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      A husband is caught watching pornography by his wife. But to his surprise, Catherine isn’t horrified that Kevan has been pleasuring himself watching filthy videos.

      

      She wants to watch him do it.

      

      Kevan finds it highly erotic to expose himself to his innocent, but eager wife. And when he tells her to strip for him, Catherine delights in turning her husband on.

      

      This begins a new erotic adventure for them both that rekindles their passion for each other, while opening up new and dangerously thrilling fantasies.

      

      Taking in the delights of voyeurism and exhibitionism, can Catherine and Kevan’s bond survive the dark exhilaration as he watches her  with other men?
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      ‘This is what you do at night?’

      That’s what she said when she caught me.

      Of course, there was the inevitable jolt of chilled shock and terror that shot through me as I suddenly realized I wasn’t alone. That Catherine was standing there in the doorway, staring at me.

      But there was no point in denying what I’d been doing.

      There wasn’t even any point in hiding my raging boner — or the pornography I’d been watching. Judging by the tone of her voice, she’d been standing there for a while.

      The real surprise was that she didn’t look disgusted. She didn’t even seem angry. She wasn’t yelling at me.

      She just stood there and said softly, ‘Don’t stop, honey…’

      Naturally, the way our marriage was, I paused and assessed her body language for signs that she was being sarcastic. That she was concealing her rage and trying to set a trap for me, to humiliate me for this repulsive nocturnal perversion.

      But as I looked at her, my cheeks flushed with shame, there was no sign of malice in her bearing whatsoever.

      She just gave me a surprisingly sweet smile and said earnestly, ‘Please? I like watching you.’

      I was a little stunned by that. She stood there like an innocent schoolgirl asking for candy, her pale cheeks flushed from the awkwardness of asking me to continue what I was doing. Her request had been soft and gentle, entirely on the level.

      ‘Seriously?’ I said.

      ‘There’s nothing wrong with it,’ she insisted — taking one of the lines I’d been preparing to use on her. ‘Please?’

      I could hardly believe it. And yet it struck me as oddly erotic, the way she looked at me and seemed so keen to watch me masturbate. Something that was usually so personal, so shameful in my eyes, was being elevated by her interest.

      I took hold of my cock. And as I began to stroke it, I saw her eyes light up.

      This was so strange, doing it when I wasn’t alone. We’d been having sex for years, but we’d never touched ourselves in front of each other before.

      I couldn’t entirely work out why she’d want to watch me doing this — she’d seen me naked plenty of times over the years. She’d seen my cock in various states.

      I suppose she’d never seen me playing with it.

      She was watching me in such an attentive manner. Almost solemn as she took in every detail. She seemed fascinated, thrilled. She’d never been one to wear her emotions on her sleeve, but there could be no doubt she was taking pleasure in this.

      I found that I liked that she was finding pleasure in watching me. It added an entirely unexpected but powerful level of enjoyment to this experience. I’m not sure if that was because having her with me took away that element of the solitary from the activity — the loneliness — and somehow negated that element of quiet shame.

      We are a social species, after all.

      I glanced over at her, and she gazed into my eyes, her pretty face brightening into another sweet smile, sparks in her beautiful hazel eyes.

      She said, ‘Does that feel good, my darling?’

      And the soft, smooth, seductive sound of her voice made my hardness throb as I stroked it.

      ‘It does…’ I said, adding, ‘don’t you want to touch it?’

      She smirked. ‘I want to watch you. I never get to just watch you.’

      I performed for her — holding the base of my erection with the hand closest to her as I pumped my shaft with the other, to give her the best view. The tip of my cock glistened with pre-come.

      I saw her eyes flick to the screen of my laptop. The strangeness of this situation had made me completely forget that the porn clip on my screen was still playing. Ever since she’d told me to keep stroking my cock, she had become the focus of my gaze as I did it.

      I almost reached out to just close the lid of my laptop.

      But then she said, ‘What are you watching?’

      Again, she wasn’t disgusted with me, she wasn’t angry. She was curious. She was interested.

      I’d never opened up to her about my secret porn habit — let alone my sexual fantasies. And yet, at that moment, there was a surprising lack of shame in what was playing on my laptop. It was oddly liberating to have her see the kind of thing I liked to watch when the need presented itself.

      I said, ‘That guy in the chair is watching his wife having sex with another guy.’

      She gave a little nod to indicate she understood what was going on in the scene now I’d explained who was who.

      ‘Is this the kind of thing… you like to watch?’ she asked.

      Still slowly pumping my hardness, I breathed, ‘Uh-huh.’

      She said, ‘Why?’

      I grinned. ‘Because it’s hot.’

      She gave me another mischievous smirk. ‘It’s hot because you wish you were sleeping with someone’s wife…?’

      And without really thinking about it, I said, ‘No, because I wish I was watching my wife sleep with someone else…’

      I heard her quietly gasp at that.

      I was a little surprised I’d said it — it almost felt like she’d tricked me into revealing my true feelings. But somehow, as she watched me masturbate, we’d moved to a new level of openness and honesty.

      So now my little kink was out there, too.

      And now it was out there, as part of this whole strange situation, I got that unexpected sense of liberation again. It felt like a relief. A weight off my shoulder. She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t horrified.

      She was surprised, though. It wasn’t just unquestioning acceptance.

      ‘Why would you… I mean… you’d want to watch me… with someone else?’

      She was blushing, but it looked so good on her.

      I said, ‘Because you’re beautiful. And because I love you. And I think you’d really enjoy it…’

      She was standing there in her relatively shapeless nightshirt, without any makeup on, looking a touch tired since it was the middle of the night, and she was always so busy during the day. Yet she really did look gorgeous.

      I was jacking off to the sight of my beautiful wife blushing at the thought of having sex with another man while her husband watched.

      That dainty flush in her cheeks, and the startled delight in her pretty eyes, and the way she held a hand to her neck as though she didn’t quite know how to deal with the sexual arousal she was experiencing — it was intensely attractive.

      She reminded me of the woman I’d married. The woman who used to make my heart skip a beat every time she cast her big, hazel eyes my way — before we’d both seemed to knuckle down and focus on our careers.

      I said, ‘Why don’t you come over here?’

      What I’d meant was that maybe she’d like to come sit down — on the sofa with me, or even in the little armchair. Perhaps she’d prefer to make herself comfortable.

      But she interpreted my request as me wanting her to come out of the shadows, to stand in the light where I could see her more easily.

      She stood there, right in front of me, in the light from the TV, looking slightly awkward, and asked quietly, ‘What do you want me to do?’

      The way she said it came as another surprise — so deferential, almost timid. Somehow expecting me to give her further instructions to carry out while I continued jerking off.

      So I said, ‘Take off your nightshirt.’

      A part of me — the part that had been faithfully married to her for five years now — expected her to refuse. To reassert herself. To scorn me for expecting her to give me a little striptease while I tugged on my manhood. But she didn’t.

      She gave me another sweet smile and then took hold of the hem of her shirt with both hands, before slowly peeling it up — and off — her body.

      And then there was Catherine Meyer-Burrows — partner in one of the most highly-regarded law firms in the city at only 39 years of age, and growing force in the little Connecticut town in which we lived — standing in front of me in nothing but a pair of little white panties as I masturbated.
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        * * *

      

      I’d had a long run of insomnia — I woke up at about 2am every night, and it was like I’d been shot full of caffeine. Totally awake. Not even a little sleepy.

      When it first struck, I’d just go downstairs, make myself a cup of hot cocoa, pull out my laptop, and get some extra work done.

      If I was lucky, I might get tired a couple hours later and then head back to bed for a short nap before I had to get up for work.

      I felt tired during the day because of my abbreviated sleep — but with the extra work I’d done in the middle of the night, I could compensate for my lower productivity during the day.

      But it wasn’t a long-term solution. I had to try to get back to sleep. I tried most things — sleeping aids, pills, alcohol. It wasn’t great for me.

      The best thing was to relax. The best way to relax: a little casual masturbation. And when I came, there was that burst of endorphins or whatever it was that makes a guy sleepy.

      So. I woke at 2am, chilled out in front of the TV, cracked open my laptop, and found a little sauce online to accompany a gentle tug.

      I probably should have been a little more careful with my strategy. I figured Catherine always slept like a rock, so where was the risk? I just lounged on the couch in my bathrobe, gripped my shaft, and pumped.

      I don’t know. I think maybe part of me didn’t care.

      I figured if she caught me, we’d get into an argument, and I’d point out that we hardly ever had sex anymore. She just wasn’t interested in it. And it was way too much effort for me to initiate anything these days, and the rejection when she said she wasn’t in the mood — well, I’d been there, done that.

      I think I had the attitude that if she caught me, I’d say what am I meant to do? People are supposed to have sex. Married couples are supposed to have sex.

      People masturbate. It’s not a big deal.

      No, the big surprise was that one night, Catherine caught me sitting on the sofa and wrestling with my big, hard trouser snake — and she wasn’t angry at all.

      Quite the opposite.
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        * * *

      

      She was objectively beautiful. Here she stood, with her tidy, short but feminine bob of dark hair, big hazel eyes, pretty elfin face, and slender figure, her hands clutched demurely behind her, her feet very slightly apart, her pink nipples stiff with excitement on her small but perky breasts.

      The awkwardness of this situation really drew my attention to her beauty. And it made me realize I had taken her for granted for a long time.

      ‘You like watching me?’ I said to her.

      ‘Yes,’ she said, without any hint of irony.

      As I stroked my shaft, I held my cock aloft so she could see as much of it as possible. There was actually a flicker of excitement in her gem-like eyes. She looked like a fan girl given the chance to meet her movie-star idol backstage at a benefit.

      ‘You see how hard you make me?’ I said.

      It seemed so out of sorts for our marriage from me to say such a thing. So wrong. And yet the way it made her eyes light up, drawing her attention to the hardness of my obscene cock, and her role in making it that way, was such a turn-on.

      ‘Yes,’ she smiled demurely, unable to take her eyes off my beast of an erection.

      ‘Yes?’ I said, trying to prompt her to reveal a little more about how she felt about all this.

      Instead, she took my prompt in a completely different direction.

      She said. ‘Yes… sir.’

      There was another little flicker of excitement in her eyes as she corrected herself. As she submitted to my control.

      I raised my eyebrows at this unexpected development.

      But I could definitely see the attraction of my beautiful wife wanting me to take control.
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      I’ll be honest — I wasn’t quite sure what to do with her. At no point in our relationship, from our first date as junior associates through marriage and home ownership, had she ever stepped back and taken a subordinate role.

      And my tastes, for example when it came to porn, had never really run to domination.

      Now, though, I had my very own exquisite pornstar standing in front of me, waiting for me to direct her in this scene.

      ‘Take off your panties,’ I said, still stroking myself as I watched her take in the order, and react to it.

      There was definitely a thrill in telling her what to do. In holding power over her. She’d always tended to lead in our marriage, deciding on most things, from the house we lived in, to the style of my clothes. But right now, she was delegating all her power.

      There was a brief moment when I couldn’t quite believe she would simply comply with my order.

      But then I tried to let go of my predisposition and just enjoy the sight of her doing as I’d asked.

      Sliding her hands down to hook her fingers into the waistband of those little white panties. Stooping slightly to slip them down her thighs, pushing them past her knees until they dropped to the ground. Straightening again to step out of them.

      ‘Give them to me,’ I said.

      She was surprised at this, but tried to hide her emotions.

      She crouched, unquestioningly, picked up her panties, and then handed them to me.

      Well — I was just sitting there on the sofa, jerking off as my beautiful, naked wife stood to attention in front of me. I felt in a position of power. I could do what I wanted. I pressed her panties up to my face, feeling them still warm from her body. Feeling them damp from her arousal. Breathing in the spicy, alluring scent from her sex.

      ‘Mmm…’ I moaned, expressing my pleasure from her personal scent.

      She gave a little smile, flushing delicately but taking delight in my approval.

      For a few leisurely moments, I just took pleasure from the sight of her standing there, nude, along with the scent of her underwear. Beating my meat and taking my time about it.

      Some men would have killed to sleep with a woman as beautiful as her. I just wanted to gaze at her.

      ‘Turn around,’ I said, adding, ‘Slowly.’

      She complied immediately, of course. She seemed to be warming up to this a little. She was less awkward now as she slowly revolved, and I ran my eyes all over her, taking in the delicate curves of her body, the fine lines, the exquisite femininity.

      I stood, peering at her as though inspecting some work of art I was considering exhibiting in a prestigious gallery. I stepped carefully around her, enjoying the sense of authority I had over her.

      I felt like I could get her to do anything I wanted — and it gave me an exhilarating rush of power.

      I could tell her to suck my cock. To bend over and take it in the ass. To take some startling sex toy and do something genuinely obscene with it.

      Of course, she could refuse anything. And even if she didn’t, she was still my wife, my soulmate, my true love. I didn’t want to abuse this new power only to have it sour our relationship in the long term.

      She might agree to do something degrading now, then come to resent me someday for demanding she do it.

      With great power comes great responsibility, as a wise uncle once said.

      Of course, considering my secret porn habit, this moment in which Catherine made it clear she was now mine to control — at least sexually — the first thing that flashed into my mind was that I’d like to watch her have sex.

      This wasn’t normal for a husband to want, was it?

      I could picture, at that moment, myself sitting down to stroke my cock while I watched Catherine have sex with another man in front of me. Like one of the porn clips I’d watched late at night to help me deal with insomnia.

      Why was it such a powerful need for me?

      But despite my newfound sexual power over her, I didn’t feel confident about getting her to do something so extreme. I’d start with easier options.

      For now, as my newly obedient wife stood there waiting patiently for me to issue her another instruction, I just wanted to toy with her.

      ‘You’re a very beautiful woman, Catherine,’ I said quietly, attempting to sound authoritative. Powerful.

      She smiled, enjoying my compliment immensely. I leaned in as though to kiss her cheek, but then just touched my nose to her neck, just under her ear, and breathed her in.

      I reveled in her sweet scent — the faint, lingering remnants of her usual fragrance, along with that je ne c’est quoi sweetness that was just her. Catherine. Her own, personal smell.

      I was teasing myself with her beauty.

      I wanted, so badly, to fuck my wife — that was true. But at the same time, I wanted more than just that.

      ‘Kneel down,’ I told her.

      She gave a little nod of compliance and then did as I asked.

      I stood over her as she knelt on the rug in front of the TV, slowly stroking my big, hard cock just inches from her pretty face.

      Her big, alluring hazel eyes were trained on my manhood as I stroked it.

      ‘So you enjoy watching me jerking off, do you?’

      She smiled innocently and nodded. ‘Yes, sir.’

      I reached out a hand that had been gripping my shaft and gently stroked her cheek. She seemed to lean into it, enjoying the touch, perhaps because I’d just been stroking my cock with that hand.

      ‘Why do you enjoy it?’ I asked her.

      She gazed up at me. ‘I like seeing you so hard,’ she said. ‘I like seeing how you do it, how you make it so hard. How you give yourself pleasure. You’re an expert.’

      I was a decent enough lawyer, though all I ever seemed to do was paperwork. But I’d never been called an ‘expert’ before. It felt nice that I could impress her somehow. I know she was my wife, but we’d long since fallen out of the habit of complimenting each other.

      I expertly wielded my cock, getting real close to her.

      She shivered with excitement.

