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      The story continues…

      

      Kevan and Catherine have rekindled a fiercely burning passion for each other by opening up about their driving fantasies.

      

      But as they explore their carnal desires more and more, it becomes clear that their fantasies, while compatible, take very different forms.

      

      While Kevan yearns to watch his beautiful wife sleep with another man, Catherine is increasingly driven by the adrenaline buzz of public indecency and dangerous sex.

      

      With both of them lawyers, the smart money is on the two of them negotiating some kind of highly erotic arrangement that might benefit all sides…
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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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      As it happened, it wasn’t something Catherine could just do in one night. She couldn’t go back to work, ask Jack out, and then go for a drink with him that evening just like that.

      But that day, as I sat at my desk nursing what felt, to all intents and purposes, like a killer hangover despite my complete lack of alcohol, she did text me to confirm that Jack had been the first guy to hit on her at the office that morning.

      And a little later, Catherine sent me a message to say that she’d been flirting back, that he seemed to have noticed the change in her demeanor from the usual times when she had been relatively cool to male co-workers being forward with her.

      However, it took a few days before she could bring herself to ask him out for a drink.

      ‘I think he’d find it weird if I just straight up asked him out for a drink,’ she explained the first night she returned after I’d set her the task.

      ‘There’s no rush,’ I reassured her, though the way that she looked at me suggested perhaps there was.

      Catherine wanted me to take her back for a little truck stop exhibitionism. But I’d been clear we wouldn’t do that until she fulfilled my little demand of initiating something with one of her co-workers.

      But while it was me pushing for her to date a co-worker, the prospect did seem to excite her.

      That first evening, and every subsequent evening, the first thing she talked about when she got home from work was her progress with Jack. Even before we thought about having dinner together, she was on me, her hands eager to find the bulge in my pants, to confirm how much the thought of her dating another man excited me.

      I didn’t mind. Who could complain about their beautiful wife giving them a blowjob before dinner of an evening?

      I loved how buzzed she was about it all. During the working day, she kept sending me little messages about almost every interaction she had with Jack.

      Catherine: He offered to do my photocopying this morning, and he’s not even in my department.

      Kevan: Any way you could transfer him to your team?

      Catherine: I think it’s probably safer to keep him at arm’s length.

      Kevan: Metaphorically, at least ;-)

      Catherine: Mmm. Definitely only metaphorically.

      She told me about the prolonged eye contact she had with him, the innocent touches on his arm or his shoulder that she achieved when they were chatting, the way that they were very obviously invading each other’s personal spaces during conversations — standing that bit too close to be anything other than flirting.

      She relayed every compliment he gave her, and the compliments became progressively bolder as things went on — evolving from little remarks about her professional capability towards cautious comments about her appearance and outfits into outright admission that she could make his whole day with a simple smile.

      Catherine: He told me he really liked my outfit this morning. It’s something he never would have said before this week.

      Kevan: I told you he’d like that dress.

      Catherine: I told him I hoped he’d like it when I picked it out this morning. He said I clearly know the kinds of things he likes.

      When she came home from work, she had this nervous energy about her, like she was secretly organizing a rebellion against the Empire. It was so hot.

      I guess I was pretty nervous, too. Although the thought of her having a secret fling with someone at work seemed safer than exposing herself in public at a night-time truck stop, it still seemed dangerous.

      But temporarily putting our truck stop adventures on hold didn’t dampen the sexual dynamism at the heart of our relationship. Now that Catherine was seriously flirting with Jack at the office, she couldn’t wait to get home at the end of the day and tear my clothes off — and hers.

      So when they first started grabbing lunch together, and it was pretty obvious that she was opening herself to something happening with him, it really didn’t feel like anything casual or light.

      The two of them wanted to fuck each other senseless. That was clear.

      And by the time she finally came to ask him out for a drink after work, I felt as though I was walking around with a near-perpetual erection.

      Catherine: He said yes!

      Kevan: That’s fantastic news!

      Catherine: I suggested the Nightingale.

      Kevan: Sounds perfect.

      Catherine: So you’re still on board with our deal?

      Kevan: Oh yes. So looking forward to it, my love.

      So there I was, sitting in a shadowy booth at the back of a very intimate, dimly-lit bar in Lower Manhattan, watching my wife flirting with a very attractive, younger man.

      They had chosen a Monday evening for their first ‘date’ because it was not usually a time of the week when many people from their firm went out socially. And the bar, Nightingale, was nicely empty.

      She’d chosen the perfect place for our little arrangement.

      I could sit there in the back and watch her perched on a stool at the bar, a whole lot of her delectable legs on display thanks to her short dress, as she gazed adoringly at her colleague. I could watch her sitting so close to him that their knees were practically interlocked, toying with her hair flirtatiously, laughing at virtually everything he said.

      I could watch them and feel safe I wasn’t being overseen myself.

      I could watch them and sip my drink and stroke my throbbing erection through my pants, and nobody would catch me being inappropriate in public.

      It all looked relatively innocent, of course, compared to what we’d done at the truck stop. This was just two people still wearing office attire, chatting at a bar — hardly as extreme as a woman sitting half-naked in a car, masturbating for the gratification of strangers jacking off in front of her.

      At the same time, it felt every bit as hot to me.

      My wife was embarking on an affair with one of her co-workers. This wasn’t a one-night stand she was setting herself up for. This wouldn’t be a simple, quick fling with somebody in the office.

      As I watched them sitting there quietly, obsessed with each other already, I could see that Catherine had developed a real connection with Jack. It wasn’t something that would simply blow itself out within a few days, like a tropical storm.

      The other night at the truck stop, Catherine had touched two strangers’ cocks shortly before they’d sprayed their loads all over her. But here, it seemed inevitable that she would take this handsome guy as her lover. I can hardly do justice to how breathtakingly exhilarating this thought was for me.

      But I wasn’t just sitting there watching my wife having a flirty chat with another guy at a bar. Our arrangement had another aspect to it.

      I sat there in the shadows and tapped out a text message to send her:

      Kevan: Ask him if he’s ever gone out for a drink with a married woman before. How he feels about it.

      They were both lawyers, there was nothing unusual about the fact that Catherine checked her phone occasionally. Jack had his phone in hand, too. I guess it had been a while since I’d been on a date, but it struck me that this was how it was done these days. Plus, Catherine was married, so she had to keep an eye out for something from her husband.

      I watched her receive my message and give Jack some explanation before tapping out a reply. Probably telling him that her husband needed to be told how to reheat his dinner.

      Then came her message:

      Catherine: You know what you have to do if you want me to do something for you.

      So, here it was. The challenging part of the deal for me.

      I cast my eyes around the venue, making sure I was safe. Then, I slipped my hands under my table and unzipped my fly. Finally, I worked my hard cock out into the open and took a picture with my phone.

      I sent my wife a dick pic.

      God.

      I know it was only going to my wife, but it felt risky, to say the least. We were all New Yorkers here. We’d all heard enough about Anthony Weiner and his ilk. At least the image I sent her avoided revealing my face.

      To my surprise, I sat back and watched Catherine receive my dick pic — and even glance at it before putting her phone away.

      I saw her eyes widen as she took in the image.

      She even glanced over at me as though to make sure I knew she’d seen it. The gesture was under Jack’s radar, however. Somehow, she kept him from knowing what was going on.

      She was subtle in her phone use during her date, seemingly comfortable with it being there, and effortless in viewing updates and messages. She was a highly connected, highly online professional lawyer. Jack didn’t bat an eyelid at any of it.

      And I received a message back from her almost without catching her writing it:

      Catherine: So hot, my love. You get me so wet. And now I’ll ask your question xx

      I was watching intently.

      I got the sense that by getting her to ask this question, we were taking a step forward from casual flirtatious banter into recognizing the full purpose of this little encounter of theirs.

      This would be them acknowledging that this wasn’t just a couple of work colleagues enjoying a drink together after hours, to commiserate or celebrate or drown their office sorrows. This was a beautiful, married woman out on a first date with a co-worker she was attracted to, and a guy out hoping to seduce her.

      This was a gorgeous woman embarking on an affair, and a handsome guy looking to bed another man’s wife.

      Would she make it obvious she was asking the question? Would I be able to read her lips from here?

      I leaned closer to my table as though I might get a better view from a few inches nearer.

      Catherine was laughing again, at something he’d said. Fluttering her pretty eyelids at him. Making him feel like the center of her universe.

      My phone buzzed on the table, shocking me from the little dream state I’d slipped into while watching them. I pounced on it before it gave me away. Thank God I’d only had it on vibrate.

      It was Catherine calling. Catherine FaceTiming.

      What?

      This confused me. I glanced across the bar. She didn’t seem to be holding her phone, didn’t seem to be looking at it like she was making a call. I accepted the call.

      ‘Hello?’ I said quietly, afraid she’d only called me accidentally, and that my voice might somehow interrupt her date with Jack.

      There was no reply — but I could suddenly hear them. Catherine and Jack.

      ‘So, have you done this kind of thing with a married woman before?’

      ‘You’re the first. I never thought I’d be interested in someone who’s already married. But you’re… something special.’

      ‘Were you shocked when I asked you?’

      ‘I was hoping you would. Or else I would have asked you.’

      God, I could really hear them. This was crazy. Had she placed this call to me deliberately?

      ‘Easier that I asked you?’

      ‘Well, you are senior.’

      She giggled. ‘I’m not sure I like that word so much.’

      ‘Partner, then. You’re a Partner. It could have been inappropriate, me asking you out.’

      ‘It’s just as inappropriate me asking you out.’

      Catherine’s tone was so different from what I’d heard before. Even her recent behavior change had not made her talk like this with me. Her voice was somehow lighter, more buoyant. Coquettish, obviously. It was her flirting voice. Something I recognized from when we first met, way back in law school.

      God, it made my cock throb. She did want him, then. She really liked him.

      She was genuinely thrilled that he wanted her. She wasn’t just doing this because I was telling her to — so that I would allow her a return visit to the truck stop.

      My hand was shaking a little as it hovered over my phone again. I typed a fresh message.

      Kevan: Tell him that you’re not looking for romantic attachment. Just a little fun with somebody from work.

      I watched and waited. I saw Jack turning to attract the bartender’s attention so he could order more drinks. I saw Catherine using Jack’s distraction to quickly tap out a reply to me.

      Catherine: You know how this works. You provide payment. I do what you want.

      She wanted another dick pic. I’m not sure I’d realized she would want more than one. I guess it wasn’t so much about having the pictures, though, as making me take them and send them.

      I fished my erection out of my fly once again, checking that the coast was clear. I snapped the photo. I sent it to her.

      I waited and listened.

      ‘Thanks.’

      ‘You know, they have a good Chardonnay here.’

      ‘I prefer a Sauvignon Blanc. More refreshing. Less oaky.’

      I saw them clink glasses together — heard the sound of the glasses touch, both across the room and through the FaceTime call.

      ‘This is nice.’

      ‘Yes, it is.’

      Then Catherine said, ‘I want you to know I’m not looking for anything… romantic.’

      ‘I can do no-romance.’

      ‘Just meaningless sex.’

      I caught my breath when she told him that. It was so forward. So much more forward than what I’d asked her to tell him. I even worried that Jack would find it too forward, too obvious. It would make him seem like just a pretty thing at the office she wanted to consume and then throw away.

      But he simply shrugged and said. ‘I can do meaningless sex.’

      Then he added: ‘Have you ever… done this sort of thing before?’

      ‘This ‘sort of thing’?’ I heard the grin in her voice.

      ‘Have you ever… had an affair with someone from work?’

      Then she said, ‘Is that what we’re calling it?’

      He smiled. ‘What would you like to call it?’

      She glanced over at me briefly, as though merely thinking of her reply, rather than actively seeking somebody out. I guess I could have given her some kind of signal to back out — standing up, shaking my head. Something. But I didn’t. I gave her a reassuring smile.

      Then I heard her say to Jack softly, ‘Yes, we can call it that. An ‘affair.’’
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      I was watching my wife on the first date she’d been out on for many years — and the first date with someone who wasn’t me since law school. And God, it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

      Don’t get me wrong — I’d seen a few hot things until now.

      My wife exposing herself to strangers at a truck stop springs to mind. Holding the hard cocks of two truck drivers before they sprayed their come all over her.

      But here, in a mostly empty bar in Downtown Manhattan, distressingly close to our workplaces, Catherine was flirting with her favorite colleague, and it was both tender and sweet — which made it so sizzling hot.

      Catherine wasn’t just getting off on other guys seeing her naked and stroking herself. She was building a bond with a guy she knew and liked. Their chemistry was undeniable. It made me hard just seeing her looking into his eyes, the way he looked vaguely startled the whole time, as though he couldn’t quite believe this gorgeous brunette had asked him out on a date.

