself into her in all sorts of positions as her body took each shape I ordered.
 

Her eagerness to comply and complete lack of inhibition at the depravity we'd indulged in together cemented my feelings for her and I found myself completely enamoured.
 

I stayed at the festival, watching the same performance over and over again, star-struck as a schoolboy. She seemed to find this curiously amusing too and we spent long nights together telling each other stories of who we'd been and who we might yet become. I proposed a week later, hat in hand, my heart ready to be crushed and to my absolute shock and disbelief, she accepted with a laugh.
 

For my part, I call myself a writer, though most of the time I feel like a hack. I spent the better part of my twenties bouncing from one day job to another, trying to write the perfect novel in my spare time. When I realized that money could be made if I stopped trying to be so damned literary, I gained some traction writing spy novels. I was doing fairly well by the time Adriana and I met and through some stroke of luck, one of my books was optioned. It was a bit of a tall tale about a female spy, told from the perspective of her husband and all he had to endure.
 

 the man hired to direct it was the same man who'd directed Fresco.
 

When she went in to read for the role of the spy, she bowled them over and got the part. It was like a dream come true for both of us.
 



***

 


"Mike asked me to talk to you." Allie was using her most sincere voice as she looked at me from across the table. She'd chased me down as I was storming off the set. 
 

I wasn't sure why I'd said yes to coffee, especially since I was still fuming from what her prick of a husband had just told me. But somehow she'd managed to convince me and here we were, sitting at the Piwnica pod Baranami off of Krakow's historic market square. 
 

The place was a catacomb, the low, stone vaulted ceilings and the stench of cigarette smoke from the revelry of the previous night fit my mood perfectly. Except for the delivery driver wheeling in boxes on a cart and the girl cleaning glasses behind the bar, we were the only two people there.
 

I picked up the scotch I'd ordered, and said a silent prayer to Poland's lack of restrictions on serving alcohol in the morning.
 

A healthy swig burned beautifully down my throat and as soon as I felt the warm, familiar buzz of alcohol on an empty stomach, I felt much better. 
 

"Did he?" I asked, setting the glass down quietly on the table.
 

"He did. And I know this is strange, you and I talking about this..." Allie's voice faded to silence as our minds both settled onto why it was strange.
 

"And what would Mike like us to talk about?" I asked, folding my arms across my chest and leaning back against the stone wall.
 

"Oh Roger, don't be like that. You know exactly what I'm talking about. He knows why you're pissed."
 

"I'm not pissed, Allie..."
 

"Yes you are Roger."
 

This was one of the reasons things hadn't worked out between Allie and I. She knew me too well.
 

"No, Allie, I'm just..."
 

"Roger don't be coy with me. Come on. I know you better than that."
 

"Allie, I haven't even..."
 

"You're still pissed because of what happened between us and now you don't want Mike to see Adi like that. With another man. Even if it's just acting. Right?"
 

Her smug expression fuelled a fresh eruption of rage inside me and I was powerless to stop it coming out.
 

"Damn it Allie stop interrupting me!" I roared, banging my fist on the table, sending the glass with the scotch flying up and over the edge. It shattered on the tile floor. The young woman behind the bar looked up from the glasses she'd been polishing but nothing about her expression indicated concern. In fact, she barely seemed to care.  "Fuck," I muttered, standing up and walking over to her. "Hello. I'm sorry about that back there." Alright. I'll admit it. Sometimes my temper could rival Adriana's.
 

"Is no problem," she explained in an accent that sounded faintly Russian. She held the glass she'd been diligently cleaning up towards the light. "I clean in a moment. You like another drink?"
 

"Yes," I answered sheepishly. "Yes please. I can clean it if you like. If you have a broom?"
 

"Is okay. You still have to pay."
 

"Yes, yes. Yes I know that," I said, beginning to get irritated that she might think I'd try to get out of paying for half a drink by breaking a glass. I was British but I wasn't a tourist. Not the kind they hated here anyways. I walked back towards the table and sat back down.
 

"Roger, I'm sorry," Allie offered immediately, stretching her hand out across the table towards me. A wave of nostalgia ran through me as I remembered what those hands used to do. It made me soften, seeing her in that pose I remembered so well.
 

"It's alright. I'm sorry too. It's just that..."
 

"I interrupt too much. I know."
 

Her face went red as she realized she'd just done it again, then she sat up perfectly straight and nodded to let me know she was listening.
 

"Mike said there would be no scene," I started, straining to get the words out. "No sex scene. He told me that. He told me I didn't have to worry about it." I hoped my voice didn't sound too desperate but even if it did, there seemed to be little I could do about it. Except drink more alcohol.
 

"The studio insisted on it," Allie answered, her voice soft and full of compassion.
 

"Did they?"
 

"They did. Roger, Mike's been feeling terrible about telling you for almost a week now."
 

"That's supposed to make me feel better?" I asked, feeling the bile rising again in my throat. "I'm sorry about Mike's feelings..." I trailed off and looked up at the girl that had just placed another scotch in front of me. She took a step back, then paused expectantly. I realized she wanted to make sure she would get paid. Pulling my wallet from my pocket, I put a 50 zloty note on the table. When she began fishing in her fanny pack for change I waved her away. "No, no. I'm sorry about the trouble." 
 

The permanently unperturbed expression particular to eastern European waitresses softened into a very pleasant Slavic smile as her eyelids fluttered slightly. It was probably the biggest tip she'd see that week.
 

"Fenk-you," she said, then turned and walked back towards the bar. I tried my best not to look at the sway of her ass as she moved away from us but that had always been the one part of a woman that was most alluring to me. When I looked back at Allie she was shaking her head and rolling her eyes.
 

"Good God Roger, you men are all the goddamned same."
 

She was right.
 

"Allie listen," I began, leaning in towards her, "this isn't about what you or Mike think it's about. This has nothing to do with what happened."
 

"What happened?" Allie asked, looking genuinely puzzled.
 

"Oh come on," I said after another swig. I could feel my blood starting to boil again. "Don't play stupid, Allie you know exactly what I mean."
 

Allie's back stiffened visibly at the statement and she turned her eyes down towards the table. There. That was better. I liked my women feisty, but submissive. 
 

"That's not at all what we think this is about..."
 

"That's exactly what you think this is about," I said, interrupting her this time. "You both think that because of what happened with us," I said, wagging a finger across the table, "I have some hangup about this, about Mike directing that sex scene. Well you know what? You couldn't be more wrong, Allie. The two of you couldn't be more wrong."
 

Her careful pose became more casual and I hoped I'd said something she hadn't expected to hear.
 

"Alright," she conceded finally, looking back up at me with softer eyes this time. "you're right. It's what we think. But what else would we think? I know you Roger. You're still hung up about it." She was looking straight at me. 
 

This was another thing. She always seemed to know when she was right.
 

"Oh Allie don't flatter yourself," I said, rolling my eyes and waving a hand to try and throw her off the trail. "This has nothing to do with that. Shit happens. We're both married now and there's no reason for me to feel badly about the past."
 

"You're not still...upset about it then?" she asked cautiously.
 

"God no Allie," I replied, tilting my head and shaking it to deliver the lie, "I haven't thought about it in years."
 

"What's this about then? Why did you tell Mike to fuck himself?" she asked, sounding like she might have actually started believing me. Had she always been this easy to fool, or was she going soft in her old age?
 

"It's about exactly what I've been saying it's about, Allie. I didn't write in a damn sex scene there because having one breaks the tension of the whole story. That's the point of the book for chrissakes!" 
 

I noticed the waitress looking over at us and lowered my voice. "The whole point of the book is that he doesn't know if she's involved with anyone or not! It kills the ending if you put in a sex scene!" I hissed over the table.
 

Allie's shoulders sagged. Had I sold it well enough? Had I really, actually fooled Allie into believing the bluff?!?
 

"I know Roger," she said quietly. "I think so too."
 

I loosened as she said it. This  was unlike her, to relinquish a position once she'd taken one on. Or was she just trying to play me the way I was playing her? "Do you really?" I asked, my voice cautious but hopeful. 
 

She stiffened again and I began to panic, thinking that I'd lost her. Something about the way I'd delivered the last sentence had been wrong. "Allie," I said, desperately trying to soften her again, to regain the mood her admission had created, "I understand the studio has put its foot down and the scene is in. But maybe when we're there, at the shoot I mean, maybe we can convince Mike to make some decisions that..."
 

The change in her expression was what made me stop talking. She looked at me with wide eyes and an open mouth for a few moments.
 

"What?!?" I snapped finally, my impatience getting the better of me.
 

"You mean...Mike didn't tell you?"
 

A ball of nerves tightened in my stomach. This wasn't going to be good. "Tell me what?" I asked.
 

"Roger, you're not going to be there."
 

"Be where?" 
 

I had no idea what she was talking about.
 

"It's not because of Mike, it's because of David," she went on, "He said he absolutely only wants essentials there. That means Mike, the DP, the lighting guy and the camera crew. Maybe the grip. That means no Allie. That means no Roger."
 

"David? Who's David..."
 

"David, Roger. David Dreyton. The fucking lead?"
 

For the second time that day I felt the blood draining from my face and churning around somewhere in my middle. 
 

Of course. Of course David Dreyton only wanted essentials there. David Dreyton was the biggest prima donna on that set. He probably didn't want anyone sizing him up. 
 

Essentials. 
 

Right. 
 

Which meant that I couldn't be there. I couldn't be there to watch my wife...pretending to have sex with another man. The thought sent a shiver of jealous agony racing through me. I put my fist up to my mouth and coughed into it, pretending to clear my throat to buy some time.
 

"Of course...I mean of course he would want that," I said, smiling and trying to sound casual. "It's fine. We'll, um..." 
 

I wanted desperately to finish the sentence so that she would know how completely insignificant the news was to me. How it didn't burn every inch of my insides to have heard that there was no way I would be there.
 

I don't know how long we sat there like that, Allie and I. The next thing I remember was feeling the warmth of her hand over mine.
 

"Are you going to be okay?" she asked, her voice sickly sweet with sympathy.
 

I did my best to brush it off.
 

"Of course! I'm fine," I lied, forcing a smile. "It's fine."
 

"I've got to go Roger."
 

"Of course. Of course you do," I replied, trailing off again. I watched her stand and collect her things. I managed to force another smile, though she only nodded her head in response. 
 

I could see in her eyes that she knew the truth.
 

"I'll see you on the set?"
 

"Yes. Yes, I'll see you on the set. Allie?" I asked as she began walking away.
 

"Yes?"
 

"Tell Mike I'm sorry."
 

"I will." 
 

"T-tell him what I said. That you're wrong, you and him, for thinking this was about us."
 

She smiled weakly, the way people smile at terminal patients when they're telling them everything's going to be okay. "I will. I'll tell him we were wrong," she answered, nodding.
 

"Good," I said with a sigh. "Good."
 

She turned and walked away. I knew that she knew nothing could be further from the truth.
 



***

 


In point of fact, Mike and Allie were completely right. My opposition to the the sex scene had nothing to do with defending the tension of my story and everything to do with her. With Adriana. Well, in a sense with Allie too. Before Adriana there was Allie. Cigarette smoking, wine guzzling Allie who had an eye for muscled Latino's, but enjoyed a tortured intellectual now and again, the way people enjoy nursing a wounded puppy back to health. 
 

I had been her wounded puppy.
 

We'd met at an exhibition of her work. Black and white closeup shots of flowers. 
 

Yes, it sounded crazy to me too. Taking black and white pictures of something that is best described using color. But when I saw it, it was breathtaking. 
 

She'd shot them all in the wild and all from the craziest angles so that some of them didn't even look like flowers. She'd made it seem like I was seeing their shapes for the first time. Nothing remained but the perfect lines nature had created, shot in stark contrast. I think she'd even called it "Lines of Color." Probably for a laugh.
 

I'd gone to the exhibit with a friend who'd known her. When we got there, the first thing that caught my attention weren't the photographs hanging on the walls. It had been the loud woman gesticulating wildly in the center of the room. 
 

With each wave of her arms, the wine in her glass had come dangerously close to the rim, threatening to splatter the white room and everyone in it, red. She was the kind of person who took up so much space with her personality that most people just congratulated her and moved politely on.
 

But when I'd shaken her hand after we'd been introduced all of that bravado seemed to melt away. Instead she'd looked up and to one side slightly in the most disarming display of shyness and submission I'd ever seen in a woman.
 

I was hooked.
 

We'd fucked that night, Allie and I. In the back room of the gallery after everyone had left. I'd fucked her on the cold, hard cement floor and she'd moaned into my ear and begged me to fuck her hard and fill her pussy.
 

She was a woman who'd figured out exactly what men love to hear and had no trouble saying it. The way she gave attention was the way every man wants to be looked at, touched and generally made to feel that he is the center of a person's universe. 
 

I fell madly in love with her. Not just for that, but for how brilliant and loud and shy she was, all at the same time.
 

We'd drank and talked and loved the way people do when things are new. We made a little bliss-filled bubble of excitement, just big enough for the two of us and lived in it for a while. It was wonderful.
 

But the longer I stayed with Allie, the more I felt something dark pressing its way into our perfect little world. I tried to ignore it at first. I tried to convince myself that I was making things up, that it was just a strange sort of jealousy that should be put aside.
 

I couldn't put it aside, though. I just couldn't.
 

You see Allie was the kind of woman that no man could ignore. She had the perfect ass mounted on the prefect hips that swayed perfect pendulum when she walked. Her breasts were beautifully round, the softest skin I'd ever touched and they ended in pert, pink nipples made for nibbling. She had the kind of smile no one said "no" to and used it any time her other charms weren't doing the trick.
 

Everywhere we went, the corner store, the gas station, the opulent parties in the expensive houses of her wealthy patrons, heads turned and followed her through a room. 
 

At first I pretended I didn't notice it. Partly because I was equally enchanted and partly because I took some pride in being with a woman as beautiful and charming as she. It was the way she basked in their attention though, that began to eat away at my confidence. She didn't simply enjoy it, she welcomed it, invited it and toyed with it to her hearts delight.
 

I would stand beside her at functions, the as yet unknown fiction writer almost unseen for the blinding brilliance of her beauty. 
 

When someone did pay attention to me, it was to smile a curious smile in wonder at how someone like me could possibly have ended up with someone like her.
 

That, however, was not the most disturbing or confounding part of my relationship with Allie. 
 

That honour belonged to the fact that there was something about the jealousy gnawing at my gut that I...enjoyed.
 

I'm not a masochist. I don't like pain in any in any of its forms, particularly psychological. I'd sooner run and hide than have an argument, a preference that served me quite well with always obstinate Allie. 
 

But every time it happened, every time we socialized or dined or drank outside the little apartment we shared, I would spend the pauses in our conversations gazing around the room, seeking out the men that who had noticed her as soon as she had taken off her coat.
 

Sometimes they would look away, especially if they were with a partner or a wife. Those sent a pleasant jealous shudder through me, to be sure. They were not my targets though. In every room , every place we went, there would always be the man that couldn't or just wouldn't stop looking. 
 

Even when I caught their eye, held their stare for longer than a fleeting glance to make sure they understood I had seen what they were staring at, they seemed unmoved by my attention. They would sit and watch us, watch her rather, their gaze running up and down her body, their imaginations, surely, peeling whatever revealing piece she was wearing that evening, away.
 

These men I would become obsessed with. I would think about them, watching her, on the way home. When she was showering, I would imagine what it would be like if she'd seen them, how she would react? That's how I fell into my little "trap," one I'd seemingly set for myself.
 

Each time I imagined her doing something different.
 

An eye roll and shrug.
 

Not terribly piquant.
 

A smile, just a tiny one. Just an acknowledgement of their acknowledgement of her.
 

That was a bit more spicy. Spicy in a way that burned, but a warm and comfortable burn at the same time. One I felt at home in.
 

Perhaps a laugh and a dismissive wave?
 

Now that would send hot jolts of adrenaline to my toes. Because a laugh and a wave didn't mean she didn't care, as I'd come to learn about Allie. No. A laugh and a wave meant that she might be interested, but even if she wasn't, she definitely appreciated the compliment of their attention.
 

That's how it all began.
 

I would put the thoughts away as soon as she'd emerge from the bathroom, welcome her into our bed and make love the way two normal people make love. Just the two of us.
 

Except the more times I did that, the more times I sat there pondering the possibilities, the more involved my fantasies had to get to bring the same thrill, the same rush of excitement.
 

It quickly became about much more than just her reaction. The fantasies quickly spun into something that felt much darker, much more sinister but much more arousing at the same time.
 

What if left her there? At the restaurant, alone. Would he come over? Would she entertain his attention? Would she invite him to sit down?
 

Every evening out, every function became just another set where I could play out my twisted fantasies of Allie's indiscretion.
 

It all would have been fine, had I been able to just leave it where it had sprouted, inside my own mind. But the thing seemed not content to just share the space inside my head. It wanted to be out in the open, where there was more room for mischief. Soon it wasn't just a private fantasy, I began to imagine that Allie wanted it too.
 

A cold winter evening, at the house of one of Allie's most wealthy patrons a man who'd made his money in film and loved her work. He'd done so well as to become part owner of a fairly successful basketball franchise. A basketball franchise whose player had been invited that evening as well. 
 

And this was when all the strangeness in my life really began.
 

As soon as we'd been led into the room where the hors d'ouevres were being served they noticed her. They noticed her the way all men did and this much I was used to. Those eyes wandering up and down her body, the faint smiles, the hushed whispers as the group brought itself to an understanding that there was something to be looked at that had just walked in. I'd seen it before. It excited me, aroused me with jealousy, but it wasn't terribly unusual.
 

As our host led us around the room, pointing at artworks in his collection, Allie's photographs among them, I couldn't keep myself from glancing at them. At the team.
 

With each glance there seemed to be more happening than just the normal appreciation of a beautiful woman who happened to be walking through the room. They seemed to...huddle almost, one or the other of them peering around their shoulders, past the wall of bodies as if they were planning a play.
 

My heart started to thump as my imagination ran away with what it had conjured up. Of course it was entirely possible that they'd just shifted into that position or that the change in perspective as we walked around the room caused them to look that way. But in the moment I couldn't shake the thought, the thrillingly terrifying fantasy that they were in fact planning a perfect play, that I was their opponent and that the trophy was my wife.
 

With each glance at me, at her, at each other, I knew it to be more and more true. As Allie bubbled beside me, exchanging friendly banter with our host, I watched them almost unable to tear my eyes away. 
 

The uncomfortable pressure of the adrenaline that danced through my body and ended in my toes began to press against my trousers and I realized I had become noticeably hard.
 

My heart started racing, the room felt too hot and I wanted to be on the balcony outside. Allie was talking about color and composition. Our host was nodding, sipping his wine. I could only glance nervously at them as beads of perspiration formed on my brow.
 

Then, play began.
 

I watched as one of them broke away from the group and began moving slowly between people standing in the center of the room. The rest of them had their eyes on the prize, Allie. He timed his approach perfectly, weaving easily between groups of people talking, sipping wine, so that right before we'd reached the last piece on the wall, he was standing staring up at it with a look of curious wonder.
 

"Jamayl," our host had said as he saw the man standing there, "great that you could come. I'd like you to meet Allie..."
 

Jamayl turned towards her right away and smiled, shook her hand. The sight of her delicate fingers pressed into his dark flesh sent a shudder through me and it took all my strength to control myself and act like a normal person and not the crazy I'd become.
 

I glanced at her. That was the moment. The moment I felt the first real ripple of a jealous pain sear through me and settle in my cock. Everything had been in my mind until then. Now I saw her face.
 

Because she didn't just shake his hand and smile that dazzling smile and ask him why he was so tall or something equally delightfully out of place that would make everyone laugh.
 

No. 
 

When she shook his hand, I watched her eyes look up and to the right slightly, a look I hadn't seen her give anyone before but me when we'd met. It was that same look of shy submission that she'd given me before the first time that we'd fucked and now there she was, giving it to him.
 

It made me shake inside.
 

Our hosts voice seemed to come through a fog.
 

"...and this is her friend..."
 

His hesitation broke the spell.
 

"Roger," I heard her say. The tall man turned towards me and I could have sworn I saw his smile twist into something sinister.
 

"Nice to meet you Roger," he said as he pressed my hand in the dark vise of his grip. 
 

My voice caught in my throat and when I tried to speak, I erupted instead into a fit of coughing. 
 

"Are you okay?" Allie asked as I felt my face turning red, as much from Michael and Jamayl staring at me as from the cough. When I'd finally settled down, I had to whisper so as not to burst into more coughing.
 

"I'm fine," I croaked quietly, "Just some spittle..." and pointed at my throat by way of explanation.
 