      I pumped my cock by her pretty face — the sight of that colossal phallus seemed so wrong beside such beauty, yet it thrilled me how ecstatic she appeared. She beamed up at me, taking deep breaths, inhaling the scent of my body, of my aroused cock.

      ‘I like watching your eyes… your face…’ she said. ‘Seeing your fingers moving on your… big… cock….seeing how good it makes you feel…’

      It wasn’t entirely natural to her, talking like this, about this subject. But she was trying. And it was hot to hear words like ‘cock’ coming from her highly-civilized mouth.

      ‘Do you like how much it turns me on, to have you here?’ I asked her.

      She flushed as though self-conscious. It was very attractive in her. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said quietly.

      ‘Will you do something for me?’ I asked her.

      She said eagerly, ‘Anything.’

      Again, as she made it clear that I could have her do anything — while I continued to pump my shaft over her, so close to her beautiful face — the image crystalized in my mind of watching Catherine having sex with someone else.

      It wasn’t like some immature fantasy of my wife having lesbian sex with one of the gorgeous pornstars who had featured in my fantasies for so many years. I fantasized about my wife being the pornstar, fucked by some musclebound hunk.

      ‘Touch yourself for me,’ I told her.

      Her eyes flashed, but she wasn’t going to refuse me. One of her hands dipped down between her thighs as she knelt there, and then her facial expression changed as she began to touch herself. Her eyes squinted a little, and her mouth opened as her breathing deepened.

      ‘That’s it…’ I encouraged her, holding my erection up to her pretty face, stroking it against those high cheekbones. ‘So beautiful…’

      She seemed to revel in me touching her like that. Marking her as my territory.

      I’d never seen my wife masturbate before. Over the years, I think I’d even come to assume that she didn’t. But it was so wonderful to witness. She looked so sweet — so coy and bashful as she knelt there, her hand tucked between her thighs. Flushing profusely.

      ‘Mmm… so beautiful,’ I said again softly, and she broke into a cautious smile.

      She made such sexy sounds — her deep breathing, those little moans. She kept her eyes on my cock as she stroked herself, her eyes occasionally flicking up to mine to check I was happy with her, but too apprehensive to keep them there.

      ‘Do you do this much when I’m not around?’ I asked her.

      ‘No,’ she said. ‘Hardly ever.’

      ‘Because you don’t like to?’

      She shrugged. ‘Not particularly. I mean… I’m busy… there’s a lot on… I don’t even think about it…’

      I said, ‘I like watching you.’

      ‘You do?’

      She looked up at me again, surprised, uncertain. I smiled, showing her how hard I was by watching her touch herself.

      Her pretty face brightened into another radiant smile.

      My cock was glistening with pre-come by this stage. So much so that she asked me if I’d come already. Nope, just pre-come. She seemed interested in it. I guess she’d never really watched me masturbate before, either.

      I held my cock for her, and she touched the tip with her finger before drawing it to her mouth.

      ‘You want some more?’ I asked her.

      She took the tip of my cock between her soft lips. It felt so good.

      ‘Give me your hand,’ I said, reaching for the fingers she’d used on herself. She seemed a touch perplexed, but gave me what I demanded.

      I sucked on her digits, tasting her wetness. I enjoyed her flavor immensely.

      But after this strange, long session, now I was near my end. I wanted her to suck my cock, I wanted to fuck her — but the inevitable was fast approaching.

      I said, ‘You’re going to make me come…’

      Warning her, really. Advising her to get out of the way.

      ‘Now?’ she said, delighted.

      ‘Here,’ I said, offering her my cock. ‘Come and take it…’

      ‘I want to watch you,’ she insisted.

      I was too far gone to refuse her.

      It was crazy hot. But was it hot because she was naked and masturbating in front of me? Or because she was so desperate to watch me tugging on my cock in front of her.

      I’m not sure. A bit of both, perhaps.

      It was the abnormal, deviant nature of this whole situation. She was usually so respectable, so dignified, so conservative; this went completely against the grain. But the wrongness of it made it all the more erotic.

      Tonight, she didn’t want sex. She just wanted to watch me jerk off.

      But because this was Catherine, and because of who she was, it seemed like the hottest thing ever.

      I was really going at it, and she gazed adoringly up at me.

      ‘I’m going to come…’

      I thought she might hand me the box of tissues from the coffee table. But she just stayed where she was, smiling. Those eyes trained on me.

      ‘Let me see, my darling,’ she said, eager for me to finish all over her.

      So I let myself go, and then I was shooting white cream so that it splashed over her face and dribbled onto her chest.

      I made a complete mess of my beautiful wife.

      She seemed to love it.
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      We lay together as we drifted off to sleep that night, bodies gently pressed against each other on the firm mattress.

      It only seemed to remind me how separate we’d become in recent years, usually taking our own fully independent positions on the bed, respecting each other’s space to the detriment of our romance.

      She moaned quietly as I settled into place, deeply contented. Adjusting my arms as they draped over her, as though they were her own personal duvet.

      It seemed like heaven, lying there, every breath filled with her light, sweet scent.

      So unexpected. This was what marriage was supposed to be. I felt such intense love for her, such excitement to be with her, even though we’d already spent years together. The only thing I can compare it to is how I felt when we started seeing each other — except that at that time in our relationship, the love that I felt for her had not developed anywhere near this extent.

      I slept easily and deeply. All stresses and strains just melted away. Everything would be right with the world if I had Catherine with me. What else mattered?
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        * * *

      

      I woke late, but I didn’t care. I was usually highly punctual. The fact that I would be late to work would be so out of character for me almost any excuse would be believed.

      I sighed contentedly and reached out for Catherine. The bed, unfortunately, was empty.

      ‘Morning, sleepyhead.’

      Her voice came from the end of the bed. Smooth, confident, upbeat.

      I rolled over and gazed up at her. I might be late for work, but Catherine wouldn’t be. Bang on time, she was freshly showered and almost fully dressed in a crisp, checked blouse and charcoal-gray pants.

      ‘You’re up already?’ I said.

      She giggled. ‘It is Thursday. You’re going to be late.’

      I loved how smiley she was. She wasn’t this smiley in the morning. Today she was. It told me everything I needed to know about how she felt about what had happened the previous night. She felt the way I did.

      How could such a simple interaction between a wife and her husband be so transformative for their relationship? It was crazy.

      But here it was. I gazed up at her with adoring eyes. She lapped up my attention.

      ‘That’s what you’re wearing?’ I said as she gave me a flirty little twirl to show off her trim figure in her highly-professional outfit.

      ‘You don’t like it?’ she said, a touch crestfallen, and I felt she’d slightly misinterpreted my tone.

      She did look good — particularly when she pointed her tushy at me and ran her hands over the tight pants, feeling how they fit the gorgeous roundness of her behind. But you know, she did look professional rather than sexy.

      And after last night, I felt this strange new power.

      ‘You should wear a skirt,’ I said. ‘Or a dress.’

      ‘Really?’

      Her tone wasn’t offended, wasn’t outraged at my suggestion. I think the old me would have assumed the old Catherine would have gotten on her high horse about asking her not to wear pants to work. I would have expected some kind of feminist declaration of independence.

      But this morning, she sounded surprised that I’d take an interest in her clothes — and even a touch jubilant that I would actively make a request.

      And then, instead of telling me to mind my own business, before hurrying off to work, she turned around and unfastened her thin leather belt.

      She stooped and took off her pants.

      Underneath, she was wearing a plain pair of pale gray panties — nothing special, but the fact they were on her, clinging to her spectacular body, teasing her intimate areas beneath — had me transfixed.

      ‘I’ll try something else, then,’ she said, and when my eyes eventually found hers again, she had one of those sweet, bashful smiles that told of her surprise and uncertain at being watched, but also of her joy at my attention.

      She wasn’t rushing to get to work, she wasn’t annoyed at my interference.

      She just calmly reached into her wardrobe and found a dark skirt, then stooped and lifted one leg, and then the other, to put it on.

      I enjoyed the way she adjusted her panties on her delectable rear before dragging the skirt on over them. It was hardly the explicit raunch of online pornography, but the fact that it was Catherine, and it was In Real Life, and right in front of me was so sexy.

      And perhaps, the fact that she was doing as I asked.

      With the skirt on, she decided instantly that the checkered blouse was all wrong, so she changed that, too. I lay back in the bed and savored the sight of her exposing her trim torso, her small but exquisite breasts in a matching pale gray cotton bra.

      ‘How’s that?’

      Her new blouse was pure white, giving her a very classic look. I hated to even think it, but it had a hint of secretary about it, rather than professional lawyer. But the skirt was certainly more feminine on her, and I couldn’t deny the thickening of my manhood in response to the sight of her like this. What could I do? The penis is an inherently misogynistic organ.

      ‘You look so beautiful,’ I breathed.

      She blushed a little, but her face lit up at my compliment.

      ‘It’s a bit secretarial, isn’t it?’ she said, glancing in the mirror on her wardrobe door while giving me another slow twirl.

      ‘Nothing wrong with that,’ I grinned.

      She giggled. ‘I wouldn’t want to distract any of my male co-workers,’ she said, and I could see her gaze had found its way to the bulge beneath the bedsheet covering my loins.

      I laughed. ‘You don’t think you’d have fun distracting people?’

      Her eyes flashed at my suggestion, but while it obviously teased her erotic sensibilities, I could see it didn’t align with her sense of professional status.

      ‘Maybe a suit…’ she said quietly, giving me another show as she removed the skirt.

      She stood there in her blouse and panties and flicked through the options in her wardrobe. I could scarcely believe I was getting a personal fashion show. I could scarcely believe how the simple sight of my wife getting dressed in the morning could get me so hard.

      I watched her put on a skirt that was even shorter than the last one, which had had her worrying about distracting colleagues.

      Was she simply giving me more of a show, because she had noticed how erect I was from her display? Or did she honestly think this was a realistic option for work? As she pulled up the zip, it wasn’t even fully covering her buttocks — although, once fastened, she then tugged it downward so that it did.

      ‘I think, maybe, with the jacket…’ she murmured, putting on the matching jacket.

      Undoubtedly, the suit gave her more of a powerful look than the skirt and blouse combo. It fitted with her usual power look, although it added a level of sexy that I hadn’t seen her take to the office since we were dating.

      But that skirt was very short.

      ‘I love it,’ I said.

      She turned, and while she clearly reveled in my clear adulation, I could see doubts on her pretty face. ‘You’d want me to wear this to work?’ she said.

      I gazed into those truly bewitching hazel eyes, and, to my amazement, could see that she was worried I would be jealous if she turned up at her office like this. She was a brilliant lawyer, but she hadn’t joined the dots together from what had happened last night.

      Last night I had confessed to fantasizing about watching her have sex with somebody else. I was guessing she’d either forgotten that part, or dismissed its significance.

      She slipped on her high-heeled shoes as though to emphasize her warning.

      I said, ‘I like the thought of other men wanting you.’

      It made her gasp; bless her. But while it heightened the flush in her cheeks, it also brought an excited glint to her eyes.

      ‘If I bend over, you can see my underwear,’ she said, aghast as she practiced the move in front of the mirror.

      ‘You’d better wear some nice underwear then,’ I said, and it made her laugh as though I’d cracked a witty joke.

      But I liked the idea that she would wear something sexy in case somebody at work happened to see up her short skirt.

      It pleased me a lot more than the old me would have imagined it could.

      So much so that I pulled myself out of bed and went to the chest of drawers. I opened her underwear drawer and sifted through the contents before extracting something that looked suitably extravagant — and skimpy.

      She seemed shocked as I handed the scarlet, lacy panties to her.

      But then her eyes fell, and took in the sight of my massive erection exposed so brazenly as I stood before her. It seemed to significantly alter her demeanor.

      ‘I think these could be distracting,’ she said, her voice taking on a distinctly more confident note.

      She seemed to delight in tugging up her suit skirt to expose her gray cotton panties. As I perched on the edge of the bed, she slipped them down and off, before trying on the scarlet panties I had given her.

      ‘What do you think?’ she said, tugging the lace this way and that, as though she could achieve a better fit.

      ‘Hmm…’ I said, running my eyes all over her like a Roman Emperor assessing a new concubine.

      In the spirit of our new adventure, I stroked my hard cock as she modeled her fresh panties for me. It instantly drew her lips into a beaming smile.

      ‘They don’t match your bra,’ I said.

      ‘You think they’ll be able to tell?’

      ‘If you were wearing the matching bra, people would be able to see it through your blouse.’

      It was true: a red bra with that blouse would be seen through the thin, white material. Of course, a heterosexual male catching sight of a woman’s panties would never stop to consider whether or not they matched the rest of her outfit.

      But even though she would risk being late for work, Catherine now went to her underwear drawer and found something lacy and white to try on instead of the scarlet option.

      ‘Perhaps something white…’ she said.

      She changed her panties at a deliberately slow pace, luxuriating in the sight of me pumping my hard cock as I watched her. Then she even removed her jacket and blouse to change her bra for a matching white lace alternative.

      And if she’d have asked me, I have warned that actually, her lacy white bra was slightly visible through the thin material of her blouse. But I liked the idea that guys in her office might be able to see it — and that it would drive them crazy with lust for her.

      ‘How do you like these?’ she said, peering at herself in the mirror, and actually bending over to offer me a glimpse of her panties as someone might get if she bent over like this at work.

      ‘Very nice,’ I said, trying to sound calm and detached as though this was my profession.

      ‘Of course, if I wear a skirt like this, I’ll need some nylons…’

      I watched her rolling sheer pantyhose up her long legs. I’ve never been much of a leg-man, but this was just eye-opening. She sat beside me on the end of the bed to put them on, and relished the way I was looking at her.

      She stood between the mirror and me to adjust them, and I very nearly came right then and there — she looked incredible.

      Then she turned, tugged her skirt back down into place, and came to kneel down in front of me, to watch my masturbation up close.

      ‘You’ll be late for work,’ I warned her.

      ‘I’ll blame it on the traffic,’ she said calmly, her eyes riveted to my manhood.

      Why was she so taken with the sight of me masturbating? There was no way she was faking her interest — and no reason why she would need to. If it wasn’t genuinely thrilling for her, for some reason, she wouldn’t go to the trouble of being late for work for this.

      She just knelt there, watching me squeeze and pump my big, hard dick.

      And while it was merely my wife kneeling in front of me, not even naked, I was thrilled to have her there as I stroked my stiff shaft. Seeing her in that short skirt, her shapely thighs on display in those nylons as she knelt there. Taking in the glimpse of white lace I could see through her blouse.

      Thinking about how guys in her office would react to her if they saw.

      I squeezed my cock tightly and accelerated my pump action, trying to finish quickly because I didn’t want to make her too late.

      I said, ‘You’ll have to tell me if any guys in your office get distracted.’

      She smiled up at me. ‘You’ll want to know?’

      I grinned. ‘Oh yes. I’ll want to know. Who they are. Everything.’

      That seemed to fan the flames in her eyes. She even unfastened a couple of the buttons on her blouse so that it fell open, revealing a breathtaking amount of cleavage.

      ‘Maybe this will be even more distracting?’ she suggested.

      The wonders of modern bra technology, huh. But my wife didn’t need bigger tits. She was stunning already. And any co-worker who caught sight of her like this would probably be too distracted to work for a while.

      ‘They know that you’re married, at work?’ I joked.