      He couldn’t quite believe this goddess had said she wanted to start an affair with him.

      And now they were sitting overly close to each other at the bar, and the touches between them had moved on from accidental brushes to purposeful, sustained connection.

      He had his hand on her thigh. She was casually stroking his forearm.

      Catherine Meyer-Burrows, one of the most respected lawyers in the city under the age of 40, looked like a besotted schoolgirl who had just snared her crush at senior prom.

      And in the shadows at the back of the place, I quietly listened to their conversation and stroked my erection like some kind of despicable pervert. Taking occasional pictures of it under the table to send to my wife, along with suggestions for her date.

      Kevan: Tell him you’ll want to fuck him at least once a week. But there can’t be any chance of you being seen together socially.

      ‘I hope you have a healthy appetite for sex.’

      ‘If you’re involved, I’ll be insatiable.’

      ‘We might have to limit ourselves to once or twice a week at first.’

      ‘You know I’ll be thinking about you non-stop.’

      The first time they kissed, I nearly went into cardiac arrest. It wasn’t for long, since they were sitting at the bar, but oh my God, was it sexy as hell. They just leaned into it, their lips touching so gently, the lust fizzing around them as Catherine sucked on his lower lip while Jack stroked her cheek and ran his fingers through her hair.

      ‘We can’t be together in a bar like this again. Not on our own.’

      ‘I agree. Too risky. But maybe somewhere uptown? I have a place in Brooklyn…’

      ‘No. We get a hotel room somewhere. We arrive separately, at least 20 minutes apart.’

      Jesus. I couldn’t believe how sexy it was eavesdropping on my wife negotiating sex with one of her co-workers.

      This wasn’t exactly romantic, even though their chemistry was breathtaking. It didn’t go this way when you met someone on Tinder and got to know them, and in one night decided you liked them enough to sleep with them. These two people knew each other well enough already, knew they were attracted to each other, but had assumed they were off-limits to each other. And now, suddenly, they were available for each other.

      It seemed like the attraction had been building between them like a reservoir filling with rainwater — and now, suddenly, the dam was bursting.

      The two of them perched on barstools, touching their faces together.

      If this had been a hotel bar, they might have just got a room and raced upstairs.

      Maybe I would have told my wife to do exactly that. But at the same time, I didn’t want to rush things. I wanted to savor the experience.

      Kevan: Tell him you’re going to book somewhere for Friday night.

      ‘Are you free Friday?’

      ‘Of course.’

      ‘I’ll make arrangements.’

      ‘Can’t wait.’

      Kevan: Tell him he’d better be good in bed, or you’ll be disappointed.

      I smiled at myself. I wasn’t being very charming. If I was the one on the date, I probably wouldn’t even get a second date. But it was fun dropping in little suggestions for Catherine. I had to send her a dick pic with each request, but that was less and less of a big deal for me.

      Catherine wasn’t using my words, though, of course. She was translating. She made it all sound better.

      Only this time, she said, ‘I’m going to need you to fuck me better than my husband has in years.’

      I nearly spat out my beer when she said that.

      Then he replied, ‘I don’t think that will be a problem.’

      So it was going to be like that, huh? I was going to be role-playing as a miserable cuckold. Ah well. If Catherine sensed that Jack needed to believe she was cheating on her husband, then so be it.

      Kevan: Naughty. Don’t you think it’s time you took him outside and gave him a little road test before you make your way home?’

      I would leave it to Catherine to determine what this suggestion might lead to.

      ‘Let’s get out of here. We’ve been here too long already.’

      ‘Of course.’

      I felt regret as my passive FaceTime call with Catherine ended, and I could no longer hear them. But now they were getting up from their stools, heading out of the place. Catherine would have him walk her back to the office parking garage, but it was far enough away that perhaps there could be time for a stop on the way. Or a few stops. Some canoodling.

      I let them go, then followed at a safe distance.

      Outside, the street was poorly lit, which made me think Catherine could pull Jack into a shady alcove and have her wicked way with him. But they walked steadily toward the office building and seemed to refrain despite the huge temptation to do so.

      They started out walking from the bar like lovers, looking so sweet as a couple. But the closer we came to their workplace, the more their body language changed, and their affection cooled — until they appeared like mere acquaintances, co-workers who didn’t even have a crush on each other.

      I kept back, of course, but followed diligently. My spy craft was impeccable.

      I felt disappointment, however, as the two of them casually entered the building and descended to the parking garage. Was that it for the evening, despite my final instruction to my wife?

      I knew the back way into the parking garage, which skipped the whole entrance lobby thing. The spy’s entrance, you might say. Otherwise known as the vehicular entrance and exit. There were a few minutes where I lost sight of them, however, since I did not want to go into the public side of the building.

      My heart thumped as I searched for them in the dimly lit parking garage. Thankfully, however, there were few cars left — almost everyone working in this building had long since gone home.

      And there was my wife and her new lover, lurking in a shady spot on the lower level, where she’d parked her Mercedes that morning.

      I hid behind a concrete pillar and saw Catherine putting her hands on the handsome young man’s lapel and then reach up to kiss his mouth.

      I felt like time had just stopped.

      This wasn’t a sweet little kiss at the bar. This was passionate, this was raw, this was sexual as far as a kiss could be. The two of them going at it, as deep and heavy as they could. Lusting after each other, driven by primeval urges. Hands sweeping all over bodies, lips working on lips, tongues delving into mouths, bodies pressing against each other.

      She had him up against the wall. Then he had her up against the wall.

      She had her hands all over his crotch, exploring his bulge. Then he had his hands up under her dress, dragging the hem up until her panties were on display. Sexy ones, too — I’d had a hand in choosing them.

      The kiss went on for so long. The two of them indulged themselves, enjoying the release of feelings, relishing every touch, caress, and moment of lips locked against lips.

      I looked for a better position to appreciate the show.

      I moved beyond Jack’s field of vision and crossed toward a pool of darkness perilously close to my prey.

      I got really close. It would have been creepy if it hadn’t been my wife involved. Even so, it was pretty creepy. But hey. This guy was actively cheating on me. He had made a decision to steal what was mine. I wasn’t so concerned about my ethics toward him.

      I was so close I could smell them — her perfume, his cologne.

      Catherine broke her kiss and glanced over Jack’s shoulder, and now she saw me. Her eyes flashed with surprise and delight. I put a forefinger to my lips, urging her not to give the game away. We didn’t want to scare away her new lover.

      I caught my breath as my wife suddenly turned Jack so that the two of them were sideways on to me, and then she sank to her knees in front of him, trailing her hand down his chest and over his crotch as she went.

      Catherine smiled at her young colleague and unzipped his fly as though unwrapping her personal birthday present.

      Then she pulled out the biggest cock I think I’ve ever seen.

      My wife took it in her hands and sat back on her haunches for a moment, just taking in the sight of it. She looked like she’d just won the lottery. Then she slowly peeled down the foreskin and started to stroke his gigantic shaft, working it as though checking out the action on a power tool.

      ‘You’re so much bigger than my husband,’ I heard her almost purr, and it sent a funny little shiver of pleasure through me.

      I guess I liked the idea of my sweet Catherine getting to play with an enormous cock.

      She glanced sideways — which might have been imperceptible to the man whose cock she held, but felt significant for me. She was sharing her delight with me, letting me know how thrilled she was that this had turned out this way. This was all about sharing the experience, making it about the two of us.

      And she was reveling in how I viewed her kneeling down to suck this younger man’s cock, given my little kink.

      I caught the little glint in her eye as she saw me in the gloom, standing there holding my own cock. Quietly jacking off to the unbelievable sight of my wife directing another man’s dick to her mouth, parting her lips wide, then sliding it inside.

      This felt as dangerous as any late-night performance at the truck stop. I was casting my eyes all around but couldn’t see any sign of threat.

      Feeling as safe as I could under the circumstances, I returned my gaze to the debauchery of my adulterous wife, taking this massive obscenity into her pretty mouth, stretching her refined lips around the mighty girth of this brutally engorged phallus.

      I could hear her moaning from sheer excitement at handling the damn thing, along with the wet sounds of her mouth working that colossal manhood.

      Neither of them really spoke. Catherine manhandled him as though he was her personal property. And yet, at the same time, the way she rubbed her face all over that thing — stroking his big glans all over her soft cheeks, temples, chin, even her neck — made it appear that she was marking herself as his territory.

      It gave me confusing signals. But the whole experience was confusing.

      She was so thrilled by his dick, it did provoke fear in me. And yet, at the same time, I was roused by her excitement, my heart palpitating as I watched her jam it into her mouth and work it as far down her throat as she could.

      I saw he was closing his eyes as she worked him, and it seemed to give her the confidence to glance over at me — and watch me pumping my cock while I focused on her sucking her colleague’s dick.

      I couldn’t take my eyes off her — which was not a safe way to behave in public — as she bobbed her head and fucked him with her eager mouth.

      Then suddenly, he was grunting and bucking like a mule — and nothing could stop him from coming.

      Catherine didn’t stop him, that was for sure. She didn’t swallow his cream, however. She slipped his cock out of her mouth, and it sprayed all over her chest, her neck, her clothes.

      He made a real mess of her, but she didn’t mind.

      She simply picked herself up and leaned up against her car, watching him zipping up his fly.

      ‘Friday, then,’ she said, dismissing him for the night.

      ‘Can’t wait,’ he replied, walking away like a hired gun.

      Catherine calmly watched him leave, checking out his ass in his tight suit pants. Waiting patiently until he was gone before saying out loud, ‘Did you enjoy watching us, my darling?’

      I emerged from the shadows, took her in my arms, kissed her cheating mouth.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

      

    

    
      We were so high.

      My wife had just given another man a blowjob.

      ‘You can’t do this again. Ever.’

      ‘I know.’

      And now we were on the front seats of her Mercedes, making out like there was no tomorrow.

      ‘You can’t even be seen kissing him here. Holding hands. Anywhere near here.’

      ‘I know — you did hear me telling him, right? That we have to go to a hotel.’

      She looked at me as though she believed I hadn’t been paying attention back in the bar. Even though I had been watching her closely with her date all evening, hanging on their every word to each other.

      ‘I heard what you told him. But I want to make extra sure.’

      ‘You don’t have to worry about anything. This was a one-off.’

      I had heard her telling her colleague Jack that they couldn’t be seen socializing together. That their affair, if that was what they were calling it, could only involve meetings in hotel rooms. And even then, they would have to arrive separately, at different times.

      But I needed to be sure she would follow her own guidelines.

      Because while my biggest turn-on involved letting other men have sex with my wife, it increasingly transpired that Catherine’s biggest turn-on was the hint of danger in her sexual activities.

      After our little adventure at a truck stop late at night, when she had exposed herself to strangers, and, in turn, had them jack off in front of her, she had seemed reluctant to do as I wanted and ask out one of her co-workers on a date. Simply going for a drink with a colleague had seemed too safe for her compared to the truck stop caper.

      But now she had taken Jack on a date and had brought him to her office parking garage before sucking his cock, she seemed to have warmed to the possibilities that an affair with a young stud might entail.

      She sensed the danger to her career — and our marriage — that came from an affair with someone at work. And that set her alight.

      I had to encourage her to pursue her desire for Jack while moderating her need for danger. I didn’t need her taking undue risks with her career just because it got her horny.

      Yet right now, Catherine and I were still in the parking garage of her office building, and as we made out, her hand was pressing at my hard cock through my pants — and mine was reaching over to squeeze the pleasing firmness of her gorgeous behind.

      Maybe I was accepting too much risk here, but tonight was a one-off. And I couldn’t wait to get my wife home before indulging in her — because she’d just done something insanely hot.

      And right now, I was sucking on her lips, which had moments before been wrapped around another man’s hard cock. It was so wrong, but such a bizarre thrill.

      ‘Nobody’s going to catch us down here,’ she murmured in between sucking on my face.

      ‘You’d probably want some burly security guard to come catch us,’ I joked.

      She pulled away from me, giggling as she lay across my legs. In that position, it was only natural for my right hand to fall between her thighs. Then, it was so easy to tuck it under the hem of her short dress before slipping my fingers inside her panties.

      ‘Mmm…You think we’d get in trouble?’ she asked, moaning as my digits explored her soaking wet underwear, seeking out the slick heat of her dripping pussy.

      ‘We are married to each other…’

      ‘But we’re not supposed to be indecent in the office parking garage.’

      She arched her back as my fingers squeezed inside her searing pussy, thrusting out her small but perky breasts. She was just irresistible. I leaned over her to reach for a kiss on her lips, while she began to stir her hips in response to my fingers thrusting inside her.

