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It was absolutely absurd, to be my age and irrationally jealous of the twenty-something floozy that my husband had been fucking for the last three months.  Well, three months at least.  Sure, I am no longer in my twenties but I have kept up my appearance and still consider myself on the better side of average-looking.  But to know that he has been running around with his bimbo personal trainer is just about enough to make me completely apart.

I found out about the affair purely by accident.  I knew he had an appointment with his trainer at the gym and he had accidently grabbed my gym bag by mistake, so I headed over there to exchange the bags.  Turns out, I wandered in at exactly the wrong moment.  It was ten in the morning and the place was oddly deserted.  She was sitting on the weight bench with her legs spread and his face was buried against her.

She looked properly flustered when I walked in, but her startled look dissolved into horror when he turned around and started stammering something about he was sorry.  I stiffened my spine and strode over to the pair of mortified adulterers.

“I don’t believe we’ve met,” I offered with an overly friendly smile, “I’m Charlotte, his wife.”

Even as he was trying to scramble away from her and she was snapping her thighs closed, I offered my hand to shake.  She took it gingerly, and shook it limply.

I shouldered the gym bag I was supposed to be exchanging and strode back out of the gym room.  As I let the door swing shut, I heard a shrill voice screeching.

“You’re fucking married!  You told me you were divorced!  Asshole!”

I tossed his gym bag in my backseat and leaned up against the side of my car and waited.  He came scrambling out of the gym as though she was tossing free weights at his head.  He skidded to a stop when he saw I was still there.  The expressions on his face flickered from embarrassment to anger to shame and back to anger.

“What the hell are you doing here anyway?”

“You grabbed my gym bag by mistake, but I suppose having the wrong clothing is irrelevant in regards to that particular workout.”  I managed to keep my voice level and calm; only through an act of God I am sure.

He shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans and scuffed the toe of his sneaker on the concrete.  I crossed my arms over my chest and regarded him coolly.

“S-S-So now what?” he finally stuttered.

“I’m not really sure actually.  Do you have any suggestions?”

He stared down at the ground for a long moment.

“I don’t really know,” he finally whispered.

I could feel my heart pounding inside my chest but I willed my face to remain stoic and smooth.  His large dark eyes looked frightened so I suppose my calm and rational act was scaring him more than if I had been ranting and raving.

“Perhaps you can find somewhere to sleep tonight, and I will see you for breakfast tomorrow.”

I left that sentence hanging in mid-air, slid into my car, and pealed out from the parking lot.  I checked the rearview mirror and as I turned right onto the street, he was still standing in the parking lot bewildered and lost.

I managed to keep my sanity in check until I reached our townhouse.  As soon as I shut the door behind myself, I crumpled to the floor in tears.  While I was proud of holding it together in front of her and in front of him, it could not last forever.

As the darkness of evening crept in through the open windows, I finally dragged myself off the floor and into the shower.  After scrubbing myself pink, I slipped into yoga pants and a tee shirt and made some soup for dinner.  I had about twelve hours to figure out a plan of action, and I had no idea what I was going to do.

I am a successful lawyer and yet I had no thoughts about how to handle this situation.  I even thought about calling a friend, but I was not ready to tell anyone that my husband had been cheating on me. 

There was always the option of packing all of his stuff and kicking him out.  I was the breadwinner of the household so I did not have to worry myself with financial security.  He might have to, but then again, it was his actions that brought us to that point.

I could take him back without question, pending his promise to never do it again.  But that just seemed weak and overly forgiving for a strong woman such as myself.  And I was not sure I could really take him back into my house, my life, my bed.  Besides, there would always be leverage and I was not sure that I could handle that.  Honestly? I was afraid that I would forever hold it over his head for any real or perceived error.

Oh? You didn’t take out the trash?  Gee, were you too busy fucking someone?

As I contemplated all of the options, I was startled by a soft knock on the front door.  Surely he would be smart enough to wait until morning to return home.  He was probably surprised I had asked him to come home at all.  I was completely confused as to who on earth would be knocking at my door at that time of night.

It never occurred to me that I would see her face when I peeked through the peephole.