      ‘Of course,’ she grinned.

      ‘They’ll be asking you out for drinks after work even so.’

      She giggled, but I could tell she liked the thought of other men paying her attention in this way. Her tone revealed that she was surprised but delighted that I would want her to actively draw their attention.

      ‘If they do,’ she said, ‘I’ll have to remind them I have a ring on it…’

      With that, she flashed her wedding ring at me before wrapping her hand around my cock, her thrill at watching me pleasure myself now outweighed by the desire to handle me herself.

      I leaned back a little, my hands pressing down on the mattress beside me as she massaged my hardness.

      She was getting my pre-come all over her pale fingers, but it only seemed to excite her more. She toyed with it, coating her fingers in it, spreading it around my glans and down my shaft. She used it to lubricate her hand as she gripped and coaxed my entire length.

      ‘Be careful,’ I warned her. ‘It’s going to blow soon…’

      She said, ‘Oh yes, my darling…’

      ‘You wouldn’t want to get any on your clothes…’

      But she didn’t act as though she was worried about getting any on her clothes. She leaned forward, providing me a superb view down her chest, and used both her hands on my cock.

      And when it was clear my end was nigh, she took joy in making me squirm and groan and shake — but let me finish right in her hands.

      It was the messiest tug job I ever had. Her hands were dripping with my hot cream, but Catherine just played with it. It was like some fascinating science experiment to her.

      She rubbed it into my skin as she gently stroked my softening cock.

      Then, when it was mostly gone, she looked up at me and smiled sweetly. ‘I’d better get to work.’

      Before standing up, however, she noticed one last glob of semen lurking at the base of my cock. She dipped a finger in it, and then, to my astonishment, she dabbed it on her neck beneath her ears, then under her nose like some kind of balm.

      She smiled, saying, ‘You know I’ll be thinking about you all day, my love?’

      I watched her leave for work. I just sat there naked, my cock stirring again from the intense arousal she inspired.

      And I couldn’t help but think something had happened to my beautiful, respectable wife. Was she on some new medication? Had she been possessed by alien bodysnatchers?

      I wasn’t complaining, though.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Rob, my buddy at work, pulled me aside halfway through the day and asked in a whisper whether I was having an affair.

      Well, he didn’t actually use the word ‘affair.’

      ‘You banging someone in the office?’

      ‘Huh? What?’

      ‘’Cause, Kevan, man, you need to make it look a lot less obvious.’

      Turns out, being happy around our office is an unusual event. I guess shuffling paperwork is hardly what gets anyone going, particularly when you worked your way through law school for the privilege.

      But what was I going to say to Rob? That my wife suddenly started taking an interest in my hitherto secret masturbatory activities? That she’d gone through some kind of Road To Damascus conversion and come out as a sultry goddess?

      So I denied. I blustered. I evaded.

      ‘Is it Kimberley Masters? She’s a fox.’

      ‘I’m not banging anyone in the office.’

      ‘Rachel? Tell me you’re giving it to Rachel.’

      ‘Rachel’s gay, dude.’

      ‘That’s what she tells everyone…’

      He didn’t stop. Whenever he saw me around the office, now.

      ‘Enid. It’s Enid, right? She must have some kind of kinky secret identity…’

      ‘Nobody’s sleeping with Enid, Rob. Now or ever.’

      I tried to tone down the smiles, the self-confidence, the unbearable lightness of being. But there was no doubt that what had happened between my wife and me overnight had had a surprising impact on my overall mental well-being.

      I mean, I got an unbelievable amount of work done.

      And, also, people around me seemed to respond positively to the highly upbeat new me.

      But I still couldn’t wait to get home again at the end of the day, to take advantage of the highly upbeat new Catherine.
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        * * *

      

      I had to wait. She wasn’t home for a while that evening.

      I did my best to remain calm, though my penis-led brainstorming came to the theory that her transition into wearing a skirt at work, along with my suggestion that guys would start hitting on her, might have led to somebody taking her out for a drink after work.

      It wouldn’t be that quick, would it?

      After a bite to eat, I sat in front of the TV and texted her to ask if she was working late. With a somewhat out-of-character flourish, I added a few words at the end of my message to say I was looking forward to seeing her.

      I felt a sense of regret and embarrassment the moment I sent the message. Was that the kind of thing you said to your wife? I’m looking forward to seeing you? She was going to think I was weird.

      Or maybe she’d think I’d sent the text message to the wrong person. That I was having an affair with somebody who was apparently working late.

      Or maybe she’d think I was a sad loser obsessed with sex. Which I probably was.

      Thankfully, she soon replied to my message, saying, Aww, you’re so sweet, honey, and apologizing that she did, indeed, have to work late that evening.

      She often did have to work late. We both did, but she was in criminal law, while I mainly dealt with property and estate paperwork, so by comparison, I was practically a part-timer in terms of hours per week.

      Still, I sat around our little house in Westport and couldn’t stop thinking about her dressing up in that skirt — changing her underwear at my suggestion that someone might catch a glimpse. The way I’d put into her head the possibility of getting a drink with someone. Had I made it seem like I’d be fine with that?

      Okay, sad loser obsessed with sex.

      Later, though, I was in bed, and she still wasn’t home, and I was thinking What if she really is out with some guy? If I’ve told her I fantasize about her sleeping with someone else, and now she feels like she has the green light to cheat on me?

      Why did it get me hard, thinking about her cheating on me?

      There was just something so intensely hot about the thought of Catherine giving in to temptation and doing something truly wicked and wanton as bedding someone else.

      Anyway. When she was late at the office, she usually texted me when she was leaving. So I felt safe enough lying there tugging on my hard-on while I thought about this new cheating wife concept.

      ‘Well, this is a nice surprise,’ came Catherine’s light soprano, as she caught me masturbating for the second time in less than 24 hours.

      As per the last time, as I opened my eyes and looked up at her in shock, she simply smiled and pleaded with me not to stop what I was doing.

      ‘You usually let me know when you’re on your way home,’ I complained, but felt a ripple of excitement that this was happening again.

      ‘I thought you might be asleep already,’ she said, taking off her jacket and slinging it over the arm of the chair in the corner of our bedroom.

      ‘How was your day?’

      ‘Mmm… well, I missed my gorgeous husband…’

      Even after what happened the previous night, it was surprising how she looked at me as she approached the bed. The effect that the sight of me stroking my cock had on her. I suppose after a while, you forget that your wife probably agreed to marry you because she did find you attractive.

      Catherine climbed onto the mattress like a woman who had just discovered an unclaimed, football-sized diamond in the ground.

      ‘You look so good,’ I said, not really thinking, the words just tumbling out of my mouth. ‘The guys at work must have noticed.’

      She blushed and gave me a bashful smile as she knelt beside me and ran a soft hand up my thigh. ‘It was actually surprising how differently they were with me,’ she said.

      ‘Oh yeah?’

      She leaned over my legs and then curled up over my shins, watching from up close as I continued to slowly pump my erect cock.

      ‘I guess I shouldn’t approve of women drawing attention to their looks in the workplace,’ she said, ‘but it did seem to soften the way they treated me.’

      She removed her shoes, drawing my eyes to her stunning, nylon-clad legs.

      ‘You think they weren’t respecting you?’

      She shook her head. Smiled. Ran her hand up her leg toward me. ‘I don’t think so. But I think some of them had lower expectations.’

      ‘Ah.’

      ‘And some of them were definitely more flirty than usual.’

      Her eyes flashed as she said this, and her blush deepened, and she gave me the impression that she’d been debating whether to tell me this particular detail. As though she’d been worried that I would be jealous after all.

      I smiled and pushed up my hard cock to joke about how hot this little nugget of information was.

      She giggled and slid her hands up my thighs before taking hold of my manhood.

      ‘Why do you like the thought of other men flirting with your wife?’ she asked me, gazing at my cock as she stroked it.

      I said, ‘Why do you like watching me masturbate?’

      She smirked. ‘Because it’s sexy.’

      I tilted my head as though to say, There you go.

      But she wasn’t persuaded. ‘You’re not jealous?’

      I shook my head. ‘Why would I be jealous? I’m the one you married.’

      She said, ‘You like the thought of other men wanting me?’

      ‘It reminds me how lucky I am that I have you.’

      She ducked down, kissed the tip of my cock, sucked it a little way into her hot mouth before lifting up again, as though she needed to remind herself that, right now, she just wanted to look at my cock, not suck it.

      ‘You fantasize about someone else sleeping with me,’ she said, deadpan.

      I smiled and shrugged. Admitting. Confessing. Perhaps apologizing for the irrepressible nature of my sexual desires.

      I tried to play down the drama of the issue, saying, ‘A lot of men fantasize about their partners sleeping with other people.’

      She raised an eyebrow. ‘A lot of domestic violence involves men whose partners sleep with other people.’

      I ran a hand down one of her nylon-covered calves. ‘You know not all men are alike?’

      Her concerned face broke into another smile. ‘I know. I just worry that you don’t fully understand how you’d feel about your fantasy happening in real life.’

      I grinned and resumed stroking my own cock. ‘It’s just a fantasy.’

      ‘Yes, just a fantasy.’

      She knelt up, straddling one of my legs, her demeanor again filling with positivity.

      ‘I think I enjoyed wearing a skirt to the office again,’ she declared, her hands moving to the hem of the aforementioned skirt, to slowly lift it until I could see a glimpse of her white panties through the sheer nylon of her hose.

      ‘I enjoyed thinking about you wearing it,’ I said.

      ‘You did?’ she grinned, pulling her skirt up a little more, then running her hands all over her thighs.

      ‘Couldn’t stop thinking about you.’

      Her eyes flashed with glee at that. ‘I wouldn’t want to distract you, though…’ she warned.

      ‘I would.’

      She giggled, then pulled her skirt up to her midriff, exposing her panties completely. ‘I forgot how hot it gets, wearing hose at the office.’

      ‘Probably didn’t help all those guys flirting with you.’

      She smirked. ‘You know, I only enjoyed that because I was thinking about how you’d feel about it.’

      I laughed. ‘You know it’s okay if you just enjoy flirting with them? That’s the point.’

      Without removing any clothing, she straddled my thighs so that her pussy brushed against my stiff shaft.

      ‘I think I might need to do more than just watch you tonight,’ she said, gently working her hips to graze her sex against my hardness.

      I smiled. ‘They got you all hot and bothered, huh?’

      She blushed again. My beautiful, blushing bride.

      ‘Maybe,’ she said quietly.

      My cock throbbed at the thought of her being actively turned on by other men flirting with her at work.

      I took hold of her pantyhose with both hands, tightened my grip. I tore them open.

      ‘Hey!’ she exclaimed, but her face was completely approving.

      I could smell her arousal. I could feel the dampness of her panties as she rubbed them along the entire length of my cock. Had the guys at work made her wet?

      I reached up to feel her exquisite breasts through her blouse as she dry-humped my hard cock.

      ‘Who was it?’ I asked her. ‘Tell me who was flirting with you.’

      She paused, her eyes peering into mine, trying to work out whether I was being on the level, or whether this might be some kind of trap.

      Then she said, ‘A few people.’

      I put my hands on her hips, pulling her down on my cock, pushing it up against her to emphasize how hard all this was making me.

      ‘Who?’

      She resumed rocking her body over me, rubbing her sex against me. ‘Andrew,’ she said cautiously, monitoring my face for signs of distress.

      Then, a moment later, perhaps when she felt safe, she added, ‘Michael… Ethan… Jack.’

      I delved between her thighs, my fingers slipping under the saturated white lace panties, finding their way to her searing-hot, drenched pussy. She was quite unbelievably wet.

      ‘Which one do you like the best?’ I asked her.

      That sexy flush was back in her cheeks as I slid a couple of fingers into her dripping wet sex.

      I said, ‘Who did you enjoy flirting with the most?’

      Flames danced in her eyes as she seemed to take a chance, saying softly, ‘Jack…’

      I withdrew my hand from her. Slipped my fingers into my mouth. Tasted her delicious nectar.

      ‘You’re so wet,’ I said with a suggestive smile.

      ‘You’re so hard,’ she said, astonished, pressing her scalding-hot pussy down on my manhood.

      She lifted up, and I directed the tip of my hard-on to her entrance. She sat down on it hard, taking it deep inside so that it filled her entirely.

      She was breathless as I stirred it inside her. Panting. Gasping.

      I said, ‘You should ask Jack out for a drink sometime.’

      And when I said that, she came.
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      I usually enjoyed going out for drinks on Friday nights with the folks from work, but tonight, I wanted to get home to Catherine.

      The thing was, the look that Rob gave me when I was deciding whether to go out that evening pushed me into it. I didn’t want to encourage his conspiracy theory that I was having an affair with someone in the office. And whichever female co-worker did not attend would be prime suspect in his mind.

      So I went out for a drink, letting Catherine know I was being dragged out to a bar, though I would prefer to be home with her.

      It was so funny, what Catherine and I had going on. It truly felt like we’d just started dating.

      I spent much of my time thinking about her. I couldn’t wait to be alone with her. I worried that going out with my friends instead would somehow dampen the fire in our developing relationship.

      As our little group of real estate lawyers hit Porchlight over in Chelsea, I received a text from Catherine that got my blood pumping.

      Catherine: No problem, honey. Having drinks out with a few people, too. And Jack will be there ;-)

      Jesus H. Christ, Jr.

      Well, it looked like she was taking on board the kinds of things that turned me on.

      Reading her text message left me breathless.

      This was all happening so quickly. One day, I was locked in a sedate, settled marriage characterized by an affectionate yet slowly declining passion for my wife. Next minute, she was stripping for me, flirting with me, watching me jack off, and things were red hot between us.

      I tried to remain calm and focus on the small talk amongst our little group, but my mind was racing.

      A stupidly paranoid thought was whirling around my head that Catherine could have somehow manipulated me and was already having an affair with a guy named Jack at the office. That this was all a ploy to get me on board — or somehow stave off a divorce settlement.

      But that was an insufferably stupid thought.

      She’d caught me masturbating over hotwife porn. I’d explained what it was. And when she offered herself up to me on a plate, I’d encouraged her to flirt with guys in her office. I’d even persuaded her to dress sexy for work.

      Catherine had simply sent me a text she knew would get me going.

      I couldn’t forget how razor-sharp she was. She might not be the kind of slutty, ragingly self-confident sex goddess I watched in hotwife videos, but she was very quick on the uptake, and already seemed to be locking in on what drove me crazy.

      I was trembling a little as I replied to her text message. Giddy.

      Kevan: That’s exciting ;-) Have fun flirting with him, or whoever catches your eye. Can’t wait to tear myself away from this crowd to be with you xx

      As I pressed the send button, I was startled by a big slap on my back — Rob sidling up beside me, asking me how I was doing, what was going on.

      He gripped me around the shoulders. ‘So… Rachel’s here, Kimberley’s here… there’s cute little Andrea… so I’m guessing they’re not the one… so who is it, buddy? Enid?’

      I grinned. ‘I was just texting my wife.’

      Rob gave me a sly look and pulled me a little aside from the others, saying, ‘Now, as much as I fancy the bejesus out of that foxy wife of yours, I know you guys well enough to know you wouldn’t be texting her on a Friday night like you’ve just had a crazy hot first date.’

      I felt myself blushing profusely. I guess I had been gazing into my phone like some love-struck teenager.