      It was so weird, kissing her after she’d just had another man’s cock in her mouth. It was subtle, but I could taste him on her, I could smell him on her. It didn’t gross me out, as I had feared might happen. In fact, it gave me a wholly unexpected kick — even though I couldn’t think of any part of a naked man and get sexually aroused in isolation.

      Somehow, the delicate hint of man on my wife’s lips, the faint trace of cock, merely emphasized what had just happened, providing lingering evidence that underlined the hotness of my wife’s descent into adultery.

      I tasted her, and it brought back ultra-high-definition images of her wrapping her lips around that huge cock, working his massive manhood with her mouth.

      I suppose the smell of his come splashed all over her chest and neck — not to mention her dress — added to the experience, too.

      ‘Mmm… he has such a nice cock,’ she moaned, breathless from the sensations my finger elicited inside her juicy sex.

      ‘I’m glad you like it,’ I grinned, sounding as though I’d given Jack to her wrapped up in colored paper and a big red ribbon.

      ‘Are you jealous that he has such a big one?’ she asked me.

      ‘Of course not,’ I chuckled.

      ‘You’re not worried about a guy like that fucking me when we get a hotel room Friday night?’

      I think she knew I was okay with it, even before she asked the question. She’d examined my porn stash. She knew what got me going. But asking the question like this, as I tugged off her panties to make it easier to fuck her with my fingers, simply spurred me on.

      ‘I love how much you want him. I love how wet he gets you,’ I said, dipping fingers inside her, then bringing them to my mouth to taste her copious wetness.

      ‘You do?’

      I grinned. ‘I wouldn’t want to share you with a guy who gives you a bad experience. What would be the point of that?’

      ‘You’re the best husband in the world, my darling. You know that?’

      We made out some more, and it made me wonder how it would be to take her back after another man had actually fucked her. How would it feel when someone else had violated that most profound of marital sanctities?

      Would I want to taste her pussy after another man had been there?

      ‘We should go home, it’s too risky here,’ she said, but I got the sense that she meant nothing of the kind. That she was merely saying that because it reminded her of where we were, of the danger.

      She was getting off on this.

      She urged me to take her home, yet as she did so, she was fishing my hard cock out of my pants, then taking it in her hot mouth. Bobbing her head down on me while I reached to continue fucking her with my fingers.

      And not so long after that, she was negotiating her way onto my lap, laying the seat down while straddling me. Engulfing my stiff manhood in the fierce heat of her throbbing sex.

      ‘He’s going to fuck me, you know that?’ she said as she began to ride me. ‘Are you going to let him?’

      ‘I’ll let him.’

      ‘I want you to watch him fuck me, my darling.’

      ‘Oh yes, I want to see.’

      ‘I want you to stroke your beautiful cock while you watch another man fucking me.’

      I kissed her neck as we worked our hips, and my cock stirred inside her like a piston within a cylinder block. The humid scent of her arousal blended with the slight tinge of her earlier blowjob and revved me up like crazy.

      ‘He’s going to put his hands all over me, my darling,’ Catherine said, knowing how her words were landing with me. ‘He’s going to get me so wet — and then slide that big dick inside me.’

      ‘Oh yes, my love.’

      ‘He’ll press his body against me and fuck me so hard…’

      I wish I could have held out for longer, but she was so good at getting me going.
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        * * *

      

      We drove home together with the roof down. The warm summer air rushing over us was like a post-coital cigarette. Probably just as unhealthy as a post-coital cigarette, too, given the local air quality.

      ‘I could have dropped you at your building,’ she said, while we were paused at a red light on West Street running north along the Hudson.

      ‘I can get the train in the morning,’ I shrugged, referring to the fact that my car was still parked in the parking garage of my own Lower Manhattan law firm.

      ‘I could give you a lift in,’ she smiled.

      ‘There, you see? It’s easier this way.’ I gazed at her a moment too long, and the car behind us honked its horn to punish me for the split-second delay after our light turned green.

      ‘Besides,’ I noted, ‘If we were in separate vehicles, I wouldn’t get to enjoy you all the way home.’

      She giggled. ‘And I wouldn’t have my hands free…’

      As though to emphasize her point, she arched her back and moaned, luxuriating in the euphoria of a little post-coital masturbation.

      I hadn’t thought I’d be so distracted by her on the way home, considering the fact that I had been bestowed a monumental orgasm back there in the parking garage. But there seemed no end to my desire for my beautiful wife now that she was sexually active with more than one man.

      As we paused at the final set of lights before the highway, I hit the button to close our roof so that I could keep the sight of Catherine toying with her bare pussy to myself. As much as I enjoyed other motorists catching sight of her being wicked like this, I was feeling selfish.

      ‘So which hotel are we going to book on Friday?’ I asked her, reaching across to grope her breasts through her dress.

      ‘A good one,’ she said, dragging my hand down between her thighs. ‘Not too close to the office.’

      ‘Are you planning on staying the night?’

      She gazed into my eyes, ‘Are we planning on staying the night, you mean?’

      She was using my hand to touch herself, pressing my fingers against her slippery groove, stirring circles around her vulva to show me exactly what she wanted. When she finally released her grip and lay back in the seat to let me continue without her, I found it easy to keep doing what she’d shown me.

      Her pussy was super wet, of course. And not merely because she was so turned on. My own cream was oozing out of her — it had been the thing that had drawn her into a little bonus kitty action in the first place once we were on the way home.

      I’d never done this before. I’d never touched her like this after coming inside her.

      It gave me an idea of how it might feel to do this for her after someone else had come inside her.

      ‘Did I do what you wanted tonight, my darling?’ she asked me, panting a little as I dipped my fingers inside her and drew her wetness out and around her clit.

      ‘Oh yes, you’ve made good progress, my sweet.’

      ‘You’d say I’ve fulfilled my side of the bargain, then?’

      There was a particular glint in her large, hazel eyes.

      It took me a moment to get what she was alluding to. I chuckled.

      ‘You want to go back to the truck stop,’ I said.

      ‘Well, it doesn’t have to be tonight,’ she said, leaning closer toward me to direct pleading, cute-kitten eyes at me.

      I grinned. ‘I suppose you’ve earned it…’

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

        

      

    

    
      We were on the road again.

      It was the middle of the night, in the middle of the week. We had both come home from work, grabbed a quick bite to eat, and then, as though we were going on a date, we had prepared ourselves for our nocturnal adventure.

      We planned on going out late, so we had plenty of time to get ready, even if our usual extended work hours and the dense traffic on I-95 had seen us arrive home past 9 p.m.

      We took a bath together. God, I don’t think we even did that when we were dating.

      ‘Mmm… this is nice…’ Catherine moaned as we enjoyed the sensations of our naked bodies rubbing against each other in the warm, soapy water. ‘How come we never did this together before?’

      ‘This is the first place we ever lived that had a bathtub as big as this,’ I said, gently groping her perky breasts under the pretext that I was washing her.

      ‘But we have lived here for three years.’

      I grinned as I felt her hand stroking my hard cock under the pretext that she was washing me. ‘We’ve been working too hard,’ I said. ‘But now we’ve realized that, we should do this more often.’

      ‘Mmm, we should,’ she cooed. ‘Now, are you going to shave my pussy, or do I have to do it?’

      I shaved her pussy. I washed her divine body. I exfoliated. I shampooed her hair. Afterward, I dried her and applied lotion to her beautifully soft skin.

      I picked out her lingerie and helped her to dress.

      I didn’t usually get involved this much, even since we’d started this whole crazy adventure. But it was fun; it focused my attention on her just as we were building up to what we hoped would be a red-hot night. It allowed me to appreciate her beauty in detail, close-up, and revel in the belief that later that night, she would debauch herself with whichever strangers turned up.

      I only had to resist the temptation to consume her myself while I helped her to get ready to go out.

      I may have had a little taste of her dewy folds while I was shaving her pussy, but that was only because she was getting so wet while I was doing it.

      Anyway.

      It did seem weird to be going out again, this late at night, ready to rock. It felt like we were teenagers, sneaking out of the house in the dead of night for a midnight swim in somebody else’s pool.

      We crept out of the house, whispered to each other, we pulled out of the driveway slowly and as quietly as possible. We did not want neighbors to notice us departing the house at odd times.

      ‘We should get an electric car,’ Catherine said. ‘They don’t make any noise at all.’

      Then we were on the road, driving along empty streets to the highway, then joining the traffic flow headed north. Street lamps flashed over us in the darkness as we went.

      Tonight, we were headed for a different truck stop than the last time. Catherine had done some furtive online research. She’d identified some of the top locations in the state for voyeur experiences. This place we were going to had some renown among the truck-driving community.

      I liked that it was further away from home than the other place. I was still nervous, though, of course. I was shaking a little as I drove.

      ‘Your list of places didn’t include anywhere off the highway?’ I asked her.

      ‘You don’t get the truckers if you leave the highway.’

      ‘We’d get somebody. Probably. And at least there wouldn’t be the Highway Patrol.’

      ‘We’ll be fine.’

      I think the heightened sense of danger turned Catherine on. It was part of her exhibitionist kick. The two of us came at these erotic adventures from different perspectives — and they would prove exciting for different reasons. For me, the thrill was seeing her with other men. Seeing them want her. Seeing her being so wicked, so depraved, so dirty.

      Playing with complete strangers.

      For her, it would be different, of course. I imagined she would enjoy being desired by men other than her husband, who was supposed to want her. She would have the thrill of touching men she was not supposed to touch. Maybe she would have the adventure of going further and further with new partners — how far would she go? How brave would she be?

      But more than anything, there was the exhilaration of her indecent exposure. This was proving a foundation stone for Catherine’s reawakened libido. She actively wanted the buzz of breaking the rules, of risking real trouble. It heightened the sensation for her.

      She was already stoked the moment we got onto the highway. She was already quietly stroking her pussy the last 20 miles of our journey.

      Then, here we were, pulling off into the truck stop.

      Catherine wearing a sexy little black miniskirt and thigh-high stockings. Dressed for sex.

      ‘You ready for this?’ I asked her as we slowed to a crawl through the dark, mostly deserted parking lot.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ she said, withdrawing a finger from between her legs. I took hold of her wrist, gently guiding her hand up to my mouth so I could suck her tangy juices from her fingers. She was already super wet.

      I slowed and parked in a shady spot toward the back of the lot, away from the gas station and convenience store. It was not the kind of place you would park in if you were innocently pulling off the highway to use the facilities. I suppose if a cop turned up, we would explain that I was overly tired, we’d pulled off the highway to sleep.

      ‘There’s nobody here,’ I said, glancing around, trying not to drag down the mood.

      ‘There’s a couple of trucks over there,’ Catherine said, though I could tell she was disappointed.

      Sometimes, when you have a big adventure by accident, it’s difficult to repeat. It’s not always easy to replicate the exact circumstances.

      I said, ‘It’s still fairly early,’ trying to be reassuring, even though it was already well past midnight.

      We were both breathing shallowly, anxiously, waiting. It seemed almost as though the worst thing that could happen — worse even than the cops turning up — was that we would be here on our own.

      ‘Should we go away and come back another time?’ Catherine asked me.

      ‘I don’t know…I think we should wait.’

      She nodded, then smiled. ‘Are you hard, my darling?’

      I gave her a mischievous grin. I unzipped my fly, pulled open my pants. Catherine flashed her eyes at me, pretending to be shocked by my behavior. Then she reached over and slid her hand down my pants, into my underwear, taking gentle hold of my thickening cock.

      I shoved my pants and boxer shorts down, revealing my manhood completely. Feeling that slight tremor of excitement from being wicked, from exposing myself. There might have been no one around — but there was the chance that someone might come.

      And in the meantime, we could entertain ourselves.

      Catherine remained sitting in the passenger seat, buckled up, legs crossed. An outside observer might not think anything was amiss if they couldn’t see her arm reaching across, her hand gently pumping my cock to full hardness.

      There still seemed to be no one around.

      ‘It’s kind of hot just being here,’ I said. ‘Remembering what happened the first time.’

      ‘Uh-huh.’ Catherine nodded. ‘And knowing there’s always a chance of something happening…’

      She leaned over the central console, offering me a tantalizing little smile before ducking down on my lap, taking my cock in her talented mouth.

      ‘Oh, God…’ I moaned.

      Catherine slurped a little as she bobbed down on my cock, reveling in having it in her mouth while we were out in public. The heat and wetness of her lips and tongue, and her cheek pressed in around my girth, was just incredible.

      But she wasn’t down there for long. She was too on edge, I could tell.

      Within minutes, she was sitting upright again, gazing around, searching for signs of life — even while continuing to pump my cock with her hand. I hoped she wouldn’t feel disappointed if it was only us tonight.

      I glanced over and smiled at her, silently letting her know that even if it was just going to be the two of us, it would still be hot.