****

It was the blonde from the gym.  With her twenty-something smooth complexion and perky boobs, she just angered and annoyed me on principle.  She was shuffling her feet and juggling a heavy paper sack.  What the fuck was she doing at my front door?  I half-considered yelling obscenities to her through the closed door and threatening her with a lawsuit.

But my curiosity got the better of me instead.  I set my face into an expressionless void and opened the door.

Her eyes were red and puffy and she was running her palm over her glossy ponytail.

“I-I-I just had to apologize.  He told me he was divorced so I never knew.  I’m so sorry,” she blurted it all out as one long babbling sentence and started crying.

I sighed and gestured for her to come inside as I stepped out of the doorway.  She made it as far as the couch before collapsing.  The paper sack made a heavy thunking noise on the hardwood when she lost her grip on the handles.  I could see the corks of two wine bottles poking out of the top and I bit back a smirk.

I perched on the edge of the couch next to her and waited for her to grow quiet.  Her sobs finally melted into sniffling and she dabbed her eyes with her French manicured fingertips while peering up at me through thick lashes.

“It’s not an excuse,” she mumbled, “just an explanation.  I’m Annie, by the way.”

“I’m Suzanne.  And I know.  It sounds like he screwed us both.  So to speak,” I offered a wry smirk which she returned.

“S-S-So what do we do?”

I ran my fingers through my loose waves and shook my head.

“I’ve been trying to figure that out all night.  I told him to come back to the house for breakfast in the morning.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I think I’m going to open one of those,” I laughed as I pointed to the bottles of wine.

She nodded, “I was hoping you would.”

I carried the bag into the kitchen to uncork one of the bottles and discovered that the girl had also brought over some nibbles.  I arranged the vegetables and dill dip and cheese and crackers on two plates.  I set the platters and the wine on a tray along with two glasses and some napkins, and carried the whole spread back into the living room.

“So do you normally sleep with your clients?” I figured the time for politeness was long past, since I had seen her naked from the waist down with her thighs pressed against my husband’s ears.

“Actually no, he was the first.”

I laughed, “Figures.”

She shrugged, “But I’ve never dated a married man before; at least, not to my knowledge.  It’s always seemed like more trouble than it’s worth.”

“Well, it certainly explains the lack of activity in my bedroom lately.”

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, her lower lip wobbling dangerously.

“Nah, I don’t think it’s your fault.  At first I was mad at you, but I should be mad at him.  I just don’t know what to do about it.”

“I don’t get it.  When I hear about guys that cheat on their wives, I always picture frumpy overweight housewives, but you’re not that at all.”

I actually blushed, “Oh, um, thanks.  I guess.”

“You seem like you take good care of yourself.  Do you work?”

“I make the money around here; I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh fuck, it figures.  You’re going to sue me.”

I laughed, “No, but I considered it.”

She drained the last of her glass and went to refill but the bottle was empty.  She produced the second bottle and waved it at me with a hopeful smile.

I went to the kitchen and when I returned, I could not help but notice just how attractive she was.  She was wearing tight gym shorts that barely covered her ass and a tight tank top that accentuated her generous breasts.  Her skin looked silky smooth and her hair shone in the lamplight.  Even her dark eyes intrigued me.  I was a little thrown by my observations, and tried to chalk them up to the lack of activity between my sheets.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she breathed as I poured her another glass of wine.

“Certainly.  I think the time for secrets is long gone.”

“He was not all that good in bed anyway.”

I nearly dropped the wine bottle as I doubled over with laughter.

“Oh?  You noticed that too?”

She nodded, “I normally don’t sleep with men at all.  Usually women.”

“Oh?” My curiosity was piqued and I could not help but become aware of a certain pulse in my own body as I sat down next to her on the couch.

“Yeah, most of my dates are women.”

“I see.  But you just thought you’d experiment with my husband?”

“He gave me some sob story about how he was divorced and his shrew of an ex-wife was never interesting or adventurous in the bedroom.”