      I had to be more careful.

      I tried to present a calm, neutral expression and insisted, ‘I was texting Catherine. Seriously. Nothing’s going on.’

      Rob nodded and took a sip from his bottle of beer.

      Then, suddenly, he was looking at a phone that looked disturbingly like mine, peering at it so that I could see him reading whatever was on the screen.

      I gasped. I felt the ground open up under my feet.

      Rob had picked my pocket.

      I saw his facial expression turn from amusement into confusion as he read.

      ‘Oh, you really were texting Catherine,’ he said.

      The energy level in his voice seemed to drop — from the disappointment of seeing that I had been doing as I’d said I was. I felt relief, hoping he would just hand me back my phone, and that would be the end of it.

      But his eyes were still flicking all over the screen, taking in the words.

      ‘What is this?’ he said.

      For a moment, I hated him. He was my friend, but he was being a dick.

      ‘Who’s Jack?’ he asked. Then, ‘And why are you telling her to flirt with him?’

      I sighed, feeling the awkwardness of this situation, fearing it would permeate my entire friendship with Rob. That Rob could take the gossip to our colleagues and sour my whole working life.

      ‘It’s none of your business, man,’ I said under my breath, eyes blazing.

      ‘But you guys are married…’ he said, still staring at my message to Catherine.

      I glanced around. We were getting a few inquisitive looks from our co-workers, no doubt because our little tête-a-tête was being perpetrated in hushed and serious tones.

      I said to Rob, ‘Can we talk about this… a little later? Maybe when there aren’t so many of our colleagues around?’

      I gave him an earnest look that assured him nothing was wrong, even though I needed to explain things to him.

      ‘Sure,’ he nodded, relaxing.

      I felt my feelings of friendship toward him recovering, if only a little. At least he would allow me some time to make my case.

      We rejoined the group, and both of us seemed proficient at talking about relatively trivial matters for a while, even though I could tell Rob was rabidly curious, and I was shivering with nerves at having to speak with him in private.

      A little later, I slipped out to the restroom and texted Catherine.

      Kevan: Rob stole my phone and read our messages. So now he’s curious about why I would ask you to flirt with your co-workers. Sigh.

      Thankfully, it was only a few moments later that Catherine responded.

      Catherine: So tell him we’re just a married couple having a little fun teasing each other. What’s the harm?

      Her advice made me feel a whole lot better. And, if I was honest, a little foolish. Of course I should have just said we had been teasing each other. That nothing serious was going on. That it was just a game. Not for the first time, I was in awe at my wife’s smarts. No wonder she was a great criminal lawyer.

      A few moments later, she sent me another message:

      Catherine: You’ll be pleased to hear I’ve been flirting with some male colleagues. I forgot how much fun it is! And I’ve definitely caught Jack taking secret little looks down my blouse.

      Once again, she just took my breath away.

      I sat in a restroom stall, and my cock thickened so much I wouldn’t even be able to pee.

      Kevan: And now I’m sitting in a bathroom stall with a hard-on. I hope you’re going to let me do more than just watch you when we get home.

      Catherine: Mmm… I wish I could be there to see it, my darling. I’d ask for a pic if it wasn’t so dangerous sending dick pics around in this city. Now you’re getting me wet. You know you can do whatever you want with me when we get home.

      God, I just wanted to race home and fuck my wife.

      But there was Rob to deal with first. Also, I didn’t want to stop my wife from flirting with her co-workers if there were more opportunities.

      I sent her one more text telling her that I loved her so much, that I couldn’t wait to see her later, but that I wanted her to have some more fun enjoying the attention of her work colleagues first.

      Then, I headed back out to join the steadily depleting group of real estate lawyers in the bar.

      

      It was a while longer before our other work friends decided to call it a night, leaving me there with only Rob.

      In the meantime, I’d received text messages from Catherine that had included a selfie of her and Jack, along with developing information about his growing belief that he might have a chance with her despite her wedding ring.

      The selfie showed her pressing up against a guy who seemed attractive, friendly, younger, and obviously very pleased to be with her. Catherine was showing a whole lot of cleavage for someone her size, although the camera angle was playing assist. That alone made my stiff cock throb as I sneaked glances at the picture when I got the chance, for example, when I was at the bar buying drinks. But it was also the open smiles on their faces that got me going, particularly Catherine’s.

      She was having so much fun, it was plain to see. Lapping up the attention.

      And here she was, telling me that Jack had said he liked married women. That there was nothing hotter than sleeping with someone you weren’t supposed to be with.

      Anyway. Eventually, it was Rob and me there in the bar.

      ‘What’s going on, man?’ he said, looking genuinely concerned.

      ‘Nothing,’ I said. ‘Really.’

      He tilted his head slightly.

      Recalling Catherine’s advice, I said, ‘It’s just two married people… you know… teasing each other. You know, like it’s a game.’

      Rob gave a slight frown. ‘If it was just teasing, you wouldn’t have waited until now to tell me,’ he said.

      I was a little surprised at how insightful he was, at how well he’d read me. I had to remind myself sometimes that we were all lawyers, we’d all been through law school. Even Rob, who acted like a bro a lot of the time, was a smart cookie underneath it all.

      I silently cursed myself for not having the savvy to brush all this off when Rob had first read my texts.

      I said, ‘Look, Catherine just found out I have this little thing… about her sleeping with someone else. That’s all.’

      ‘That’s all?’ he said, like I’d just quietly disclosed that I had invented a new cold fission technology.

      I said, ‘If you were married, you’d probably understand it more… it’s nothing unusual…’

      He glanced sideways briefly, as though checking we were safe from eavesdroppers. ‘I know about the whole swinging thing,’ he said furtively. ‘You know, open marriage… fun, fun, fun. But this is how you lose your wife, man.’

      I actually felt a little touched that he would be concerned for me like this.

      ‘I’m not going to lose my wife,’ I said. ‘She just… you know… found out my secret kink… and now she’s using the information to drive me wild in bed.’

      I didn’t usually share intimate details of my marital sex life, even with my closest friend, but right now it felt appropriate enough.

      ‘Jesus, man,’ he said, glancing me over, ‘I mean, I envy you. She’s hot as sin. Always was. But you have to be careful. There are guys out there who would use this kind of thing to their advantage, you know?’

      ‘We’ll be okay,’ I insisted.

      ‘She’ll start seeing someone… and he’ll make her feel all safe and wanted. And maybe he’s rich, so he’ll buy her nice stuff… and he’ll start making her believe that he’s so much better than you, and she’s way better than you…’

      I said, ‘Look, she’s only flirting with other guys. It’s nothing major. It gets her going… and then when I get home, she’s seriously ready to tumble…’

      He nodded. ‘But if she suddenly told you she met someone she wants to sleep with…’

      I shrugged. ‘I won’t say it doesn’t appeal…’

      His eyes widened. ‘I’m just saying if you do… make sure it’s someone you trust, right?’

      I caught a hint of something from him then. It made me chuckle. ‘Are you saying what I think you’re saying, Rob?’

      He shrugged, ‘Hey, just put in a good word for me, man. That’s all I’m sayin’.’

      On my way home, I texted Catherine to let her know that Rob had offered to show her a good time when and if she was ready to try the whole hotwife thing.

      Catherine replied to reveal that after an evening of flirty conversation, her colleague Jack had revealed to her that some husbands actually like the idea of their wives seeing other people. That it was actually quite a common thing.

      Catherine: I guess we have a few offers to mull over, honey, right? But hurry home now, my darling. I’m here waiting, and I’ve already started without you ;-)

      I took a cab back to the parking lot where I kept my car, glad I’d stuck to ginger ale all evening.

      Asking her,

      Kevan: You already started without me? Are you thinking about your new friend Jack while you do?

      She replied:

      Catherine: I’m watching some of those hotwife video clips on your computer. I guess you could say I’m getting the idea… ;-)

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      With late-night traffic at a minimum, I could drive home from Midtown Manhattan in about an hour.

      That was a full hour of me thinking that my wife was already at home, quietly watching all the spicy video clips of hotwife porn I had hidden away on my hard drive for fear she was discover my secret.

      I should have been embarrassed, my wife discovering my porn stash. But I didn’t need to be embarrassed. Not now.

      Instead, from the very beginning of my journey, I could feel a fire burning at the thought of Catherine watching some of the finest scenes of husbands watching their wives being taken by other men, and hopefully even getting a taste for it herself.

      And Catherine didn’t just leave me to my own devices for an hour, either.

      Catherine: Are you on your way home, my love? I’m so wet for you already…

      I may have broken the speed limit a little on my way home.

      She didn’t send me pictures because she was reluctant to even take them when engaging in adult behavior. She didn’t believe cell phones were secure. But she told me which video clips she was watching, she let me know which ones she liked in particular.

      
        
        Wife fucks stranger in front of husband

        Hotwife bent over bed and fucked while husband watches

        Amateur wife is fucking while cuckold husband is watching

      

      

      A full hour was plenty of time for my sweet, prying wife to sample a great deal of what my hard drive had to offer.

      It was also plenty of time for me to formulate the mental image of my gorgeous wife stretched out on our bed, perhaps wearing nothing at all, stroking her perfect pussy as she watched musclebound studs squeezing their big dicks into a variety of astonished and ecstatic wives while their husbands filmed or watched.

      Catherine: I like the ones like this best, where you can see the hunky husband pumping his big, hard cock while he watches his wife having sex with another guy…

      God, just seeing the titles of the video clips she was texting me was sufficient to get my rock-hard cock pulsating. I knew the clips well enough, I knew what she was seeing. The ideas they would give her about what turned me on.

      That one where she looks into her husband’s eyes as she takes another guy’s enormous cock inside her for the first time, and her whole face just lights up.

      That one where the husband zooms in on his wife’s pussy as the other man’s colossal prick squeezes into it, and you can see her juices glistening all over his veiny shaft.

      That one where the cute brunette struggles to keep her husband’s cock in her mouth as a huge guy pounds into her from behind.

      
        
        My husband Calls His Friend To Fuck Me

        Cuckold husband watches his wife get fucked by his friend

        Husband Shared Young Wife — Jerked Off While Watching Them

      

      

      I drove with full use of cruise control and stroked my cock while I did so.

      I had Siri, the Apple CarPlay virtual assistant, reading out Catherine’s text messages to me. After a while, there was this peculiar mental effect in me, where I could hear my wife’s prim soprano in every word instead of the bland, robotic AI voice.

      Catherine: I love this one, where the husband kisses his wife and holds her hands while the other man fucks her from behind… so sexy… the way he looks at her…

      
        
        My wife gets fucked hard by her best friend, cuckold hubby licks her

        My cuckold husband kisses me while his best friend cums in my

        Husband Watching Neighbor Fucks His Wife and Creampie Her

      

      

      Catherine: Oh, this one is so hot, honey. Where you see the guy come inside the woman, and then her husband slides his big cock inside her right after…

      It got to be too much. I had to call her.

      I didn’t like to talk on the phone while I drove, but in that moment I had to hear her voice.

      ‘Hey, honey. I’m just crossing the Connecticut border. I won’t be long.’

      ‘Are you nice and hard for me, my darling?’ came her sing-song voice.

      ‘Oh yes. Crazy hard.’

      ‘Are you stroking it, thinking about me lying here, watching so many naughty video clips?’

      ‘Oh yes, honey. I’m stroking it through my pants.’

      ‘I wish you could show me.’

      ‘I’ll be home soon.’

      ‘You should see how wet I am, my darling…’
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        * * *

      

      When I arrived home, I didn’t waste time; I went straight upstairs to find her lying on the bed, watching my laptop just as she’d told me she was.

      She wore a black lace bra, matching panties, and thigh-high stockings held in place by garters.

      She looked absolutely spectacular.

      As I arrived in the doorway, her seductive eyes took in the sight of me, and she smiled wickedly.

      ‘Hey Jack,’ she said. My whole body reacted sharply to her use of another man’s name. ‘You finally made it, huh? I was hoping you would…’

      I stepped toward the bed, guessing what she was up to, but still stunned that she would try something like this.

      But I couldn’t help stammering, ‘You look… amazing…’

      She beamed, ‘I thought you’d like it… my husband picked it out, you know that? He thought you’d enjoy seeing me like this…’

      I could smell something wickedly sensual in the air — floral notes, a scent I definitely recognized. Classy. Delicate. It took me a moment to realize it was the Chanel №5 that Catherine had worn while we were dating. The scent that had ensnared me.

      It was a sensational touch, emphasizing the effort she was going to.

      She said, ‘My husband will be joining us a little later — you don’t mind if he watches? He won’t want to interfere…’

      She knelt up on the bed, and my hands naturally went to her hips, tracing out the expensive lace texture of her garter belt, along with the never-before-seen sight of Catherine in stockings.

      ‘What are you…’ I said, not knowing what to say. Feeling a little clumsy in the light of her effortless role-play.

      ‘Hey, it’s okay,’ she purred, unfastening my shirt now, her pretty face flushed with desire. ‘Kevan knows you’re coming. He knows how much I want to fuck you. He just wants to see it for himself…’

      God. I was trembling. Her words had a profound effect on me. I wasn’t used to this kind of thing. But somehow, she made me imagine this was Jack for real. Somehow, she inspired a kind of out-of-body experience in which I saw her seducing the younger guy at her company.

      ‘Ah, there you are, honey,’ she said, greeting an imaginary husband. ‘Why don’t you take a seat in that armchair and get comfortable… have you met Jack?’

      She peeled off my shirt, and then her hands were working on my belt, my fly.

      Her pretty face lit up as her gaze fell upon my powerfully hard cock once it was finally revealed.

      ‘Mmm… you have such a big cock, Jack,’ she sighed, one hand curling around my shaft as the other cupped my balls.

      I kissed her soft neck, just beneath her ear, inhaling a deep chestful of her Chanel №5. The scent had an almost magical effect on me, transporting me back to our first nights together.

      Perhaps that was what she intended.

      She smiled and dropped down onto all fours in front of me, her face drawing level with my crotch, her mouth opening so she could stretch her lips around the tip of my cock.

      She moaned as she began to suck my cock. She looked absolutely spectacular in that luxurious lingerie. When had she bought it? It didn’t seem like something Catherine would wear.

      I stroked her cheek gently as she sucked on my manhood, and she tilted her head to gaze up at me, smiling as her eyes met mine.

      She took her time, but after a while, she withdrew from my cock and seemed to stare off into the corner of the room behind me.

      ‘Don’t you want to see him fuck me, my darling?’ she said, directing her words toward the empty armchair in the corner of the room.

      I glanced around at it and could imagine myself sitting there, perhaps even stroking my exposed cock as I watched her with a guy named Jack.

      ‘Mmm… I was hoping you’d say that,’ she grinned as though I’d just told her there was nothing I wanted more than to see her fuck this guy. ‘I’m so wet for him right now…’

      She turned around on the bed, so she was facing away from me, though still on all fours. She presented her delectable behind to me.

      ‘Fuck me, Jack. Please…’ she said softly, looking at me over her shoulder.

      I growled, ‘I’d love to…’ and my hands sprawled all over her firm, beautifully rounded derriere.

      I didn’t even take off her panties. I was so hard. I was so worked up by more than an hour of waiting for this.

      I tugged aside her black lace panties and found her pussy with the tip of my cock, stroking my glans around her searing-hot entrance to coat it in her abundant wetness before finally giving in to all temptation to sink it inside her.