      She slipped one strap of her top off her shoulder, then the other, revealing her bra. Along with the black miniskirt and stockings, her outfit made me think of an office worker, a secretary.

      I reached over and slipped my hand over her bra — and then under it, appreciating the soft smoothness of her skin, the warmth of her body. She ducked down again to take my hard-on in her mouth for a few minutes more.

      ‘Oh… yeah…’

      When she sat up again, she left me to stroke my cock while she removed her top and then her bra. Her tits were magnificent — ample handfuls, with pink nipples perched on top, stiff as pencil erasers.

      She fondled her breasts while I jacked my cock, performing for me, enjoying the exhibition of her topless self, even if there was nobody out here in the truck stop to benefit.

      She couldn’t keep her hands off my big dick for long, though.

      But as she started pumping it again, she turned her head suddenly, peered over my shoulder — had she spotted something?

      ‘You see anything?’

      ‘I don’t know… maybe,’ she said, looking tense, her hand squeezing my shaft tighter than usual.

      She let go of my cock, sat up straight, continuing to look behind us, over her shoulder out of the back window.

      ‘Someone’s there,’ she whispered, sitting motionless, cupping her bare breasts.

      ‘Danger?’ I asked her, though I continued to stroke my cock, feeling the anxiety make my heartbeats heavier, louder to the point that it was almost painful.

      I didn’t see any flashing lights out there. But what if a cop car had been parked in another one of the shadowy fringes of this truck stop, ready to pounce? I was ready to key the ignition and slam the gearstick into drive if it did turn out to be danger.

      ‘I don’t know…’ she said. But she wasn’t covering up, either.

      Then she said softly, ‘He’s wearing ordinary clothes…’

      Catherine sat up straighter, pressing her hands against her breasts — poised in case she had to cover up completely.

      It was terrifying, and yet profoundly thrilling at the same time.

      We heard footsteps outside the vehicle. Someone approaching, footsteps on the asphalt.

      I froze. What if we were caught?

      Could Catherine seduce a cop?

      We heard the footsteps so close — stop outside our window. I caught my breath. If it was an innocent bystander, they wouldn’t have stopped beside our car — particularly if they’d seen what was happening here.

      There was a knock on our window.

      Catherine turned toward him. I resumed stroking my cock. My sweet wife was cupping her breasts — but then, to my complete surprise, she opened her door.
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        * * *

      

      We hadn’t really talked about this. We’d talked a lot about what had happened before, of course. About the possibility of some stranger touching her pussy again. Even the vague idea that someday, Catherine might let another man fuck her. But we hadn’t discussed the actual strategy for tonight.

      I’m not sure what I’d been expecting. Perhaps a repeat of the last time. Perhaps stretching the boundaries a little further.

      But right now, she was already opening the door to whoever had arrived.

      The man was just standing there. He was in his thirties or forties, it seemed. He wore a faded gray t-shirt and old sweatpants. It was the kind of thing you’d lounge around the house in if you believed there was no chance of any visitors that day.

      Catherine clutched her breasts and watched as the stranger stood there, just inches away, and tugged down his loose sweatpants.

      He had no underwear on.

      I stifled a gasp as I saw his big cock revealed under the low light from the lamps dotted around the truck stop.

      Wow.

      His cock looked so lewd, so wrong, right there in the flesh.

      I felt like I could hardly breathe. This guy we had never met before just flopped out his big dick in front of us. And this time, I was sitting here in the driver’s seat like I was her husband. I wasn’t pretending to be another trucker. We weren’t pretending that Catherine was here on her own.

      It looked, to anyone around, as if we were together.

      And yet, this guy wasn’t fazed by it at all. He had seen Catherine sitting here in the passenger seat of a car parked suspiciously off to the side of the truck stop in the shadows, and he had come to investigate. And when he’d got here, even though I was here with her, he got his dick out and started pumping.

      It made me feel like this wasn’t the guy’s first rodeo.

      He’d seen other couples do this kind of thing before.

      For some reason, that made me feel reassured. I wasn’t threatened by this guy. I wasn’t jealous. I enjoyed his interest in my wife. I stroked my own cock as I watched him stroke his, watching Catherine.

      This man was hard because he was aroused by my wife sitting there topless in a tiny skirt and stockings. I liked that. It made my cock harder. It made me pump it faster.

      Catherine gazed at him for a while. Then, to my further surprise, she reached for his hands and guided them to her bare breasts.

      God.

      This stranger was touching my wife’s bare breasts — and I wanted him to. Could he feel how hard her nipples were? Did he think they were just the most gorgeous tits you could ever lay hands on?

      Then as the guy squeezed her nipples between his fingers and thumbs, I saw my wife tug on the waistband of the guy’s sweatpants — and take his cock and balls in her hands.

      Jeez.

      She glanced over her shoulder at me and flashed her eyes, giving me the most wicked grin I’d ever seen.

      Oh man, it nearly made me come right then and there. She was teasing me, making sure I saw she had her hands on another man’s dick again, and trying to provoke me somehow.

      For a while, she cupped his balls in one hand while pumping his cock with the other.

      The guy moaned and seemed to struggle to stay focused enough to grope Catherine’s magnificent tits.

      It was so shocking, seeing her handling him like that. And yet, I didn’t want her to stop. Why was it such a turn-on? It was hard to fully understand my own feelings. I could only guess that I’d been corrupted over the years by exposure to pornography. But I wasn’t complaining — it was so hot to see.

      I watched as Catherine sat back in the seat and pumped a stranger’s cock in one hand as she pressed her other between her thighs.

      Then the stranger reached down to try to help her stroke her pussy through her panties — and my wife didn’t bat away his hand or anything. She was letting him touch her there.

      She continued stroking his cock and now lifted her skirt out of the way so that I could see the stranger pawing her sex. She moaned as this man we had never met before tugged aside her black panties and gently fingered her.

      God.

      This was just insane. I could smell Catherine’s arousal in the air.

      The stranger glanced at me, offered me an appreciative nod and a smile that told me I was a lucky so-and-so to have a wife like this. It all fed into my ego.

      Was Catherine going to make him come?

      Why was it so hot? I wasn’t supposed to just let someone else manhandle my wife, was I? And yet, I wanted him to. In fact, I felt an odd hope throbbing away inside that she would do more with him. Maybe she’d duck down and take that filthy cock in her mouth, as she had taken mine.

      Catherine glanced over her shoulder at me again and shot me another darker look of lust and wickedness.

      I smiled and gave her a little nod of approval.

      My heart was hammering. Was she going to do it? Was she going to suck some stranger’s cock, right out here in the great outdoors? Where anyone could come along and catch us?

      Catherine moaned, then shifted in her seat, letting go of the man’s cock. As she moved, the stranger withdrew his hand from her panties, pausing while she figured out what she was doing.

      Then she turned on her seat to the point that she was kneeling on it, facing the gap between the driver and passenger seats. I thought perhaps she was going to climb into the back — maybe she was planning to strip off on the back seat or something.

      But she didn’t climb into the back of the car. She remained kneeling there on the passenger seat, facing away from the open door and the stranger. She tugged her skirt up, exposing the pleasing roundness of her behind, which was covered in the black lace of her panties and the thin, dark mesh of her nylons.

      I gasped when I realized what she was doing.

      Pushing down her panties.

      Exposing her bare behind to the stranger.

      My sweet wife knelt on the passenger seat and faced me, brushing a strand of her dark hair out of her face as her eyes locked on mine.

      Then she smiled, and the stranger slid his stiff cock into her open pussy.
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      Here was one of those moments where you think maybe we really are plugged into the Matrix, and there’s a big glitch going on right now.

      My wife was bent over the passenger seat of our car in the middle of the night, a stranger standing by her open door, shoving his hard cock into her bare pussy from behind.

      Catherine Meyer-Burrows, one of the most respected women in this generation of law professionals throughout the city, was being fucked by a stranger — a trucker — while she watched her pervert of a husband sit behind the wheel, jacking off.

      ‘Are you watching me, my darling?’

      ‘Oh yes, my love.’

      ‘He’s fucking me… he’s fucking me so hard…’

      She was getting a real thrill from where this was happening — in a shady corner of this truck stop. But while the guy was clearly making Catherine feel good by fucking her, my wife was making it seem as though she was mainly getting off on performing for me.

      I don’t know how much of it was from her wanting me to feel included. As I sat there beating my meat, her eyes were fixated on me, making it seem as though her major thrill was watching me masturbate at the sight of her cuckolding me.

      ‘You’re so hard, my darling,’ she panted.

      ‘You’re so beautiful…’ I said in reply, making her smile. ‘I bet your friend can’t believe his luck…’

      Catherine gazed longingly at my cock as I pumped it, desperate to take it in her mouth but prevented by her need to see me jacking it. She wanted to be my muse, she wanted to be the center of my masturbatory experience.

      So she kept off me, and I tended to my own erection while watching her body rocking back and forth on the passenger seat as the trucker pounded into her.

      I could hear his cock thrusting into her, the wet sounds of her pussy accommodating his manhood. I could smell her arousal and the hint of body odor from the stranger fucking my wife, thick in the humid summer air.

      ‘You like watching him fuck me, my darling?’ she moaned, her entire body jerking and rocking from the impact of the stranger fucking her.

      ‘I love it, my sweet. It’s the biggest turn-on.’

      ‘Can you believe he’s inside me? Another man… a compete stranger…’

      My wife had yanked off her panties before offering herself to the strangers outside the car, but now I grabbed that little scrap of black from her hand and pressed it to my face. I inhaled the irresistible scent of her arousal from the black lace, connecting indirectly with her pussy.

      I craved her sex — but I’d wait until the other men had finished with it first. How would it be to behold her once she’d actually fucked other men?

      She smiled sweetly at me as I contemplated this dramatic fulfillment of my wife-sharing kink. She loved being the center of my attention.

      I leaned over to kiss her mouth, enjoying the softness of her lips and the way the other guy’s thrusts shoved her against me.

      ‘How does it feel, my love?’

      She grinned. ‘So good… his cock’s so big… squeezing into me…’

      Such an unbelievable experience. My wife had crossed the line and been fucked by another man. And was still going…

      But the guy didn’t last long.

      He grunted, took a few more slow thrusts into her, and shuddered as his orgasm arrived. I glanced into his eyes only once and received a look of gratitude as he finally withdrew from her.

      Then, before I could catch my breath, there was another guy behind him, stretching the tip of the condom to make sure it wouldn’t split. Catherine’s eyes and mouth widened with surprise as she was entered by a second stranger.

      ‘You okay?’ I mouthed to her.

      She nodded and smiled broadly as the new man started a rhythm thrusting into her.

      A group of men was now hovering around her open door. They all stood with their jeans bunched around their knees, tugging on their hard cocks while they watched Catherine being fucked.

      Catherine seemed to be in complete ecstasy, moaning and panting as this second trucker grabbed hold of her hips and slammed his hard dick into her again and again. I felt the conflict between my out-and-out arousal at her debauchery and the sense of danger that surrounded us.

      There could be cops along any time to catch us.

      I had to keep an eye on my mirrors and be prepared to start the car and drive away at a moment’s notice.

      Like the first guy, the second trucker to fuck her did not last long, either.

      In the dim light, I saw the big guy freeze up, his face tense and reddened, and then he grunted and slammed himself into Catherine one final time, clearly releasing his seed within her and the condom.

      I got the sense from these guys that they were under considerable time pressure to finish. It wasn’t that Catherine was so gorgeous that these guys simply couldn’t last long. They were actively choosing to keep things brief.

      There was too much danger of being caught here.

      So here we were, and a third stranger was already lining up to slide his stiff cock inside my wife — while other men lingered in the background, waiting for their turn.

      This third guy urged Catherine to turn over so that she sat in her seat facing him, so he could see her face as he fucked her. It gave her knees a break — but it also meant, as she leaned back, that I could see over her shoulder, down her body, to where the third stranger’s cock entered her sex.

      Catherine didn’t get to watch me now, but my eyes were riveted on the sight of this stranger sliding his big dick into her soaking wet pussy.

      ‘Are you watching me, my darling?’ she asked, gasping as the man fucked her hard.

      ‘I can see everything, my sweet,’ I replied.

      It was like a dream.

      The wettest wet dream I could ever have.

      It all became a bit of a blur — strangers stepping up to fuck my wife in the parking lot, ultimately urging her out of the vehicle so that they could bend her over the hood of the car and pound into her one after the other. And when these guys were finishing up, they were tearing off their condoms and spraying their thick, white come all over Catherine’s body.

      I was out of the car to watch her, of course, enjoying a different view of her debauchery.

      Though she was happiest when I was standing in front of the car, jacking my exposed cock, where she could see me enjoying the show.

      How many men had fucked her? I couldn’t be sure.