She clapped her palm to her cheek, “Oh my gawd, I didn’t mean…”

“It’s okay, he’s probably right.  I mean, I guess I like sex and all, but I’ve never been all that thrilled with it.”

“Trust me, it was him.  He just was not that good.”

I leaned back into the couch cushions and closed my eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, letting the strange thought drift through my brain.  Her palm felt warm on my thigh even through my yoga pants.  Her eyes glittered with a devilish gleam when I opened my eyes to look at her.

“You know…” she said conspiratorially, “we could probably invent an amazing payback together, if you’re interested.”

“What did you have in mind?”  I was trying to focus on her words and not her tickling fingertips on my knee.

She leaned over until I could feel her warm breath on my ear, “Turnabout is fair play you know.”

Her fingers inched higher on my inner thigh and I squirmed but did not pull away.

****

I shivered when I felt Annie’s soft lips brush against my ear.  Her hand kept teasing my leg which made my shivers intensify.  I could hear her softly laughing as her lips trailed from my ear down my neck.

“Suzanne?” she murmured quietly against the pulse that was fluttering in my neck.

“Yes, Annie?” I replied hesitantly.

“Have you figured out my revenge plan yet?”

I chuckled, “It’s becoming clearer.”

She withdrew her teasing lips and wandering hand and moved to straddle my lap.  I gasped in surprise, but lightly rested my hands on her slim hips.  Her tiny gym shorts rode up slightly, leaving the bottom curve of her ass exposed to my curious fingers.

She leaned down and brushed her lips along my jawline.

“Personally,” she whispered, “I think we should invite him over and make him watch.”

My mind was a little cloudy from the wine and the new experience, but I loved the idea.

“Just watch?” I asked.

“Maybe, at least at the beginning.  We’ll see how it goes.  But I’m more interested in you than him.”

She leaned to one side, still straddling my lap, as I reached for my cell phone.  I thumbed an invitation text message to Jack.

“What did you say?” she sighed as her arms threaded around my neck.

“I just said that if he was interested in talking about this, he could come over tonight.”

She smiled down at me, and pressed her lips to mine.  It was different than kissing a man.  Her lips were soft but insistent and her skin smelled sweetly soft.  I parted my lips to the insistence of her tongue and tasted the wine from earlier.  She pressed her upper body against me and my arms fit easily around her waist as we kissed.  I had no experience with women before, but she was starting to awaken an interest in me that I never knew existed.

I arched into her kiss and her hands slid down my sides until her fingertips were teasing up under the lower hem of my tee shirt.  I had not been expecting company, so I had not put on a bra after my shower.  When her hands brushed against the bottom curve of my breasts, I gasped and pressed forward into her touch.  Her touch was insistent yet tentative and I wanted more.

Annie moved her hands and started frantically tugging at my tee shirt, finally freeing it from my body and tossing it aside. Her tank top quickly followed suit.  Once we were both topless, she hugged me tightly and devoured my lips with her mouth.  I could taste an urgency in her and I raked my nails up her bare back until she groaned.

Just as I was learning the sensation of her breasts against mine, I heard a metallic scratching in the front door lock.  She broke away from my lips and grinned down at me evilly.  The game was afoot.  As the door swung open, she clasped me to her and kissed me passionately.  I was so overwhelmed by her desire for me that I almost forgot Jack entering the room.

He was still carrying my gym bag from our earlier mix-up, and it fell to the floor with a soft thunk.

“What the hell is going on?” he stammered.

Annie looked up from kissing me and grinned at him, “She wanted to see what the fuss was all about.”

He blinked at us, trying to figure out what the catch was.  His wife and his girlfriend were making out on the couch and he had been invited over to see.

She sat up, exposing my breasts and hers to his staring eyes.

“You screwed us both, Jack, and that’s not something we’re going to take lying down.  Well, I suspect that’s where this will end up, but you will regret it before the night is over.”

She stood up slowly, letting his eyes drift over us and took me by the hand.

“I think it’s time you showed me where the bedroom is,” she winked at me and shook her ass at Jack.

I led her down the hallway and we heard Jack’s footsteps behind us.  He still seemed to be struck mute by the entire scene.  When we got there, her eyes flowed over the room and I could see a plan forming by the grin on her young face.