The three of them tried to politely ignore my outburst, but I could tell I'd caused others to look over and what I really wanted was to sink into the floor, or better yet, to just go home.
 

Then they started talking. Harmless small talk really, something about not realizing Jamayl was an art aficionado. It turned out that he was and that this, by far, was the the most beautiful piece there. 
 

Allie just did her usual thing, the thing she did when anyone expressed an interest in art, she got really really excited.
 

She started explaining and waving her arms the same way she had when I'd met her, dragging Jamayl into the world she was so obsessed with. I could only stand by and watch as she explained color and composition and he listened, the whole time staring at her instead of the piece, drinking her in with his eyes.
 

Then came the tap on my shoulder. "You've probably heard this story once or twice?" our host said with a conspiratorial smile.
 

"I mean, yes but really I don't mind..." I sputtered, realizing he was not just being polite and including me. He intended to take me away.
 

That meant I would have to leave her there. With Jamayl.
 

"Come on," he said, taking me by the arm and not letting me finish. "Let's get a drink."
 

There was absolutely nothing I could do. I couldn't very well turn to him and explain that I really needed to stay and protect my partners virtue. I couldn't say that I could see exactly what his basketball team was up to and that it would be best that we left because I didn't like the way she was talking to him. And I really couldn't tell him that watching Allie talking to Jamayl was giving me a half hard-on, could I?
 

So instead, I followed him to the bar as he explained something about the house and how it had been constructed. But I didn't really hear what he said. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the mass of tall men that had started moving from where they'd been standing, through the crowd and towards Allie and Jamayl.
 

"You'll excuse me for a moment?"
 

I turned and blinked at our host, to find him holding out a scotch for me to take.
 

"Of course, of course. Not a problem at all," I said, flustered by my rudeness at not having listened to a word he'd said. It was with a deep sense of relief that I watched him walk away, though. Because when I turned back, the pack had reached their prey and were slowly starting to surround Allie, cornering her with bursts of laughter.
 

I swallowed the entire scotch in one gulp, then re-glued my eyes to the scene, moving off to one side of the bar to try to hide the tent in my pants from at least half the room.
 

It was as if she became suddenly more animated too, as they surrounded her. Her arms seemed to wave in even wider circles as she spoke but her eyes were darting back and forth. She saw me from across the room. 
 

That was when I saw that smile.
 

You see, Allie had a smile for every occasion. She knew just the way to smile to make people feel better when they were down. She knew just the way to smile when she was about to do something naughty. She knew just the way to smile when someone said something beautiful about the colors of a sunset. I thought I'd seen them all. I'd never seen her smile like this before.
 

It was a wicked, flirt of a smile, laced with sin. It was a smile that told me exactly how much fun she was having in the center of that circle and exactly how much she wanted me to know about it.
 

It did just that. 
 

My cock stiffened completely, so that I had to sit down and pull one side of my jacket over my lap to prevent people from seeing. But my eyes were glued on Allie. Her movements changed. She seemed to dance inside that circle, her gesticulating turning into the slow, graceful motions. I'd never seen anything like it. A woman, my woman, surrounded by tall, dark, handsome strangers, their attention only on her, the way they were pressing ever closer to her making it all to clear that they only wanted one thing. Her.
 

Then our gracious host walked back into the room and broke the spell. Dinner was ready.
 

The guests began to dissipate towards the dining room. The men surrounding Allie began moving with them, one at a time, the circle around her falling away until it was just her and Jamayl. When she looked at me again, I watched her excuse herself and walk towards me across the room.
 

"Hey!" she said, the wine having already softened her into something much more pliable. Her voice was just as bubbly as always, without a hint that something had changed. I wanted desperately to ask her whether she had felt it too, felt what I had felt watching her at the center of that circle.
 

"Hey," I said instead, smiling weakly, standing up and hoping she wouldn't notice what was left of my erection.
 

"You okay?" she asked.
 

"Fine," I replied.
 

"You seem...strange."
 

"Do I?" I asked, trying to sound as un-strange as I could. "Probably just the booze."
 

She smiled and left it at that, then hooked her arm through mine and walked me towards the dining room. 
 

But I couldn't really dine. All night I sat glancing at the men that were now dispersed around the giant table, then leering at Allie to see if she was looking at them too. She wasn't. She had sunk into another conversation with an older gentleman to her left and was becoming increasingly more animated with each swig of wine. She didn't last long after that.
 

We took a cab home with her smiling and staring sleepily out the window as I sat in a terse silence of my own creation, wondering whether I was going to get to crawl between her legs that night. By the time we arrived at the apartment, I knew I wasn't.
 

I eased her from the cab and eased her upstairs and eased her out of her clothes and eased her into the bed and as much as I wanted to try, I knew by her expression that there was going to be none of it. After tucking her in, I retreated to the bathroom and promptly exploded after just a few quick strokes and the fresh memory of Allie surrounded by the team still hot on my mind.
 

That's more or less how all of this began, but not all of it, exactly.
 

After that night everything changed. Every moment spent away from Allie was spent either playing out the fantasy I'd imagined over and over in my mind or coming up with new ones. Every moment spent with her was spent trying to keep her from noticing the way I was looking at her.
 

And there was the jealousy. It felt like the jealousy changed me somehow. Now it seeped into every corner of my mind, every thought about Allie was coupled with a fantasy of her infidelity. I wonder now if it's not what caused it in the end. That somehow all that energy, all of that thought spent thinking about what it would be like if she made me a cuckold didn't push her into doing so. She must have known something.
 

We fought more and more after that night. I never wanted to go out anymore. All I wanted was to stay in and have sex, but it wasn't sex like we'd had on the cold hard concrete of the floor at the back of the art gallery. Now it was ordinary and silent and mostly spent in the privacy of our own minds as I played out scenes of Allie being ravaged by someone else to bring myself to my orgasm and she did...whatever it was she did to bring herself to hers.
 

Then finally, possibly by my own doing, Allie fucked another man.
 





Chapter 2

 


"You don't think it makes me look fat, this skirt?" Adriana asked, standing sideways and examining herself in the mirror atop the commode.
 

I found Adriana's voice intoxicating almost always, no matter what she said. Unless she was asking a question. Then I found it deadly.
 

"Adriana, I've told you time and time and time again, nothing could ever make you look fat in my eyes. It's simply an impossibility like negative zero or a well written musical." I stood up from the paper I was reading and moved across the room towards where she was standing, hoping to scoop her into my embrace and smell the side of her neck before kissing it. She held up a finger, stopping me in my tracks. 
 

This was always the moment of truth. She would either let the humor melt her mood into something more reasonable, or decide now wasn't the time for it and let her furious temper get the better of her. If it were the latter, I would be the subject of a verbal lashing, one to which I would eagerly submit in the hopes that she might take pity on me later and apologize by way of letting me defile her.
 

A tiny smile cracked on one side of her lips.
 

"You think you always know the right thing to say, don't you?"
 

I took this to mean that I was allowed to approach further and did so, hoping her good mood hadn't killed my chances at indulging my depravity between her legs.
 

"I have been known to turn a good phrase every now and again," I said, wrapping my arms around her and nuzzling past her thick, black hair and towards her neck. She opened for me slightly and I felt myself move.
 

"What if you make me pregnant?" she asked quietly, staring at my reflection in the mirror.
 

A thrill of eager lust raced through my body and settled heavily between my legs causing me to stir again. The thought of filling her with hot seed made me want to tear her clothes off right then and there, she knew it. For the time being though, there were other matters to consider.
 

"You know I want it as much as you do, mi amor, but shouldn't we wait and see? It feels like things are just getting started..." I whispered gently.
 

"Wait and see for what, amigo? I'm not getting any younger. Neither are you?" she replied, the conversation turning suddenly serious.
 

I took a deep but slow breath. 
 

With Adriana, sometimes breathing the wrong way could set her off. Everything had to be done carefully and with great precision, like defusing an explosive. For some reason, I loved being the bomb squad. 
 

"My beautiful creature," I whispered, nuzzling back into the soft skin of her neck, "firstly, you are not old at all. Secondly," I made my voice even quieter, slightly more imploring but not so much that it sounded like begging. She hated begging. She loved something between a request and a command. How close to either depended on the day and sometimes the weather. "Secondly, you are on the cusp of stardom with this movie, I can feel it. I promise you we'll make a baby. First, I want to see how brightly you can shine."
 

The silence seemed to last forever. She had an uncanny ability of keeping completely still when she was thinking something over. Not a single one of her muscles would move. I didn't dare disturb her ruminations with any more nuzzling or any other motion, for that matter, so I was left in the uncomfortable position of standing behind her, bent akwardly into her with my muscles beginning to shake slightly from the effort. I prayed that she would make her mind up soon as to how to react. As long as she could think it through completely, I still had a fifty-fifty chance of not having to endure her wrath. If I moved, that chance dropped very close to zero.
 

She breathed. 
 

I breathed too and straightened up, eyeing her in the mirror. She cracked another smile and shook her head slightly, almost imperceptibly from side to side.
 

"You think you are very good at this?"
 

Another trap.
 

"I know I am excellent at it," I replied almost immediately, throwing caution to the wind and boldly spinning her around to face me. "Now just because we are not going to make a baby yet, doesn't mean we shouldn't keep practising," I said in as stern a voice as I could. She rolled her eyes and for a split second I thought the gambit might have failed. But her lips blossomed into a smile. 
 

The signal I'd been waiting for.
 

I pressed my body against hers and nuzzled into her neck. I felt her loosen. That always started to make me stiff, feeling the tension melt from her body when I touched her.
 

She tilted her head to one side and let me press my lips onto the soft flesh of her neck. Her fragrance was intoxicating and my hands wandered down the curve of her hips until I found the two perfect mounds of her ass.
 

She responded by wrapping hers around my neck and I hardened even more, realizing I was in. I pressed her against the commode, one hand coming back up and cupping the orb of her breast through her shirt.
 

She moaned a little. I looked at her. She looked back and bit her lip. I knew what she wanted.
 

Dropping to my knees, I pushed at the hem of the skirt she was wearing, exposing the thin line of her pink underwear. 
 

Adriana shuffled backwards, settling on top of the commode and spreading her legs for me. The scent of her made me swell. Putting a hand under each of her thighs, I leaned in.
 

The first tangy taste of her essence sent a shudder through me. I pressed my face closer to her, running my tongue up and down her crevice, collecting the dewy wetness there before pushing her soft folds open and plunging in.
 

The heat inside her made me harden completely. Her juices were running down onto me now, down my chin and onto my neck.
 

I felt her hands grasp my hair, heard her moan as pulled me even closer to her core.
 

I slid up her soaked slit. She moaned above me again and I felt her body tighten. When I found the hardness of her clit with the tip of my tongue, she bucked.
 

"Si!" she breathed as I began to circle the thing, slowly at first. "Si, mi amor!" came another breathless whisper as the circles I was making tightened around her taut nub. I glanced up to see her staring down at me with wide eyes. I thought I might explode just from that look.
 

My tongue began to spin furiously at her deliciously drenched cunt as she began to moan and writhe above me. Her legs came up and rested on my shoulders, her thighs undulating around me as I pushed her further towards her bliss with just my mouth.
 

Every sip of her I managed to swallow sent a hot thrill down my throat and settled at the base of my cock that was now plying at the pleats of my trousers. I felt her shudder.
 

"Si mi amor!" she cried again as her head snapped back. I felt the fury of a climax building inside her and redoubled my efforts to nudge her towards it.
 

Her body swam around me as I felt the final shudder grip her and with a cry she let her pleasure take her. I felt the climax twist her tightly into a shivering column of flesh, then felt that tension drain around me as the last bolts of it shook through her and it came my turn to take her too.
 

Before I stood up thought, I couldn't resist to dip my tongue further past her crevice and feast briefly on the delicious ring of sin at her behind. She moaned again but didn't stop me. Though she'd never say it, I knew my Adi liked this dirty dose of pleasure as much as I.
 

Standing up and pulling at my trousers, I let them fall to the floor. She hooked an arm around me and watched me poise myself at her entrance. When I looked up, her satisfied smile seemed the perfect counterpoint to the urgent passion that was pulling at the muscles of my face.
 

I pushed my pulsing cock into her pussy and groaned as the heat of it enveloped me. The cum was already pooling at my base and I tried my best to stave off my own orgasm. But eating Adriana was my greatest aphrodisiac and after a few thrusts I knew I would not last long.
 

The commode shook behind her as I looked up at her sultry smile again, my hips thrusting in quick, urgent jerks. 
 

That smile. That smile was always what did it.
 

I felt my own heat race up from inside of me, erupting in her soft wetness as I spewed my seed as deeply inside her as I could find. 
 

She blessed me with a throaty, pleased moan. As if receiving my gift felt just as good for her as delivering it did for me.
 

I soon found myself standing still, but still inside her, panting and a little ashamed at having defiled the poor piece of furniture beneath us. I looked up. She was still smiling. I leaned in and gave her a kiss.
 

We moved to the bed and lay down, she curling up into me the way I liked.
 

"Where did you go this morning?" she asked, her voice low and husky from our exertions.
 

"This morning?" I asked, trying to sound like I hadn't been thinking about it all day.
 

"Hey Gringo, please," she snapped, making it abundantly clear that she would be taking none of my shit.
 

"I went for coffee."
 

"Coffee?"
 

"Scotch."
 

"With who?" Adriana was not the jealous type. Adriana just liked to know what was going on.
 

"Allie." 
 

Her nose crinkled as she scrunched her face and rolled towards me. I couldn't keep myself from looking down at her delicious breasts and my hand reached out to one of the beautiful orbs.
 

"Why?"
 

"Why not? She wanted to have coffee," I said, curling down to put my mouth back on the beautiful dark skin of her nipple and trying to push away the dull nagging thought that was starting to give me a headache. The last person I wanted to talk to about the sex scene was Adriana.
 

"Eh, come on! We just did that!" she said, pushing me away and pulling my jaw up with a finger and a thumb. "I saw you leave. You looked mad." She was serious now. What was worse, she wasn't going to drop it.
 

"I'm going to take a shower," I said, prying myself away from her and rolling off the bed.
 

"Roger." The sound of my name crossing her lips, the "R's" rolling a little too violently along her tongue, made it abundantly clear that she had had enough. 
 

"Adi, bella, please. I don't want to talk about it," I said, turning around and sitting back down on the bed. She did not seem swayed.
 

And there it was. From somewhere deep out of the past came that same angry jealousy, that same painful purple lust I'd only ever felt with Allie. She saw my cock move.
 

"Que pasa?" Her voice was oddly warm and she seemed confused. It was indeed uncharted territory. We talked about everything, Adriana and I. 
 

Nearly everything.
 

"Adi..."
 

"Si?"
 

The explanation stalled at the end of my tongue. What to tell her? What to tell my wife? That I couldn't let her do a sex scene because it would drive me back into a hell I thought I'd buried long ago?
 

"I really have to use the bathroom..." I said quietly.
 

"Ai!" she said, pushing me away and rolling on her other side. She was mad now.
 

But I couldn't. I couldn't bring that feeling between us. Could I?
 



***

 


I'll never forget the feeling of my stomach tightening and sinking all at the same time at his "Hello?" 
 

I'd heard her rushing, whispering in the background until there was a clatter as she grabbed the handset then breathlessly asked, "Hello? Who's this?"
 

In a sense, this was the moment I'd been dreaming of, the one where I found out where Allie was sleeping with someone else and I could just sew it into the tapestry I'd created of seeing her with someone else. 
 

But somehow it didn't work that way. None of the lust was there to buttress against the weight of my humiliation. None of it aroused me. I simply felt the cuckold. Angry and betrayed
 

"Hello? Who is it? Hello?" she asked again and I could tell there was a desperation in her voice. 
 

That was enough for me and I hung up the phone and sank onto the bed with a heavy sigh. I knew then that it was over. It had been weeks since we'd had sex and even longer since we'd laughed the way we used to. What I should have done was wait for her to come home, told her it was over and left. 
 

That's not what happened.
 

As I sat there, revelling in my own dejection, I pushed Allie out of my mind as the prefect partner but the idea of seeing her with someone else wouldn't fade. The situation seemed perfect for it. She was obviously already involved. All it would require would be some patience and a little acting, both of which I could muster.
 

So when she came home soon after, breathless and harried, I was calmly making dinner in the kitchen, ready to begin my ruse.
 

"Hi!" she said, coming over to hug me, something she rarely ever did anymore. I was almost positive I smelled the man somewhere in her scent. 
 

"Hi!" I said, cheerfully turning to kiss her cheek. Her eyes were all over my face, scanning, searching for any admission that it had been me on the other end of the line.
 

"Did you call?" she asked finally, and it gave me a proud thrill, that my acting had sufficed.
 

"Call you?"
 

"Did you call the studio?"
 

"No," I said, frowning in puzzlement for added effect. She breathed again. A deep breath. A relieved breath.
 

"Oh," she said, picking at a piece of tofu that was simmering and popping it into her mouth.
 

"Why?" I asked, turning back to the wok and taking a healthy swig of wine.
 

"Oh someone called the studio and then didn't answer and I thought it might have been a client or something..."
 

I turned my head slightly but felt her tense again behind me as she realized her slip. I stopped myself from looking at her in case I made her nervous and ruined the whole plan.
 

"No. I didn't call," I said, pretending to be very involved in the ginger and garlic that were frying in oil in front of me.
 

We had dinner. 
 

She suggested we retire to the bedroom. 
 

My heart skipped a beat and I tried not to stare but couldn't help it. We hadn't had sex in weeks. She'd barely shown any interest and now it seemed like she could barely wait to get into bed. 
 

"Had Allie just fucked someone at her studio and now wanted to have sex with me?" I wondered. 
 

"Well?" she asked, making me realize I'd been thinking about it for too long.
 

"Sounds perfect." I stood up and walked around the table, leaning over where she was sitting and nuzzling into her neck. She purred and opened for me, then reached up and draped a hand on the back of my head, pulling me closer. I let my lips wander up and down her neck, the whole time wondering what the man looked like, the one who'd been there before me. I was hard in no time.
 

"Mmmm...that feels good," she said, letting the last word linger like she had more to say. "Just let me take a shower."
 

The adrenaline was pulsing through my veins now, my heart pumping hard and fast so it was difficult to hold still and play it cool.
 

"Nah," I said with a smile. "I like you a little dirty," I added in a whisper.
 

Her back hardened and she let out a terse exhale. "No, really Roger, I've been working all day, the lights were so hot..."
 

I knew what had been hot and I knew it hadn't been the lights. I took a breath of her again. There was definitely a musk mingled in amongst her soft smells.
 

"Come on Allie," I said, pulling her up and turning her around, emboldened by my own courage. 
 

She gasped. I'd never heard her make a noise like that. I'd also never been that kind of man. 
 

"I'm going to fuck you on the table."
 

She let out a guffaw, one that would have normally sent me scurrying for the corners. I embarrassed easily when women reacted that way to a suggestion I had made. But this time it only seemed to fill me with more will. I wanted her the way I wanted her and for my own reasons. A little laugh wasn't going to get in the way.
 

"Roger, what's gotten into you?!?" she asked with an incredulous smile.
 

Tucking my fingers into the collar of her shirt, I yanked it roughly down and she gasped again as buttons popped and her breasts bounced wildly as I pulled the bra down along with it. I was staring her straight in the eye now and her mouth had rounded in shock. But her nipples were firm and ready and I could smell her sex wetting already.
 

Reaching down behind her, I swept an arm across the table sending plates and knives, forks, spoons and a bottle of hot sauce flying to the floor. 
 

She screamed. Not a horror movie scream. Somewhere between a squeal and a scream, just at the surprise of it. When I stood back up, I pulled he shirt and bra down even lower, down to her waists so her arms were trapped at her sides. I looked into her eyes, her surprise at my actions intoxicating. I pulled her up, sat her on the table, then pushed her roughly on her back.\
 

Her legs began to spread willingly, her loose, long skirt falling away and revealing the pink panties she was wearing. They were wet and I felt myself flex, wondering if it was just from her juices or someone else's too. The answer came quickly. Putting a hand on the inside on each of her thighs, I knelt down between her legs, staring up into her eyes. Her body reacted right away. Her legs closed and her hands started flailing helplessly at her sides as she tried to push me away.
 

"Roger, no! I'm not...no, I'm too...I haven't showered, Roger!" she yelled, trying to roll to one side and avoid my affection. I stood up again, still between her legs, my cock throbbing at the sight of her like that. I bent low to her lips and kissed her, then opened my eyes and stared into hers.
 

I want this. I remember thinking and there must have been something about the way I looked at her that told her so.
 

Her body melted back into submission as she stared into my eyes, searching for the "why" that might be there. When I moved back towards her pussy, she didn't resist this time.
 