      ‘Oh God… that feels wonderful…’ she gasped as I filled her.

      ‘You don’t want me to wear a condom, Ms. Meyer-Burrows?’ I asked her, joking a little at my pretending to be her junior work colleague.

      ‘You can call me Catherine when we’re outside the office, Jack,’ she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. Then she said, ‘But you don’t have to worry about protection. I’m on birth control — and my husband likes the idea of you fucking me bareback…’

      Wow. I nearly came then and there. Where would she get a word like ‘bareback’?

      It seemed like she’d really done her homework.

      My cock was throbbing as I thrust into her, imagining it was someone else with my wife. It felt so good, her searing pussy clamped around me so tight. But I knew I wasn’t going to last long. Not tonight.

      She said, ‘My husband wants you to come inside me, Jack.’ And it felt like I couldn’t stop the inevitable any longer.

      ‘He wants you to fill me with your come — so he can feel it when he fucks me next.’

      Where did she get this stuff? This wasn’t in any of the video clips on my hard drive.

      But these questions would have to wait; they had no business being in this moment. Right now, I grabbed hold of her waist and that crazy-hot garter belt and pounded my throbbing cock into her again and again, giving in to the powerful urges she inspired.

      And within minutes, I was doing as she asked, bucking and jerking as a white-hot orgasm detonated inside me, causing me to pump jet after jet of thick, hot cream deep inside her.

      I was filled with regret that I’d finished so soon. It felt like I hadn’t truly done justice to the searing hotness of the occasion.

      But then, as I pulled back and off her, Catherine was lying there, panting, her legs parted so I could see everything — her pink pussy wide open, dripping wet. Dripping, in fact, with my white come.

      She dipped a finger in my cream and trailed it around her pussy lips, gazing at me with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

      ‘Are you ready to take over from Jack, honey?’ she asked me.

      She slipped her finger in her mouth and tasted my come — and I could hardly believe it, but my manhood was stirring again, thickening up.

      ‘I might need a minute,’ I smiled, getting off the bed but watching her, revetted to the sight of her in those stockings, presenting herself for me with such wanton, sexy provocation.

      Displaying herself like that with my come leaking out.

      I sat in the armchair, stroking my cock. Imagining myself as her husband again, as though her lover had just climbed off the bed, leaving her freshly fucked and primed for me.

      ‘No rush, honey,’ she said. ‘I’m here when you’re ready… all nice and creamy from Jack…’

      I watched her spreading my come all around her pussy. Touching herself, masturbating with my cream. I imagined it as someone else’s.

      I think even she was surprised at how quickly I got hard again.

      And then the feeling of sliding inside her when she was already full of come was just out of this world.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      We were driving home after spending July 4 with her parents up in New Hampshire. Catherine looking mouthwatering on the passenger seat, even in an old tank top and a pair of leggings.

      It had been a very long weekend for the two of us, our newly rekindled passion for each other interrupted by staying in a small house with very thin walls.

      Oh, we’d been able to sleep in the same bed, and it was nice to cuddle up with her, sure. To enjoy the gentle sexual arousal that came from simply holding such a heavenly body, pressing myself up to her, feeling her warmth, breathing her scent.

      But we couldn’t risk anything genuinely obscene.

      It wasn’t only that Catherine’s parents were the type of people who could never abide carnal pursuits going on under their roof, even by a married couple. It was also our sense of awkwardness merely being anywhere near their presence. It had been that way since I’d first met them.

      It was the kind of traditional old farmhouse where even the tiniest movement produced noise easily detectable throughout the entire building.

      Oh, and our bed had the creakiest mattress in the world.

      So, we regretfully abstained.

      It wouldn’t have been so difficult to avoid sexual activity if we hadn’t recently rekindled our desire for each other. If my wife hadn’t caught me jacking off in the middle of the night. If she hadn’t responded by quietly asking me to continue so she could watch.

      Before that particular night had changed the direction of our entire relationship, we could have gone weeks without sex. Months, maybe. It wasn’t a big issue.

      Now, though, at the end of a long day being social with Catherine’s Ma and Pa, we retired to a small guest room and had to force ourselves not to get overly stimulated by each other’s presence.

      The thing was, when you were actively trying to do something like that, it turned into a perverse thrill to tease each other, to try to make the abstinence that much more challenging even if you really did love each other and want the best for your spouse.

      We both enjoyed turning each other on, after all.

      So, at night, Catherine would revel in slowly stripping off her clothes in front of me when she was changing into her nightwear. When we were in bed, I would tease her back by pressing my hard cock up against her gorgeous behind as we tried, with difficulty, to get to sleep.

      Anyway.

      When our visit was over, we were relieved to be back in the car barreling down I-91 toward Connecticut. The sexual tension between us during that journey was insane.

      Needless to say, my foot felt very heavy on the gas pedal as we sped home.
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        * * *

      

      An hour into the journey, I gave her another sideways glance and was amused to notice that Catherine’s hand was quietly lodged between her thighs, one finger gently stirring.

      ‘You’d find it easier if you took those leggings off,’ I said, startling her a little, making her catch her breath.

      She withdrew her hand, looking over at me with some attempt at a flat denial brewing in her expression. But I smiled, indicating that I’d seen it, that she could not deny anything.

      She flushed profusely with embarrassment.

      It felt just too delicious.

      I said, ‘Don’t stop, honey…’

      She smiled at my reference to what she’d said when she’d caught me jacking off that night. I reached over to take hold of the hand she’d pulled away from her crotch, and she didn’t prevent me from bringing it up to my face. Her fingers smelled of her arousal.

      I inhaled deeply and gave a somewhat exaggerated moan of pleasure. ‘Mmm…’

      ‘Well, you can hardly blame me,’ she said, parting her thighs as though to concede that there was no point in trying to conceal anything from me.

      My God, she was an irresistible sight. Even wearing a worn-out pair of old leggings and a faded tank top intended only for comfort on the journey rather than any aesthetic value.

      She flicked a stray strand of her shoulder-length dark hair behind an ear and smiled sweetly at me, enjoying the evident lust I was feeling for her.

      ‘At least we’re finally alone,’ she said, her near-side hand finding its way to my lap, where she discovered to her delight that I was sporting a highly creditable erection.

      ‘Hmm… maybe we’ll have to volunteer to stay in a hotel next time we visit your folks,’ I suggested.

      ‘I’m not sure we’d get away with that.’

      The traffic was your usual dense post-holiday logjam, even this late in the evening. Still, there was enough space for me to deploy cruise control. It wasn’t too tricky for me to drive with one hand and slide the other along her firm thigh, feeling the tempting warmth of her body through the thin material.

      She didn’t object at all as my hand wandered up to discover the intense heat between her legs. Her leggings were already damp.

      She moaned as I pressed my hand to her pussy.

      ‘Somebody will see,’ she warned me.

      ‘Lucky them,’ I said, stroking her in the way she’d been doing herself before I’d interrupted.

      She flashed her eyes at my scandalous attitude, though her smile remained in place — and she certainly did not stop me pawing at her kitty through her clothes.

      ‘You’re a bad, bad man, Kevan.’

      I glanced around at the vehicles driving in our vicinity. Surely they wouldn’t notice me delving my hand between the thighs of my passenger? We were driving an SUV — the only real danger would be other SUVs and trucks.

      I tried to keep my eyes firmly on the road, but now felt my way up to the waistband of her leggings so that I could slip my hand beneath the thin cotton/polyester fabric and into the somewhat humid confines of her underwear.

      She seemed perfectly happy for my fingers to inch over her mound to the pleasing folds of her beautifully hairless pussy.

      ‘Oh goodness,’ she said as I dipped a digit into her smelting-hot sex, her molten juices quickly coating it.

      We’d never done anything like this before. But it certainly livened up a long car journey.

      She had been suppressing her desire since our arrival in New Hampshire, and now I thrust my fingers into her soaking pussy, she was quick to respond.

      I was so hard, thrilled by the way she sighed and moaned, the way she gently writhed in her seat as I stirred my fingers inside her.

      Flushed, perspiring, she closed her eyes and leaned back, spreading her thighs to provide me free access. Like that, I found her clit, and pretty soon she was panting and gasping for breath — then shuddering as a much-needed climax swept through her.

      It felt wickedly good, making her come in the middle of an Interstate.

      But after she came down from her high to find me sitting there sucking on my fingers, savoring her tangy juices, she clearly started feeling self-conscious about our little misadventure, glancing around the car to see if any drivers around us had witnessed it.

      I said, ‘Take them off,’ flicking my eyes toward her legs to make clear I was referring to her leggings.

      She was surprised I wanted more from her. She looked half intrigued and half terrified by the idea of removing her leggings completely.

      ‘Someone will see.’

      ‘What does it matter?’ I said. ‘As long as they’re not cops…’

      My attitude shocked her — yet now she did precisely as I asked, lifting her hips to drag the leggings down and off, exposing a pair of black cotton panties beneath.

      She was twisting to check around our car after that, though no other vehicle was close enough to see her.

      I took her leggings from her and held them up to my face, inhaling the smell of her pussy from the damp crotch like some connoisseur appreciating the bouquet of a fine wine. I was hooked. Then my hand somehow found its way between her thighs again, and after slipping aside her sodden panties, I slid two fingers back inside her well-oiled pussy.

      She moaned in response, opening her thighs as much as she could to facilitate my fingering.

      I fucked her with my fingers, and she seemed to lose sight of all risk that somebody might see.

      After a while, though, she opened her eyes and said firmly, ‘We’re going to have to stop and find a motel soon.’

      I liked the urgency in her voice. And yet, something cruel inside me didn’t want to resolve the tension in her too quickly.

      ‘You can’t wait until we get home?’ I teased.

      She pouted.

      Then she tried to distract herself from the burning desperation between her thighs by reaching for my lap, her hand exploring my crotch to determine how hard I was for her.

      She gave me a pretty smile as her fingers traced the shape of my highly erect cock.

      Then, we were suddenly interrupted by a loud blast from a truck horn.

      Catherine gasped and jerked upright in her seat, doing her best to cover her lap with her arms. A huge Peterbilt truck was driving alongside us, looming over us, entirely filling the windows on our righthand side.

      I glanced in the mirror to check no one was behind us, then braked to get away from the truck, worried that my wife would be so horrified at being seen by its driver that the journey — and our evening — would come to a sour close.

      But as the truck also braked, and I sped up again to outmaneuver it, to my surprise, Catherine was hit by an attack of the giggles.

      ‘You’re okay?’ I asked her.

      She nodded. ‘I think he enjoyed that.’

      ‘He’s trying to come back for more,’ I smiled, overtaking a couple of cars to keep the Peterbilt behind us.

      She turned toward me, her entire body resting on her side so she could face me and gaze at me with a highly amused smile.

      ‘Maybe we should just pull off,’ she said. ‘Find a room somewhere.’

      How could I resist an offer like that?

      My cock was throbbing in my pants — I was so stoked that some other guy had seen Catherine like that. It might not have been the most outrageous behavior on planet Earth, but for my wife, it was pretty exciting. And Catherine seemed totally buzzed, too.

      ‘Siri, give me directions to the nearest motel.’

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      There was something deliciously grubby about getting a motel room this late at night just to have sex with some hot girl. Even she was my wife.

      Catherine put her leggings back on before we went in to pay for the room. But she was trembling with sexual energy.

      The motel owner cast tired, knowing eyes at us as she handed over the key and recited terms and conditions for our stay. Did she assume Catherine was some lady of the night I’d picked up from the curb somewhere, promising her a fat wedge for the full use of her trim body?

      I didn’t care.

      I just wanted to get my sweet bride into our room and peel off those leggings of hers again.

      ‘You’re so worked up,’ she said, beaming with joy at how passionate I was, scooping her up in my arms soon as we were sealed away from the rest of the world, sucking on her pretty mouth.

      ‘How could I not be with the wife I have?’ I grinned and lifted her up like she was my ballet partner, so she was standing on the bed in front of me.

      It wasn’t a high bed. It wasn’t an expensive room. Standing there, she was only just taller than me, draping her forearms on my shoulders as we savored each other’s lips.

      ‘It really got you going, didn’t it?’ she said, breathless as we temporarily broke from our kiss. ‘When that guy in the truck saw me.’

      I shrugged and grinned — I could hardly hide my true feelings from her. And what would be the point?

      ‘I have a gorgeous wife,’ I said. ‘I love it when other guys know it, too.’

      I kissed down her chest, pressing my face between her small but perky breasts, inhaling her scent through her think tank top.

      ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’ she said.

      ‘Crazy for you,’ I said, half-joking because of the corniness of the line.

      My hand found its way between her legs, and I discovered the molten inferno she had going on in there. When I pressed my fingers to the warm, damp patch that had spread all over her crotch, she clamped my hand tight between her thighs, squeezing to express her intense need.

      She said, ‘You’re crazy because you weren’t even slightly jealous.’

      I turned her around on the bed, like getting her to do a very slow pirouette, just looking her over, besotted with her beauty. She seemed happy enough to let me manhandle her, and to give me the time to just look at her. She enjoyed my attention. She enjoyed turning me on.

      ‘Why should I need to be jealous?’ I said, stroking her perfect, petite form with my eyes, touching her only on the hips as I turned her.

      ‘I just would have thought most guys — most husbands would be.’

      ‘I guess I’m not like most husbands.’

      As though to emphasize this point, I stopped turning her when she was facing away from me. I was guessing most husbands wouldn’t treat their wives like this after so many years of marriage. But the funny thing about the particular kink I had developed was that it made you fall for your wife all over again each time you fantasized about sharing her.

      ‘No, you’re definitely not like most husbands.’

      I kissed the soft flesh exposed between the bottom of her tank top and the waistband of her leggings, reveling in the warmth and the softness of her skin on the small of her back. Moving slowly, taking in all the sensual information around me — the sound of her soft moan as I kissed her, the musty, musky scent of her arousal in the air even though she was wearing all her clothes.

      That sexy scent strengthened as I slowly peeled down her leggings — and her panties came down with them.

      She stood in front of me obediently as I stripped her from the waist down, exposing her peach of an ass and those enticing bare thighs. I could sense her trembling a little, so pent up with desire, but doing her best to remain patient as I kissed my way down her hot flesh to accompany the clothing I was slowly removing from her.

      She wasn’t demanding to watch me masturbate now. She was waiting for me to shove my hard dick inside her, hard as I could.

      But I didn’t pull her down onto the mattress just yet. I wasn’t done marveling at her fine form.

      I was too taken by that spicy scent her excitement was giving off.

      She let me look. She was waiting for my command.

      I planted a soft kiss on one of her cheeks and then gazed up at her exquisite sex, luxuriating in this unusual viewing angle. She slid her feet a little more apart — not for any reason other than to boost her stability on the bed, but it brought the benefit of opening her pussy up to my gaze even more.

      Her pink pussy lips were glistening with dew.

      I couldn’t resist. She sucked in her breath, ‘Oh…’ with surprise as I touched my mouth gently to her sex.

      Then she parted her legs a little more, and leaned a little further forward, granting me easier access as I tasted her.

      She was truly delicious. As I slid my tongue inside her, I felt her legs twitch and tremble a little from the sensations from my mouth. I urged her down onto all fours so she wouldn’t collapse — but I wasn’t done feasting on her.