      She was flushed and glistening with perspiration as she clung to the car, gasping and moaning at the hard cocks penetrating her over and over in a constant stream. Her dress seemed more like a belt circling her midriff, the neckline shoved down by men groping her exposed breasts, the hem pushed up as a succession of men fucked her.

      It was such a depraved sight — and at times, I could hardly believe this was the woman I had married. She had thrown off the shackles of dignity and moderation, she had cast out any sense of respectability to embrace the degeneracy.

      And as I watched her, I could see the streaks of come all over her back, a collection that was growing by the minute.

      My own hard cock was getting a little sore from so much masturbation, it made me wonder how Catherine was coping. She might not be able to walk properly in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      But then there was a hiss of ‘Cops!’

      Suddenly, everyone was fleeing in every direction. Catherine was stuffing herself inside the car, and as soon as she’d closed her door, I was sticking the gearshift into drive and pulling away, my heart thumping so hard inside my chest.

      ‘Can you see them?’ I asked as we headed back to the highway.

      ‘No,’ Catherine said, attempting to fix her clothing as she gazed all around us to search for signs of police.

      As we joined the Interstate heading south, I sped up, glances in my mirrors offering no hint of blue and red flashing lights. We drove a few miles in complete silence before we started to feel safe again.

      It was a few more miles down the road before we felt relaxed enough to smile, laugh, and look at each other in complete disbelief at what had just happened.

      ‘How many?’

      She giggled, ‘Six, I think. Maybe seven.’

      ‘Seven different guys?’ I shook my head in awe.

      And now her hands were sprawling all over my lap.

      ‘You were so hard, my darling,’ she cooed. ‘I loved making your beautiful cock so unbelievably hard…’

      But I had to stop her from taking my cock out to suck it, reminding her we were getting closer to home now.

      ‘We have to try and have some kind of separation between these adventures and our home life,’ I insisted.

      She nodded but gave me a pretend pout to protest.

      ‘Do you still love me?’ she asked. ‘After what I just did?’

      ‘More than ever,’ I grinned.

      I reached over to delve a hand between her thighs, pressing it against the soaking heat of her well-used sex, before slipping a finger inside her adulterous pussy.

      ‘Hey, we’re getting closer to home, remember?’ she chided me.

      ‘You better not fall asleep when we get home,’ I said, withdrawing my hand from her, tasting her wetness from my finger.

      ‘I’m not getting sleepy any time soon,’ she purred. ‘You can do whatever you want with me when we get back, my darling.’

      I watched from the corner of my eye as my wife did her best to straighten her clothing and pull her panties back on.

      She was so unbelievably beautiful. But strangely, the fact that she’d been violated by other men only made her seem more beautiful in my eyes, even with her hair damp with sweat, her makeup a complete mess.

      There was something about other men fucking her that made her seem more valuable to me.

      It wasn’t too long before we were home.

      And here was the part where the ego trip I’d been given watching my wife being fucked by several other men could be cashed in. All evening, while I’d witnessed those men taking their turns with Catherine, I’d had the sense that while they had enjoyed her immensely, I was the one who got to take her home.

      Well, here I was, taking her home.

      So now, Catherine was ready to put on a performance for me. A very personal performance. I sat on the end of our bed, naked, stroking my hard cock as I watched her slow, seductive striptease.

      As I sat there, I remembered the night she had caught me jacking off to the tune of hotwife pornography. When she had urged me to continue, while she herself had taken the place of the porn as my muse.

      Here, now, she was displaying herself as she had then, and I was certainly responding.

      Tonight, though, was testament to how far we had come.

      Catherine peeled off her come-stained blouse and that little black miniskirt, and then she was standing there in luxurious black lingerie. Thigh-high stockings. And more than anything, she was standing there with the recent memory of being fucked by a whole bunch of strangers.

      My wife had changed from a slightly gawky, mild-mannered vanilla law-nerd into a sexy, sensuous, seductive, stylish siren.

      ‘So now, my darling, I’m all yours,’ she said, standing in an action-hero pose three yards in front of me.

      ‘Mmm…’ I smiled and said, ‘Come over here.’
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      My beautiful wife had just had sex with six or seven strangers in a public place. Letting them all pull out their hard cocks and slam them into her dripping pussy one after another.

      Kneeling on the front seat of our car or standing bent over the hood as each one of them had grabbed her hips or her waist and thrust into her over and over until they had either come inside her — within their protective condoms — or else pulled out to tear off the thin latex and spray their cream all over her.

      It seemed like such an extraordinary, extreme experience.

      What mountain was left for us both to conquer?

      But now we were home again. Catherine was standing in front of me in her underwear and thigh-high stockings, offering herself to me as her reclaiming husband. I was the headline act. I would finally behold her, consume her, ravish her as the goddess she had become.

      It was so late by now. We both should have been exhausted. But we were shivering with adrenaline.

      ‘Take off your bra,’ I told her, and she immediately but slowly complied, removing the black lace to expose her small but magnificent breasts to me.

      ‘Do you feel differently about me now, my darling?’ she asked me calmly. ‘Now that other men have had me?’

      I sat there on the end of our bed, as composed and relaxed as you could be sitting naked while jacking your hard cock to the sight of your adulterous wife slowly stripping off in front of you.

      ‘Differently, yes,’ I said and caught a hint of something in her large, hazel eyes that could have been nerves, which made me realize she was seeking reassurance, even after the tremendous rise in her self-confidence over the past weeks.

      So I added, ‘I feel more attracted to you than ever before. I feel like the luckiest man who ever walked this Earth. I feel entirely vindicated for the secret fantasy I’ve had for so long…’

      She smiled and took a slow step closer to me. I could see goose bumps on the soft skin of her upper chest, but my eyes were drawn to the exquisite stiffness of her nipples.

      ‘You think you’re the lucky one here?’ she said, stepping close now, looming over me.

      I could smell the other men on her, even from here. It made me tremble with desire.

      I stood, a hand moving to the soft, warm flesh at her waist, breathing her in as our lips drew together in a tender, gentle kiss.

      She was so pretty, so delicate, so enchanting — and yet she had been so defiled. She was like a fallen angel. I breathed her in and sucked on her lips, feeling giddy at taking possession of her after such an adventure with all those strangers. The fumes of her adultery rose from her body like fragrant perfume in the summer heat, surrounding us, engulfing us, intoxicating us as our mouths tangled and we reconnected so profoundly.

      My God.

      I felt as though I was in the process of losing my virginity all over again.

      She draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me passionately as my own hands found the pleasing roundness of her behind, detecting a thrilling clamminess that reminded me how those men had splashed their come all over her at the end.

      ‘Did they hurt you?’ I asked her as we parted, breathless, eyes trailing all over each other, taking in every detail. ‘Were they rough with you?’

      She gave a slight shake of her head. ‘They took me hard, but they didn’t hurt me,’ she said. ‘It felt good how much they wanted me. Their urgency.’

      I hugged her tight and kissed her soft neck, tasting the savory, salty tang on her skin.

      ‘They wanted you so badly,’ I said, moving down to suck on her right breast, feeling that heady, ego-fueled buzz of possessing her when other men would have killed to be in my place.

      ‘But they all knew they only had a short time with me,’ she said.

      ‘They were so frantic,’ I said, slowly kissing my way down her phenomenal body, dropping to my knees before her as I reached the garter belt around her midriff. ‘They had to have you, but the risk was so intense.’

      ‘How did you feel, my love?’ she asked, tucking her dark bell of hair back behind her ears as she gazed down at me venturing close to her pussy. ‘How did you feel, watching them taking me?’

      She let out a soft moan as I leaned in to press my mouth against the damp lace of her panties where they covered her precious sex.

      ‘I’ve never had such a rush,’ I said, inhaling the strong scent of her arousal through the sodden material. ‘I’ve never been so turned on. It was like some kind of drug…’

      Slowly, oh so slowly, I peeled down her panties, revealing the heavenly sight of her perfectly hairless sex.

      For a moment, I was entranced by the spectacle. The center of her womanhood, glistening with dew in the low light of our bedroom lamps. This part of her that was so private, so special, so personal, and yet so many men had penetrated tonight.

      I held her hips with both hands and pressed my thirsty mouth to her sex, sucking on her greedily, slipping my tongue inside her. Catherine let out a sudden, sharp gasp as my hot mouth connected with her sensitive flower, and then as I sucked on her tangy wetness, she tilted her head back and moaned long and low.

      ‘Oh God…’

      I’d gone down on her at the beginning of our night, back when we’d been taking a bath together, when I’d shaved her pussy as part of a ritual-like preparation of her body before we’d gone out. But this time, it was a very different experience.

      Before, she’d been perfectly clean, fresh as a daisy, pure as the driven snow. Her scent had been fragrant, floral, delicate, sweet.

      Now her body reeked of sex, of other men, of sweat and semen, and a hint of the chemical-latex smell of the condoms used to penetrate her. Her perfume was still there, underlying everything, but it was corrupted by the strangers who had fucked her. The air was thick and humid with this corruption, and it was exhilarating to my soul.

      My gorgeous wife had been well and truly fucked by a line of other men.

      My gorgeous wife was sexy as hell.

      I moaned as I ate her, deliriously aroused. As I expressed my excitement at having her like this, I sensed her finally relax, the tension leaching out of her phenomenal body. She had been afraid I would find her distasteful after taking all those strangers inside her. That it might put me off.

      That it might even change my mind.

      But I was definitely not put off. She relaxed at the reality of my ferocious hunger, her feet edging further apart as she stood there, offering me easier access to lap at her delicious sex. She moaned and gasped at the contact of my hot mouth and her sensitive pussy, and the reassurance that I had never wanted her more only enhanced the feelings of ecstasy coursing through her veins.

      I lapped at her juicy slit and savored the change in her flavor since the previous time I’d tasted her. Her light, tangy but wholesome flavor had been laced with the traces of several men’s condoms. In a blind taste test, it might not be something you’d choose. But to me, it emphasized what had happened to her pussy in the past few hours. It underscored the burning memory of my sweet wife being corrupted by all those truckers.

      It was like kissing a beautiful woman who had just been smoking cigarettes. The smoke on her breath tainted her flavor, but the thrill of who you were kissing meant it only seemed to enhance the experience of making out with her.

      I feasted on my wife’s adulterated sex until her legs started to tremble. Then we both dropped to the floor, with me down on my back and Catherine riding my face, pressing her pussy against my eager mouth.

      It seemed so depraved, so completely uncivilized, degenerate, and practically animalistic. But this was the kind of reward I’d been waiting for all night. Catherine Meyer-Burrows, the highly respected and immensely talented lawyer, beautiful beyond compare, wearing nothing but a garter belt and thigh-high stockings, held onto my head with both hands and ground her soaking pussy into my hot mouth until she came more powerfully than she had ever come before.

      But she wasn’t done that time.

      She came, and then she turned around and placed her searing-hot sex over my face again before lying down to take hold of my hard cock in her hands and in her mouth.

      I’m guessing she could tell how much it turned me on to connect with her well-used pussy like that. She could see for herself how hard I was as I licked her well-fucked sex. It wasn’t just a reconnection, wasn’t just a consummation of our new kind of marriage — it was my wife claiming me as hers, and her husband demonstrating his complete devotion.

      There was no rush, there was no fear that one or other of us would tire of this; there was just our connection and the blissful joy that came for both of us like this. It went on and on; neither of us had any clue how long. I don’t even know how many times she came like that. She explored the sensation of her pussy grazing against my lips and my tongue, sitting up or lying down, kneeling this way or that, slowly stirring herself against me, or roughly bouncing on my face.

      She seemed to prefer facing my head, allowing me to gaze up at her sensational body as she rode me, her hands clamped to my temples, and maybe she could glance down at me to see how elated I was to be worshiping her in such a way.

      Only with the last ounces of our energy did she finally slide down my body, and take my steel-hard cock inside her burning-hot pussy, her sex pulsating, vibrating, throbbing as she took my manhood tight inside so that I had absolutely no chance at sustaining anything.

      We were both moaning and gasping as I emptied my full load deep inside her, pumping my scolding cream into her, where so many men had been before me that night.
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        * * *

      

      We slept a few hours, and then it was morning already, and we had to get up for work. We could hardly believe the daylight was here.

      Our bodies were shaking with exhaustion as we showered together, though adrenaline was still flowing through our veins, giving us the strength to continue.

      But while it felt so good to soap each other, and feel so connected as we held each other under the invigorating flow of the steamy water, our minds were already moving on from our incredible night of adventure.

      We had other things to turn our attention to now.

      Catherine had a date lined up with a handsome young stud from her company. And there was still the issue of how I would watch her when she finally came to consummate their newly developing affair.

      Because make no mistake about it: this whole thing was all about watching.