I pulled back the panties that were now soaked with her eagerness. The soft, pink folds of her pussy weren't arranged in perfect lines like they usually were. They were messy and hot, engorged and hungry. She smelled like sex and not just her own.
 

What was normally the delicately sweet tanginess of her lips was now a different taste entirely. It was woody, thick and heady and a shudder ran through me as I pushed my tongue into her hole and tasted something I'd never tasted there before.
 

Her body curled beneath me on the table and she moaned her pleasure as I plunged inside her, searching for the source of the change. Maybe she was telling the truth. Maybe she'd just been working hard all day and this is what she tasted like when she was sweaty. Maybe that had been a client that had answered the phone. Or maybe it had been the man that had just fucked her and this was him I was tasting inside her now.
 

The thought made my cock completely solid. I felt the cum pooling in it, a dribble at the tip touch the cloth of my underwear. I longed to push myself inside her but not before I felt her coming by my mouth. With my tongue still exploring her, I pushed a thumb over her clit and started rubbing circles. She cried an "Oh!" and her thighs shuddered around me as her legs flailed wildly in the air.
 

"Oh fuck Roger, you're going to make me come!" she said, her voice pulled tight with pleasure. As I felt her shudder into orgasm beneath my mouth I heard the sound of her fingernails clawing desperately at the wood of the table.
 

Once the spasms of her breathing had returned to a deep and even panting, I jumped up and pushed my pants and underwear down at the same time. Grabbing my cock, my hand began to pump at it and before I could push myself inside her opening, I saw the first spurt of my ejaculate sail to one side and land across her thigh. With a groan, I sank myself into her soaked cunt, my hips pumping my body against her open legs as my own orgasm thundered through me with a roar.
 

We stayed like that for some time, her and I. I stared at her and she up at the ceiling but I no longer wondered what she was thinking, or cared to ask. When I finally fell out of her, I stumbled to the shower and by the time I'd finished she was already in bed, curled into a sleep.
 

Now all I had to do was find out about her man.
 



***

 


"It's the sex scene, isn't it?"
 

Adriana's voice floated through the thick billows of steam that were pouring out over the top of the shower curtain and into the rest of the bathroom. I froze, not realizing she'd walked in since I had started showering.
 

"What?" I asked, rinsing the shampoo out of my hair and pretending like I hadn't heard what she'd said.
 

"You don't want me to do the sex scene," she replied.
 

Fuck. 
 

Of course I didn't want her to do the fucking sex scene. Of course I didn't want to sit in the hotel room waiting for it to be over. Of course I didn't want the almost forgotten blade of jealousy slicing me open again. 
 

I wanted us to be together and happy, just the two of us. Like normal people were. But I could tell by her tone she wasn't going away until I answered her question.
 

I turned off the water and pulled back the shower curtain and there was Adriana in the full splendour of her nude beauty, standing before me.
 

"What did you say?" I asked, scrubbing my wet hair furiously with a fresh towel, hoping she would go away or at least invite me to fuck her again.
 

"You're jealous, aren't you?" Her voice had a note in it I'd never heard there before. It wasn't anger, but it wasn't happiness either.
 

"What are you talking about?"
 

"Allie told me, you know?"
 

I felt the room spin slightly. I reached out to grab hold of a wall, fearing I might fall over if I didn't.
 

What the fuck?!? I mean, what in the fuck?!? Allie had no right...I mean she had no right to be talking to Adriana about this. This had been my...our.
 

Fuck!!!
 

I wanted to ask Adriana if she would wait there for me politely, while I went and tore my ex's head off. I'd worked so hard to erase it all from my memory and not let it push its ugly way into our marriage and now Allie had come in shooting off her mouth and ruining it all.
 

"Adi..." I began, wrapping the towel around my waist to try to cover up the fact that my cock had started bouncing again at the thought of her with another man.
 

"No." It was a stern "no." One she punctuated with a raised index finger. "No. I know the truth. You are jealous."
 

"For fuck's sake Adi," I said, spreading my hands in despair. "We don't need to talk about this."
 

"Yes. We need to talk about this Roger. I am an actress. This is my job. I will have to do it sometimes this way."
 

Her accent could be unbelievably charming. Unbelievably disarming "This is my job." Of course it was. I knew that. It wasn't really about the jealousy though, was it? 
 

Fuck. Of course it wasn't. It was about that feeling, that all-consuming desire settling in again, poisoning what we had the way it had poisoned things with Allie.
 

"Adi, baby, I don't know what Allie told you..." I said, staring at her. But she was having none of it. The finger went up again.
 

"She told me everything." 
 

She said it slowly, each word a bayonet twisting in my gut.
 

"What do you mean she told you everything?" I asked. I didn't want to know. And I did. And I felt the ember of that feeling somewhere deep inside me, flicker into a tiny flame.
 

"She told me everything, mi amor," Adriana said quietly, eyeing me the whole time. "She told me what happened..." Her voice trailed off, as if she were unable to finish the sentence. Inside me, adrenaline surged.
 

How much exactly had Allie told her?!? How much exactly did Allie know?!? 
 

How much did she know? Had I told her more than I remembered? Did she know about the time...the time I'd watched?!?
 

"Allie get's a little confused sometimes," I said, stepping out of the shower and pushing past her and towards my razor.
 

"I don't think she was confused about this, Roger," Adriana replied. I could feel her eyes on me as I began to shave. "Why are you jealous of this? You know I love you, right?"
 

The question knocked me completely off balance and the blood that had started boiling inside me suddenly rushed to my face, turning me very red.
 

"Fuck Adi, what the fuck!?!" I cried, putting my razor down. "What the fuck are you digging for here?!? Allie told you some things! Wonderful! It doesn't mean she had any right to do that or that I owe you an explanation! What happened with us was between us and has nothing to do with you and I so just...just...fuck off!"
 

The words were out of my mouth before I could catch them and Adi was behind the shower curtain before I could relax the muscles of my face enough to tell her I was sorry. 
 

This was the worst thing that could have happened. Despite being an actress, Adriana did not do well with drama.
 

"Adi, I'm sorry..." I began, pulling back the shower curtain and trying to reach out to her.
 

"Eh!" she snapped, pushing my hand away and swiping the curtain shut again. "Basta." Her voice was hard and left no room for argument and I knew that nothing could be done about this tonight. I pulled my bathrobe from the door and discarded the towel I'd been wearing onto the floor, then shuffled off to bed for fear of angering her any more.
 





Chapter 3

 


The apartment we moved in to, Allie and I, was a few minutes walk from Golders Green and was large, for London standards. It was a large house that had been converted into two units to let, top and bottom and we were renting the one on top. It had a fairly large living room at its center, a small kitchen and a bathroom to one side and two bedrooms off to the other. I was using one of the bedrooms as an office and we were sleeping in the other. 
 

When we first moved in, I was still working late into the night, believing that those were my best hours. I've since come to realize that there is nothing better for my productivity than getting up, getting showered and dressed and being at the desk by nine, as if I had a real job. I can push out at least five thousand words that way before lunch and then I have the rest of the day to do what I want.
 

At the time, however, I was still young and didn't fancy drinking as much as I do now so when Allie would go to bed and read, I would often sit at the computer and type. 
 

We had no desk lamp for that room so often I would sit typing just by the light coming from the monitor. 
 

That's how I found the hole. 
 

The house was old and most of the wallpaper was peeling slightly. One night, with Allie in bed and me sitting tapping out pulp, I heard something strange. I stopped typing and listened to the rhythmic sound being repeated over and over again. It was fainter than faint but definitely coming from inside the apartment.
 

Craning my neck, I tried to locate its source. That's when I saw it. A tiny sliver of light prying its way through two peeling pieces of wallpaper. I immediately closed the screen to try and discern if it was in fact what I was seeing or if it was just my imagination. Through the crack I saw the faint blueish light of the TV screen coming from the other room. There was a hole in the wall that had been patched by wallpaper alone.
 

At first it was a curiosity I found entertaining. I made a mental note, to tell Allie about it the next day so we could have a laugh then maybe have it fixed. But the more I peered through it, the more I realized the sound itself seemed to be coming from the same hole. My cock stiffened as I realized what the sound that I was hearing was. 
 

It was the sound of Allie masturbating.
 

I weighed my options for all of about three tenths of a second before reaching  out and oh so gently taking a strip of the peeling wallpaper between my fingers and pulling. 
 

It sounded like a chainsaw as it tore, ripping through the silence of the room and into the bedroom beyond. The sound stopped. I held my hand there, in case there was any chance that Allie had her eyes on the spot and saw motion behind the wall. Just in case, I held my breath too. 
 

It seemed like an eternity as I sat there, my hand suspended at the wall, my muscles starting to burn at the exertion. Unable to hold my breath any longer, I relaxed my lungs and let them fill with air as slowly and quietly as I could. Then, finally, the sound started again.
 

As carefully as I could, I shifted my weight in the chair, trying to catch a glimpse of anything I could in the other room through the hole I'd made. The bed faced towards the wall I was looking through and my heart pounded in my chest at the anticipation of seeing Allie touching herself.
 

Then there she was. My heart leaped. Her eyes were closed, her legs were open and she was stark naked, lying on the sheets, covers off to one side. Her mouth hung open slightly. Her beautiful breasts wobbled gently on her chest, the firm nipples tracing the same shape over and over again in the air. And her pussy, that beautiful, tender opening, the place I loved most about her, was oozing thick ropes of her delicious clear juice as the fingers of one hand rubbed her clit, while those of the other occasionally dipped into her entrance.
 

My cock flexed so much that I thought I might lift the desk. All I wanted was to set myself free and get myself off but I knew that if I made any noise, my secret hole might be discovered. So I sat there, straining against my trousers while I watched her push herself closer and closer to orgasm.
 

I didn't go searching for the thought that drifted into my head. It sort of ended up there on its own. Who was Allie thinking of as she touched herself like that? Was it me? Was she thinking of the writer she thought was diligently working on his next novel sitting in the other room? Or was she thinking of someone else? A rush of jealous adrenaline filled me with an unexpected arousal. If she was thinking of someone else, who was it? Was it someone that she knew? Was it someone that I knew?
 

My mind reeled as I pondered the possibilities, the whole time watching her hand move in ever faster, ever tighter circles between her creamy thighs. Her back arched as she slowly pushed two fingers into herself and bit her lip to keep herself from moaning and I wondered again if it was my cock she was thinking of. Or was it one much larger, much thicker than my own? One that would bring her much more pleasure?
 


She pulled the fingers from her sopping cunt and to my utter terror, opened her eyes. It seemed that she was looking straight at me, straight at the hole in the wall, my one eye leering through it at her. But even if she had seen me, her face gave no recognition of it. Slowly, lazily almost, she swung her arm up her body, pausing to pinch a nipple first, then brought the hand that had been inside her to her nose. She smelled herself and it seemed that at that moment I could smell her too. I thought my cock was going to tear a hole straight through the fabric of my pants. 
 

Then, beautiful Allie let those fingers drop down onto her lips.
 

Her eyes closed again and she teased them with her tongue a little, running different parts of it along first one, then the other, tasting each flavour of herself on its own. But it seemed like she couldn't resist the taste of herself for very long because her mouth opened and she pushed those fingers in along her tongue, then sucked on them slowly as if they were a lollipop. 
 

I flexed and fought against the fabric at my middle and had to clench my hands on the edge of the chair on which I was sitting to keep them from tearing at my zipper and prying my cock out. And then? Just when I thought she'd unwittingly revealed every secret she had to me, she let those fingers fall out of her mouth, followed by a strand of spittle. She led them back down her undulating body, pausing at the other nipple, twisting it and making herself rise slightly off the bed. She led them down onto her thigh, ran them slowly along the length of it, then back again. 
 

But she didn't put those fingers in between her legs again. No. She led those dirty fingers that had already seen two places inside her around the outside of her leg, around the beautiful curve of her ass until she found her crack. She slid them up and down along herself and then, just as I thought my eyes could not go any wider, poised them at the tight ring of muscle that led into her ass.
 

My cock was flexing at every movement her body made now and I thought I might explode without even touching myself if this kept up. She adjusted herself on the bed, lifting a leg slightly to one side. As her hand kept spinning around her clit, she collected some of the liquid that was flowing from her now, enough that the tips of her fingers were soaked with it, then moved back down to her ass hole and without further pomp or circumstance, pushed herself in.
 

The expression that exploded on her face as I watched those two digits sink into the rear part of her body made me tremble and I knew I could not hold out like this much longer. It was a face I'd never seen but that wasn't what made my hard cock even harder. No, what made me even harder was the question that presented itself to me next. I might have never seen that face, but surely someone had. I turned that question around in my mind over and over, searching for an answer, or at least a clue to cling to as to why that notion made me so aroused. But my mission was quickly aborted as I looked back through the hole and saw what happened next.
 

She brought her other hand between her legs and started spinning around her clit.
 

From the way her body was moving, I could tell that Allie was close to the peak of her orgasm. My eyes darted from the digits slowly disappearing into her tight hole, to the sticky fluid pulsing from her throbbing cunt, to the way she was holding her mouth open in a silent scream. Her stomach began to twitch. Her thighs shook. Her toes curled. My vision narrowed as I wondered how many men had seen her like that. I never had. 
 

She was there now, on the very brink of it and as her body flexed, she came up off the bed, her eyes shot open and once again stared straight at me. We stayed there like that for a moment and I could almost feel the orgasm tearing through her as I gazed at the pained look on her face. 
 

Then she collapsed, back onto the bed, her fingers running furious circles around clit as she tried to chase the last of her pleasure through her body.
 

There's nothing like watching the tension drain from a woman after her climax. I wanted to stay there and watch each muscle in her body relax until she fell asleep but there was another, much more pressing need. Moving as quietly and as quickly as I could, I pushed open the door of the office and scurried across the living room and into the bathroom, peeling my trousers away as I closed the door.
 

With the memory of beautiful Allie's agony still freshly seared I gripped myself in one hand and tugged. But it wasn't what she looked like that brought me to the edge. Who had she been thinking of behind those closed eyes? It wasn't the writer sitting in the other room. It was surely some large, strong man with a large strong cock and broad shoulders. Someone who could give her a proper fucking.
 

It was that thought that sent my body into strained and violent shudders as I felt my cock flex and watched my seed spill on the warm, tile floor.
 





Chapter 4

 


"So, what's up?" Allie had her hands wrapped around a giant mug of steaming, hot tea as we sat in yet another coffee shop on the market square. I'd insisted we go above ground. Basements made me cagey and I needed to feel like there was space around me for the conversation I was going to have with her.
 

"First of all, I wanted to apologize."
 

"For what?" she asked, seeming genuinely perplexed.
 

"I wanted to apologize for the other day. I didn't mean to yell."
 

She rolled her eyes again and feigned a groan. "Oh God Roger get over yourself. I haven't thought about it since. Are you serious? You can't be serious. There's something else, isn't there."
 

"Of course there's something else, Allie," I replied tersely, starting to feel agitated and aroused by her bitchy tone. "I have a favour to ask you."
 

She raised an eyebrow. "Okay. What is it?"
 

"I want you to talk to Mike for me."
 

"About what?"
 

"About trying to get me on the set for the..." I paused and glanced to make sure no one was listening. "For the sex scene."
 

It took her a moment to process what I was talking about. When she did, she looked down at the table before replying. "Roger, it's not going to happen..."
 

"Just wait!" I said, my palms shooting up to silence her. "I have a plan!"
 

She folded her arms across her chest and with an exaggerated eye roll asked, "What?"
 

"What if David doesn't know?"
 

The smirk left her face as quickly as it had come. "What do you mean if David doesn't know?"
 

"I mean, what if we find somewhere where I can, you know, maybe hide out or something. So I can still see what's going on but just, nobody knows I'm there. I don't know..." I trailed off. 
 

She was staring at me now but I wasn't able to hold her gaze. My heart started beating faster as I glanced up at her. She'd begun to smile. 
 

"What?!?" I asked, more nervously than I wanted to sound. I didn't like the way she was looking at me.
 

"Roger." My name sounded like some strange foreign syllable I'd never heard before, the way she said it.
 

"What?!? Stop looking at me like that!" I hissed, glancing around nervously to make sure no one was watching us. She didn't stop.
 

"Roger, now I have a question for you."
 

My breathing was even quicker now and I was having trouble keeping my hands still on the table. The past came flooding back and I felt the jealous fear I'd felt clutching at my throat as I imagined what she was about to ask. 
 

"What?" I said, trying to sound as calm as I could and failing miserably.
 

"I've always wondered. How was the book fair in Paris?"
 



***

 


It wasn't difficult, setting up a way to watch Allie. In fact, nothing could have been easier. She settled into the belief that I was oblivious to her exploits. One lazy afternoon, I happened to mention to her that I was going to the book fair in Paris. She believed it without question. Smiled and said, "That's nice."
 

Paris had no part in my plan. It was a diversion. I would get in a taxi, kiss her goodbye then get out a few blocks later and return on foot to the apartment.
 

What I really wanted was to see Allie to bring her lover home. 
 

"I love you," I remember saying as she kissed me in front of the cab downstairs.
 

"I love you too," she'd echoed with a smile.
 

I made sure the cab that picked me up drove me far enough away and suitably off any beaten track I knew Allie had. With my suitcase in tow, I squeezed onto a bar stool at the Magdala, a place I'd passed many times before and never stepped into. It was the other side of the station from us and I'd never known Allie to come that way so it felt foreign and safe. That was when I realized that aside from telling Allie that I was leaving, I had done absolutely no more planning whatsoever.
 

Halfway through my first pint, I came to the uncomfortable realization that I had many more questions than answers.
 

What was I going to do with the suitcase I'd brought?
 

How the hell was I going to find out if she was in the apartment before I went in?
 

How was I so goddamned sure that she would bring him there? What if she spent the whole weekend at her studio? There was no way I could hide anywhere there. 
 

The thought that she had made love to him there, on the same concrete floor she'd spread her legs for me on made my stomach twist into a not unpleasant knot. Why was I like this? What on earth appealed to me about being made a cuckold? I pushed those questions aside and focused on the ones that really needed answering, my head swimming from my second pint.
 

With the courage of a thousand tiny sips buoying my spirits, I stopped asking questions and started making decisions. 
 

The apartment wasn't terribly small but there was no way I could hide there undetected all weekend. If I were going to do this, I had to get in now, while I knew she was in her studio. The office had the tiniest closet. If I could manage to move the boxes I knew to be in there, into the alley behind the building, just for a night, I could surely squeeze myself in for just long enough that I could wait out Allie's arrival. If she came with company, I would have no trouble sneaking out of the closet and sitting myself on the chair by the hole in the wall.
 

Once again, my pulse quickened as the thought of executing the plan in real life hit me. It was one thing to sit and fantasize about these things, another entirely to follow through. 
 

What if she found me? What would I say? Standing in a closet, emptied of its boxes. "Hello dear. Don't mind me. By the way, are you waiting for anyone? Because I want to watch."
 

I placed the thrilling thought of seeing her with another man carefully over the line of jealousy I felt running down me at her betrayal. The feelings twisted around each other in an angry braid. After a third pint there was no more time for ruminations. It was time to act.
 

I took another cab back past the station, but had it drop me well before our building. I walked the rest of the way, the cold afternoon air cutting through the warm buzz I'd nurtured at the pub. By the time I got there, it was starting to get dark and I knew I wouldn't have much time to execute my plan. I left the suitcase behind the house, where I meant to put the boxes. Then, with shaking hands, I pushed my key into the lock and pushed my way in.
 

I walked up the stairs as quietly as I could, though I knew that if she were home and decided to open the door all hope of my cause was lost. I managed to make my way to the upstairs door with a minimum of squeaking and soon found myself holding my breath and listening through it for any hint that she might be there. After a few minutes that seemed like hours, I realized that if she wasn't and I wanted to make space in the closet, I would have to get started. If she was, the gig would be up and I would have to wing it. I pushed the second key in, turned and listened as the latch clicked open, the sound of it like thunder in the quiet hall. Taking a breath, I stepped inside.
 

The place was empty. Or it seemed to be, but the only door that was closed was the one leading to the bathroom and Allie had a funny habit of singing to herself softly while on the toilet. A perfunctory check proved that she was not there and I hurried to my office to ascertain how many trips I would have to make in order to remove the boxes from where they were. 
 

When I pulled back the curtain covering the footless closet, I nearly began to cry.
 

Boxes were packed so tight and high into the space that I knew there was no way I was going to move even half of them, let alone make enough room in there to squeeze myself in. Two possibilities presented themselves. Either I would sit in the office, in the corner where I couldn't be seen from the apartment, waiting to be discovered. Or not. Or, I could leave. Wait outside even, watching to see if she brought him home. 
 