      I knelt there, wedging my face between her cheeks, her upper thighs. I thought about that truck driver catching sight of her on the front seat of our car, wearing nothing but panties as her husband fingered her.

      I’ll bet that guy wanted her so badly, I thought.

      That guy would kill to be where I am now, grinding his face against this succulent pussy.

      She was so wet, I slurped her juices. She moaned as I cleaned her with my tongue, and her wetness only kept on coming. I used my hands to stretch apart her flesh so I could get right in there and lash her labia with my tongue.

      I was a little surprised even at my own hunger for her. It was simply part and parcel of the intense desire that had been building up for her while she’d had me stroke myself and just look at her.

      I couldn’t get enough of her, rubbing my entire face against her soaking sex, spreading her wetness from my chin to my forehead. She wanted penetration, I could tell. But she loved how obsessed I was with her, she gloried in how desperately I needed to just consume her.

      She clung to the power I had over her, waiting for me to decide when she would get what she wanted most.

      I took my sweet time fucking her with my tongue, masturbating her with my mouth. I reveled in doing it this way, in a position that made it seem so deliciously wrong, so fantastically obscene.

      But Catherine was rewarded for her compliance and her patience with a cute little orgasm that seemed to ripple all over her body as she held herself there on all fours.

      And did she even squirt a little bit as I lashed her wildly with my tongue?

      I turned her on the bed, so she lay on her back, her legs spread as I cleaned up her pussy, obsessed.

      ‘What are you thinking, my love?’ she asked me, her chest rising and falling as she tried to return to her regular breathing.

      ‘How incredibly beautiful you are,’ I said. Then, with a grin, I added, ‘How good you taste…’

      She smiled and even blushed, turning her head to the side as though to avoid the compliment. So gracious, so demure, so perfectly poised, even when she was lying half-naked on her back.

      She stroked my head as I gently lapped at her open labia. ‘You made me come.’

      I glanced up at her. God, it was so sexy when she said words like that. Come.

      ‘That’s not too unusual, is it?’

      She grinned. ‘No. But when you do it with your mouth…’ she gave a cute little shiver.

      I said, ‘I guess I needed to be reminded how much fun it is, doing it with my mouth.’

      She giggled. ‘It took that truck driver to remind you?’

      I wriggled my face against her sex and took one last, long taste of her pussy, then pulled myself up. ‘I bet he would have given his back teeth to be where I am now.’

      She flashed her eyes at me as I pulled myself up to kiss her mouth, one of my fingers sliding into her pulsating pussy as I did so.

      ‘It was kind of exciting that he could see me,’ she said softly.

      I smiled. ‘You like a little attention from other guys.’

      She blushed. ‘I like how it seemed to affect you,’ she insisted. ‘I wanted to just pull out your big, hard cock… but I guess that truck driver might have felt intimidated if he’d seen that.’

      ‘I don’t think he would have cared,’ I said, standing up beside the bed now, to pull off my clothes as though it might reward her for letting me devour her. ‘He just wanted to see you.’

      She sat up on the edge of the bed, pulling off her tank top — and then removing her bra as I stepped out of my pants.

      ‘You would have let me pull this out into the open in front of him?’ she asked, slipping onto the floor to remove my boxer shorts and expose my stiff manhood.

      ‘I don’t care,’ I said. ‘I’ll never see him again.’

      She took hold of my cock and just jacked it, slowly, for a long while.

      ‘Maybe we should have just let him watch for a while,’ she said, her voice soft and dreamy.

      ‘You like people watching you.’

      ‘I like you watching me. I like… turning on my husband.’

      I sat on the bed and told her gently, ‘Take it in your mouth, my sweet.’

      Flames danced in her big, hazel eyes as I directed her, and she eagerly carried out my instruction, stretching her lips around my glans, then sinking down on it.

      I said, ‘Oh… that feels so good…’ as she engulfed my manhood in the heat of her mouth.

      She moaned with contentment as she swirled her tongue around my hard cock, and pleasured me with her mouth. It wasn’t because my cock was giving her direct pleasure, of course, but seemed to be a reaction to knowing how much she turned me on, how hard she got me, how much I wanted her.

      When it came to sex, I told her what I wanted, and it made her feel valued and desired.

      I watched her sucking my cock and said, ‘I bet you’d enjoy doing this where someone might see.’

      She grinned, even while her mouth was full.

      I said, ‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Driving through the night, sucking my throbbing cock while any filthy trucker could come along at any time, and just drive alongside, watching…’

      She moaned loudly and pumped my cock, forcing her mouth down on me with fresh vigor as I let my words tumble out all over her.

      ‘Maybe I’d tell you to strip down to your underwear and point your beautiful ass at your window while you take me in your mouth…’

      She had one arm tucked under her as she slurped away at my prick, and I could see that her fingers were now working away between her thighs, pleasuring herself while she fucked me with her mouth.

      I relished how my words affected her.

      ‘I bet that trucker would be sitting there in his cab, stroking his own cock as he watched you. Staring at your perfect ass as he jacks his big dick…’

      ‘Mmm…’

      She was coming again.

      My gorgeous wife was hitting orgasm again within only minutes of the last one.

      I don’t know what came over me. I never would have been like this in the old days. I tilted her face up so she was looking at me, and said, earnestly, ‘You know, there’s no reason we have to stay in this motel room all night.’

      She furrowed her brow, unsure what I was suggesting.

      I leaned down, urging her upward enough so that I could kiss her mouth.

      I said, ‘Get back in the car, honey. I want you to suck my cock while we drive.’

      She gasped.

      Then, shaking a little, she stood up and reached for her clothes.
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      Catherine used the restroom while I went to the front office to hand back the room key — I’m guessing my darling wife couldn’t quite face the disapproving motel owner at reception, considering we were leaving so suspiciously soon after booking in.

      I didn’t care. I was buzzing with adrenaline from this crazy adventure the night had turned into. And really, the motel owner had seen worse.

      However, Catherine wasn’t there when I got back to the car.

      I felt a touch of frustration, but rather than sit in the car with my hard-on fading, I decided to try and amuse — and perhaps motivate — my wife when she came out by starting without her.

      It was dark, there weren’t many cars around, there weren’t any people walking by. I quietly slipped my cock out through my fly and started stroking, thinking about my gorgeous wife as I did so. I had plenty to think about, too. The way she’d stripped off for me and displayed herself that night she’d first caught me masturbating. The way she had me come all over her face. The role-playing game where she pretended to fuck another man in front of me.

      I sat there in the driver’s seat of the car and beat my meat as I watched her come out of the room.

      She was wearing a short summer dress now — a dark blue one she’d worn during our weekend at her parents’. She must have fished it out from our luggage in the back of the car. I was hoping she’d put it on for easier access.

      Walking out from the building, she brushed her shoulder-length brown hair out of her face and glanced around the parking lot. She was apparently already cautious that someone might be around to see us.

      As she approached, I wound the window down, feeling the warm night air wash all over me.

      Catherine’s expression transitioned from neutral to confusion and then astonishment as she saw me through the window, sitting there tugging on my tuba.

      I grinned and said, ‘Excuse me, Ma’am, would you know how I can get to the nearest McDonald’s from here?’

      Her eyes flashed at my mischief, and she gave another quick glance around to make doubly sure there wasn’t anyone around to see this — though you could never be sure someone wasn’t peeking out of one of the nearby motel windows.

      Then she stepped up to my window, smiling with delight at the sight of me stroking my hard cock — but still clearly afraid I’d be seen.

      ‘Uh… there isn’t really a McDonald’s around here,’ she said, her eyes fixing on my crotch. ‘I think there might be a Wendy’s, but it’s probably closed this time of night…’

      ‘That’s a real shame,’ I said, checking out her rack as she leaned in, resting her forearms on my door. That dress only had the thinnest of straps, and offered a fine view of her cleavage.

      ‘So you’re from out of town?’ Catherine asked, not rushing to get in the car. She liked to watch me stroke my cock, so I’d let her watch for a bit.

      ‘You can tell, huh?’ I grinned.

      She laughed. ‘Guys around here don’t usually sit in their cars jacking their big dicks in public.’

      ‘Maybe they’re missing out.’

      ‘Mmm… I wish more of them would,’ she said, stroking a rogue strand of hair behind an ear before flicking her eyes all over my manhood again as I slowly pumped it.

      ‘You like to watch, huh?’

      ‘Oh yes. Especially big, hard dicks like yours.’

      She had another look around, checking for danger. I could tell she didn’t feel entirely safe with all those motel rooms nearby. But her desire to maintain this little scene — to watch her husband masturbating in the front seat of their car — was out-competing her caution.

      ‘You’re very beautiful, Miss,’ I said.

      ‘Thank you,’ she smiled. ‘You have a beautiful cock, sir.’

      ‘Thank you. Are you married?’

      She smirked. ‘Yes. My husband’s asleep in one of those motel rooms,’ she said. ‘I hope he doesn’t wake up and wonder where I am.’

      ‘You look amazing in that dress.’

      Offering her compliments made me realize how few I’d paid her in the years before these last few days. It made me regret how much I’d taken her for granted for so long — but also feel like I’d missed out on something. The way she responded to compliments was so cute, so sexy.

      ‘I think it’s a little tight on me, actually,’ she said, tugging on the straps of her dress as though merely adjusting them to fit more comfortably.

      But then she stood up and teased down the neckline of her dress to expose one of her gorgeous breasts. I drew in my breath at the sight, and she slipped the second one out, too. She was leaning toward me and glancing around the vehicle again to ensure we were safe.

      ‘God, you look incredible,’ I breathed.

      She said, ‘I always thought my breasts were a little small…’

      ‘Oh no,’ I shook my head. ‘They’re absolutely perfect.’

      She smiled, and flicked another strand of hair out of her face — there was a breeze going on out there, it seemed. ‘You want to touch them?’ she cooed, leaning in further.

      I reached up, cupped one of her breasts while continuing to pump my shaft with my other hand. Her flesh was so warm, so soft. Somehow, out here, exposed like this, it was more of a thrill getting to cop a feel of my wife’s chest.

      I loved how stiff her nipples were. She was so into this.

      ‘You want to touch me?’ I asked her, as she finally pulled her dress back in place and leaned into the window again to focus more on me.

      She flashed her eyes as though shocked, but she was smiling broadly and already reaching for my cock.

      ‘You’d let me?’ she said, her cheeks flushed like an awkward schoolgirl wanting to touch a guy’s cock for the first time.

      ‘Sure, why not?’

      She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gently squeezed it before starting to stroke.

      ‘It’s so hard…’ she breathed. ‘And so thick…’

      ‘Mmm… that feels so good…’ I moaned.

      She was looking around us again, a little more frightened now she was actually touching my cock here in public. She was a lawyer. And a good one at that. She was well aware how dangerous this was — not only for our freedom, but for our careers.

      But it was such a thrill. Misbehaving in the middle of a dark night.

      ‘You’re good at that,’ I said, making her smile again.

      ‘Did you come already?’ she said, because there was wetness on her fingers now.

      ‘It’s just pre-come,’ I said. ‘You make it feel so good…’

      ‘I like it,’ she grinned, apparently unconcerned about getting messy.

      ‘You’re getting it all over your hand.’

      She smirked and said, ‘Do you mind if I…’

      Then, to my surprise, she suddenly pulled her head and shoulders in through the open window and ducked down to take the end of my cock in her mouth.

      ‘Ohh… that feels so good…’ I moaned as the heat of her mouth engulfed my sensitive glans.

      That moment of heaven was cut short, however.

      We saw a flicker of blue and red light, which provoked an instant, terrified response from us. Catherine was lucky she didn’t bang her head as she suddenly withdrew from the car window.

      A police car drove slowly along the street in front of the motel, its emergency lights flashing, although its siren was silent.

      It made both of us gasp. Catherine, though, calmly walked around to the passenger side of the vehicle as though she was merely the driver’s wife, getting into the car for a late-night journey. I was impressed at how calm and unflustered she looked as she got in.

      The cop car, thankfully, drifted slowly on by.

      ‘Jesus,’ Catherine whispered, sitting there in the front seat, her chest rising and falling with shallow, anxious breaths. ‘You think they saw us?’

      ‘No,’ I said. ‘Or at least… it doesn’t matter, right? They’ve gone now.’

      ‘Come on, let’s go,’ she insisted.
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        * * *

      

      It was a few miles of constantly checking mirrors as we progressed down the highway before we started to feel genuinely safe again.

      I was afraid the shock of that cop car driving past us might have sapped the mood completely from both of us.

      But then, at last, Catherine said, amused, ‘You still have your cock out, my love.’

      I hadn’t even noticed. My half-erect cock was protruding from my fly, drooping over like some kind of swollen tongue from the mouth of a monster panting in the heat.

      My sweet wife smiled, and her cool hand took hold of it in the darkness.

      ‘Mmm… so beautiful…’ she said dreamily, slowly stroking it back to full hardness as I drove.

      She was insatiable. I loved it. Did women have mid-life crises? She was only 39. But instead of going out and blowing a wad of cash on a brand new Porsche, Catherine had suddenly developed an obsession with my cock.

      That was fine with me.

      ‘Take off your dress,’ I said, given confidence that she was still in the mood by the fact she was practically licking her lips as she leaned over to stroke my cock while I drove.

      ‘I’m… not wearing a bra anymore,’ she said, glancing up at me.

      It interested me that she didn’t decline my request outright. She just warned me that she was no longer wearing a bra.

      The idea of requiring her to bare her chest during our drive definitely tickled my libido. Was there a hint of cruelty inside me? And yet, I sensed a touch of the thrill-seeking risk-taker within my wife. Why else would she change her clothes and not put on a bra if there was a chance of something sexual happening on the rest of our journey?

      I guessed she wanted to give me easy access. But she’d never thought I’d tell her to remove her dress altogether.

      ‘Take it off,’ I said, a little more firmly.

      Her eyes flickered with excitement — but she didn’t hesitate in doing as I asked now, sitting up straight in her seat, then slowly peeling the dress up her thighs and over her hips, exposing her panties, her midriff and her bare breasts before pulling it off over her head.

      Then she sat there for a moment, magnificent in just a pair of black, lacy panties.

      I don’t think she even minded if some other driver caught sight of her topless. Not anymore. She was too buzzing with sexual arousal. Her nipples looked so stiff they might squirt at any moment.

      ‘Very nice,’ I said, making it obvious that I was casting my eyes all over her.

      She liked the compliment and the attention.

      ‘Somebody’s going to see,’ she said, but it was less a warning now, more like a simple observation.

      ‘You like people watching you.’

      She grinned. ‘I like you watching me. You like people watching me.’

      I laughed. ‘I guess so.’

      As though to prove the point, I moved into the center lane and slowly overtook a big UPS truck.

      Catherine gave me a somewhat exaggerated look of astonishment at me for what I was doing — but she didn’t cover herself up or anything. She sat there prim as a princess on coronation day, facing to the front, her stiff nipples jutting forward from her small but perky breasts, her hips and knees all aligned straight.

      I depressed the switch on my lefthand armrest, and her passenger-side window wound down with a quiet, electric whine.

      And I heard her catch her breath as we sidled up alongside the cab of the UPS truck.
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      When some people are turned on, they occasionally make decisions that aren’t entirely well thought out — or can seem out of character unless you consider that they are being led not by logic but by libido.

      I didn’t think Catherine would ever be like that.