She directed Jack to the armchair in the corner, “You.  Get undressed and sit there.”

After she rifled through our closet, she returned with a handful of silk ties.

“These look sturdy enough,” she observed.

Once Jack was naked and sitting in the chair, the young curvy blonde proceeded to tie his wrists to the arms of the chair and his ankles to the legs of the chair.

“What the fuck?” he groaned, struggling against his unexpected bonds.

“Before we go any further, you need to see what it looks like to satisfy a woman.  Not only did you not tell me you were married, you didn’t tell your wife you were screwing around.  And we both happen to think you are less than sufficient in the sack.  So you need to take notes.”

I was still frozen in place as I watched and listened to her.  When she returned to me, she eagerly pushed me backwards on the bed and crawled on top.

She bent down to whisper in my ear, “He is about to come unglued you know.”

I grinned and nodded as I pulled the band to release her ponytail.  Her silky blonde hair fell down around our faces and I pulled her to me for a kiss.  My thighs parted to allow her closer and I felt her writhe excitedly against me.  Somewhere in the distance Jack groaned and banged the chair against the hardwood floors.  I wrapped my legs around her slim waist and dug my nails into her delicate skin as her tongue plundered my mouth.

As Annie kissed her over my breasts and down my stomach, I had to laugh to the look on Jack’s face.  He was twisting in his chair with a lewd erection bobbing between his legs.  When Annie dragged my yoga pants off, he started thrusting in mid-air.

My laughter faded and I lost all ability for conscious thought when I felt her lips on my inner thighs.  Going down on me was something that Jack had done when we were dating but it had long since been dropped out of our ten-minute monthly sex routine.  When Annie’s tongue found my aching little clit, I clenched the sheets and groaned loudly.  She slid two fingers inside my wetness while her tongue danced against me and my blood boiled with a long-forgotten need.  I groaned her name as my body convulsed through my climax.  It was the first one that someone else had given me in a very long time.

She slowly kissed her way back up my naked trembling body and I reached for her.  She straddled my thigh as I tasted myself on her lips and I could feel her wetness against my skin.

“I want to please you too,” I murmured against her warm neck.

She grinned down at me and together we rolled so that I was on top.  Her breasts beckoned to me and I sucked on the hard peak of her nipple.  When my fingers brushed against her smooth wet pussy, she bucked but wriggled away.

“Should we give him a break?” she giggled.

We both looked at the man tied to the chair.  His throbbing erection almost looked painful and his face was twisted in a grimace of need and want and lust.

“What do you say Jack?  You want to play too?” I asked with a coy little smirk.

He nodded vehemently like a little boy on Christmas morning.  I sashayed over to his and slowly freed him, one silk tie at a time.

“Tonight there is only one pussy available for you,” I warned him as I crawled back between Annie’s open legs.

“I know, I know,” his voice shook with pent-up frustration.

As I buried my tongue between the folds of Annie’s sweet little pussy, I felt him thrust inside me to the hilt in one motion.  Annie buried her fingers in my messy waves and pulled my face against her hot flesh.  My tongue found the tiny nub that was giving her so much torment and I flicked fast and hard.  I knew what it meant to need and want and I hoped I could deliver on my first attempt.

Jack was thrusting away like a rabbit in heat and I tried not to laugh.  Annie was groaning with every lick of my tongue and I focused on pleasuring her as much as she had me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Jack babbled behind me.

I knew exactly what that meant, and I swiveled my hips sharply to one side.  His cock slipped out with a wet popping noise and he grunted at his thwarted orgasm.

“What the hell…”

“Not yet.  And don’t touch yourself.” I mumbled from the depths of Annie’s body.

Annie’s frustration got the better of her patience, and she forced my face back to her body.  I drew her hard clit between my lips and flickered hard against the taut surface until she bucked and arched in climax.  Her sweet juices ran down my chin and I lapped every drop I could.  Jack groaned and slammed his fist into the bed in frustration.