The thought of watching her bring a man home though, into this home that we shared and then not being able to see what she let him do to her was much more terrifying than the thought of her finding me there. The worst that would happen, if she found me there, was that all of this would be over. It was over anyways between us. I just wanted it to end my way.
 

That thought calmed me completely and made me realize there was nothing to be lost. I would simply sit and wait. I would keep still and quiet. If I was discovered, so be it. If I wasn't...well, I could only imagine what it would feel like. Watching.
 

So I did just that. 
 

I moved the little stool that was standing beside the desk and tucked it into the corner behind the closet. This way there was no way they could see me through the door and Allie wouldn't notice that something was amiss unless she came into the room and saw the stool moved. But at that point, I would have bigger problems anyways. 
 

Then the waiting began. There's nothing quite like the feeling of waiting for the woman you're with to come home with the man she's planning to bed.
 

I rolled the possibilities over and over in my mind. 
 

What would he look like? 
 

Would they have dinner first? 
 

Would I have to listen to their flirting and their banter? 
 

Who would make the first move to the bedroom? 
 

That one sent a ripple of fear through me. Oh God what if they didn't move to the bedroom? What if they fucked in the living room on the sofa? That would still be tolerable because I could probably try to peek out at great danger of being discovered but what if they fucked on the kitchen table? I would be forced to sit there listening to what was happening without being able to see it. It sounded like agony.
 

The rush of adrenaline at hearing the downstairs door open, the noise of the street rushing up the stairwell sent all thoughts scurrying as my body tensed. 
 

Then a voice. Allie's voice. 
 

I held my breath, listening. She could just be on the phone, talking to a friend. 
 

A laugh. 
 

"Stop it!" in playful tones. The deep sound of his voice rose through the hallway and I was filled with a sudden relief. 
 

I was right. She was sleeping with someone. And now they were both here. Footsteps climbing the stairs, silence, then the sudden "click" of the door and the sound of bodies entwined falling into the room.
 

I pressed my back against the wall as tightly as I could. I looked down to make sure that no part of me was protruding past the wall and into their possible line of sight. By the sounds of what was happening, that wasn't going to be a problem.
 

"Okay, okay," I heard Allie say, her voice hushed and breathless. It sounded like she was pushing him away.
 

"Okay what?" He didn't sound playful. He sounded large and looming and commanding. Like he wasn't asking a question but giving an order.
 

"Should we have dinner or something?" she asked. I could just imagine her looking up at him. There was a note of helplessness in her voice I'd never heard before. Like she was playing the little girl who had no idea what was going to happen next. My cock started to swell.
 

"No. Get on the bed."
 

My eyes went wide as I heard him say it. 
 

What?!? No one talked to Allie like that. I expected fireworks or at least a smirk. 
 

If I had said something like that she would have laughed at me and told me to go make dinner. 
 

No one talked to Allie like that. I held my breath again waiting for the inevitable firestorm of fury his command would unleash. But none came. The only thing I heard her say instead was, "Yes sir."
 

My mouth dropped open, ever so slightly. If I didn't know by her voice I wouldn't have believed it was her. I would have sworn the woman I knew would never say anything like that.
 

Footsteps again. This time in a different direction. I heard Allie treading softly to the bedroom and him walking the other way. Then the bathroom door closed. I resisted the urge to jump up and press my face to the hole in the wallpaper for as long as I could but the desire to see what was happening on the other side of the wall got the better of me. Standing as quietly as I could, I stepped lightly towards the desk, leaned down and looked through the hole.
 

There she was. There was Allie, stripping her clothes as quickly as she could, occasionally glancing into the mirror on the opposite side of the room and pushing at her hair. When she was completely, utterly, beautifully naked. She turned to one side, sucked in her stomach, then turned to the other and did the same and smiled. She was a knockout and she knew it. The sounds of the bathroom door sent a bolt of adrenaline coursing through me and almost made me jump. 
 

The footsteps were coming closer. It was him, walking towards us. 
 

I got up, turned softly and stepped gently towards my stool I'd hidden in the corner, disappearing behind the wall just as I heard him pass.
 

My pulse thundered in my whole body now and I felt more alive than I ever had. 
 

Everything was louder, brighter, smelled more as my body prepared itself for the shock of what I was about to witness.
 





Chapter 5

 


Hearing Allie ask about the book fair in Paris had dredged it all up again. She sat there staring at me, her mouth turned into a peculiar shape that wasn't quite a smile.
 

"What are you talking about?" I asked, pretending like my blood pressure wasn't going up just from hearing the question. I took a sip of my coffee to try and look natural but everything felt awkward. 
 

Why on earth was she asking about this now?
 

"Roger," Allie began, taking a sip of her tea but eyeing me the whole time. "Do you remember that time you went to the Paris book fair? Right before...right before we broke up?"
 

"Right before you cheated on me you mean?" I countered, hoping to straw man my way out of her line of questioning.
 

"Don't change the subject," she shot back dryly. I should have known better than to think she'd fall for that. "You do remember, don't you?"
 

I frowned and did my best to pretend I had some vague notion of what she was talking about. "Vaguely, I suppose. It was a...difficult time."
 

"Was it?"
 

"Of course it was!" I blurted, "You were cheating on me!"
 

The curious shape of her lips sprouted into a slow smile. "But you didn't know that yet, did you? I mean you didn't know about that when you left for Paris, right?"
 

My pulse quickened again as I took another sip of my coffee in an attempt to disguise my distress. Why on earth was she bringing this up now?!? 
 

"Allie, I mean, honestly I don't really remember that far back," I said, trying to backpedal. "I remember something about the book fair and you having to work that weekend so you couldn't come..."
 

"No," she interrupted pointedly. "That's not what happened. You said you were going to the book fair. You didn't invite me. In fact you made it pretty obvious that you didn't want me to come."
 

I felt my pupils dilate as she got closer to her point. I felt like a wild animal, trapped, cornered with nowhere to go. I felt like the only thing that would save me from Allie's inquisition was to turn over the table and bolt for the door and yet...
 

...I couldn't do anything like that. I didn't want to. Some part of me wanted her to keep asking questions. Some part of me desperately wanted someone to know the truth, even if it was her.
 

"You see Roger, I have to admit something. I haven't been completely honest with you either." She turned her eyes down and looked at the table, but only for a moment. A moment of mock submission meant to relax me before she sank the truth into my soft gut.
 

"You haven't?" I asked softly, realizing that the knuckles of my left hand were turning white from where I was clutching the arm rest of the chair.
 

"I haven't." She looked back up. "I don't quite know how to say this because...well, I mean, we're not together anymore and I don't want things to be awkward."
 

"Dammit Allie just fucking say it." It was spoken softly but it was an order, not a request.
 

"I knew about it," she said immediately.
 

I swallowed. It could still be something else. It could be something else entirely and I wasn't about to show my hand before she showed hers.
 

"Knew about what?" I snapped.
 

"I knew about the hole. In the wallpaper?"
 

Her words brought the most peculiar dreadful relief I'd ever felt. 
 

She'd known. She'd known the whole time. I sat there staring at her watching me react to what she'd said as I searched for how to respond.
 

There was only one question to ask.
 

"Why didn't you tell me?" I whispered.
 

Allie leaned in closer, her shoulders dropped slightly and she tilted her head to one side. The look of empathy in her eyes was the most genuine I'd ever seen.
 

"Roger...I thought you knew."
 

"Knew?!? Knew what?!?" I barked.
 

"I thought you knew about him," she answered plainly.
 

Her words chilled me completely as my mind raced to put pieces of a long forgotten puzzle back together. The night I'd seen her touch herself, when I thought our eyes had met...they had. 
 

The night she'd brought him home, that night I was supposed to be in Paris...she'd done that for me?
 

She'd done that for me.
 

She pushed the fingers of her outstretched hand into my palm and squeezed. I looked down, my mouth agape, incredulous at the discovery. When I looked at her again, she was smiling. A warm, comforting, generous smile. Not the usual kind of smile that Allie gave. Not one I'd ever seen her give before.
 

"Allie...you mean..."
 

"Yes Roger. That's what I mean. I knew you were there that night. I knew you weren't going anywhere. I checked the credit card, your email, I rifled through the mail. There was no ticket to Paris, no hotel reservation. I knew you'd been watching me. I knew that you knew because of the night he answered the phone at the studio, I just thought you didn't want to talk about it."
 

"Well...I didn't," I managed, my voice hoarse from my discomfort.
 

"I know Roger," she said, her voice filled with nothing but love, "that's just so like you. Stiff upper lip and all that. So when I saw that you were planning to stay, I knew exactly what you wanted me to do. I just thought you didn't want to say it out loud."
 

The realization of what it all meant hit me like a wrecking ball. If she'd done it all for me she must have thought...she must have wanted...
 

"Allie..."
 

"Don't worry Roger," her smile warmed. "It all turned out for the best. I love Mike, you and Adriana are perfect together. There's no sense having second thoughts. That's not why I'm saying any of this."
 

"Why are you saying any of it then?" I asked, a note of desperation in my voice I hoped she couldn't hear.
 

"I'm saying it, Roger, because I know why you want in on that set so badly. I knew from the moment Mike told me that you wouldn't be allowed on that you were going to start obsessing about it, that all of this would get dredged up. Then, when Mike sent me to talk to you, I had no idea what to say. No idea how to bring this all up, to tell you that I knew, that I understood and that it was alright...that it was...hot."
 

I sighed, let go her hand and sank backwards into my chair. This whole time I'd been thinking Allie had no idea, she'd been trying to find a way to shield me from my own truth.
 

"Can I ask a question?" I asked.
 

"Of course you can."
 

"So when you were doing that, when you were doing all those things in the room, knowing I was watching, did you enjoy it?"
 

"Of course I did. Why would I have done them?"
 

"I...I don't know," I blustered, "I just...I suppose that...that maybe..." As badly as I wanted to, I couldn't bring myself to say it. Allie saved me from myself.
 

"No, Roger. I don't think it's strange. I think it's perfectly erotic. I was happy you thought so too." She smiled. That same warm, caring smile.
 

"Allie," my voice was barely a whisper. "I'm sorry," was the only thing that came to mind.
 

She rolled her eyes. My Allie was back.
 

"Stop that nonsense Roger. Water under the bridge. But listen, please. Try to forget about what Adriana has to do. The sex scene. It's not like that, it's not the same thing. If you have to, talk to her about this. Talk to her about what happened."
 

I stiffened, remembering what Adi had told me. Her words blew the embers of fury that had smouldering somewhere beneath all of this into a tiny flame.
 

"I hear you've already done that for me," I managed through clenched teeth.
 

"Oh don't be mad, Roger. I was just trying to help."
 

So this was her real motivation for all of this. She wanted to tell Adriana about our past so she'd understand why I was making such a big deal about the sex scene.
 

"How dare you speak to her behind my back!" I hissed. 
 

Allie leaned in, trying to reconnect.
 

"Roger, I was just trying to help. It wasn't behind your back. Adriana's a friend of mine as much as..."
 

But my nerves couldn't take any more. Not only did Allie know something about me that no one should, she'd managed to tell my wife about it! I stood up, trying to keep my hands from shaking as my nerves quaked inside me. I swept up my coat from the back of the chair and pointed a finger at her.
 

"You stay the fuck away from me Allie and stay the fuck away from my wife!"
 

Allie's mouth dropped open in disbelief at my outburst but I didn't care. I felt hurt and betrayed and manipulated and I had no room for anyone else's feelings in my head. Throwing a fifty note onto the table, I stormed out the door.
 





Chapter 6

 


The air outside was just as crisp and that combined with the quick pace I set towards the apartment where they were shooting cleared my head somewhat. Even if she was right, if this was the reason for my obsession with this sex scene, I didn't want to hear any of it. She wasn't a psychologist, to be going about slicing my hangups open and spreading them out nicely for me on the table. I didn't ask her for this!
 

By the time I'd made it to the building where they were shooting and up the stairs I felt like I had mostly cooled off and could at least handle myself for the time it took to pick up Adi. 
 

That was before I saw the large black man walk through the door of her dressing room.
 

I'd seen him on the set before though I had no idea who he was or what he did. It must have been the conversation with Allie, the fact that I'd been thinking about everything, dredging up the past that set me shaking again at the sight of it. The same familiar, anxious, incapacitating jealousy laced with lust began to crawl up from the floor and through me. I felt it tighten my throat and I felt like a caged animal this time, with nowhere to go, but terrified to stay and watch what would happen next.
 

What had he been doing in there? 
 

Was Adriana in there? 
 

Was he just giving her a message? 
 

I stood there, fixated on the door hoping that it wouldn't open. Hoping that Adriana would emerge from some other hallway, that she'd come from behind me, anywhere but from that door. Because if that door opened and she stepped through it, I just knew I would be plunged back into that world of self-doubt, self-loathing and compulsive jealousy I'd known with Allie. 
 

Adriana and I weren't about that. She and I had something completely different and I didn't want any of what Allie had told me to change any of that.
 

But the door did open. She did step out. When she saw me, she smiled. 
 

But was that a look of surprise in her eyes? Did she look that way because I was early and she hadn't expected me? Did that mean she'd been doing something she shouldn't have? I managed to smile back and wave to her but I feared if I got any closer she would have seen the questions in my eyes about what had just happened in there.
 

"Roger!"
 

The voice from behind me shook me out of my own stupor and I turned to see Mike smiling at me with his hand outstretched. "Wow, you look a little pale, are you alright?"
 

I smiled weakly and realized I must look worse than I felt. "I'm fine!" I managed to say, keeping the smile I had put on for Adriana. He would find out I wasn't as soon as he spoke with Allie but there was no reason to get into any of that now.
 

"Okay. Good. Come to get Adriana?"
 

"Yes. Yes, that's why I'm here," I replied, swinging an arm across my front, mocking how earnest I sounded.
 

He looked at me a little funny but didn't make any more of it.
 

"Michael," I said, almost biting my tongue as I let his full name slip out. No one called him Michael and I watched him bristle at the sound of it. I hadn't called him that in years. I decided to ignore it and forge ahead, "listen, I was wondering if you'd reconsidered."
 

"Reconsidered what?" he asked, looking genuinely confused.
 

"Reconsidered about my presence on the set."
 

He still seemed confounded. "Roger you're always welcome..." the realization of what I was talking about seemed to dawn. "You mean the sex scene?"
 

"Yes, I mean the sex scene," I answered tersely, not sure if he really hadn't known or had been playing the fool.
 

"Roger, I told you. It's not up to me," he said, pulling me off into a corner and lowering his voice. "It's David's thing and I have to respect that. You should know that. You should know better than to ask me again, come on."
 

"Now look here," I said, taking him by the arm and shaking him slightly, "I'm the reason you're here in the first place. I'm the reason you're on this set. I think you could at least do me this one favour. Please!" I said the last word through clenched teeth and I saw some of the grips working around us glance in our direction. I let got of Mike's arm and put my hands up by way of apology. "I'm...I'm sorry about that, it's just...it's a matter of..."
 

"Roger," he said. There was not a single note of empathy in either his expression, or his voice. "You know goddamned well this isn't about me. Now I don't know what fucking issues you're going through here, maybe it's a mid-life thing, I don't know. But don't you ever," he pointed a finger in punctuation, "ever come onto my fucking set again and talk to me like that."
 

I couldn't help but notice that the large man I'd seen previously emerge from Adriana's room had taken up position down the hall, along with two beefy looking, red-faced security guards.
 

"You're right," I said, trying to soothe the situation. "You're right Mike, and I apologize. I've...had a difficult day. It's just that..." He didn't let me finish.
 

"We are done talking about this Roger. If you want you're wife to have a career in this business, you're going to have to get over whatever you need to get over. This is gonna come up and I guarantee you you're not going to be allowed to watch it every time it does. People just don't like that. They think you're a pervert or something."
 

A furious, blinding rage flooded through me and I felt my face flush and my hands start to shake again.
 

"How dare you..." I said, spots of spittle flying from my lips and landing on the lapel of his jacket. I had no idea what I meant to do but I knew I was not in complete control of my faculties at that moment. It didn't matter. The next thing I remember were the hands of the two security guards on my shoulders, the large man standing beside them.
 

"You need to cool off Roger," Mike said quietly, leaning towards me. "Get him off my set please." Mike waved at the men. I looked up. The man in front of me was imposing, the two burly men on either side of me looked like overgrown bulldogs with their oversized jowls.
 

"Get your goddamned hands off of me!" I roared causing all remaining activity in the hallway to come to a grinding halt. I shrugged the men's hands off and watched as they looked up at their boss, not sure what to do next. "I can see my self out," I seethed at the man, not even sure whether he understood English, though I doubted very much he was a local, judging by the color of his skin.
 

He simply nodded, stepped to one side and waved towards the stairs that I'd come from.
 

I took a deep breath, straightened myself to try to keep what little I had of my dignity and brushed past him on the way down. 
 



***

 


She didn't say a word in the cab on the way home but I could tell by the way she was looking out the window that I was in for it once we were back in the apartment. 
 

I was right. As soon as the door slammed shut behind us, she erupted into a stream of Spanish expletives that went on and on as walked around the apartment alternating between flipping one hand in the air, then the other.
 

I stood with sagging shoulders and my head hanging low before her in contrition. As the options for her profanity dwindled, she began waving a hand above her head with each word, then with each syllable and then, finally when there were no more swear words left she turned to English and asked "Roger Herrington, what in the fuck is wrong with you?!?"
 

I took a deep breath, lowered her bag that I'd been holding and looked up at her. I knew that look, I'd seen it many times before and I knew there was only one way to soothe that savage beast. It was time to play 'Ultimate Apology.'
 

"Adriana, I'm so sorry Adi, my love..." I watched her eyes carefully. Though I hadn't confirmed it scientifically, I was pretty sure that the white's of her eyes changed color when I said something right. Nothing yet. Best try again. "Beautiful love," I said, stepping towards her with an outstretched hand. The dreaded stiff finger pointed straight up stopped me in my tracks. I sighed. Looked to one side. Looked back with the beginnings of a smile on my lips. I raised an eyebrow. I tried everything.
 

She was mad as hell.
 

It was her turn to take a deep breath. She removed the heels she was wearing, pulled off her jacket, then breathed deeply again before marching into the bathroom and locking the door. It wasn't going to be a fun night.
 

I tried my best for the rest of the evening. I made dinner. That softened her slightly. I offered a massage, which she begrudgingly accepted. That was my secret weapon. Adriana could never say no to a massage. That relaxed her even more. By the time it was time to go to bed, I almost believed I had her sufficiently relaxed to try and heal the rift by bedding her, but my advances were met with a slow shake of the head. No eye roll. But when she locked herself in the bathroom again, I realized I was out of luck for the evening.
 

So, as Adriana drifted off to sleep in the bedroom, I was left on the couch with nothing but Polish newscasts on the television and my own insecurities swimming in my head. Though I knew it was dangerous, I turned my thoughts to everything that had happened that day.
 

The memory of the large man that had waved me out of the building, the same one who'd emerged from Adi's room made my stomach tighten again. I was being a paranoid lunatic and I knew it. What would he have been doing in there? What was I thinking?!? That Mike or any rest of the crew wouldn't think twice if they'd been having an illicit affair in her dressing room? How much time did I think they had? I was on set most days anyways and the whole thing now seemed so preposterous as to be absurd.
 

But the part of me that Allie had awakened, the part I'd tried so hard to lock away for all these years, came crawling back, cackling at me as it neared. I resisted at first. I resisted the temptation of fantasizing my way behind that door and into that dressing room, a ghost no one could see. But I couldn't resist it for long. Soon, with my eyes closed, I conjured up the first vision of that large, black hand moving towards the small of her back.
 

I throbbed and sank deeper into the couch.
 





Chapter 7

 


As I crept softly towards the tear in the wallpaper, I heard the sound of his footsteps enter our bedroom. My body hummed with anticipation. What would this man look like, this replacement Allie had found for me? 
 

Whose arms did she take comfort in when she thought that I was gone? 
 

Was he big and strong and handsome? Did he always talk to her the way I'd heard? Or was that just a little game they had, like the games we used to have?
 

I almost laughed out loud at the thought I had, that maybe I didn't want to see any of this after all. Maybe I just wanted to keep this a secret from myself? I almost laughed because of how absurd it was that I would back out now. There was no way I could leave without the two of them hearing me and there was no way I could live with myself having come this far.
 

I leaned over and pressed my eye to the whole in the wall. What I saw took my breath away.
 