      The question was how we could arrange it with a co-worker who believed Catherine was cheating on her poor, oblivious husband.
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      So this was how it was going to be.

      My wife had booked an apartment for her date through the short-term rental website Airbnb.

      Well, I say ‘short-term’ rental — but under the City’s new crackdown on people buying apartments just to turn them into Airbnb side hustles, Catherine had to book the apartment for a 30-day period.

      ‘There’ll be more dates to come,’ she promised me, naturally stirring things between my thighs.

      I didn’t question her judgment. My guess was that taking an entire apartment, even a small one, would give us more space than a hotel room for me to hide and watch my wife entertain her new lover. Because Catherine and I were both adamant that this new arrangement was about me getting to watch her more than simply a chance for her to sleep with someone else.

      It was the sweet spot where our particular sexual drives intersected.

      If she was going to enjoy a string of ‘dates’ with her co-worker over the coming days, then it might even make financial sense to book a place for a month, instead of a hotel room for multiple stays.

      But we were both lawyers in NYC, with a comfortable home in Connecticut. We weren’t massively restricted by budget.

      So. My wife booked an apartment and gave me a key.

      All I had to do was turn up at the apartment on Friday night some time before they did.

      

      I was nervous, I had to admit. That Friday night, I felt excited but underprepared.

      Catherine and I hadn’t really talked about the date much. We were both looking forward to it, of course, but our working lives were busy and pressured — particularly her since she was a partner in her firm — and there didn’t seem to be the time to really talk about what was going to happen.

      So here it was, early evening on a cool September night, and I finished work with minimal knowledge of what my wife had planned for her date with Jack. All I had was that apartment key burning a hole in my pocket and the address of the door into which it would fit.

      ‘Hot date tonight?’

      That was Rob, my friend at work who had found out about the strange little game Catherine and I had been playing recently.

      Peering around my door just as I was about to leave work, he added, ‘Or should I ask if the lovely Catherine has a hot date tonight?’

      I looked up from my desk, not knowing what to say to him, but feeling sure that I was blushing profusely. What could I say? His jokey suggestion had been correct.

      My hesitation lasted just a little too long.

      I saw the sudden alarm in his eyes as he figured that what he’d asked me had been entirely on the nose.

      ‘Seriously?’ he whispered to me.

      I shrugged. ‘Hey, buddy, it’s really none of your business,’ I said, feeling oddly cold to say such a thing to a guy I had considered my best friend at work for some time now. A guy I used to tell almost everything.

      His demeanor went defensive. ‘Hey, I’m not trying to… I’m just… you know…’

      I felt for him. I could tell from his body language and the tone of his voice that he didn’t mean harm, he was just caught by curiosity. I guess it wasn’t all that common for guys to let their wives date other men. Or at least, it wasn’t common enough that Rob had ever heard of it.

      I sighed. I figured I probably had time to kill before Catherine brought her date back to the Airbnb apartment.

      ‘Do you want to grab a drink somewhere?’ I asked him.

      It was exactly as it sounded — me offering Rob an olive branch. He seemed grateful as he accepted. When we got to The Dead Rabbit, a bar down by Battery Park, it seemed obvious he was trying to strike up a conversation that purposefully had nothing to do with what was happening between Catherine and me.

      But I could tell it was the elephant in the room. It wasn’t difficult to steer the conversation back to that subject. So sue me — I liked talking about sharing Catherine.

      ‘So you could have anyone in this bar?’ he said, his gaze skirting around the establishment at the various female patrons dotted about.

      ‘No,’ I shook my head. ‘It’s not like that, really. Catherine’s the only one who sees other people.’

      ‘There’s no quid pro quo?’ he seemed astonished by the injustice of it all. ‘I don’t get it.’

      I chuckled. ‘Rob, you have three ex-wives. You cheated on all of them. Maybe you can’t understand this kind of thing.’

      He shrugged, ‘I understand that you like someone so much, it seems like it’s never gonna get better. So you marry them. Only then… after a while… things don’t seem so exciting.’

      ‘Well, for Catherine and me…’

      ‘Well, Catherine’s phenomenal.’

      ‘We still had that slowing down phase,’ I admitted. ‘It’s just… we found a way to beat it.’

      ‘You beat it because you’re with her.’

      ‘Well, I’m sure that helps…’ I grinned, remembering how it had been when Catherine had discovered me watching porn and masturbating. When she had decided to watch me doing it — and then had me doing it while watching her. That had been quite something, even before she’d investigated the subject matter of my porn consumption.

      ‘But now you’re letting her date someone else… and you don’t get to see other women?’ Rob said.

      I sipped my beer, trying to find a way to explain myself. After a moment, I said simply, ‘I like to watch her. She’s just stunning. I mean… sure, it feels good to, you know, sleep with her — ’

      ‘I bet it does.’

      ‘ — but, I guess because I’m married to her, I feel like there’s no danger of not getting to sleep with her anymore, so… you know, I don’t have to obsess about that aspect of our relationship. I can savor things a little. Stand back and really appreciate the woman I married.’

      ‘I get that. She’s a hell of a good-looking woman.’

      ‘I can just sit back and watch her getting dressed in the morning, and I’m happy. It’s like getting a private audience with a Van Gogh or a Cézanne whenever you want. But when you get to see her with someone else…’

      Rob gasped. ‘Wait, you’ve done it already? You’ve watched her with some other guy?’

      My cock throbbed inside my pants as his question reminded me of our most recent visit to a truck stop.

      ‘We were just fooling around on a road trip,’ I said, a little cautiously, not quite knowing how Rob would react to knowing exactly what had happened that night. ‘Some guy came up to her…’

      Rob’s eyes widened. ‘She fucked him?’

      I shrugged. ‘It’s just sex…’

      ‘With your wife.’

      ‘Here’s the thing. When you’re fucking someone, you get to enjoy them, sure. But at least half of you is trying to think about what you’re doing, what she might want from you, how you can make her feel good…’

      Rob grinned. ‘I don’t really think about much, to be honest.’

      ‘That’s why you have three ex-wives and a happy divorce lawyer,’ I said dryly. ‘But when I get to watch her with someone else, I can sit back and really appreciate the phenomenon she is in the sack.’

      ‘So it’s like… you married a seriously hot porn star. And you still like to see her getting plowed.’

      ‘I don’t know… I guess…’

      ‘But the thing is, if I married a porn star,’ Rob said, ‘I’d want her to stop being a porn star.’

      ‘Why?’

      ‘Because I wouldn’t want other guys to have sex with her.’

      ‘But loads of other guys would already have had sex with her. That’s not such a big deal.’

      ‘But now she’s mine. I don’t want some other dude putting his hands all over her. Sticking his dick in her, for God’s sake.’

      ‘It’s only sex.’

      ‘It’s not only sex. It’s sex with some other goon.’

      ‘Some other goon she doesn’t love like she loves you,’ I said, feeling like a professor of physics trying to teach quantum dynamics to an orangutan. Maybe there wasn’t any point in trying to explain it to Rob. He wasn’t stupid — he was a lawyer, too — he just didn’t have the same kink as me.

      I said, ‘I think you just try to see the guy she’s with as some kind of sex toy she’s just… you know… fooling around with…’

      He nodded. ‘Okay… I guess I can see that. The guy she’s with is just some big dildo.’

      ‘And when you see her enjoying that big dildo, it’s so hot because you care about her. She’s not just some porn actress on your laptop. You see how good it makes her feel… and it’s like… you’re the one who let her fuck that guy. So it’s really you that’s making her feel that good…’

      Rob took a big gulp from his beer. I couldn’t be sure whether I’d explained myself adequately. I got the sense that it probably didn’t matter whether he could fully understand why I was doing what I was doing.

      He said, ‘So, who’s tonight’s dildo?’

      That made me smile. ‘Uh… some guy she works with.’

      ‘You know,’ he said, ‘She could always try some guy you work with…’

      Hint, hint, hint.

      Strangely, after our truck stop experience the other night, I found myself no longer opposed to the idea of somebody like Rob getting the chance to enjoy a little intimacy with Catherine. What would it be like if it was somebody I knew, somebody I could talk to about sharing her?

      I said, ‘I’ll try and put in a good word…’
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        * * *

      

      Then it was suddenly getting a little late, and now I was hurrying up to the Lower East Side to the apartment, worried that Catherine and Jack would be already there.

      My fears seemed to be only confirmed by the fact that Catherine did not seem to be responding to text messages asking how her date was going.

      What would they say if I suddenly turned up and they were already inside the apartment? I’d have to pretend I was the building super or something. And there would be no way I could hide anywhere to watch anything.

      I was slightly annoyed with myself for staying out so long with Rob. For having a touch too much to drink. Jesus, what if I was hiding somewhere in the apartment, and they could smell the beer on my breath?

      Anyway. Here I was, getting off the subway at Second Avenue Station, scurrying south on Chrystie Street, then right onto Stanton. A fairly innocuous-looking brick apartment building stood there on the north side of the street.

      I was nervous tapping in the code to get through the front door. The place smelled of floor polish but seemed nice enough for an apartment building. I didn’t even bother with the elevator, sprinting up several flights of stairs. It was 11 o’clock. I was terrified that Catherine would already be in bed with Jack. Or that she’d be already done with him.

      I found the apartment. My key slid into the lock easily enough.

      I opened the door and even called out, ‘Building super!’ With the intention of that being my confirmed cover story.

      I was greeted with absolute silence. The apartment was utterly still. I was alone. They weren’t here yet.

      ‘Oh, thank God,’ I said, panting with pure relief.

      Even so, I still felt the pressure to track down somewhere to hide so I would be ready when the happy couple returned from their night out together. I explored the apartment. It was a one-bed place, with the living dining room at one end, the bedroom at the other, with the kitchen and bathroom in the middle, by the entrance — the kitchen opening out onto the living room area.

      The whole place had been recently refurbished and looked very comfortable and stylish, with hardwood floors, modern furniture, and plenty of light given the large windows.

      But the whole apartment had been furnished in a very minimalistic style.

      I started to panic. There was absolutely nowhere to hide. Where the hell was I going to go?

      And then came the text message from my sweet wife:

      Catherine: We’re on our way xx

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty

          

        

      

    

    
      My wife was bringing her date back to this Airbnb apartment we’d rented for the month — and I was waiting there to watch her sleep with him.

      The problem with this situation was that I was supposed to hide somewhere to watch, and there really wasn’t anywhere in the apartment to hide. And the happy couple was now on their way.

      I scurried around the minimalist interior of the place, mentally ranking the best options to hide myself. How much time did I have? They were on their way, Catherine’s last text had said. I probably had ten, fifteen minutes. Why take a date to a bar that was further away than that from your apartment, in this city?

      The bedroom had a built-in closet, but while I could fit in there, the doors were solid and closed with an almost air-tight seal. I’d be able to listen to the bedroom action, but not watch.

      There was a space under the bed, but that would be a tight squeeze, and I’d be terrified of discovery. It looked like any kind of movement on the mattress above would squish me.

      There were no curtains to hide behind — only blinds that came down from the ceiling, and even if you could somehow stand behind those, you’d be able to see a person through them. So what — hide in the bathroom? A kitchen cupboard?

      Again, the options seemed to be to hide somewhere risky or somewhere I wouldn’t be able to see anything.

      Jesus. I was really running out of time here.

      Catherine had been to the apartment earlier in the day to make sure everything was prepared — had she completely neglected to check if there would be somewhere for me to hide?

      I felt genuinely exasperated.

      Maybe she was trying to set up some kind of awkward scene. Perhaps she had an agenda — to force all this out into the open. Her date, Jack, would find out that her husband knew about her affair, and that the terms and conditions on their fling included a clause about letting him watch.

      That kind of messiness didn’t seem like Catherine, though.

      Staring at the windows, wishing there were a nice heavy set of floor-to-ceiling drapes hanging there, my eyes fell on the balcony outside. The door leading out there. It was dark out there. If I stood in a corner, completely still, would I be noticed?

      I opened the door.

      And standing right there in front of me, sitting very pretty on a sturdy tripod, pointed toward the building in front, was a telescope.

      I caught my breath. This could not be a coincidence. The apartment owners had furnished it in such a minimalist fashion there was no clutter. They wouldn’t just leave an expensive-looking telescope out on the balcony for their guests to use for the whole month they were renting it.

      My phone buzzed with another text message from Catherine.

      Catherine: We’re here. Are you watching, my darling?

      I peered through the telescope. It was clear, if someone had put a telescope here, what it was intended for looking at — virtually the entire view from this balcony was taken up by the building in front. The building was not all that far away, either — there wasn’t a street between this one and that, only a small parking lot.

      The telescope was already in perfect focus. I could see into various rooms in the other building — and what I saw made me fairly sure it was a hotel, and a luxury one at that.