I kissed my way back up Annie’s smooth stomach and curled up into her body.  After she and I caught our breath, we sat up to look at my poor frustrated husband.  His stiff cock stuck straight out from his body and bobbed for attention.  She and I were unsuccessful in biting back our giggles.

“It’s not fucking funny!” he declared angrily.

“Oh really?” we answered simultaneously, “And what was fucking funny about cheating on both of us?”

His cock drooped slightly as his anger deflated.

Annie whispered in my ear and I nodded with another giggle.

“You think he can handle that?” I asked her conspiratorially.

She nodded and we crawled over to him together.  He watched suspiciously but did not back away.  The groan from his chest was almost unearthly when he felt our two tongues stroke up the sides of his cock.  We were both curious how long he could last, so we teased and tormented him as best we knew how.  We licked and nibbled and kissed his cock, never once sucking or stroking.  We tickled his aching balls with our fingernails and the tips of our tongues.

We took a break when we sensed he was at his limit, and made out on the bed.  Every so often one of us would reach out a lightly stroke him once and them return to stroking each other.

Jack was groaning and twitching terribly from our torment.  Annie and I were enjoying every moment.

“What the fuck?” he finally mumbled as his hand slowly crept up to his aching cock.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Annie wagged her finger at him as I swatted his hand away.

He grunted in frustration and pounded the disheveled bed with his fist.

“C’mon, what the hell is all this?”

Annie and I looked at each other and knelt on the bed in front of him.

“This is what happens when you mess around with two smart ladies,” I retorted, “your actions need to have consequences.”

Annie nodded, “You lied to both of us and cheated on both of us.”

He ran his fingers through his dark hair and looked away from us.

“Are you sorry yet?”

“Yes!  I was sorry this afternoon!”

“Of course you’re sorry you got caught,” I snipped, “but are you sorry you lied to both of us?”

“Yes!  I’m sorry!”

Annie ran her hand over my ass and squeezed lightly.  I giggled and squirmed but leaned over to kiss her one more time.  As we made out, her hand drifted up to massage his balls while mine drifted to stroking his cock.  He groaned as we teased him, thrusting his hips into my snug fist.

I broke the kiss and whispered loudly, “Do you think he’s had enough?”

Annie nodded and pulled me mouth back to hers with her free hand.  As we tasted each other’s lips, I felt her free hand drift down to tug lightly on my nipples.

Jack groaned as I teased her still slippery pussy with my fingertips, and his whole body tensed as the first splash hit our combined bodies.  The next one fell, and the next one as he came all over Annie and I while we kissed.

He fell to his knees on the floor and still covered in his cum, Annie and I rolled onto the bed.  I buried my face between her thighs again and did not let up until she had soaked my tongue with her juices.  The three of us spent the night tangled up in the bed, sleeping off the excitement and newness of the evening.

****

Yes, my husband cheated on me and it changed my life, but hear me out.  About a week later, Annie moved in with us after several two-way and three-way conversations.  We now live as a trio, and share each other without guilt or apologies.

It is not a situation I ever expected to find myself in, at all.  But it turns out that while I may not like being with women exclusively, I do like Annie.  She has been amazingly patient with Jack and me while we figure things out.  And Jack has been surprisingly attentive to both of us.

While many men fantasize about having two women at once, most of them could not handle the reality of living in such a situation.  But he has stepped up like a real man.  He also seems to understand when she and I want to be alone together, although he almost always pouts for a little bit.  It is very rare for Annie to have sex with Jack on her own, but it does happen.  But it really is not cheating since I am fully aware of it.  We added a single bed in the home office in case any one of us wants to sleep alone.  It has worked very well, but three in a bed can get crowded when you actually want to sleep.

I have not told many people about our arrangement, most would not understand.  But who am I to turn down the desire and feelings that I have developed for Annie.  She is more than just a lover for either Jack or I.  It feels like a long-term arrangement, at least to me.  We shall see how it plays out when any of us want to start a family.  I almost like the idea of having a “sister mom” though.

But for now we are just having fun.  Oh but just so you know, every so often we do make Jack watch her and I without playing.  Just to remind him who is ultimately in charge.
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