Allie was standing in the corner of the room, her head slightly lowered. It was the most submissive pose I'd ever seen her in and it made my cock flex as soon as I laid eyes on her. When he walked into the room, she looked up, but only with her eyes. I turned my head, straining to try and see him but his body was still cast in the shadow of the door. For the time being, I could only hear his voice.
 

"That's a good girl." It was a deep rumble, or at least that's what it sounded like to me through the wall. "On your knees."
 

The words pierced me to my core as I realized what was about to happen. Without hesitation, Allie knelt down. I couldn't take my eyes off her ripe breasts, the pink nipples stiff with her excitement. She kept her gaze down, even as he approached. It felt like my eyes might pop out of my head as I tried to see who the man was, what he looked like. He was out of the shadows now, but he'd turned slightly towards her so that I couldn't see his face. All I could see was the massive, bare, broad shoulders of his back as he'd removed his shirt. As soon as he stood before her, her hands floated to his belt and began unbuckling.
 

By this time I'd lost count of the number of palpitations I'd had that day. My heart was thundering in my chest as I realized I was about to witness my woman take another man's cock into her mouth. The anticipation was unbearable. 
 

Fear twisted and twined through the lust that raged inside me. I shuddered from the thrill. I could barely parse why I felt the way I did so instead of trying to pry it apart with my mind, I surrendered to it with my body.
 

She'd gone down on me a few times when we were first together and the sex was hot and drunk and uninhibited. But she'd not done it in a long time. She'd certainly never looked as obedient or as eager to do it with me as she did now with him.
 

Somehow that only served to heightened the strange tension that was running through me, keeping my mind taut and my cock stiff. She was going to cheat on me. I was about to be made a cuckold. But instead of racing into the room in a rage the way any man would, I couldn't look away.
 

What was it? What did he have that I didn't that made her this way? Surely they couldn't have been together for very long? I'd only just noticed the signs. How had he seduced her so quickly and turned her into his willing little whore?
 

I didn't have more time to ponder the question. She pulled his throbbing cock out and I watched her greedily wrap her fingers around its thickness.
 

The look in her eyes when she glanced up at him made me shudder again. Nothing about her was the Allie I had come to know. There was no swearing, or rolling her eyes or giggling at him. It was complete and utter obedience and nothing else. She'd become his toy, his doll, to do with as he pleased. 
 

It made me hard as hell.
 

She took the dangling thing slowly into her lips, her mouth falling open to accommodate him. There was no affection in his stance. He stood, watching her take him, silent and un-moving, as if this were what she was there for. The only thing she was there for. As I watched the thick bulge of his head slide inside her, I swallowed, louder than I'd expected.
 

I froze as I saw the twitch in his back, as if he were going to turn and look in the direction of where I was leering through the hole in the wall. My mind raced, weighing the options. Was it better to pull away and risk them seeing the flicker of motion? Or just to stay and hope they wouldn't notice the wide white of my eye as I stared at their indecency? 
 

At that moment, Allie groaned.
 

It was a groan of the utter satisfaction. It sounded like the moment she took him inside her mouth was the moment she'd been waiting for her entire life. Her eyes closed and her face seemed to soften into a look of the deepest pleasure. His head stayed tilted for a moment then, as if unable to resist the allure of her enchantment with his growing member, he turned his attention back to her and seemed to forget about what he might have heard. 
 

I let myself breath. Quietly this time.
 

She sucked him slowly, gently to standing. Each inch he rose caused her to have to kneel ever straighter until she was so upright with her back so stiff that I was in danger of coming just from looking at the perfect shape of her curves. The longer she took him, the sloppier the sounds of her affections became until she was soon drooling down her chin and onto the perfect pert shape of her breasts.
 

When he'd had enough of her, his command was just as emotionless as the previous one had been.
 

"On the bed. On your back. Turn around."
 

The trance of seeing her with a cock in her mouth broken, I realized I was digging my fingernails into the bottom of the stool I was on. I relaxed, trying to stay silent and when I was sure they were both facing away from the wall, switched eyes as the one had dried from not blinking. When I pressed myself against the wall again, she was already in position.
 

It didn't take me long to understand what was about to happen to Allie. Lying on her back with her head hanging over the edge of the bed, her mouth was already open to take him as he bent over her. Her hands didn't come up to his waist to ease his approach. No. She lay perfectly still. His fuck doll with all holes open for business.
 

I looked up as he glanced to one side and I made out the strong line of his jaw but nothing else. He was large and bulky and I imagined him for a football or rugby player. And there he was, pushing his thick shaft into Allie's mouth again.
 

Jealousy tore through me as I watched the shape of his cock push past Allie's delicate lips, then watched as her throat began to take on the shape of its head. By this time my cock was fully stiff but I didn't dare reach down and grip myself. First, for fear that the noise might cause them both to wonder if there wasn't someone there after all. Secondly because I feared that if I did, I might explode immediately. I'd never felt such a visceral thrill in my life and even the shadow of guilt that hung above me couldn't temper my excitement.
 

As his cock slid into the dark moisture of her throat, I heard Allie gag slightly. My cock jumped at the sound and at her utter submission in such a humiliating way. But he didn't relent. Grabbing her breast, he only pushed himself deeper and I watched her squirm as he opened her throat with his thick rod. I stared in the most confounding melange of horror and arousal I'd ever felt as he continued to move inside her until finally his thick, low hanging sack touched the skin of her forehead, signalling that he'd fucked himself all the way in.
 

Now her fingers began to claw at the bed sheets as I realized her lungs must be burning for air, but still she did not come up and push him away. She lay there like that, even as her legs started to writhe from the lack of air, not making a single motion to make him pull away. Just when I thought I might have to burst into the room and pull him off myself for fear that Allie would fall unconscious, he relented and slowly removed himself from her mouth, finally falling out to the sound of a sloppy, wet "plop."
 

She sucked in a lungful of air, her chest heaving up and down as she tried to make up for the lack of oxygen inside her. 
 

But she didn't get up. 
 

She didn't say "enough." 
 

No. Allie simply opened her mouth and once again obediently prepared to take him in. He eagerly obliged. With his hand still on one breast, the other on his cock, he guided himself in, more quickly this time. He slid in easily, not pausing to let her throat open. Her neck took the shape of it once more and this time she let out a loud gurgle as he pushed himself in to the hilt. This seemed to please him, because he started thrusting at her, fucking her mouth as if her were fucking her pussy and as if there was nothing wrong or perverse about it.
 

Unable to contain myself any longer and under the cover of the noises emanating from Allie's throat, I oh so carefully undid my zipper, pushed my underwear down and let my cock spring out. As I wrapped my hand around myself I felt the first thrill of pleasure as I continued staring at the scene unfolding through the hole. He fucked her that way for some time and with Allie having settled into the rhythm her hands and legs were now still as she took every inch of him for as long as was his pleasure. When he'd finally had enough, he pulled himself out, stroking himself with one hand and gave his next command.
 

"On your knees."
 

With unparalleled speed, Allie sprang up from her position on the bed, spun around pushing her bottom up into the air and pressing her face against the sheets of the bed, her head turned to look behind her and see what he would do to her next.
 

I flexed in my own hand as my gaze settled on the perfect pink folds of her exposed pussy. The fact that they were drenched in her own juices made me cringe in the most pleasant way. It was clear that his invasive affections had only served to arouse her. 
 

Is that what she wanted? 
 

Is that why we were drifting apart? 
 

Did she want a man who would fuck her face and soak her pussy that way? I didn't know if I could ever do such a thing, or if she'd ever let me. I simply wasn't...
 

The thought drifted away as I watched him push closer to her, put a hand on her ass, then mount her slowly. She whimpered as his cock touched her soaked folds and it made him pause.
 

"You like that?" he asked.
 

"Yes," she answered with another whimper.
 

"Tell me."
 

"I like it..." she said, her fingers once again clawing at the sheets as she tried to rear herself onto his throbbing cock. His palm landed on her beautiful round orb and I saw her wince.
 

"Tell me what you like," he commanded, his hand steadying her and keeping her from sinking onto him.
 

"I like your cock. I want your cock. I want your cock inside me," she said, almost crying from desire.
 

"Hold your pussy open for me," he ordered and her hands immediately swept back, prying at her cleft. I watched the folds part until I could see the darkness of her hole surrounded by the gently waving folds of flesh around it.
 

He stared down at it, touched his head to it as if he were kissing it with his cock. Her body moved beneath him but she didn't dare disobey and try to sink onto him again. She lay there, spreading herself until he was ready. 
 

He pulled at himself for a while, staring at the two beautiful holes looking back at him. When he was ready, without any ceremony, he pushed himself into her wet and welcoming cunt.
 

"Ungh!" she cried, her voice the perfect sound for something so large being pushed into something so tight. I watched the pussy I'd sunk into so many times now taking the full length of another man's cock and I couldn't help my hand that started pulsing up and down in my lap. As he drove himself deeper and deeper into her, she winced and squirmed and whimpered, his thick shaft splitting her softness apart until once again I saw the heavy weight of his balls slap against her and I knew that my Allie was filled to her end with his meat. 
 

Then he started his fucking.
 

Without compassion or concern for her, he put one leg up on the bed, took her ass in both hands and began to thrust at her, each thrust ending in a loud wet slap of his sack against her clit.
 

Allie moaned. 
 

Allie writhed. 
 

Allie succumbed to his wish in the most obedient way, letting him do as he pleased with her until he drove her to the brink of one orgasm and pushed her uncaringly over the edge into the dark abyss of her own pleasure as he continued to use her for his own purpose.
 

Only after a few such climaxes did he seem to express his own pleasure at what he was doing.
 

With Allie a limp puddle of flesh before him, I heard first one grunt, then another. But Allie must have heard something else because her body seemed to tense, to ready itself for something as her arms swung back and she spread herself again. This time, it wasn't her pussy she was spreading.
 

He spat on her, the gob of his saliva landing almost perfectly on the tight ring that led to her other hole. My stomach tightened in a knot and I had to stop tugging at myself or I would have succumbed to my own orgasm at the very thought of what was going to happen next. 
 

She was opening herself for him so he could put it in her ass.
 

There was as little ceremony to the event as there had been to everything else. His thumb worked the sticky liquid he'd expectorated onto her, first around the rim of her hole but then inside too, pushing past it without concern for the wail she emitted as he did so. His thumb moved in and out of her, at the same time making ever wider circles, stretching her in preparation for his girth. She wailed again and tried to adjust herself in such a way that his probing might be less invasive but he steadied her with his other hand, fucking her the whole time still.
 

Finally, and with another grunt, he pulled his thumb from her ass, leaving a decidedly wider dark hole there than when he'd started. His hips started to move in faster jerks now. I looked down between his legs at the sack slapping against Allie's raw clit to see them tightening up to his body as he readied himself to put his seed inside her.
 

My own orgasm was fast approaching and I had to stay it with thoughts of rugby games and cricket matches. I could not let myself finish before I saw this final defilement. I did not have to wait long.
 

With something that sounded half-way between a grunt and a roar, he pulled his meat from her, stiff as a board, put the head of it to the hole of her ass he'd widened so perfectly. Right before he pushed himself in, I saw the first spurt of his ejaculate sail through the air, a thick streak of it landing on the round part of Allie's ass and trailing all the way to her back. He drove himself into her with a throaty gurgle.
 

I stared wide-eyed through the wallpaper, watched his meat flexing as it sank into the place I'd never dare to go inside Allie, delivering the rest of his hot white gift deep into her dark tunnel. My own body flexed, the muscles convulsing now beyond my control as I felt hot seed start to course through the shaft of my own cock. Then, right before I felt the first enormous wave of pleasure crash over me, she did it. 
 

With nine inches of man inside her rear, I watched Allie's perfectly calm expression turn and look exactly at the place my eye would have been on the wall. I watched her body undulating beneath him. Then I watched as the side of her lips I could see, twisted into the faintest shadow of a smile, as if she knew I was there. As if she were doing this all for me. In a fit of spasming and shaking I erupted all over myself and onto the floor below.
 





Chapter 8

 


I moved beneath the sheets, towards the heat of Adriana's body that radiated from somewhere on the other side of the queen size bed. She was still sleeping and I knew it was a dangerous game I'd decided to play. Waking Adriana was playing with dynamite. But what had happened the night before still coursed through me and I longed to feel close to her again. I wanted to claim her and tame her and know that she was mine and that we were still okay.
 

Making sure my hands were warm, I reached towards her and found the soft curve of her waist. The hem of her shirt was right there and I slipped my hand under it and against her warm skin.
 

She breathed. A deep breath that meant she was still sleeping, but that what she felt was not completely offensive to her. I bravely moved forward with the plan.
 

Following the line of her side, I slid my hand across her skin, pulling myself closer and breathing in her sweet scent. When the tips of my fingers felt the beginning of her breast, I slowed and proceeded with the utmost caution.
 

Nuzzling myself into the curve of her neck, I pressed my lips against the soft skin there, letting them linger until I felt her stir again.
 

This was it. The moment of truth. She was waking and either she would respond to my caress, or remember her anger from the previous evening and rebuke it.
 

My heart stood still.
 

It wasn't that I couldn't live without our sex life, or a sex life in general. I could. But I hated it. I hated the moments when we weren't tied to each other. I wondered all the time whether she thought of them the same way I did? Whether she remembered them throughout the day, took pleasure in them and wondered if they'd happen again that night.
 

I knew she didn't. Not because she didn't love me, or care about sex. She loved it too. But because women are just built differently that way. 
 

Somehow I hated that too. I hated that sway she had over me. I hated that my need would always be stronger than hers and no matter how I tried to control it, I would always succumb to it because ultimately it was the only thing that brought my peace. Not long-lasting peace from myself, just a temporary respite from wondering when I could sink myself inside her once again.
 

Something was on my side this morning.
 

She rolled over. 
 

I held my breath.
 

She purred and arched her back but didn't push my hand off or away.
 

My fingers slipped up the soft curve of her breast. Carefully, I found her nipple with a finger and a thumb and touched it gently.
 

Her reaction made stiffen. She arched her back again, her hips moving gently from one side to the other. If nothing else, it meant I could continue. 
 

Keeping careful to be gentle, I pinched lightly at the bud that had grown stiffer in between my thumb and finger. 
 

I heard her breathe in through her teeth but her breast came up under my hand. I leaned in and pushed her head to one side, my lips eager to feel the soft flesh of her neck beneath them again.
 

Once her nipple had stiffened completely, I left that soft peak in search of the next one, so I could do the same to the other. The whole while, I nuzzled and pecked and nibbled with my mouth. I caught her earlobe with my teeth and tugged on it gently.
 

Her body twisted beside me softly.
 

I opened my mouth and sank onto the softness of her neck with a full kiss.
 

"Oh Roger," she breathed.
 

I was in.
 

Slowly, not too eagerly, I let my hand slide down her front, across the tiny bump of her belly to the hem of the flannel pyjama pants she was wearing. The tight rubber at her waist proved no match for my fingers as I pried my way inside and towards the heat that emanated from between her legs.
 

When at last I touched the small patch of hair she left growing just above her womanhood, I felt her spread her legs for me slightly.
 

My cock was throbbing now and ready but I knew I still had to proceed with caution. Adriana needed warming up before she gave herself away.
 

My fingers drifted onto the soft folds of her sex. I ran them slowly up and down until I felt the faintest hint of moisture come from her and watched her body twist that certain way.
 

Spreading her with a finger, I slipped another one inside.
 

She gasped. Her knees came up beneath the covers and her thighs spread open for me even more as she tried to push her body lower on the bed, to feel the full weight of my hand. I gave her what she wanted, knowing that she would reciprocate now. Soon I would feel myself inside her again and all of this madness would be pushed away if only for a few sweet moments.
 

She clung to me with one hand as her hips writhed around mine. The slow circles I'd started spinning around the tight nub of her clit had started to spread through her whole body and I could almost feel the waves of pleasure moving through with them as well.
 

Her nails dug into the flesh of my arm. She breathed in. I could tell she was close.
 

It was just us now. Just me and Adriana huddled beneath the covers against the cold wind blowing outside. 
 

Then the thought came out of nowhere. There he was, emerging from her dressing room. I could see him so clearly in my mind's eye. The image made me panic but I didn't dare stop what I was doing. Surely if I tried hard enough I could just push the whole thing from my mind and focus on the beautiful woman by my side?
 

She moaned, her body tensing and threatening to succumb to the pleasure coursing through it.
 

I saw again in my head what I'd seen last night. The dark shape of his hand moving along the curves I was touching now. 
 

Jealous lust flared through me, racing from my head to my feet and back again and making my cock stand at an angry attention.
 

No. No! This wasn't what I wanted. Damn this movie and damn Mike and damn the damn sex scene!
 

She opened her eyes and looked into mine.
 

"Oh Roger," came her voice again, soft and sultry and ready for what I was about to give her.
 

That was important. That was what I had to remember. I was here and not him. Not anyone else. It was her and me.
 

Her hands came up around my neck as she twisted her body towards me and her thighs tightened around my hand. I could sense her closeness, smell her excitement beneath the sheets. Her eyes went wide. I stared into them deeply
 

Then, her head swung back. Her eyes closed, shutting me out as she succumbed to the orgasm that gripped her body and caused her to shudder around my hand. She shook and her mouth opened and her head tilted back to the other side.
 

And a painful angst tore through me as I wondered what she was thinking behind those closed eyes.
 

She opened them again.
 

Now I was full of my own angry lust. Angry at having let myself slip into those old ruts, the ones I thought I'd buried. Lusting after Adriana's supple body, yes. But there was something else there now as well.
 

As she pulled her bottoms down and spread her legs, I rolled onto her and tried to focus on those eyes. But for the life of me I couldn't push the picture of her with him out of my mind. I looked down the length of her body, uncovered now and open for me.
 

What would it look like if I could see her open herself that way for someone else?
 

A bolt of guilty jealousy shot through me at even thinking the thought. When I looked down at her, she was smiling. It seemed like a soft and knowing smile, like she could see inside my head and knew exactly what I was thinking. Like she was chiding me for being such a...such a pervert.
 

Her arms came up around my neck as I pressed the hot head of my cock to her drenched slit. I felt my face get serious as I sank into her velvety depths. 
 

She seemed to smile even more and I wondered if it was at my pleasure, or whether she knew more than I? How much had Allie told her? What did Adriana know about the life I'd led before.
 

My thrusts turned quick and violent as I felt the cum pooling inside me. I wished I could give her more, that I could make her orgasm again, this time with me inside her. But I knew I was too excited to last much longer.
 

I looked down towards her feet again and saw her thighs moving back and forth with my affections.
 

What would it look like, I felt the question forming in my mind. What would it look like, to see those thighs moving that way, except with him?
 

I roared a moan as the strain of my climax made me wince. It gripped me and made me thrust into her with more violence, more force as I tried to languish in the sacred swell of my eruption. As always, it was gone too quickly. 
 

I felt myself returning back inside my body, the hard rhythm of my fucking slowing, then finally stopping as my body settled onto hers.
 

She ran her fingers along my back.
 

My eyes shot open. Pushing myself up, I looked at her.
 

The smile was still there. For fuck's sake it could have been anything. Maybe she was just happy that we weren't fighting anymore? Maybe she was just happy because she loved me and we were happy together?
 

All of that might have been true.
 

But for some reason, the only thing I saw in that smile was the placation of an un-satisfactory man. I rolled off of her and to one side and closed my eyes.
 

"Roger," she whispered, curling up to me and kissing my cheek. "I have to go."
 

With that, she got up and headed to the bathroom, leaving me to wallow in the guilty jealousy that wouldn't leave my head.
 





Chapter 9

 


Adriana had many early mornings that week. There was a scene they were shooting outside that required morning light I had no interest in escorting her that early or confronting Mike about what had happened several days before.
 

So instead, I stayed in the apartment and pretended that I was working. I really should have been. I hadn't published in over a year, the advance for my last book spent long ago. My publisher was hounding me weekly about a manuscript I only had half-finished. My intention in coming to Poland with Adriana had been to finish the thing while she was working without the million excuses for procrastination I could find at home. But now that this had all come to light, there seemed even less hope of reaching the end than before I'd arrived.
 

I would spend each morning pretending to be asleep when she left, only to open my eyes as soon as I heard the door close behind her and start my daily descent into jealous paranoia. Each morning would start off the same. I would begin to wonder whether the large black man who'd escorted me from the set smiled and said good morning to her every day. I would wonder if he would bring her coffee in her trailer or her dressing room. Then I would begin to fantasize about exactly what else he would do to her there.
 

I would lay perfectly still with my eyes closed, my mind coming up with bizarre, sometimes improbable positions of submission that Adriana might present herself to her new black lover. Inevitably after a few minutes of this, I would feel myself rise, feel the blood swell my cock. My hands would sink down between my legs and a few minutes later I would be spasming and twisting on the bed, groaning as I released myself into my underwear. This would provide enough respite from my twisted fantasies that I could shower, shave and make myself a coffee. But by the time I was sitting at my computer, the same thoughts would be haunting me again, chasing the possibility of writing even a few hundred words far away.
 