      I felt completely taken aback. There could be no other solution here. Catherine had rented an apartment for me to hang out while watching her with her date via a telescope. She must have booked a hotel room after all — in the building across from me now.

      I texted her back, going all in on my theory.

      Kevan: Which room are you in?

      Her reply took only seconds.

      Catherine: 1232

      My semi-hard cock thickened up fully. I examined the other building, working out which was floor 12. Unless I was very much mistaken, it was the one at practically the same level as this apartment — perhaps slightly lower, but that only made it easier to see into the room. And there were a few rooms over there with the curtains open.

      I pulled up one of the chairs and made myself comfortable.

      I texted my wife:

      Kevan: I’m watching, my love. I hope he gives you a good time xx

      Then there she was.

      I gasped.
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        * * *

      

      I was peering into the telescope, and the thing was powerful enough that it felt like I was right there, pressing myself to the window of their hotel room. I could see everything in surprising detail.

      Catherine was standing by the bed, wearing a long pale blue skirt that covered much of her legs, but offered a scintillating sense of their shape. Her white top was tight and left her midriff bare. It was a casual look, softening her appearance compared to her usual sharp work attire. It drew more attention to her femininity, her innate, graceful beauty. Perfect for a date.

      Or an affair.

      Jack stood over by the minibar, fixing drinks. He was wearing a shirt and pants, but without a jacket or tie, he seemed more casual than the lawyer I’d expected.

      What was she saying to him?

      He offered her a drink. She shook her head. She wrapped her arms around her chest — and then suddenly peeled off her top. I felt my stiff manhood twitch in my pants. The way she was looking at her new lover took my breath away. It made my heart pound in my chest. She wanted him.

      This wasn’t like the truck stop, where she had indulged an urge to expose herself and be desired by various strangers — and be fucked by them. That night she wouldn’t have cared who fucked her. She just needed to be fucked while her husband watched.

      Tonight, I could see that Catherine wanted Jack. She wanted his hands all over her body, she wanted his hot breath on her skin, she wanted him to take her, hold her, have her, squeeze his big, hard cock inside her.

      It made me shiver with nerves, though my manhood throbbed with excitement.

      Under her top, she was wearing a fancy black and crimson lace bra. It wasn’t exactly casual like her outerwear — it was sexy, stylish, and overt about what she wanted. Jack sipped his drink and tipped his glass to her as he watched her run her hands seductively over her body before working on removing her skirt.

      I shivered again. The night was a little chillier than I’d expected — we weren’t quite past Labor Day yet, but September had definitely arrived.

      I briefly scanned their hotel room while Catherine unfastened the buttons on her skirt. It wasn’t a huge space, but the decor looked high-end, designer. It had a kind of Space Age Scandinavian look. And I couldn’t see anywhere at all that a horny husband might conceal himself to watch his wife entertain another man.

      Catherine’s solution to the problem was brilliant, I could see that.

      But at the same time, it lent a slightly unsettling feeling to the whole adventure. As unbelievably hot as it was to see my wife take off her skirt to reveal a sexy-as-hell thong that matched her bra — and thigh-high stockings — I felt separated from her. I felt isolated. I felt the anxiety of not being right there as she had this experience.

      She wasn’t far away — I could have watched her without the telescope, though its magnification gave me incredible front-row seats for the show. And yet, she was in there with her date, and I was in a different building.

      Her lover believed Catherine to be cheating on her husband. And as I sat there on a chilly balcony squinting into the eyepiece of a telescope, it suddenly felt like I was watching my wife cheating on me.

      They were calling it an ‘affair’.

      Somehow, that sense of her cheating on me intensified all my emotions — the excitement and the nerves. I tried to embrace the positive aspects and not let the dark side overwhelm me as Catherine seemed to pose for her new lover, turning around so he could check out her phenomenal form in that lingerie.

      Her young lover stepped into the light, and I could see the same hunger on his face for my wife as she had for him.

      They kissed.

      It suddenly became a little difficult for me to breathe.

      Jesus.

      Why was this so much more difficult to watch than a whole line of random truckers waiting their turn to fuck her? Because she liked him? Because they liked each other? Because they knew each other and had decided to have each other and make it an affair.

      She pulled off his shirt and I felt envy for his gym-toned chest, and those abs.

      Did I see him as a rival?

      He put his hands on her exquisite ass and they kissed some more, and it was so tender, so sweet. Too sweet. She’d never kissed any of those truckers.

      I was mortified. Had I made a huge mistake?

      And yet, the terror I was experiencing only seemed to make my excitement feel more intense. Like adding hot chili peppers to your con carne, it made the experience more extreme.

      Didn’t I want my beautiful wife to have a good experience? Didn’t I want her to be swept off her feet? Didn’t I want her to feel just incredible through this adventure of ours?

      She was unfastening his fly now. Pulling open his pants.

      Didn’t I want her to feel like she could sleep with whichever men she wanted?

      I pulled my hard cock out of my own pants as I stared into the telescope and watched him expose more of his ripped body, which Catherine was clearly delighted with. I tugged on my manhood, and it quelled my fears a little — or at least suppressed them.

      I watched them kissing some more, the bulge in his tight boxer shorts suggesting that the guy hadn’t been abusing steroids to get his toned physique. I watched him slide his hand between her legs, stroking her through her panties as they made out, and for the first time in my life, I started feeling insecure because we hadn’t had any kids.

      What was a marriage certificate? Only a piece of paper. A beneficial arrangement for tax purposes.

      She pulled him onto the bed, and now she was draping herself all over him.

      I could see his hands grabbing her ass.

      I could see them kissing.

      I could see everything.
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        * * *

      

      It was difficult to keep positive. My emotions were going up and down like a dinghy sailing through a tropical storm.

      It was the kissing that was the worst.

      It was too tender. Too affectionate. Far too sweet.

      I felt actual relief when Catherine pulled herself back from him, kneeling between his legs as she peeled down his boxer shorts to expose the big, obscene tumescence of his fully-erect cock. As she removed his underwear completely, then ducked down to take that enormous thing in her hands, and then in her mouth.

      At least she wasn’t kissing his lips anymore.

      I watched her brush her hair back to tuck it behind an ear, and it almost seemed as though she was doing that so that the view of her taking his cock into her mouth would be unobstructed. It was the first hint that she was aware I was watching her.

      I’m not sure what I’d expected. I guess if she’d been casting glances out at the window, it might have made it more obvious that she knew I was watching them. But the fact she wasn’t only seemed to strengthen the feeling that this was an illicit thing, a secret. An affair.

      She closed her eyes as she sank down on his cock, as though it was absolute bliss to take his cock inside her mouth.

      As though she’d been waiting ages for this.

      God, I envied him, his body, his youth.

      How had I ever talked her into this? Was I an idiot?

      Then suddenly, with Jack’s eyes closed, his head tilted back in the pillows in pure ecstasy, Catherine withdrew his cock from her mouth and gave his full length a long, slow lick.

      And then she turned to the window and gave me a slow, knowing look. A broad smile.

      Oh God, my heart nearly stopped.

      I nearly came right there and then.

      It was the hottest thing ever.

      And now I fully wanted her to fuck him. Long, hard, and right up against the floor-to-ceiling glass of the hotel window.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      Something had been said.

      There had been a development.

      I had been sitting on a darkened balcony watching my wife sucking another man’s cock in a hotel room in the building opposite me. I had a superlative view of everything in that hotel room, partly because it was slightly below the level of the apartment I was in and partly because I was peering through a nicely focused telescope.

      But I couldn’t hear what was being said in that room.

      And now both Catherine and Jack, her gym-toned young lover, were staring at their floor-to-ceiling windows and discussing something somewhat animatedly.

      What had she said to him?

      Had she confessed that her husband knew all about their affair and was watching everything from an Airbnb rental just a few hundred yards away? I felt my stomach lurch at the possibility.

      Sure, it might simplify arrangements if Catherine came clean and Jack was still on board with the plan to sleep with her regularly. But now that it was presented as a possibility, I felt a distinct pang of embarrassment, of awkward anxiety at the thought that Catherine’s stud of a work colleague might think of her husband allowing her to cheat on him like this.

      Mainstream society didn’t look kindly on husbands who allowed their wives any kind of sexual liberty. Just look at Jerry Falwell Jr.

      It also felt dangerous that someone else would know the truth about our adventures. I’d already let slip details to my work friend Rob, which I wasn’t entirely comfortable about.

      Anyway.

      Suddenly, I saw Catherine pull herself off the bed, and then reach out a hand to help Jack up, too. She led him to the window, all smiles and fire in her eyes. And then, right in front of that full wall of glass, she knelt before her naked lover and took his stiff cock in her hands, directing it to her mouth.

      She looked absolutely spectacular in her black and crimson bra and panties and those black, thigh-high stockings.

      And now she shook out her shoulder-length black hair and stretched her lips around the handsome young man’s cock.

      Jack looked a little startled, a little dazed to be standing there completely naked in front of such an open panorama. I don’t think he was quite prepared for this level of exposure — although he was definitely the kind of confident alpha type who clearly enjoyed the thought that other people might see and admire his gym-fit body in all its glory.

      But as my gorgeous wife pleasured him with her mouth, gazing up at him with adoring eyes, it seemed that Jack was rapidly warming to the idea of exposing himself to the city like this.

      Jeez.

      Clinging to his cock with one hand as she bobbed down on it, Catherine’s other hand slipped into her panties to stroke herself while she sucked on her co-worker’s manhood. She was really getting off on this. Did Jack know that I was out here, watching? The way that his eyes roamed around the view made me wonder if he was looking for me. I even ducked down, concerned he might find me.

      Yet the longer Jack stood there having his dick serviced practically in public, the more I got the impression that this wasn’t about performing knowing that Catherine’s husband was watching. This was about having sex with the possibility that someone might watch — someone in general.

      When Catherine pulled back from his cock and flicked her head around to see if she could tell whether anyone else in this building was watching, it made me more confident of my theory.

      She’d told him she got off on being watched.

      And Jack seemed open to the idea of indulging her.

      I watched Catherine pull herself up to her feet and turn around to face the window. Jack remained behind her as she lifted a foot up to rest on the bottom edge of the window frame.

      My heart was beating like crazy.

      Anxiety going into overdrive.

      Jack tugged on her panties and began to explore her pussy with a gentle hand. Catherine’s mouth opened wide in a long moan. I felt that odd mix of emotions — intense excitement in anticipation of what was coming, along with cold fear. This wasn’t just a random stranger at a truck stop. This was someone at work that Catherine liked. That she had crushed on.

      She wanted him badly.

      And now he was naked, standing behind her, directing his big, hard cock to her as he pulled aside her black and crimson lace thong.

      I held my breath as I watched my wife’s new lover stroking her pussy with the tip of his cock. I couldn’t exactly see it from the angle, but from his movement and her response, I could tell what he was doing.

      Catherine put her hands on the glass and gazed out at the night. Could she see me?

      Then I saw the buff young stud push his hips forward and knew he was inside her. I gasped for breath. At no point had they stopped to stretch a condom onto Jack’s big, hard cock. And now he was leaning into her, pressing his body against hers, making it appear physically impossible for his bare cock to be anywhere else other than buried deep inside Catherine’s pussy.

      I was aghast. Horrified.

      And yet I was furiously jacking my own cock, which had never been harder. Adrenaline surging through my veins like liquid fire. My heart hammering with the excitement.

      I watched a guy who looked like a male model reach forward to take hold of my wife’s breasts in his hands as he thrust into her again and again.

      As his rhythm accelerated, he let go of her breasts and grabbed her hips, pounding into her body over and over, making her cry and moan, though I could not hear a thing. Her whole body was shuddering with the force of his thrusts, and with her hands pressed against the window, I could even see the glass shivering slightly from the pressure.

      My God, it was so intense.

      The expression on her face made it so clear how good he was making her feel. The way she opened her mouth, screwed up her eyes. It almost looked like she was suffering, she was being fucked so well.

      I’d never felt like this, even at the truck stop when strangers had lined up to feed their cocks into my wife’s available pussy.

      She liked this guy. She wanted this guy. She lusted after this guy. And now, not only was she getting to enjoy his perfect Adonis-like body, she was doing it while scratching her exhibitionist itch.

      I guess I’d always pictured her having a quiet little affair with a hot guy from work, and maybe I’d get to witness some of it. That would be my part of our adventure, while she enjoyed the wild ride of offering herself to strangers at truck stops. But here, she had commandeered Jack for her personal kink.

      God, it was a thrill to watch them. To see what he was doing to her.

      My sweet, respectable wife, cheating on me.

      But seeing Jack allowing Catherine to fulfill her craving to expose herself made me feel insecure, as I’d never expected to feel.