      But here she was, late at night, massively turned on by our continuing erotic misbehavior and acting in a way that I would not have said was entirely in her character.

      We were about two hours from home by that point, zooming down a fairly empty Interstate. And it was getting very late — well past midnight.

      Catherine was sitting in the passenger seat of our car while I drove. She was wearing nothing but a little black pair of panties, her seatbelt diving down between her small but gorgeous bare breasts.

      And with her window wide open, she was allowing any truck driver who sauntered by see practically everything.

      I thought she’d squeal and try to cover herself up the first time I slowly overtook a truck, and there was a stranger gazing down at her from the cab. But while I could tell she was nervous every time a new truck approached, she was smiling from ear to ear — and not hiding anything.

      ‘Can he see you?’

      ‘Yes, he can.’

      A few miles down the road, and three or four trucks overtaken, she was even waving at them. Flashing them a seductive smile along with her sensational tits.

      A while after that, she was bold enough to spread her legs and let them see her stroking her pussy — though her panties stayed on.

      ‘He was a nice guy — he was smiling at me.’

      ‘You probably made his night.’

      ‘It’s so funny — I can’t believe it.’

      She was just fizzing with energy — even this late, after such a long night. Totally hyper. I loved how stiff her nipples were, they really drew attention to her exquisite breasts and emphasized just how little clothing she was wearing.

      I loved watching her working those fingers in her pussy, the way her irregular breathing indicated just how turned on she was.

      While naturally right-handed, she shifted to using her left hand so I could occasionally slip her fingers into my mouth and taste her.

      ‘That one gave me a thumbs up — think he liked the show!’

      ‘They don’t usually get much to enjoy at night while driving,’ I chuckled.

      I was trying to keep my eyes on the road, too. Mostly, it was easy enough. But while the traffic was light, I was a little anxious that there might be traffic cops lurking in the shadows somewhere.

      Not every trucker wanted to drive alongside us and gaze down on Catherine’s heavenly form. Some of them seemed actively scared away the moment they realized what they were looking at.

      It meant that when we got someone who obviously enjoyed what he saw — and perhaps did his best to match our speed for a while so he could see her fondling her breasts and flaunting herself for his benefit — it really gave her a thrill.

      ‘That guy seemed, like, half asleep. And then when he saw me, he really woke up…’

      However, there wasn’t a constant stream of trucks driving along the highway. Catherine probably gave a good show to about seven or eight other drivers in half an hour.

      While she wasn’t flashing truckers, she was watching me stroking my hard cock, enjoying how turned on I was by her exposure and by the possibility of other men seeing her like that.

      But on that journey, she couldn’t keep to just watching, she had to touch it and stroke with it and play with my cock herself.

      ‘You’ll be telling me you wished you had one yourself,’ I joked as she gazed at it with fascination while she toyed with it.

      ‘If I had one myself, I would never get anything done,’ she grinned.

      I laughed. ‘That’s why you’re the top criminal lawyer who made partner, while I mess around with paperwork all day…’

      What felt really good was when she slipped her fingers inside herself and coated them in her slick juices — and then pulled them out again to coat my cock in her copious wetness. It felt wicked — and as she stroked my stiff shaft, the scent of her arousal wafted up for me to enjoy.

      She kept me on the edge of orgasm for such a long way, without taking me over. It wasn’t exactly unpleasant, even though my whole body was throbbing, eager for the satisfaction of release.

      It did seem to make those miles tick on by.

      It made me wonder why this wasn’t a well-known strategy for childless couples to get through long, otherwise tedious car journeys. Why wasn’t it a thing everyone knew?

      Mutual masturbation makes the miles melt away.

      Along with the stroking and squeezing and pumping, she also couldn’t resist slipping my cock into her mouth from time to time. I’d asked her to do this in the first place, when we’d come out here for our second stage of the drive. But she clearly didn’t want me to shoot my load too quickly. She was teasing me as we went.

      The occasion that seemed to give her the biggest buzz was when she was bobbing down on my hard cock, and suddenly, there was a loud blast from a truck horn. A colossal steel hulk was looming over us, the driver able to gaze down at my wife sucking on my cock. She glanced at him over her shoulder and gave him a big smile before returning to servicing my cock. She was pushing her cute ass right up for the trucker’s benefit, and moaning while she pleasured me with her mouth.

      That guy stayed with us for a while.

      I was enjoying myself so much, I didn’t want any of this to stop. Inevitably, though, it would have to. It was Catherine who finally called a halt.

      ‘We have to stop somewhere.’

      ‘You need the bathroom?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘Because we’re only 40 minutes from home now.’

      ‘Exactly. We’ll be getting off the highway soon, so…’

      I nodded. ‘So the fun will end, huh?’ I smiled. ‘But then we’ll get home…’

      She said, ‘There’s a truck stop just before Milford…’

      I looked over at her, surprised.

      She said, ‘How do you feel about fucking me at a truck stop?’

      Jesus. She was so into this. She didn’t want to just go home and have sex in our bedroom. The conclusion to our night of highway high jinks had to be out here, where there was that thrilling risk of discovery.

      I said, ‘We’ll have to be careful there are no cops around…’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Catherine seemed to have no end of surprises in her. But how could I resist her request to stop when she was practically trembling with sexual need by now.

      The truck stop was a little busy to suit my nerves, but we found a shady place to stop between a load of huge tractor-trailers. Would anyone know we were there? There didn’t seem to be any signs of life from the trucks immediately around us.

      Catherine had her dress on again, since she was no longer aiming to flash truckers.

      The moment we stopped, she was leaning across to reach for my cock, hoping to get me quickly back to full speed.

      ‘We should check there’s nobody around,’ I said. ‘No cops, at least.’

      The pause before she nodded her agreement was a surprise. Catherine had gotten so bold tonight — but also less cautious.

      ‘You stay here,’ I said. ‘I’ll just have a quick scout around.’

      I exited the car and slowly wandered around, checking the tires. There was no movement in any of the windows of the trucks around us. Were the drivers in there, sleeping? I ventured a little further. The place seemed too lively for this time of night. At the other end of the lot was a gas station with a Wendy’s within it.

      No cops, at least.

      I wandered back to the car. At least things were a little quieter at this end of the lot. Would Catherine want me to fuck her outside, on the hood of the car, or something? Surely, she wouldn’t be that bold? That really wouldn’t be like her, even after tonight.

      I felt relieved to see her still sitting in the car when I returned. One of the trucks parked beside our car had gone, leaving a large empty space there. What if another vehicle pulled in there while we were engaged in something?

      Maybe I just needed to make sure we were quick.

      I approached my wife’s car door and peered inside to see her sitting there, thighs parted, stroking her pussy. I just watched her for a few moments, enjoying this little glimpse of her alone. However, it was only a moment before she caught me and pulled her dress back down to cover up.

      Instead of opening her door to grant me access, or to come out here to join me, she merely opened her window.

      ‘Hey, honey,’ she said. ‘You looking for a little show tonight?’

      I grinned. ‘Sure…’ I said, putting a hand on the roof of the car as though to claim her. ‘You’re on your own just now?’

      ‘Right now,’ she nodded, pulling up the hem of her dress to give me a seductive glimpse of her panties. ‘He went to get something to eat, but I wasn’t hungry…’

      ‘So we have some time?’ I said, unzipping my pants, enjoying the surprise on her face as I pulled my cock out into the open air.

      ‘My husband loves his food, so… we should be okay for a while…’ 

      She pulled her dress up further, giving me another breathtaking view of her bare midriff and those little black panties between her thighs.

      ‘You’re so beautiful, baby,’ I said, putting on some kind of rustic accent I thought might lend itself to a trucker.

      ‘Thank you,’ she beamed, watching me stroking my cock right out there in the open, one of her hands pressing against her pussy while the other slipped under her dress to cup a breast.

      I was supposed to be in there fucking her, but here we were, playing again. Well, we’d learned it was fun to play.

      Now, I was just a trucker. She had come out in the middle of the night to give a stranger a sexy show. I stood by her open window, staring at her as she exposed herself to me, tugging aside her panties to display her soaking sex, stroking it, tracing circles around her clit. Slipping her fingers inside her dripping sex.

      Even in the low light of the shadows between trucks, seeing my sweet Catherine masturbating in public was such a thrill.

      We were both so absorbed in it all, wanting to make the most of this opportunity, thinking it could motivate us in the bedroom for weeks afterward. We forgot to keep a keen eye out for danger.

      And suddenly, there was another guy there. Another trucker had come to watch what was going on. A genuine trucker.

      A stranger.

      I didn’t notice him until he was right there next to me, his own cock out and in his hand. He was doing exactly the same thing as me, assuming that I was just another trucker here to watch this beautiful brunette exposing herself in the front seat of her car.

      The difference between us was that I had been role-playing. He was doing this for real.

      It was a few moments before Catherine opened her eyes, and shock flooded her face. But the trucker smiled down at her, and to my complete surprise, my wife smiled back at him, and even seemed to relax.

      She flashed her eyes at me — and then continued to sit there in our car, gently moaning and writhing as she fingered her pussy for the enjoyment of a stranger as well as her husband.
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      I couldn’t help but think she’d hoped this might happen.

      My wife and I had come to a truck stop just off the Interstate, not too far from our home, and started a hot little role-play scenario. I was pretending to be a stranger, a trucker, a voyeur who had come to watch Catherine masturbating in the front seat of her car.

      Only now, a real trucker had arrived to join me in watching her exposing herself and playing with her pussy.

      I hadn’t noticed him until he was right there next to me, his own cock poking out from his fly, resting in his hand. He was doing exactly what I had been doing — standing there watching this hot brunette masturbating in the car. But I’d been only pretending to be a stranger and a voyeur.

      The trucker was a short, wiry guy with a mustache. He wore jeans and a checked shirt. Real salt of the earth type. Not Catherine’s type of guy at all, yet I could tell his presence thrilled her immensely.

      I felt a flush of embarrassment following the initial jolt of realizing he was there. And yet it wasn’t embarrassment that my wife was sitting there with her dress pushed up to her waist and her hands lodged between her thighs. It was the feeling of being caught playing a game — that I was pretending to be the kind of guy who had now turned up to join me.

      And now that this other trucker had turned up, assuming I was just another trucker watching this slutty wife play while her husband was away, I could hardly stop and explain that I’d just been pretending.

      So, even though I was aroused beyond compare that another guy was now watching my gorgeous wife masturbating in the front seat of our car, I was terrified that the trucker would discover my charade.

      That he would denounce me. That he would accuse me of demeaning truckers everywhere by pretending to be one, by assuming truckers were just sex-starved perverts desperate for any glimpse of female flesh.

      To stop all this happening and reveal that it wasn’t real had, therefore, become the most dangerous option for Catherine and me.

      Hence, it all had to continue.

      And to my relief, as I continued to pretend to be just another trucker — stroking my cock, for God’s sake, while another guy was just there — the other trucker seemed none the wiser. My fear and guilt started to dwindle, and I could begin to really enjoy the wicked sight of my wife displaying herself in front of a complete stranger.

      I’m pretty sure Catherine was too far gone to stop anyway. She was so turned on — she needed release.

      She glanced up occasionally to check I was still there, that I was happy with what was going on. And it wasn’t just reassurance she craved. I could tell she was getting off on the fact that I was continuing to pump my thick cock right there in front of her — and the stranger — while she performed for us both.

      Was she turned on by my attention on her, or his?

      I didn’t feel jealous. If she was turned on because a stranger was watching her, then so much the better, as far as I was concerned. I could share. I dreamed of sharing.

      Yet I couldn’t settle down. I couldn’t feel entirely comfortable.

      Because now, the trucker was approaching Catherine’s car door, stepping in front of the open window like he was claiming her for himself.

      And now he was reaching in through the window.

      I caught my breath.

      What if Catherine suddenly screamed? What if this was too much for her?

      I circled around, ready to pounce on the guy if my wife showed even the slightest hint of being freaked out by him, of fearing for her safety. But Catherine definitely did not appear unnerved by this situation. Quite the opposite.

      The trucker had a hand on my wife’s thigh — and she was looking up at me to see how I was responding.

      She knew I fantasized about other men fucking her.

      She was tugging on my personal kink.

      The trucker glanced at me, and we shared a silent acknowledgment that this woman we were allowed to watch — to touch — was hotter than the summer sun. And now he was encouraging me to reach in and touch her myself.

      I threaded my arm through the open window beside him and touched my fingers against the soft, warm skin of her neck, running it down her upper chest.

      ‘So beautiful…’ I said, in a kind of growl that attempted to fit my current role as a horny long-distance truck driver.

      Catherine lapped up the attention, and her smile encouraged both of us. While our new friend caressed her thighs, running his hand up as close to her panties as he dared, I was quietly slipping the straps of her dress off her shoulders — to expose her stunning breasts in the absence of a bra.

      Then, as he brushed the back of his fingers over her panties, grazing her mound through the damp material, my fingers traced the pleasing curves of her breasts and flicked over her stiff nipples, drawing out her low moans of pleasure.

      But now, as he pressed his hand to her sex, and his fingers traced out the contours of her pussy lips and her entrance, I withdrew my own arm to improve his access and take in the view.

      I stroked my cock as I watched a stranger rubbing my wife’s soaking pussy through her underwear.

      I couldn’t believe what was happening.

      How could the highly respected Catherine Meyer-Burrows be at a truck stop in the middle of the night, a truck driver she’d never met pawing at her pussy?

      But she was. And it was the biggest turn-on of my life so far.

      A stranger was tugging my wife’s panties down — and Catherine was lifting her hips to help him remove them from her. Then she was sitting there with nothing on but a dress wrapped around her midriff.

      And here was another man sliding his fingers inside her pussy.

      Catherine lay back, pushing her hips up to respond to his touch, moaning as he stroked her, as he fucked her with his fingers.

      I glanced around, reminded of the danger we were in by the intensity of the feelings inside me. This was getting serious. This was no longer about a woman flashing her tits to a few truck drivers on the highway. Catherine was engaged in an actual sexual act in public.

      I stepped back a few yards, looking this way and that, ensuring there were no signs of cops anywhere.

      But then, when I felt suitably reassured, I glanced back, and there was another trucker standing beside the first, watching him manhandling my wife.

      Where had he come from?

      And like the first trucker, this guy also had his cock out, and he was stroking it as he watched.

      Were things spiraling out of control?

      Catherine had another surprise as she opened her eyes to find a second stranger standing where I should have been, bringing her audience up to three. But she was way too far gone to stop now — and I made sure she could see me there, too. I gave her the kind of approving nod that said I had her back, I was keeping a watchful eye out for danger.

      The second trucker was now reaching in to fondle Catherine’s magnificent breasts, as I had done moments before. He had the air of someone who had done this plenty of times before.

      I watched two men touching my wife as they jacked their cocks. I could hear her moaning at their attention — it sent ripples of jubilation through my entire body.

      I watched the strangers switch positions — there was no argument, no demands made. One man simply made way for the other to share in the spoils.

      These men had done this before — but it was clear they had never had access to someone who looked like Catherine. They weren’t merely groping her — they were captivated by her beauty, trailing their hands around the fine form of her body, tracing the exquisite lines of her chest, her thighs, her stomach.

      I stood there and indulged in the awe in which they beheld my wife. They were allowed to touch her — but I was taking her home with me.

      And Catherine’s perfect, hair-free pussy completely took their breath away.