I took to taking long walks in the morning with the intention of plotting out the rest of book I'd started. But each day, as I rounded the curve of the Vistula river in the shadow of the Royal Palace, I found myself ruminating once again over what Adriana was doing with her newest friend. 
 

Until one day I just couldn't take it anymore.
 

She had come home early to find me sitting at my computer. She smiled at me as she walked through the door. We'd managed to patch the holes my eruption had created but we'd never faced the core of what had caused it. She was too busy working and I too busy making up stories about what she was doing in my head. But it was driving me insane and I knew it had to end.
 

"Hiya," I managed with a smile, swinging out from the desk and standing up to take her coat. She seemed taken aback by my sudden friendliness. This was a good sign. Sometimes Adriana liked being taken by surprise.
 

"Hello," she replied, letting me turn her so I could remove her jacket from her shoulders. "Did you have a good day?" She looked back at me slightly, out of the corner of her eye and I saw the hint of a smile on her lips. 
 

"Adi, we need to talk," I said, turning her back around and looking her in the eye. Then a curious thing happened. The look I expected to see on her face, the one where her cheeks hardened and her lips pursed as she prepared for another argument, never came. She put a finger up to my lips and smiled. 
 

"Not right now. I'm hungry. Let's go to dinner."
 

This was unexpected.
 

"Um...okay. But can we just..." I tried again. I sometimes had a way of insisting on conflict even when no one else was interested.
 

"No, Roger," she replied quickly but not tersely. She was still smiling. Still friendly. "Mike says he misses you on the set. He was wondering if you could come tomorrow?"
 

I don't know why that accelerated my pulse the way it did. Well I suppose I did know. There was a part of me that wanted everything that had happened there, including all of the fantasies that had come after it to stay inside my mind. I didn't want anyone or anything dragging them out so they could see the light of day again. I didn't want them where I had to deal with them for real. 
 

But I knew that was impossible. One day we would have to leave Krakow and go home. All of this would still be there. All of this that had been pried apart by the stupid sex scene. I couldn't bury it or hide it any longer, no matter how hard I tried. I didn't know what going to the set would mean, or why Mike wanted me there but I knew it was the only way forward. I had to confront all of this somehow and this seemed like a pretty good start.
 

"Okay," I said simply, looking into her earnest expression. "Do you have to be there so bloody early tomorrow?"
 

Her smile widened and it made me melt a bit inside.
 

"I leave at three."
 

"Three in the morning?!?" I cried in mock exasperation. She knew full well I knew her schedule, it was posted with a magnet on the fridge. I was glad she decided to play along anyways.
 

"I miss you. On the drive. At least the coffee will be fresh." She winked, walked past me and walked into the bathroom. With a deep breath, I steeled myself for what lay ahead.
 



***

 


"Roger!" Mike's voice echoed through the darkness of the field we'd arrived at. The scene was quite beautiful and I imagined it would be more beautiful when the light was right. A plowed field with just the lightest dusting of snow. It was the moment in the book my protagonist realized the woman he'd been sleeping with was a double agent. It was the moment in my book when he started wondering if she was playing him the same way she was playing the other side. It was the perfect location. Stark with nothing more than a few trees on the horizon. It reminded me of why I had wanted Mike to direct the film. I knew he would execute the scene perfectly.
 

"I have to go get make-up," Adriana whispered, squeezing my arm. I leaned towards her and pecked her on the cheek. She returned the kiss and smiled at me before skipping off towards her trailer. Mike came up, his breath billowing in the cold morning air.
 

"Roger. Glad you could make it," he said, slapping me gently on the shoulder. I turned to him and smiled.
 

"Look, Mike, I'm sorry about..."
 

"Roger, wait. Before you say anything else, I want you to come to my trailer. Let's talk there. I asked Adriana to come in early and bring you so that we'd have time this time."
 

My pulse quickened and I felt my body tense as it decided whether to fight or flee. I breathed deeply. Mike was a friend. He was probably just going to reassure me and nothing more. I had to stop being so paranoid. I had to stop thinking that everyone was trying to make me angry.
 

"Alright," I replied in the calmest voice I could find.
 

"Good. Follow me."
 

The trailer was piled high with different colored stacks of papers, revisions of scripts for the days of shooting ahead. As soon as Mike had closed the door, we heard a knock and we both turned as he said "Come in!"
 

The shape of the large man who'd led me from the set emerged from the darkness outside and into the warm light of the small space and he flashed me a surprised expression as he connected who I was.
 

"Roger," Mike said plainly, "I'd like you to meet Jonas. Jonas is our key grip."
 

And suddenly I felt as awkward and embarrassed as I'd ever felt in my whole life. 
 

Of course he was the damn key grip. 
 

Of course he wasn't some guy who was fucking my wife in her dressing room when I wasn't watching. 
 

Of course I was just being a paranoid, spraying my version of the world all over everyone so I couldn't see the plain truth. I felt my face flush red.
 

"Jonas...a p-pleasure to meet you," I stuttered, extending a hand. He smiled.
 

"A pleasure to meet you to Roger," he boomed in the deep, dark voice I'd imagined him having. I interjected before he could say any more.
 

"Jonas, I'm so sorry...about the other day," I started, but he held up a hand and politely intervened.
 

"Please. It's I who should apologize. I wasn't sure who you were and when Mike said you should leave I..."
 

It was Mike's turn to interrupt.
 

"Alright, alright," he said, waving his arms as if he was trying to wave the awkwardness away. "If you ladies are done kissing and making up?"
 

Jonas chuckled. I just tried to breathe my awkwardness away.
 

"Jonas, could you get me the shooting schedule for today and make sure we've got permits for this place? I don't want to waste another day convincing a pig farmer we're allowed to be here. Make sure there's a translator handy too, would you?"
 

"Sure thing," Jonas replied, nodding. "Nice to meet you," he said with another nod before opening the door and leaving. Though I appreciated the gesture, it only made me feel worse about myself and the fantasies I'd cast him in over the last few days.
 

"Have a seat Roger," Mike said, squeezing in behind a stack of papers himself. I took the only other chair in the place I could, a low stool. I perched myself on the edge of it, careful not to disturb the teetering mountain of paper next to me. "Okay look, I owe you an apology too. I'm sorry about the other day but..."
 

I stopped him before he could continue. "No, Mike. I'm sorry. I was completely out of line and there was no excuse for it. I've just...this whole situation has been..." Once again, I couldn't find the words to explain clearly what I'd been feeling since I'd heard the news of the sex scene.
 

"Roger, that's why I asked you to come. I wanted to tell you in person." Mike paused, looked to one side rubbed the stubble on his chin with the palm of his hand. "Listen. We're doing the thing tomorrow. The sex scene."
 

My body tensed in anticipation of what he was going to say. I said a silent prayer to the universe, begging to help me keep it together.
 

"You tell a fucking soul about this and I'm never talking to you again, you hear? Shooting starts at six. If you get there by four there'll be a place ready for you to hide."
 

A buzzing energy gripped me and my eyes went wide. I watched Mike raise a finger.
 

"Not a fucking soul." His voice was quiet and even.
 

I didn't know what to do. I didn't know why he was doing this but I wanted to throw my arms around him in thanks.
 

"Mike," I said, trying to keep the tremble from my voice, "I don't know what to..."
 

But he interrupted again.
 

"Not a fucking soul."
 



***

 


As the last throes of my ecstasy erupted onto the floor below, I watched the cock still buried deep inside Allie pulse the rest of its seed into her. Tiny rivulets of the thick white substance began to leak from between their two organs and I stared as they dripped down the soaked folds of her pussy, some into her hole, the rest pooling at the cleft of her cunt then dripping onto the bed sheets below.
 

She'd since turned away from me and I couldn't be sure whether she had seen me there, or whether the whole thing had just been a figment of my own euphoria induced imagination but as the last pulses of my pleasure ebbed from me, I couldn't take my eye off the scene behind the wall.
 

She craned her neck again as he slowed his thrusts, her rear hole clearly comfortable now in accommodating his girth. With a few final thrusts, he pushed the rest of what he had into her, then slid himself out. My eyes widened even further as I saw the gaping maw of her ass leak out a thick river of his seed down her thigh and heard her groan as he left her empty. Then, when I was about to pull myself away from the wall and zip up and begin to think about how to clean up the mess I'd made, I caught the motion of her scrambling to her knees and spinning around the bed to face him. Something compelled me to keep watching.
 

He put a thumb on her chin and pried it open, though she didn't seem to offer much resistance. In horror-stricken awe I watched as the cock that had just been buried inside her backside, moved once again past her lips. She grabbed the base of it and, as if knowing exactly what to do, began licking and sucking it, cleaning it thoroughly for her lover while he stared down at her once more, her expression desperate for his approval.
 

Miraculously, I felt myself move in my hand again, something that I'd never experienced before this soon after an orgasm.
 

Her head bobbed up and down on the half stiff thing, her eyes desperately searching his for approval. When she had finally licked and swallowed the the last of his seed and herself from the thing, she took it once again wholly inside herself, until her nose was at the base of it, then pulled herself off and sank down onto her back onto the bed.
 

I was too mesmerized staring at Allie to realize that he was even turning around. By the time he'd sat down on the bed, I had no choice but to look back at him and see his face. 
 

That was the first time I saw Mike Rivers. Director extraordinaire.
 





Chapter 10

 


As soon as Adriana had left the next morning, I jumped out of bed and into the clothes I'd prepared the night before. 
 

I'd tried my best to sleep, but found myself too nervous. Instead of tossing and turning, I'd gone into the living room and stared at the TV for some time just before Adi woke up. At that point I'd crawled back into bed so as not to arouse suspicion and waited there until she left.
 

The cabbie raced quickly through the almost deserted streets of the city that early in the morning. Mike had made it clear where I was to meet him and I threw money at the driver when he pulled up, not waiting for change.
 

My heart pounded as I mounted the stairs. Part of me wanted to be discovered, wanted to slam into Jonas' large body on the stairs, or Adi's smiling face to the questions of "What are you doing here?"
 

I was glad it didn't happen. When I finally met Mike at the top of the stairs, he glanced around nervously but didn't say a word. I squeezed through the door he was holding open for me, pushed into the darkness of the room turned into a set and walked softly towards the stool where he was pointing.
 

Once I'd settled on it, my eyes having adjusted to the darkness, I realized what this was. There was the tiniest hole in the set wall that had been constructed.
 

My throat tightened. I looked around. Mike had left and I heard his voice from somewhere in the distance, calling for coffee.
 

The memory of all those years washed through me and a panic gripped my body. Could this be just a coincidence? It seemed so improbable. It felt like he'd almost tried to recreate that exact same place.
 

Leaning forward, I peered through the tiny opening. There, in front of me, was the exact replica of the bedroom Allie and I had shared.
 



***

 


The waiting nearly killed me. Not only were my muscles screaming for relief after only twenty minutes on that stool, my mind kept racing back and forth between my options. 
 

I could still leave. I could still get up quietly and run out of there and not look back. Maybe everything would have been different in my life if that's what I'd done with Allie. Maybe I wouldn't be having any of these problems, any of these crazy fantasies running around in my head if I'd just left the apartment then?
 

But I knew, somewhere in the most truthful part of my brain, that there was no way I could do that. There was no way I could go on if I didn't confront this.
 

By the time Allie and David had shown up, the crew were all there and there was no way to leave without letting everyone know I had been hiding there in the first place. 
 

Leaning towards the tiny opening in the wall, I found myself looking back into the past.
 

Everyone was in position, quietly holding microphones and cameras, but they all seemed to melt into the background as I watched David and Allie being led onto the set. 
 

I stopped breathing, anxious that the sound of it would alert everyone to my presence. 
 

Wardrobe stepped forward and removed their robes.
 

My heart skipped a beat again.
 

Allie's body glowed a beautiful tan glow beneath the dimmed set lights. She took her place on the bed as David stepped towards her.
 

My heart started back up again with a massive thud. My cock began to grow.
 

I watched him move atop her now, watched their bodies meld together as they prepared for the first scene. Mike's voice came softly from somewhere in the background, moving them first one way then the next, until finally the cameras began rolling and action was finally called.
 

I stared, enthralled in silent wonder as I watched his body undulate between her legs. The same feelings of excitement that I'd had watching Allie and Mike tore through me, dampened by my guilt at what I wanted.
 

When Mike called cut and walked over, wardrobe covered them completely. The set sprang into action again as everyone began to reset for another take.
 

If I'd really wanted to, that would have been the time to leave. There was enough noise in the room that I could have got up and squeezed out through the door and no one would have noticed.
 

But I couldn't. Not a single part of me could move from my perch on that stool. I wasn't sure if I hated Mike or loved him for doing this to me. I wasn't sure whether to scream at Allie or to kiss her gratefully on the cheek for having told him. 
 

I knew one thing for certain. I loved the sight of my wife being pressed into the bed by the weight of another man. There was nothing I could do to make that feeling go away. As the set became quiet again, I pressed an eye against the opening in the wall and let the thrill of watching run through me again.
 





Chapter 11

 


"What in the fuck were you thinking telling him that?!?" I roared at Allie across the table. Thankfully we weren't in a restaurant this time. This time we were sitting in the apartment. Adriana was at work and Allie had invited herself over. 
 

I'd agreed. Mostly to scream at her but also to serve her some coffee. She sat across from me, calm as always, seeming completely unperturbed by my rage. She watched me breathe and stabilize myself against the table before answering.
 

"This is delicious coffee, Roger. You must tell me where you got it?" she said, taking a slow sip from the porcelain teacup, then replacing it noisily on its saucer.
 

"Allie, listen to me. I want to be friends with you. I want to be friends with you and Mike. But you both seem insistent on making that very difficult." I'd clenched my teeth again by the end of the last sentence and I had to work hard to once again loosen my jaw.
 

"No Roger," she said with a deep sigh, "you're the one making things difficult and I want you to listen closely while I tell you why. I'm only going to say it once."
 

Her sternness caught me off guard. It was unlike her to appear even remotely irritated. Something was obviously up. I hadn't been paying attention.
 

"Fine," I muttered, trying not to shake as I reached for my own cup of joe.
 

"Roger, you're a man who likes to watch." She let the words hang in the air, as if she were waiting to see if I would pluck them from the silence and hurl them back at her. When I didn't, she went on. "Good. I'm glad I can say that without you blowing up. When we were talking the other day? About us? About the past? About the time you saw Mike and I, in our old apartment? You left before I could tell you the whole thing. Before I could tell you the reason I'd talked to Adriana."
 

I felt my stomach twisting into knots again in anticipation of what she had to say. Whatever it was, it wasn't going to be easy to hear.
 

"Roger, Mike knows about all this because he's always known. He knew you were there the day you saw us. He agreed to it because I told him it was what you wanted. He never would have done it otherwise. Mike's not that kind of guy. When he found out it was over between us he did feel terrible."
 

My head started to spin again. For all the years that I'd known Mike and Adriana, as good of friends as we'd become, I'd never suspected this. That he had known all along? That he had known I was there watching him fuck Allie that way? I'd buried the memory of that night deep inside me and it was a secret I'd never told anyone, that I brought it out sometimes to relive it all again, to feel the thrill of jealous pleasure coursing through my veins as another man did those things to the woman I'd been with. It was at once one of my greatest pleasures and at the same instance my most carefully hidden shame. And now it seemed that everyone had known it all along.
 

Once again I felt my fury unfurling at her betrayal. "But you ended up together didn't you? There was obviously something there."
 

"Yes, we did," Allie said nodding, "but not until much later. Mike left soon after to direct some play somewhere."
 

"This doesn't change..." I began to bluster.
 

But Allie held up a hand this time and something about the way she did it, completely calm and disconnected, made me check my anger in the hopes that what she'd say next would make all of this go away.
 

"Listen Roger. For once in your life, pull your head out of your ass, stop yelling at everyone and listen. The reason Mike ever agreed to this in the first place, all those years ago. The only reason he agreed to it Roger, is because he understands you perfectly." She waited again for me to digest the words. 
 

Try as I might, I didn't understand what the hell she was on about.
 

"What does that mean, Allie?" I asked quietly, my voice a growl.
 

"It means that Mike loves watching me get fucked by other men."
 

I won't pretend that I wasn't completely toppled when I heard that. In fact, I sat there for some minutes staring at Allie and wondering whether she was pulling my leg, wondering if this was some elaborate ruse the two of them had concocted, perhaps with Adriana's help to somehow shame me for the way I'd been acting.
 

"Allie, are you...are you..."
 

"Roger, I'm being perfectly sincere. I know you think this is all some elaborate plot, you were always that paranoid, but it's not. Well, it is, I guess..." she said, her voice trailing off. 
 

I tensed again, ready for the catch, bracing for the "aha!" moment where everyone would spring from the curtains laughing at me for having fallen for their ploy. 
 

"What do you mean?" I ventured cautiously.
 

"I mean that it is an elaborate plot to try and tell you that there's nothing wrong with what you want. It's a thing. People do it. It's nothing to be ashamed of. We do it. We love it. It's what I thought you wanted all those years ago. Sorry. It was what you wanted. I just don't think you knew it then. Did you?"
 

I felt myself crumple onto the table in exhausted relief. Finally someone seemed like they understood. Finally, someone was saying what I wanted to hear. What I needed to hear.
 

"I didn't..." I whispered quietly, unable to look her in the eye. "I thought...I thought you were..."
 

"Just cheating on you. I know. I've always felt badly that I didn't just try and talk to you about it first. I thought I knew you better than you knew yourself. That you understood what you wanted."
 

"Maybe you did," I managed, smiling at her weakly. She returned the smile. It felt good to finally be smiling about it. Something troubled me. "Why...why didn't you explain? When I told you it was over, why didn't you tell me everything, try to stop me leaving?"
 

She let out a gentle smirk. "Roger, it's a little difficult explaining things to you once you've convinced yourself the world is a certain way. It's not like I didn't try at all, remember? But you just seemed so...so set on leaving..." She turned away for a moment and I wondered if that was regret clouding her expression. When she turned back it was gone. "It doesn't matter now Roger. None of that matters. You love Adriana, I love Mike. What matters is that you're happy. I came here to tell you that I talked to her. I talked to her about this."
 

I tensed again, remembering Adi's mention of their conversation. "She told me."
 

"I know she did, Roger. We're friends. We're allowed to talk. Stop being such a paranoid freak."
 

I promised myself silently that I would try. "What did she say?" I asked softly.
 

"That's between me and her," Allie replied firmly, taking the final sip of her coffee, then standing up and putting on her coat.
 

"Hey, that's not fair!" I protested, standing up to meet her gaze. When she shook her head, I knew she wasn't pleased.
 

"Roger, grow up. This isn't fucking middle school. You don't own your wife. If you have something to talk to her about, talk to her. Don't stand around waiting for...God, I don't even know what you're waiting for. Be a man, Roger. Tell her how you feel. Maybe she'll love it, maybe she won't but it's your damn life together now sort it out!"
 

Her words floored me completely. Was she right? Had I just been waiting for someone else to take care of this for me? Had I just been hoping that somehow this would go away and that I wouldn't have to deal with it ever again? If that was the case, she was right, I was being absurd.
 

Allie walked around the table, leaned in and planted a kiss on my incredulous cheek. 
 

I watched her walk to the door, wave, then close it behind her. I stood there staring at it for a very long time.
 





Chapter 12

 


When Adriana came home that evening, it was to candles on the table, red wine, cheese and the smell of a roast cooking in the oven. I watched, thrilled as she stepped through the door and her eyes widened in delight.
 

"Mi amor!" she cooed, glancing at me then taking a long whiff of the smell that lingered in the whole apartment.
 

"Good evening," I said, walking towards her and kissing her cheek. "Might I take your coat?"
 

"But of course," she replied, smiling and curtsying slightly, "but what is this about?"
 

I removed the trench coat from her shoulders, pausing slightly and allowing myself just the slightest whiff of her intoxicating scent. It had been almost a week since we'd made love and just the smell of her made me lurch. 
 

"I think every man has their own special way of saying 'I'm sorry for being such an outrageous dick-face lately.' This just happens to be mine."
 

It was a relief to hear her giggle. You never knew which way Adriana would take a joke like that. She turned and put a finger to my chin.
 

"Mi amor, you are not a dick-face," she cooed with a pouty smile. 
 

That smile. It was the same smile I'd seen as I'd last released between her legs and it coated my insides with worry at what it meant.
 

The memory of Allie telling me that they'd talked about my obsession set my heart to racing. Adriana was privy to that most intimate, embarrassing secret. I gazed into her eyes, searching for something there, some flicker of recognition that would show me that I didn't have to broach the subject with her, that she understood already, that Allie had told her everything and that now all I had to do was wait for the situation to unfold.
 

But I found nothing. She stared back at me, her smile somewhere between mystery and mischief, as if she were teasing me with what she knew by not showing she knew it at all.
 

"Wine?" I asked, stepping aside making a sweeping gesture towards the living room.
 

"Of course!" she answered, a playful bounce replacing her usual, dignified gait. 
 

I scurried past her, playing the attentive waiter and scuttled towards the counter where a bottle of red was already breathing next to two round glasses. She stood by the window of the apartment, looking out onto the river, frost rimming its edges from the cold. She smiled at me when I handed her her glass and returned to pour my own. 
 

I stared at her for a while, her body silhouetted by the lights outside. What I wanted her to do, most of all, was to turn around, look at me and say "Roger I know everything. Allie has explained it all. You are no less of a man to me than you were and if you want me to have sex with another man while you watch, of course I will do it gladly." Or that's what I thought I wanted. Maybe.
 

When she did turn back around, her face was no different, no more illuminating than when she'd walked through the door. I felt like I was no closer to knowing what she might think of the whole thing. 
 

Be a man Roger. The sound of Allie's words echoed in my head.
 

"I spoke with Allie today," I finally mustered.
 

"Did you?" she asked, walking to the table and sitting down. She picked up the cheese knife and sank it slowly into the soft creamy brie.
 

"I did." When I didn't say any more, she looked up. 
 

"That's very nice," she replied with a placating smile. Was she intent on making this as difficult for me as possible. Or did she really not know what I was about to say?
 

That set my mind spinning again. What if she hated this? What if she hated this quirk, this perversion? It was surely the antithesis of masculinity to her, that I might be turned on by seeing her, or any woman I was with for that matter, with another man. 
 

No. There was no way I could go through with it. There was no way I could ask her about this. It was one thing if she didn't share my desire, it would be another thing completely if she found it reprehensible. It would change our marriage forever. I wondered for a moment if that's what she was trying to say by being difficult. If she was trying to tell me that I needn't go further, that she already knew and that she didn't want to hear me say it myself because she thought it was disgusting.
 

When I looked at her again, her expression had changed, if only in my mind. Now there was something in the way her eyebrows arched upwards, a hint of inquisition, of curiosity, something that made it seem that she would at least do me the favour of listening to what I had to say. 
 

Or maybe it was just me. Maybe it was just me finally realizing that this beautiful woman whom I loved deeply could think whatever she wanted to think, that I would love her nonetheless, even if she found my desire disgusting. That this was not just something about me. This was something that was me. I took a swig of wine and cleared my throat.
 

"Adi, dearest, I haven't been entirely truthful with you about something," I began, then quickly corrected myself. "That's not really what I mean. It's not that I've lied to you, that's not it at all," I said, looking up at her to gauge her reaction. 
 

The only response I got was an earnest nodding, her expression not hinting at whether she knew what I was getting at. "What I mean to say, Adi, is that..."
 

I stopped and took another swig of wine. This was not going at all the way I'd hoped. I'd hoped that she would come home, I would woo her with my wine and roast and coax her gently into bed then murmur my desires to her suavely in a post-coital embrace. Instead, here I was, bungling it all and trying to blunder through it before dinner. 
 

Quite typical of me, really.
 

"Roger," she said in that low, velvety voice she reserved for bedrooms and secrets and my heart skipped a beat at the thought that she might save me from myself. 
 

"Yes?" I gulped, trying not to look too goofy. She smiled.
 

"I have to go to the bathroom."
 

I couldn't help the sigh of relief that escaped me. "Of course! Go! You should go!" I sang happily. "A full bladder is a terrible thing!" 
 

This had the happy effect of setting her giggling and the giggles were obviously not just about what a hilarious thing I'd just said. Somehow they gave me strength and courage enough that when she returned and sat back down I felt like I might be able to try again.
 

"Now look here Adi," I said, looking down and fondling the napkin I'd layed out next to the plate. 
 

Now look here? I sounded like my father, about to lay down the law. I looked back up to see her eyes wide and it only made me realize even more how ridiculous I must have sounded. 
 

Then she burst into laughter.
 

Not the quiet, polite giggles she'd burbled before she left for the bathroom. No. This was a full out, donkey teeth heehaw. The kind where you have to hold the table to keep yourself from falling backwards. Watching her enjoyment erupt relaxed me again at first, but as my mind started moving again I felt the knot of anxious tension begin to once again grip my stomach. What if she wasn't laughing at what I'd just said? What if she was in fact laughing at my dirty little perversion? What if she was laughing at the at herself and the man she'd married. I felt the anger beneath the anxiety begin to grow and soon found myself fuming as I watched her try to calm herself down. It only made me feel slightly better when she got up and took a seat next to me. Not good enough to look her in the eye, but better that she wasn't leaving me.
 

"I'm sorry Roger," she began, another small fit of chuckling stopping her mid-sentence. "But you sounded like your father," she said, resting a hand on my arm. The anger I'd been feeling began to dissipate as soon as I heard the words and I chided myself again for being so tender about everything. "You were going to tell me what you talked to Allie about?"
 

Her expression was so earnest, as if it were completely unspoiled by the truth, as if Allie hadn't told her anything. 
 

I was going to go mad.
 

"Oh for God's sake's Adi, I don't think I can..." I said, looking down at the table and away from her. I felt her lean closer. Then I felt her soft breath on my neck.
 

"Maybe it will be easier in the bedroom?" she whispered. I turned to her. She tilted her head.
 

"Let's go," I said, almost knocking the table over as I stood up. My pulse was racing again in anxiety, in dread, but the blood drained from my head and into my cock and I was hard by the time I hit the bed, Adriana sinking over top of me. She noticed my bulge.
 

"Oh Roger," she said, her hand snaking down my side and in between my legs. I flexed at her touch. "Roger, you're so hard," she went on, her voice back to velvet now, "what have you been thinking about?" she asked, her fingers sliding along the length of my stiff shaft.
 

"You, my love," I breathed, looking up into her eyes. There could be no doubt now. She certainly knew, at least something. Yet I still couldn't bring myself to say it.
 

"Is that all?" she asked, leading me towards the answer she wanted to hear.
 

"Do...do you know? What did she tell you?" I stammered, still unable to bring myself to play her game. She wasn't supposed to be like this, Adi. She was proper and dignified and enjoyed sex on her back with her legs spread open. With her husband. With me.
 

"Roger," she said, leaning even closer to my ear so that the damp heat of her breath sent a chill through me, "of course I know. I want to hear you say it."
 

I looked up at her with wide as she leaned back to look at me. My cock was still hard in her hand, she'd unzipped my trousers and the only thing between us was the thin fabric of my underwear. She was gazing deep into my eyes and I knew this was it. This was the moment. She'd helped me as much as she could but we both knew I had to take this last leap of faith myself. Looking into her beautiful, dark eyes, I opened my mouth and the words seemed to come on their own.
 

"I want to see you with another man."
 

Her eyes went wide and for a moment I froze. Had I been wrong? Had I mis-read everything? Had that not been what she was expecting to hear? But when her eyes closed and I felt her lips touch my mouth, her tongue pushing past my lips and searching for mine.
 

A surge of virility inspired me to roll her on her back and press a hand up to her breast. She gasped. This was unlike any of our usually loving affections. Pulling her skirt up by its hem, I crawled down her body until I felt the warmth of her thighs on my cheeks and the scent of her excitement before my mouth.
 

"Oh Roger," she moaned, her hands following me down her body and onto the back of my head. I pried her drenched panties from the soft folds of perfectly shaved flesh between her legs and moved my mouth closer so she could feel my breath on her slit. She looked down at me. "You want to see him fuck my pussy?" she whispered softly. 
 

I almost burst at the thought.
 

I pressed my lips against her tender cunt and pierced her with my tongue, sending her juices spilling into my mouth and down my front. She tasted like desire and I couldn't get enough as I lapped up and down her slit, eagerly swallowing the excess of her fluid and revelling in the feeling of her body writhing in my hands. I felt her pull at my hair and I knew exactly what she wanted. With my tongue still spreading her perfect folds, I slid slowly higher until I found the tight nub of her clit. I squeezed her with my lips. She moaned.
 

With my cock throbbing in between my legs for release, I started painting tiny circles around that perfect little ball of flesh. Adriana's moans urged me to press myself closer to her flesh. She was dripping now, down onto my hands that held her ass. I looked up at her closed eyes and round mouth and wondered what she was picturing there? Was she thinking of Jonas? Was she imagining him impaling her with his dark meat? The thought made me flex and I had to think of something, anything else but that to keep myself from exploding.
 

I felt her fingers curl tighter around my hair, felt her pulling me even closer as another moan escaped her open mouth. Then, her eyes fluttered open at the same time I felt her thighs rise around my face. She looked down, her expression a perfect picture of suspense. Her body plunged into orgasm. She started twisting violently on the bed, her thighs squeezing against my cheeks then letting me go, her breasts heaving with each fresh wave of pleasure that came and went across her body.
 

She moaned, a strained an anguished sound that tugged at me, that pulled my hips to her core and made me want to sink my hot, throbbing flesh inside hers. But I circled her obediently until finally her fingers relaxed and let me go, I felt her body soften and I knew it was my turn to take pleasure from her instead of giving it. Tearing at my belt, I felt it loosen around my waist as I crawled up her body and sank my lips onto her neck, my mouth still fresh with her scent.
 

I felt myself spring free, felt the fingers of her hand wrap around my stiffness as she guided it towards herself. When the head of my cock touched that perfectly wet slit, slathered in my saliva and her juices,  she didn't let me plunge myself inside her. Instead, with a wry smile, she held me fast and slid me along the length of her opening, letting me collect some of the liquid there until my cock was just as slick as she was. Only then did she pry herself open slightly, release me with her other hand and let me drive myself in.
 

The feeling of slipping into her soft, tight cunt made me groan and I felt my cum pooling at the base of my shaft. I braced myself, hoping to extend the heaven that was sinking into the silky bliss between her thighs. I came up to my hilt, felt my sack slap noisily against her wet ass. The sound of it almost made me come. Looking down, I saw her staring up at me, that smile still playing across her lips.
 

"Are you going to fuck my pussy like this? After he does?"
 

I shuddered at her words and my hips exploded into fucking as I drove my stiffness into her over and over. As her body swayed beneath me on the bed, that smile never left her face. That smile seemed to whisper "I know you completely now, Mr. Herrington and I like you even more." My body shook once before I felt the sweet convulsions of my climax squeezing me as my cock shot thick ropes of hot seed deep inside her pulsing cunt.
 

As we lay side by side, our fingers intertwined, the heat of the moment still lingering in the room I turned to Adriana and smiled. She smiled back for a moment before I saw her furrow her brow and sniff at the air. My stomach sank and I sprang to my feet as fast as I could, my pants around my ankles still, I lunged for the door and before hurtling into the kitchen managed to emit a mighty cry of "Roast!"
 





Chapter 13

 


"Whaddya working on these days?" Mike asked peering at me over the rim of his beer glass.
 

The market square was unusually warm for November. Warm enough to enjoy a drink under one of the umbrellas outside.
 

"Oh, you know," I replied, sipping at my scotch, "just another pulpy thing..."
 

"You gonna turn it into a movie?" he asked his face twisted into his usual crooked smile.
 

"I think the question is, are you?"
 

"I don't know. I guess I'll have to read it first. Is it another hotwife story?"
 

"Is it what?" I was genuinely perplexed.
 

"Is it a hotwife story?"
 

"What on earth is a hot wife?"
 

Mike leaned forward and put his drink down on the table. "Roger," he began, looking very confused, "are you telling me that this whole time, through all this shit you threw, you don't even know what the fuck a hotwife is?" The more irritated Mike got, the more American he became and I began to be worried that he might grow a cowboy hat before my very eyes.
 

"Please, elucidate for me," I said, waving a hand dramatically in the air.
 

"Roger, the whole fucking movie we just shot was a goddamned hotwife flick. Hotwife. When guys like to watch their wives with other guys. It's what your whole fucking main character is about!"
 

Mike's voice had risen enough to start drawing attention from the tables around us and I leaned in and put a hand on his arm to calm him doubt.
 

"For God's sake Mike, alright!" I hissed. "I assure you thought, that was not at all my intention."
 

He shook his head, his eyes wide. "I can't believe this," he said in genuine disbelief. "Okay, whatever," he waved a hand at me dismissively. "Call you to pick up the tab." Mike stood up and put on his sunglasses. "I'll see you at the party tonight."
 

I watched him walk away.
 



***

 


"Wow." I stood there staring at Adriana as she twisted this way and that, eyeing herself in the mirror atop the commode.
 

"You like it?" she asked with a smile.
 

The bright red dress clung to the perfect symmetry of her body. Every movement of every muscle rose through the tight fabric. It seemed to reveal more about her body than if she'd had nothing on at all. 
 

When she looked back at me, I was still staring at her but hadn't answered.
 

"I guess you like it." She had on that satisfied smile when she said it.
 

Something trembled inside me.
 

"Adi...you...you're going to the party like that?" I asked, fighting with my own sense of bewilderment at how absolutely stunning she looked.
 

"Ay, amigo, no! I just put it on so I could stay here and watch the TV."
 

Her expression of mock seriousness was almost better than the real one.
 

"Very funny, my love. But really..."
 

A familiar anxiety tore through me, one I'd felt often when Adriana dressed in something so spectacular, but punctuated now by the events of the past few weeks.
 

On the one hand I should consider myself lucky, to be married to such a woman. I should take her and display her, the way men do sports cars or watches. On the other hand...
 

On the other hand. On the other hand there was the unsettling notion that every man at that party would be looking at her and thinking of sex.
 

The thought made me move. For an instant, I hoped she wouldn't notice, but when she glanced down at my middle I knew she had.
 

She sauntered towards me slowly, every shape her body made as she moved dripping with sin.
 

"I think you like it very much," she whispered, leaning towards me and pecking me on the cheek.
 

"Adi," I said, taking her by the shoulders and staring straight at her. "You know I love it. It's just that..."
 

I knew I was treading on dangerous territory. If I didn't watch what I said she would get irritated with me and the wrap party would be ruined for both of us. Her reaction to my hesitation caught me completely off guard.
 

Her hand snaked down the front of my shirt and came to rest on the bulge that had formed in my trousers. I gasped. She smiled a little wider.
 

"I think," she began, her voice low and sultry, "you love it, Roger Herrington." She tilted her head to one side, eyeing me, as if studying my reaction. "I think you love to think that every man will be staring at your wife. Staring at your wife and wondering what it would be like..."
 

I stopped breathing, my body tensed as I waited to hear what she would say next.
 

"...what it would be like to push. Himself. Inside."
 

I throbbed in her hand.
 

She smiled an even wider smile and squeezed me harder.
 

Now my heart began to thunder in my chest as I began to realize what she was doing.
 

"Adi, I don't know if now is the best time to..."
 

"Ya," she said, pressing a finger to my lips. "It's time for you to stop talking, Mr. Herrington. Because I have an idea for this party, that's why I thought I would wear this dress. Would you like to hear my idea?" she asked playfully.
 

My cock had risen fully, still cupped in her fingers and now strained against my pants. There was no hiding my arousal, not even behind my own fear of it. Steeling my nerves, I spoke.
 

"Yes," I said quietly, staring at her, "yes, I want to hear your idea."
 

She bit her lower lip gently.
 

I flexed in her hand again.
 

"Good," she purred. "I am going to wear this dress to the party. Since I'm the star of the movie, everyone will want to talk to me, right?"
 

I nodded and swallowed nervously.
 

"You, Mr. Harrington, are going to stay far away from me and let me do what I want. If what you are seeing," she said, lowering her voice to a whisper, "is too much for you, you only have to come and say 'It's time to go home,' and I will do you as you ask. Otherwise you aren't allowed to talk to me or touch me. You are only allowed to watch."
 

I felt her eyes moving up and down my face, searching for a reaction before I spoke. My cock had been bouncing in her hand with every other word so there was no concealing that I was interested in her idea in theory. But in practice...
 

Some part of me, some deep and hidden part that I barely knew was there came out and spoke for me.
 

"That sounds...perfect."
 

Adriana smiled. Leaning towards me again, she kissed me on the lips, the sweet taste of her lipstick mingling in my mouth with the lingering taste of oaky scotch.
 



***

 


In the cab on the way to the party I could see the driver glancing far too often than was necessary into his rear view mirror. Adriana seemed oblivious, staring out the window at the passing city lights, but I suspected from the way she had positioned herself in the seat that she was enjoying his attention as much as he was.
 

I sat on the other side of the cab, alternately watching her and watching him watching her wondering how I was going to hide the outline of my stiff cock in my pants all night. By the time we arrived at the building where they'd shot the last few days and where the party was being held, I'd decided it would be best if I simply kept my coat on for the evening.
 

There were no paparazzi waiting but the sounds of the party could be heard spilling from the open windows of the rooms upstairs. We rode in silence in the elevator, she barely looking at me even as I stared at her intently from one side. It seemed like the game had already begun.
 

A nervous thrill shot through me as the doors opened and the sounds of music and laughter burst into the space. As soon as people realized who'd arrived, the applause began. 
 

I watched as one by one their eyes widened as Adriana stepped gracefully into the hallway leaving me standing in the elevator by myself. As soon as she was a few feet into the room, she was surrounded by David, Allie and a few of the grips I'd seen working on the set.
 

The sound of the elevator doors closing shook me from my trance and I just managed to push the button to keep them open and step into the hall myself.
 

Adriana was swept quickly towards the bar by her companions, leaving me standing somewhat akwardly with no drink in my hand and no one to talk to.
 

"Hey buddy," I heard Mike say and turned to see him standing beside me. "That's one hell of a wife you've got there." One side of his lips cracked into a crooked grin. I wondered if he knew what was happening.
 

"Yes...yes it is," I replied, still somewhat in a daze.
 

He only laughed. "Come on," he said, putting an arm across my shoulders. "Let's go get a drink."
 

He must have known what was going on because as soon as we'd exchanged a few more pleasantries, Mike punched me on the shoulder and said he had to go and mingle.
 

I found a spot in the corner of one of the large rooms at whose center Adriana stood, a curvy column of hot lava drawing in anyone whose eye she caught.
 

As inhibitions ebbed under the warm influence of cold drinks, men that would normally be too professional to approach the talent, allowed themselves the pleasure of being swept up in her spell. 
 

Watching her body as she flirted with them, I became completely stiff. I watched their eyes as they tried to hold her stare but couldn't, helpless to resist the lure of her red dress. I watched them glancing at her the way the cabbie had, before looking up at her again. She pretended not to notice but every time it happened she would loosen slightly, tilt her head a little, touch her neck, open to them more.
 

I suppose there was jealousy somewhere in the cocktail of emotions that raced through me every time she got a little closer to one of them. It was a different kind of jealousy now. It was not the searing pain that had burned down my throat when I thought Allie had been cheating on me. Now it was just a single flavour in a complicated drink.
 

As I sat there, sipping scotch after scotch, I came to realize there was something at the core of what I was feeling. As the evening wore on I coaxed it out of its shadows, my secret obsession.
 

When he walked into the room, I breathed deeply and braced myself for what would happen next.
 

She saw him at the same time I did and I watched her straighten and twist slightly to one side. It was almost imperceptible, the way she'd moved, adjusted herself to present herself to him. The men around her didn't see it but I did. One foot slightly out, bent at the knee to highlight the curve closest to him. The back arched ever so slightly causing her already well-rounded rear to take on an even more pleasing shape and her breasts to push forward at the same time.
 

When I looked at him his eyes were on her un-apologetically, his gaze hugging those crimson curves. She pretended not to notice but I could tell she had. I knew that this was the beginning of the real game.
 

There was some part of me that wanted to stand up, walk through the throng and towards her, take her by the arm and tell her we were going home. Some part of my natural instincts made me feel that was the right thing to do. That was what any real man would do. But the allure of having come this far, the notion that I was in control of the larger picture but completely out of control of the finer points sent an electricity running through me that I'd never felt before.
 

This wasn't like it had been with Allie. I had just thought she was cheating on me then. There had been a certain arousal from the jealousy but it lived in the shadow of my own humiliation. This time the whole thing could be mine. I could stop it when I wanted and no one would be hurt except for maybe the key grip Jonas who'd walked closer to her now.
 