      It wasn’t long before the first trucker who had joined us was gripping his hard cock and grunting, ‘I’m gonna come, sweetie. You gonna make me come…’

      The night’s surprises were not yet done.

      Catherine was opening her door, turning in her seat to face the men jacking their dicks in front of her, swinging her legs around and parting her thighs to open herself up to them while she perched on the edge of her seat.

      And I watched my beautiful wife take a stranger’s cock in her hands and start stroking it.

      ‘You wanna come on me, baby?’ she asked him, her voice sweet and smooth as honey, those big, hazel eyes gazing up at him all meek and innocent.

      ‘Oh yeah, sweetheart,’ the guy groaned.

      Then the other guy stood beside him, and my wife had a hand on his cock, too. Beating them both off.

      I was just stunned — but so turned on I couldn’t believe it.

      My wife pumped two strangers’ cocks as they stood in front of her at a darkened truck stop. And I just watched as they both groaned and grunted — and then shot their white, creamy loads all over her exposed breasts and her stomach.

      Jesus.

      It went everywhere.

      Streaks of fluid splashed across her gorgeous body.

      Once the second guy had finished firing his come all over her, Catherine even touched her finger to the end of his cock to wipe up the last traces of his cream — and then she slipped her finger into her mouth to taste it.

      ‘Thanks, boys,’ she said, sounding like Jessica Freaking Rabbit as she did so.
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        * * *

      

      I should have fucked her right there and then, but it seemed like we’d been at that truck stop for ages already. Our nerve was beginning to fail. It felt like staying longer — even sealed within the private confines of our car — would be tempting fate.

      Catherine was paranoid about cops turning up.

      We got back in the car.

      Catherine had her dress on, but she was leaning over to stroke the bulge in my pants while I drove. We were getting too close to home for her to want to risk pulling my cock out of my pants — even though it was the dead of night, we were terrified that local cops would see something. Being busted locally would be far worse than being busted away from home. The news of our downfall would be everywhere.

      But that restriction, that inability to get the final release we both craved only drove us more crazy.

      Oh, and the fact that Catherine smelled of the come that two other men — two strangers — had sprayed all over her in that truck stop.

      I couldn’t believe it, after the night we’d had — I was still hard as a rock, and so desperate to fuck my wife. Catherine loved it.

      ‘I am so obsessed with how hard you are, my darling,’ she cooed as I drove home as fast as I could get away with.

      ‘You stroked two guys’ dicks,’ I said, in awe of her. ‘Complete strangers.’

      She giggled. ‘Would it have been less impressive if they hadn’t been strangers?’

      ‘Well, no…’

      ‘I can’t believe you didn’t get jealous,’ she said, apparently equally in awe of me. ‘It really did get you going, seeing those guys wanting me… jacking off over me.’

      ‘You were so hot, honey.’

      ‘And when I touched them… I thought you’d be furious… but I could see it only got you more fired up.’

      ‘I know what turns me on,’ I said. ‘I don’t necessarily know why…’

      ‘I guess we need to do some more experimenting to find the answer to that,’ my beautiful wife said.

      Our tires screeched as we pulled up in our driveway. We left our luggage in the trunk and scurried into the house, pulling each other’s clothes off practically before the front door slammed shut behind us.

      I devoured my wife, inhaling the strange, shameless scent of other men’s come plastered all over her hot, clammy body.

      I couldn’t resist her any longer.

      She cried out as I thrust my big, hard cock deep inside her.

      She told me it felt so big and hard inside her, it felt like another man was fucking her. Her words made me come in next to no time.
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      I decided I was going to have traffic problems on my way to work again.

      I couldn’t avoid going into work, even though I’d only slept for a few hours — I had a meeting mid-morning that I could not miss. But at least I could take my time a little on the way in and drink a ton of coffee.

      However, as usual, Catherine was up at the butt-crack of dawn despite everything. I couldn’t believe it. When I first rolled over on the mattress and yawned and stretched and cranked my eyes open manually, she was already up and breakfasted and in the shower, preparing for another long day at the office.

      ‘I thought when you made partner, you wouldn’t have such early mornings anymore,’ I said as she came out of the bathroom looking fresh as a daisy — not tired in the slightest.

      ‘When you make partner, there’s even more work to do,’ she said, and like a proper Hermione Granger, she didn’t seem sad about it.

      ‘You are not motivating me to make progress in my legal career,’ I complained.

      As though to provide me some kind of compensation for spoiling my aspirations, she opened the towel that had been wrapped around her and allowed my eyes to roam all over her delicious naked form.

      She openly enjoyed having me gazing at her.

      ‘How can you look this good after only a few hours’ sleep?’ I asked her.

      ‘I’m full of coffee,’ she beamed, perching on the edge of the armchair in the corner of the room so I could watch her applying lotion all over her body. ‘I left you a fresh pot in the machine.’

      ‘You’re the best,’ I said.

      She smiled sweetly and lifted a knee to spread lotion all over one of her legs, thereby gifting me with a magnificent view of her freshly-shaven pussy.

      She caught me looking and gave me a sexy little smirk that simultaneously teased me for being so wicked while adoring how much I wanted her.

      My cock was thickening up.

      These days, I didn’t have to hide that kind of thing from her. I peeled back the bedsheet and watched my wife’s pretty face light up as she laid eyes on my stiffening manhood.

      ‘Can you believe what happened last night?’ I said to her, clamping a hand to the base of my cock before stroking the shaft with the other.

      Her eyes were glued to my dick as I slowly pumped it, watching the sensuous spectacle of her hands sweeping all over her beautifully smooth skin, laying on her luxurious lotion.

      ‘We have to do it again,’ she said, her voice all dreamy and soft.

      ‘Soon. We’ll do it again soon.’

      ‘Tonight?’ she grinned.

      I chuckled. ‘I think we might need to catch up on our sleep.’

      She spread lotion over her midriff, her stomach, her breasts, moving slowly, her fingers so dextrous, so experienced. I was totally buzzed she was so keen to repeat our adventure at the truck stop.

      ‘Sleep’s overrated,’ she said.

      A serious note in her voice said that she would want to do it again tonight if I’d let her.

      I felt like a bank robber who had just carried out a major heist. I wanted to lay low for a while, let the heat die down.

      ‘I thought you had a good time last night,’ she said, dialing up the pressure.

      ‘I did. I’m just… you know. What if the cops turn up next time?’

      ‘Cops could turn up any night — tonight, or two years from now.’

      She stood and turned so I could watch her spread the white lotion over her gorgeous bare ass.

      As much as I wanted to shove my hard cock between those pert buttocks, squeeze it inside the tight, slippery heat of her pussy, I resisted. The frustration from resisting temptation was strangely exhilarating, and I could commiserate with myself that the lack of penetration at least offered me a better view of her extraordinary beauty.

      ‘I thought you liked it when other men want me,’ she said, baiting me.

      I didn’t want this to turn into an argument. And I certainly did not want it to seem like I didn’t want to see her fool around for other men at a truck stop again.

      But at the same time, I sensed how badly she wanted this — and the power I had over her because of that.

      I said, ‘You do something for me, and I’ll take you back to that truck stop.’

      As though taking her to the truck stop wasn’t doing something for me. Ah well.

      Her hazel eyes flashed.

      ‘What do you want me to do?’

      I slowly jacked my cock as I pretended to think of something I wanted her to do in order to earn a return visit to the truck stop.

      I said, ‘The first guy who hits on you at the office today…’

      ‘Yes?’

      ‘Invite him out for a drink after work. Just the two of you.’

      She gasped at that, but she didn’t say ‘no.’

      ‘Do I have to take him out for a drink tonight?’

      I shook my head. ‘No. It doesn’t have to be tonight. You can sleep tonight — you need to get some sleep, sweetheart.’

      She was on her feet now, reaching for her clothes from the dresser.

      ‘And once I’ve invited someone, you’ll take me to the truck stop?’

      I gently tugged on my hard-on as she put on a black lacy bra that seemed brand new — and very expensive.

      ‘I’ll take you after you’ve taken him out for a drink,’ I said.

      ‘That’s not fair. That wasn’t what you said just now,’ she argued, trying to lawyer me.

      The black lacy bra almost seemed too small for her. She squeezed herself into that thing — and once it was on, it made her smallish breasts appear substantial.

      ‘That’s the deal on the table,’ I insisted. ‘Doesn’t matter who it is — Jack, maybe? If you take Jack out for a drink and have a nice evening with him…’

      She flashed her eyes at me as though I’d nailed my guess at who she would hope to take out for a drink.

      ‘What if Jack’s not the first guy to hit on me today?’ she said, putting on a garter belt, for heaven’s sake.

      ‘Okay…’ I said, trying not to be distracted by her lingerie, ‘the prosecution would accept you inviting the first attractive guy to hit on you at work…’

      She grinned, ‘Why do you have such a hard-on for me banging one of my co-workers?’

      Sure, it did feel pretty weird, instructing my wife to ask another guy out for a drink after work. It felt dangerous. It wasn’t quite the same as risking the cops turning up at a late-night truck stop when you let a bunch of strangers jack off over you. But it was still a risk.

      I shrugged. ‘Why do you have such a hard-on for a bunch of strangers to see you naked at a truck stop?’

      She giggled, pulling on a pair of tiny black lace panties that matched her bra. ‘Well… that’s your hard-on, too, isn’t it?’

      She had a point. It was like trying to force McDonald’s to give me a free Big Mac by promising to take one of their Quarter Pounders with Cheese first. But while our interests overlapped, I increasingly understood that Catherine’s particular turn-on differed from mine.

      Initially, she had said her driving motivation was to watch me stroking my dick and enjoying how much she could turn me on. But our adventure at the truck stop had suggested she could be just as turned on by other guys jacking off over her, too.

      So, what was my motivation? Yes, it turned me on to see other men jacking off over her. To have them want what I had.

      But I wanted more than that.

      I wanted other men to crave her, and I wanted other men to have her. I felt the urge to sully my wife’s goody-two-shoes, Hermione Granger image. To peel off her prim, proper clothes and reveal the sexy, sultry, wicked nakedness beneath.

      I said, ‘Take somebody out on a date, and I’ll take you back to the truck stop.’

      ‘You’re calling it a ‘date’ now?’

      She started rolling stockings up her legs, for crying out loud. Thigh-high stockings. I didn’t think those things even existed in real life, outside the realms of pornography.

      She looked just phenomenal in them.

      ‘When did you buy these?’ I asked her.

      ‘These? You like them?’ she grinned, lifting a foot on the bed to affix the stockings to the garter belt.

      Women didn’t wear lingerie like this unless they were trying to impress someone else. And Catherine was just going to work.

      She’d changed so much in just a matter of days.

      A silky white blouse went over the top. Wasn’t she worried the bra would show through the thin material? Apparently not. Actually, it only showed a little. But that would have been enough for the old Catherine to completely discount the possibility of wearing it.

      Today, she simply glanced at herself in the mirror and then reached for her tiny, black skirt.

      ‘If I go out on a date with a guy from work…’ she said, reopening negotiations.

      ‘Yes?’

      ‘You have to be there in the bar, watching.’ Her eyes were blazing as she set out her demands.

      I didn’t see anything crazy in them. I said, ‘I can manage that.’

      ‘You have to find somewhere to sit where you won’t be noticed.’

      ‘I think I can hide from whoever you’re with.’

      ‘You have to stroke yourself while you’re watching us.’

      There were sparks in her eyes as she watched me grasping my cock as though to demonstrate.

      ‘Okay…’

      ‘And if you want me to do anything with him, you have to send me a dick pic,’ she said.

      I caught my breath.

      ‘A dick pic?’

      I seemed to recall Catherine being very against the whole practice of sending dirty pictures via unsecured channels like mobile phones. But right now, she didn’t seem to have any problems with me doing it.

      ‘Your cock has to be out, on display,’ she said.

      I nodded.

      ‘Hard.’

      I smiled. ‘That goes without saying.’

      She smiled in return and stepped into her skirt, pulling it slowly up her legs. It was a stylish, designer-looking skirt that suggested professionalism and power — but it would be easy for her to bend over and reveal the stocking tops on her thighs.

      I said, ‘I thought you were opposed to the whole dick pic thing.’

      She shrugged. ‘If you get caught, I’ll stand by you,’ she promised.

      I laughed. ‘I can’t see the Post getting excited about a guy sexting his wife.’

      She bent to put on high-heeled shoes and provided me with a very appealing view down her chest as she did so. I wondered what they might think of her at her company now she was dressing to kill like this. Would it affect her work, her reputation?

      I didn’t want to sour her career. But she was ultimately the one who decided what to wear.

      Who really had the power here?

      I said, ‘So who do you think it’ll be? Jack?’

      She flashed her eyes at me. Even though this was my kink being indulged by her pursuing somebody at work, I could tell she liked the idea of seducing one of her colleagues.

      ‘What if he says ‘no’?’

      I chuckled. ‘He’d only do that if he was in the closet.’

      ‘He might have a girlfriend he’s never told anyone about.’

      ‘He’d still want a shot at you. No strings. No one could possibly resist.’

      She liked the way I was talking. She liked my confidence in her ability to attract other men. She liked how I jerked my rock-hard cock as I told her to take another man out for an evening of fun.

      ‘And if somebody else knew I was going for a drink with him after work?’

      ‘You’re sounding him out about joining your team. You’re looking to expand things a little. You’re looking for the next hotshot junior partner…’

      ‘They’d think I was offering someone a promotion to junior partner so they’d sleep with me,’ she said.

      I said, ’No, they wouldn’t. You’re Catherine Meyer-Burrows. You don’t need to offer any guy anything to sleep with you — other than an invitation.’

      She beamed, lapping up the compliment.

      ‘You want your wife to have an affair with somebody at work?’ she said.

      ‘I think it would be pretty cute.’

      My sentiment shocked her a little, though she tried to hide it. I guess, when you got down to it, it was a little shocking. Shocking in a different way than seeing your wife touch a stranger’s dick at a truck stop, but shocking nonetheless.

      She liked a little shock, though. That was something I was learning.

      ‘Maybe I’ll go hit on him first,’ she said, leaning over the bed toward me, placing a hand on my chest before kissing my mouth. She smelled so unbelievably alluring with her hint of Chanel №5. Her lips were so warm, so delicate, so sweet and tender.

      While we were kissing, her hand slipped down my chest to find my hard cock. I moaned as her fingers closed around my stiff shaft and squeezed tight.

      After a few moments in which we both seemed to lose all track of time, I noticed she had a hand in her panties while her other was wrapped around my cock.

      ‘You’re going to get yourself all worked up before you get to the office,’ I warned her.

      She smiled. ‘I just want to work you up,’ she said, withdrawing her hand from between her legs, then offering it to me. I slipped her fingers in my mouth, enjoying her flavor.

      I moaned with contentment.

      Then she surprised me yet again by climbing onto the bed, straddling me. I didn’t prevent her from sitting on my cock, taking it in her tight, searing-hot pussy.

      ‘But you’re ready for work,’ I said. ‘You’ll be late.’

      ‘I won’t be late,’ she insisted, slowly gyrating her hips to milk my cock with her sex.

      ‘You’re going to make me come.’ I warned.

      ‘I hope so,’ she said with a highly seductive smile. ‘I want to feel you inside me all day at work, all warm and gooey… ’
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