He shared some laughs with the other men and Adriana, as the five of them stood sipping their drinks in the center of the room. But gradually, his looming, dark shape seemed to make it clear that while the others might be welcome to stay, it was obvious who had won the courtship and who would be claiming the prize.
 

She made it clear too, somehow. Her body language seemed to pull him closer and push the others subtly away and one by one they waved their goodbye's under the pretense of obtaining another drink or relieving themselves of one in the bathroom. Soon, only the two of them remained.
 

She had to look up at him and he down at her, he was so tall. Though I couldn't hear it, their conversation looked easy and natural, as if they'd been good friends for some time. The question did strike me once that maybe there had been something more between them? I quelled it quickly with a healthy swig of scotch. I wasn't about to kill the thrill thrumming in my body with my paranoia.
 

He looked at me at one point, Jonas did. She'd pointed me out to him, glanced at me with raised eyebrows and a knowing smile. When he turned around and saw me staring at them, he gave what looked to be an awkward wave then turned and I saw his shoulders ask a question. She stared straight at him as she replied, holding his gaze in hers. I didn't know what she said, but my own imagination had no trouble coming up with guesses when I saw his back tighten.
 

"He wants to watch you fuck me," was the first and made me flex so stiff I had to adjust the way I sat.
 

He didn't turn around again. His back relaxed and he leaned his weight more to the right and took a measured sip of the dark beverage he'd been holding in his dark hand.
 

The music got louder. The noise of conversation grew. All things that would have irritated me tremendously at any other party but at this one, I was oblivious. I watched them moving closer, one sip at a time. I checked my watch at one point, when the number of people in the room had started to dwindle and realized it was almost one o'clock. 
 

I looked around to see if Mike and Allie could be seen anywhere in the darkened room but they were nowhere to be found. There were pockets of people, mostly couples, tilting towards each other unsteadily in the corners, Adriana and Jonas, now almost slow dancing in the center of the room and me. Just when I thought my night would end in disappointment, I saw him wave a hand towards the exit and my heart began to race again.
 

She nodded with a smile. "Sure," I saw her saying as she put her own glass on a table and began to move away, towards the door on the opposite side of the room. He didn't turn and look. Neither did she. My body buzzed with energy again as I imagined all the possibilities of what he'd said this time.
 

Then the panic at the lack of planning. 
 

Why hadn't we agreed where they would go? Why hadn't we thought of how I would get there?!? Running up to them and asking if I could share their cab would kind of kill the mood. As I put my own drink down my mind raced as I thought of jumping into a cab of my own and trying to figure out in Polish how to say to the driver "follow that taxi!"
 

Moving through the door and into the now darkened hallway, I saw their shapes ahead of me slip into one of the rooms at the end. My heart leaped as I realized which door it was.
 

It couldn't be. Even if it were, they would have surely taken down the sets by now? As quietly as I could, I worked my way down the hall on tiptoe, feeling like a spy from one of my own novels, my back pressed against the wall, my neck craned as I strained to see around the door through which they'd gone.
 

As I got closer I realized what I'd thought was true. 
 

It was the room. The room she'd shot the sex scene in. The replica of the room that Allie and I had shared. The room I'd stared into when I'd first been made a cuck.
 

Still careful not to make any noise, I slipped past the door and around the corner to where the second door was, the one Mike had used to slip me in. My pulse thundered through me as my fingers wrapped around the knob, my body begging for it to be unlocked. When I heard the latch click quietly and felt the thing twist I thought a silent prayer to whoever the patron saint of perverts might be, as if he needed an offering from the likes of me. Opening the door just enough to pass my thin frame through, I crept into the room.
 

The sound of music muted as the door swung quietly shut. My eyes adjusting slowly to the darkness, I thought it best to go on all fours, in case I managed to crash into something on the way to where I thought the hole was in the set, if it was still there at all. From somewhere in the darkness, I heard the sounds of pleasure. My blood raced as I crawled towards them, a sweaty, anxious mess.
 

I nearly knocked the stool down, the one that had been set there for me by my friend. As quietly as I could, I clambered up and onto it, steadying my breathing with long, slow, deep breaths. Then, when I felt that I could trust my body not to reveal my presence in the darkness, I leaned towards the tiny hole and looked into the room beyond.
 

My cock that had gone flaccid from the gymnastics began immediately to fill with blood again as soon as I laid eye on the scene beyond the wall. She was leaning backwards slightly, still standing, her head tilted up. His arms were wrapped around her body as he pressed his lips to hers. A strawberry dipped in chocolate. I stared at their kiss, watched her mouth move in time with his, watched him plunge his tongue into her as if her were taking what was his. 
 

When they came up for air, they both opened their eyes and looked at one another deeply.
 

"You sure you're husband doesn't mind?" he asked, his voice rumbling towards me across the floor.
 

I held my breath. Though I'd played out dozens of scenarios in my head, for this I hadn't been prepared. I hadn't been prepared to hear him speak, or ask that question. I glance at Adi, terrified at how she might respond.
 

"If he did, he would just have to come in and stop us. He knows that."
 

Adriana, my perfect, beautiful Adriana who knew perfectly, exactly what to say. A sudden relief drained me of the tension that had built from just getting to this point. It felt like I had just been given permission to enjoy myself, without worrying about something every second thought.
 

He leaned down towards her again, his lips playing along her bare shoulder. He followed them with his finger and as he kissed his way down her arm, he let the finger hook beneath the strap that was holding her dress in place. 
 

My body sizzled as I watched one side of her dress fall away, the bright red fabric dangling precariously at the tip of her breast. He turned her slightly and did the same thing on the other side, his lips moving down the trail of her arm, his hand following and his finger hooking beneath the strap and tugging at it. The fabric slid down her and her shoulders were now bare. 
 

His large hands moved up her body from where they'd been, following the curve of her waist until they came beneath that bright red mound. He cupped her for a moment, kneading the soft flesh I'd worshipped so many times before his fingers moved higher and pulled at the dress until it gave way.
 

I gasped a silent gasp as I saw Adriana's tense nipple spring free. His hand moved over it, his finger and thumb squeezing at it as her body pressed against him harder from the pain. He looked at her, his fingers still squeezing the hard flesh, harder now. He looked at her and she moaned a little as she looked down at his hand and then back up. Her eyes widened from the pain but she took it obediently. Only when her fingers began to claw into his chest did he let her go and move his mouth down to that tight, dark bud to soothe her. 
 

A terrifying exhilaration moved through me and I knew then what kind of lover he was going to be. He was not the kind of man that would take her gently. He was the kind of man that would take her as he pleased.
 

She closed her eyes and her body curled slightly under the affection of his tongue on her nipple. I watched him suck and bite at her greedily, until he came up and looked her in the eye. There was a hunger in his gaze, now that he'd tasted her offering and when he bent down to kiss her on the lips the motion seemed to imply that he deserved to, that she was his and that he could do with her what he pleased. 
 

She gave her mouth to him willingly and let him pierce her with his tongue. Once sated, he pulled at the other side of her dress, exposing her other breast and pinching the nipple there too until she moaned for mercy, then a little longer. He soothed that one too, the same way he had the other and I watched her start to writhe at his attention.
 

When he stood again and looked at her, there was no doubt that the look was a command, an order that he'd given. My beautiful Adriana, her bosom exposed before this mountain of darkness, her tender nipples throbbing, slightly sore, knelt slowly before him as I watched in silent horror from behind the wall. She kept her eyes looking up as her fingers fumbled with his belt. Once she'd pulled it open, she started pulling at his pants, working them slowly down over the bulge of his half-stiff cock until they finally fell away and the thing sprang towards her face.
 

Her fingers found it gladly and she slid her hand towards his head, then down towards the thick sack hanging below his shaft. He watched with stern approval as she opened her mouth, pushed her tongue out gently and place him on it, tasting his manhood.
 

There had only been one other time I'd seen my Adriana like this. On that night that we'd first met, that night where she'd done the same to me, looked at me with those same eyes. That night she'd performed for me the way she was performing for me now...something stirred inside me, a thought scurried through my mind and I tried to catch it but it didn't last.
 

My attention was pulled back into the room as I watched Adriana begin to take inch after inch of her black lover into her mouth. He stood above her watching, as his girth stretched her lips wide. Once he was half inside her she had to stop, having reached her limit. Pulling herself off slowly, she let him fall out of her mouth and breathed deeply before sinking onto him again.
 

"Come on baby," he muttered, "you can take more than that."
 

Adriana, apparently excited by the challenge, moved onto him more quickly this time. When she reached the place that she had held him, I watched her pause. Then, moving slower again, she let that dark vein move deeper into her throat, the guttural sound of her gagging filling the room.
 

Now it was he who took her by the back of the head and slowly moved himself even further into her. Her fingers rose from his thighs where she held her hands. I watched them stiffen as the brunt of his meat stretched her mouth. Whether it was shadows I couldn't be sure but I swore I saw the outline of his manhood stretching the muscles of her neck. When he'd had enough of her, he let her go.
 

She pulled away, gasping and gagging still, a strand of fresh saliva dangling between her lips and the head of his cock. He let her rest and catch her breath but once she had he took her head in both hands, pulling her up and onto himself then moving her relentlessly down the full length of his meat. Once she'd swallowed him completely, he began to fuck her mouth.
 

As if he knew I were there, he pulled her perfectly arranged hair behind her head in the kind of dirty pony tail a porn star might wear. With his hand holding her hair like that, he shoved his hips towards her and I watched him use her mouth the way he would any other hole until he'd had enough of her and let her slide from him again.
 

She was now a gasping, panting mess but she didn't sit back on her haunches or look away to catch her breath. No. Adriana looked up, her face full of desperation, her fingers wrapping around his cock and her hand begin to pump him, as if she were begging to be let back on.
 

Never had I seen her this aroused, this...eager to please. The same nagging shadow of a thought moved about in the back of my mind and I turned my attention to it, to see if I could catch it this time. I had seen her this aroused. It had been a long time ago but I had seen it...
 

"Get up on the bed," the dark tones dragged me back into the room and I peered back through the whole.
 

When I looked at Adriana, I almost didn't recognize the woman on her knees. There was nothing left of the elegant poise she carried herself with. Her eyes were hungry, her body bent into a primal shape. She was a creature hungry to be fucked.
 

She didn't get up to obey his command. Instead, with the dress still around her waist, she turned on all fours and scampered across the floor. When she reached the bed, she crawled on and staying on her stomach, pushed her ass into the air, exposing herself to him, presenting herself to be plundered.
 

He moved towards her quickly, the dark shaft of his cock bouncing as he walked. 
 

"That's it baby," he said as he knelt on the bed and bent low over her.
 

My eyes widened as his hand moved to her pussy. He spread her outer lips and a thrill rushed through me. That perfect, peachy cunt I'd pressed into so often was dripping with anticipation. Just the act of having him in her mouth, having him fuck the back of her throat had made her flush with wetness.
 

His finger slid along her slick slit, moving up towards her hole and down into her folds a few times, collecting her moisture. She moaned and her hips waved back and forth as she tried to rear up onto his hand. He stopped her with a swift smack that bounced around the room.
 

I nearly fell from the stool. One did not smack Adriana Delgado. Or so I thought. Apparently this dark brute could do what he liked.
 

She whimpered as the pain of his correction travelled through her spine, but her body complied with it immediately. He rewarded her by pushing his thick, black finger into the slight opening of her tight cunt.
 

She moaned. She moaned again and twisted her body, trying to look back at what he was doing to her, her fingers clutching at the sheets on the bed.
 

Again that thought, the one lurking just out of reach in my mind. I'd seen this all before. But when?!?
 

His finger pulsed in and out of her as he let her ride him for a while. He pushed a second finger in, readying her for his thickness. She moaned and writhed but her hole stretched obediently open for him. He leaned closer to her, his mouth moving towards the wetness at her core.
 

I stared, anxious and exhilarated at what he would do next.
 

As the wet sounds of his hand thrusting into her soaked hole filled the room, I watched his mouth move towards the ring of her rear hole. I shuddered as he poked his tongue out and pressed it to the opening, giving it a demanding lick. 
 

She groaned and her middle began to move against him, insistent and wanting.
 

He smacked her soundly one more time. She stilled, somewhat but I could see it was a great effort. As he closed his lips around her hole my cock came to full attention at the notion of what I was watching. This dark stranger was feasting on my wife's tight ass because he wanted all her holes ready for his love.
 

Paying no more attention to how much noise I was making, I yanked at my belt until it fell open, then pushed at my zipper until my own stiffness sprang up. I choked the thing in my hand and started a gentle pumping. If I wasn't careful I would spill it all before the end.
 

As the sounds of his mouth on her back hole mingled with those of his fingers slipping easily now into her wetness, I watched her thighs begin to quake as she let out another, higher pitched moan.
 

"Oh please!" she begged as her body began to move in sharp, uncontrolled motions beneath him. I watched his cock throb at her begging and he fucked her faster with his hand while gorging on her eyelet with his mouth.
 

Her thighs trembled. She pressed herself against him and with a sharp cry I watched the tremor of a climax shake her on the bed. Her body shuddered beneath him and he did not relent until I saw her ease and it seemed like she was still in that position only by his hand inside her, resting on him like a puppet.
 

"Stay right there," he ordered.
 

That elusive thought glowed suddenly brighter now inside my mind. There had been a time when I had seen her like this. There had been a time when I'd been the one ordering her around the room. The night night after we'd met. When she brought me to her house and let me love her in any lascivious way I wanted. She'd acted then just as she was acting now...
 

Acting. The word sent a shudder through me thought I wasn't completely sure why.
 

I couldn't think of it any longer because he was pointed towards her now. Having made her body soft and pliant, having coaxed her open, he was ready to push himself inside all that sticky wetness. His hands moved onto her ass, his fingers kneading the thick, hot flesh that rounded out those bones so pleasantly. When he put the head of his cock on her lips, she seemed to come alive again, her body gripped with a second tension. He didn't seem to care though, what she felt or thought. Without any ceremony, he drove himself in.
 

She moaned a throaty, happy moan as her dark intruder invaded insides. I watched in panicked glee as he impaled her with his rigid organ, not minding that she was writhing beneath him at the force of him splitting her open. 
 

Adriana clutched at the sheets and the mattress and the edges of the bed as his cock moved ever deeper. I heard the shrill ring of jealousy somewhere in my mind at the fact that I would never be able to fill her so. But the picture that was unfolding before me pushed the sound away.
 

When I thought she wouldn't be able to take another inch of him, when he paused for a second, I thought he'd come up against her end. But instead, he grabbed hold of her tighter with his hands and gave one final push, forcing the last inch of himself deep into her womb.
 

"Oh my God..." she moaned, dangling from his girth. She turned to look behind herself, as if she herself couldn't believe the size of the thing she'd let inside. She looked up at him, her eyes round with desperation, her tits swinging from her chest and begged, "Fuck me please, Jonas. Jonas fuck me please."
 

Now it came back. Seeing her face that way had made the light grow brighter and I realized why I'd the word "acting" had affected me. Was she only doing this for me?
 

Was this was a performance the way she performed on stage, or in front of the camera? I didn't care or mind if it was, but if it was and I'd only seen her look this way one other time...?
 

The bed began to shake, tearing my attention from the question I'd left hovering in my mind.
 

He didn't bother starting slowly. He just began to fuck.
 

As his cock shoved in and out of her, I watched my Adriana crumple in front of him in pleasure. As her body shook and shuddered from his thrusting, she moaned and pleaded and praised him for his love. 
 

He barely reacted. His rhythm was steady and even as he moved in and out of her stretched cunt. When he tired of that, I watched him spit on the hole he'd licked, work the fluid into it before slipping his thumb inside.
 

She gasped and reared and arched her back, coming up onto her hands.
 

"Get down," he ordered, his other hand sailing through the air and landing on her haunches in another smack. With a whimper, she fell quietly before him, leaving herself open to whatever he might decide to do next. Removing his thumb from her, he slipped his cock out to and grabbed it, pointing it at her ass.
 

My eyes were wide, my pulse was racing and the cum was pooling at the base of my shaft. I strained against the climax, slowed my hand, and watched.
 

Her ass stretched just as easily as he moved himself inside her, going slightly slower now. Each inch he paused, letting her loosen and stretch and fit around him better before pushing himself in further. She moaned each time he moved again but didn't protest or try to make him stop. With her face pressed against the mattress, her eyes shut tight, she took the man like an obedient slut.
 

It almost seemed like he himself couldn't believe it, when she took his entire length inside. He'd had to get up on the bed and stand, his rigid cock pointing down between his legs and into her as he fucked her like the animal she was.
 

Over and over he drove himself inside as her body gradually relaxed and took everything he had to offer. I watched as the juices dripped from her pussy revealing her arousal at being so completely penetrated. When he grunted, I looked up.
 

"Fuck, I'm gonna come," he said, sliding out of Adriana's gaping hole and grabbing her by the hair.
 

She scrambled up and towards him and another bolt of adrenaline laced with fear shot through me as I realized what he was about to do. Would she take him eagerly again or resist? The question made me tremble and almost come myself. I stopped my hand completely and waited...just a second more.
 

Her mouth opened slowly. Her tongue came out and in a terrifying moment I watched her eyes look up at him and smile.
 

Another rough grunt accompanied the first rope of hot white seed that lashed out of him across her cheeks before he managed to bury himself inside her mouth.
 

"Oh fuck yeah..." he groaned as I watched his sack tighten and release, heard Adriana gag and swallow, gag and swallow as the thick black cock unloaded his hot load into her dirty, dirty little mouth.
 

I gripped myself and pumped and watched and pumped and soon I felt the same hot thrill that he'd been feeling as I felt my seed erupting in a heady haze.
 





Chapter 14

 


"Mi amor..."
 

The words cut quietly through the fog of sleep and lured me into the waking world. I opened my eyes to find her hovering over me, a sweet smile playing across her lips, her breasts dangling alluringly close.
 

"Good morning?" I asked, wondering what time it was. It was still dark outside and I could only see her by the moonlight coming through the window.
 

"Or something," Adi replied, leaning in and kissing me. She tasted like a candy.
 

The memories of what had happened began to drift into my mind and for a second a swell of jealousy threatened to smother the pleasant wake-up I'd received. I quashed it, but a question took its place.
 

"Adi," I said, propping myself up on my shoulders and pushing her gently away.
 

"Yes?" she asked, still smiling, as if she knew what I was about to say.
 

"Adi, my beautiful, I have to ask you something."
 

"Okay Roger," she replied, rolling her "R's" in a satisfying purr. "What is it?"
 

"Adi the first night we were together, do you remember? The night after we met?"
 

"I remember it Roger," she said.
 

Something clicked inside me. She should have been more confused by the question. If she hadn't known I was going to ask it, she would have been much more confused.
 

"That night...were you..." 
 

I couldn't push the words out.
 

"Performing?"
 

The word sent a shudder through me.
 

"Yes. Performing."
 

She nodded, still smiling.
 

I waited for a moment to see what my body would do about the news. Magically, it did absolutely nothing.
 

"For..." I began.
 

She raised her eyebrows, as if anxious that this next part might set me badly. "Roger, I thought you knew..."
 

"Knew about what?" 
 

"I was together with Mike when we met. The night we were together, the first night, he was there. He was watching."
 

I felt my brow furrow as I thought through what she'd said. 
 

Allie's words hit me like a pickup truck.
 

Mike left soon after to direct some play somewhere.
 

After I saw him in that bedroom Mike left to direct Fresca. The play Adriana had been in when we met.
 

That night, the first night I spent with Adriana, Mike had been watching us.
 

A chill rippled down my spine. I looked up at the ceiling. I could feel Adriana's expectant gaze on me. When I looked back at her, she was biting her lower lip, looking mildly terrified at how I might react.
 

"That bastard..." I said through clenched teeth. 
 

Adriana's eyes went wide as she opened her mouth to explain.
 

But I couldn't keep a straight face long enough for her to get a word out. An exhale turned into a chuckle. That cracked my lips into a grin and Adriana was soon on top of me, pummelling me with her fists as I held up a pillow to defend myself. When she finally rolled off and I looked at her again, her face had softened in relief.
 

"So you are not mad?" she asked, a hint of mischief in her tone.
 

"I'm not mad," I answered. I hadn't said anything with such sincerity my whole life. "I do have an idea though."
 

"You do?" she asked.
 

"I do," I replied and waited.
 

"Well Roger, what is it?"
 

"Why don't you turn on the bed stand light and we can make believe like someone's watching?"
 

Her mouth twisted into a devious smile. She rolled over and flicked the switch then rolled back towards me, eager and ready.
 

"What would you like me to do Mr. Herrington?" she asked, playing the innocent little girl.
 

I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. 
 

Candy and sin.
 

"I'd like you to give me your finest performance," I whispered. "I love watching you work."
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