      Oh damn, and now she was twisting herself, turning so he could lean forward and kiss her mouth while he thrust his big dick into her.

      I didn’t like the kissing. I almost felt like I’d need to tell her not to do it the next time I saw her. And yet it was so sweet between them, it clearly drove her wild. It emphasized the difference between this experience and what she did at the truck stop. It made me quake with fear, yet it only injected more adrenaline into my veins.

      I concentrated on breathing for a few moments. I tried to cope with the rush of emotions.

      I wanted my wife to have a good time.

      I wanted this.

      I watched her turn to face him, leaning back against the window, lifting a knee as he pressed up against her. She was up against the glass, and in this position, I could see his big, hard cock slide into her. I could see that thing disappearing into her again and again as he fucked her up against the damn window.

      I gasped for breath, taking in the sight of that guy penetrating her without protection. His bare cock sliding in and out of her. I felt like a mountaineer struggling at altitude.

      

      I watched them move to the bed.

      The telescope allowed me such a close view that I could see the veins bulging on his hard cock as he stood on the floor and lined himself up as she waited on all fours at the end of the mattress.

      I could see the wetness from her cheating pussy glistening all over his massive shaft.

      The bed was only a few yards from the windows, stretching across most of the width of the room. The ultra-chic design, the professionally set up lighting, the lack of any kind of clutter made it all seem like part of a stage show, or a movie set.

      Catherine turned her head to the side and gazed out at the windows — out at me — as her handsome, naked lover directed his cock between her pert buttocks and then eased it back inside her.

      Then she closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and moaned expressively, rocking herself slowly back and forth on it.

      Jack took hold of her hips and began to work his hips, thrusting into her in a powerful and highly regular rhythm. It felt like the time for gentle, affectionate caresses and slow, sensual exploration of each other was over. Catherine collapsed on the bed as her young stud continued pounding into her. After a while, she turned onto her back, and he slid back into her, taking hold of her shins as he resumed the machine-like fucking.

      It was a workout. A highly energetic training session. Crossfit for lovers.

      Both of them working all their muscles, panting for breath in a steady rhythm. Active, but controlled. It was a marathon, not a sprint. It was like nothing I’d ever seen before, at least in real life. Certainly like nothing I’d ever been a part of.

      Two beautiful people having beautiful sex, like they’d been instructed how to do it by a choreographer. Like they’d rehearsed.

      He lay on the bed, and then it was Catherine’s turn to take charge, straddling him, stretching her thighs, sinking down on his colossal manhood before riding him like a jockey on a champion racehorse.

      Christ, she was really taking that thing. I could see his massive cock, his massive balls every time she rose on him. My sweet wife like some raging porn queen.

      Well, hadn’t porn started all this?

      She’d caught me watching porn late at night.

      Now she was my porn.

      As she rode him, she leaned forward and placed her hands on the mattress either side of his head, then went flat out like she was belting down the home straight for the finishing line neck and neck with another rider.

      They shifted on the bed so they faced a little away from me, and then I could see everything. Another man’s massive piston of a cock squeezing into my wife’s tight little pussy.

      After a while, she was off him, then using her mouth to fuck him.

      She turned to ride him reverse-cowgirl, leaning back to display herself so strikingly, I nearly came right then and there. With my telescope, I could look upon her almost as though I was fucking her myself, in the standard missionary position — except there was another man there, under her.

      I had to look away for a moment, collect my thoughts, soothe my nerves.

      This was all so wrong. This was my wife. But that very obviously wasn’t me.

      I tried to focus on the physicality of what I was seeing. This was only a workout. Explicit, lewd, indecent exercise. Purely sex. Two good-looking people taking it out on each other, using each other, being each other’s sex toy.

      Catherine lay on the bed on her front, wearing only her thigh-high stockings by now, and Jack stood on the floor, fucking her mouth. He slid up by her side and spooned her, fucking her from the side. She climbed on top of him again, pointing her gorgeous ass at her audience.

      It was circuit training. Two minutes, then switch. Two more minutes, then switch again. On to the next station. Make sure all the muscle groups received the proper attention. A fully holistic training session.

      They fucked on the bed, they fucked on the floor in front of the window, they fucked against the window itself some more. They fucked in the little hallway by the en suite bathroom. They fucked in the bathroom itself, though that part I couldn’t see.

      It was longer than sex had any right to be.

      It got to be a complete blur. The two of them were a constantly moving feast of flesh, glistening with perspiration, flushed pink, hair damp with sweat, skin slick with come — both hers and his. There was no way to know how many times they each hit orgasm; it was one long, slow, tantric explosion for them both.

      It had to be absolutely exhausting.

      It was certainly exhausting for me to watch, though much of the energy I expended was mental rather than physical.

      The question was whether Catherine would have enough energy left for me after this extraordinary endurance test.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Two

          

        

      

    

    
      I was shivering a little as I watched another man spray a final load of sticky white all over my wife’s sweaty, flushed, sexually devastated form and then climb off the bed.

      It was getting a little chilly out here on the balcony of the next building over.

      I held my hard cock as I peered into the telescope at my wife’s young lover getting dressed while she lay back admiring his gym-toned form. My erection was like the only heat source out there, but it wouldn’t be up to the task of keeping out the September chill for much longer.

      ‘Come on, come on…’ I muttered as Catherine cheerfully chatted with her new lover as he prepared to depart, casually toying with the syrupy streaks he’d left all over her torso.

      I was desperate to get over there before she fell asleep.

      I sat up, taking a deep breath. And for the first time in what seemed quite a while, my focus took in things around me that weren’t squeezed into the eyepiece of a telescope.

      A little further down the building, I was surprised to see another guy sitting on his balcony, a pair of binoculars strung around his neck. I felt a sudden burn of realization jolt through my chest, knowing he had most likely been watching my wife and her lover in the hotel across the way.

      Well, that was what she’d wanted, wasn’t it? An audience.

      The guy had to be a few apartments away, and it made me feel safe enough to look at him. I hadn’t factored in the binoculars, though. He lifted them to his face and scanned his panorama, and then when he came to look in my direction, rather startled me by giving me a salute like we were comrades in arms.

      Ah well. I gave him a little salute back. No point denying anything — I was still clutching my enormous telescope.

      When he put his binoculars down, I could just about see, in the shadows, someone’s head in his lap, bobbing up and down.
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        * * *

      

      I waited until I saw Jack leave her room before I left the apartment and made my way downstairs, out the door, and then around the corner to the neighboring Public Hotel.

      Nevertheless, I found myself walking past the man who had just had sex with my wife as I headed into the hotel via its unusual entrance, which took the form of a long modernist pergola surrounded by clipped bushes.

      I had to duck my head and hope he didn’t notice me — far less recognize me from some photo Catherine might have of me on her desk at work. He didn’t seem to catch me.

      But it was an odd thrill to walk right past the young stud who had just violated Catherine’s wedding vows in such spectacular fashion.
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        * * *

      

      She looked kind of surprised, opening her door to me. As though she’d forgotten I would be coming over as soon as she was done with Jack. She was wearing a bathrobe now — black silk. I hadn’t seen it before.

      ‘Hey,’ I said, feeling a touch awkward.

      Maybe she was too tired for anything much.

      Maybe Jack had been too overwhelming.

      Maybe she was disappointed now I was here.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, giving me an odd smile.

      I couldn’t read her. It made me feel nervous as hell. Like we’d only just met, only had one date, and now I couldn’t tell whether she wanted a second. I felt a pang of fear and pain, as though I thought it highly possible that I’d lost her already.

      And yet she looked so good. Freshly fucked. Irresistible.

      “You feeling okay?” I asked.

      ‘Just tired.’

      She flashed me a silent apology as she stepped back to let me inside.

      It was warm in her room, humid. I felt the pores prickle over my skin as though I’d just stepped outside in the tropics. The air smelled strongly of musk, of perfume, of exercise — it made my whole body tingle. It made my manhood thicken.

      My wife had just cheated on me. I liked that thought.

      ‘He gave you a serious workout,’ I said, smiling, trying to sound buoyant, cheerful as I wandered into the main space of the room. It felt strange to be there — I got that odd hint of recognition seeing it from inside, as though it was some kind of famous landmark.

      ‘You were watching, then?’

      It seemed odd that she would question it.

      ‘Of course. You were… it was amazing. You were amazing.’

      She gave me a coy little smile as though she felt bad about enjoying the fact that I had been watching.

      I pulled her toward me, and she didn’t object.

      I kissed her. It felt so good to have her in my arms, to taste her soft mouth. She smelled strongly of Chanel №5, like she’d just re-applied it. It was good on her, of course. Sexy as hell. But tonight, I sensed that wicked earthiness underneath.

      The scent of sex.

      It triggered my deep hunger, and I couldn’t help but give in to temptation. I sucked on her lips, slipped my tongue into her mouth, tasting the faint funkiness I knew to be evidence of another man using her mouth in other ways.

      But from her direction, I felt a slight reluctance to melt into the kiss.

      ‘What’s wrong?’ I asked her.

      ‘Nothing…’ she insisted quietly. But it didn’t hold water.

      ‘Something’s up.’

      ‘It’s nothing…’ she said again, her hands falling to the bulge in my pants, her fingers pressing against my hardness as though she thought it might distract me from her odd mood.

      But she was blushing furiously, and it told me in no uncertain terms that she was hiding something from me.

      ‘You had a good time with Jack, didn’t you?’

      She stepped back, sat down on the end of the bed. ‘Yes,’ she nodded. ‘It was fine.’

      ‘Fine?’

      I furrowed my brow, trying to mentally connect the coolness she was now displaying toward her young lover to the raucous scenes of complete depravity I had witnessed of them together earlier.

      There on the bed, she pulled her knees up under her chin. ‘It was… good…’

      ‘So why do you sound like you’ve just bought a house you don’t really like?’

      Her big, hazel eyes found mine, and I could see her pursing her lips, agonizing over whether to come clean with me about whatever was on her mind.

      ‘I think… I like him too much,’ she said quietly.

      I felt my stomach lurch.

      ‘Too much?’

      She sighed. ‘The way we talked about all this… it was supposed to be nothing serious…’

      ‘It still could be,’ I insisted, stroking her knee as though trying to reassure her.

      I felt the room whirling around my head. It was partly that I was tired, too. But I was terrified about losing Catherine, despite the thrill of watching her with other men. And right now, I was full of dread that I was doing just that.

      ‘I want him so badly,’ she said. ‘I feel… terrible that he’s gone…’

      This was not what I wanted to hear.

      ‘It’s early days,’ I said, perching down on the bed beside her. ‘You just started your… affair.’

      ‘I know, but it was never supposed to be like this. And the fact it is already…’

      I sighed. ‘You’re just not used to dating. It has been a while. You’re not used to… you know… sleeping with someone you like. Personally. The rush of feelings. Hormones.’

      She nodded. ‘We probably shouldn’t have done this,’ she said.’ I guess… maybe there’s a reason married couples don’t, on the whole.’

      My breathing seemed labored, the air made heavy by anxiety. I felt torn — by the fear that she was right, the dread that it was too late, and the lingering buzz of what I had seen her do with her new lover.

      ‘We just have to get used to it,’ I said. ‘That’s all. There’s no rush…’

      I stroked her thigh, her arm. But it felt strangely awkward. Even unnatural. Her skin felt clammy. Sticky. God.

      She remained silent.

      I said, ‘You miss him because he’s not here right now,’ I said. ‘It’s natural. You want to be with him. It’s just early in the relationship, so… you know. If you tell him you want to be with him too much, you worry he’ll think you’re too clingy.’

      She glanced sideways and smiled. I felt a little burst of warmth at amusing her by pretending to be some kind of agony aunt.

      ‘The point is,’ I said, ‘you just need patience. Things will settle. You’ll start to feel things stabilize, and then… you know… you’ll feel better about everything.’

      She sighed. ‘If I see him more, I’ll feel even more strongly about him.’

      ‘Not necessarily.’

      ‘Don’t you think it’s dangerous?’

      I stroked her dark bell of hair. It was damp, greasy, like she’d just been out for a run in the rain. I felt like it should have repulsed me, but the fact that this state had been brought on by her adulterous sex only fired me up even more.

      And yet there was this whole…thing… between us now.

      Awkward.

      I tried to think of the right thing to say — but I had this odd sense that I couldn’t be trusted. I had an agenda. I wanted my wife to sleep with other men, I wanted my wife to have this affair. I found the thought deeply fulfilling that she should have more of the kind of sex I’d seen her enjoy with Jack tonight. But it made my advice somewhat biased.

      ‘I think it would be dangerous if you were genuinely cheating on me,’ I said as calmly as possible, sounding as though this was really well thought out. ‘If you’d gone behind my back to sleep with Jack, and now you desperately wanted to be with him all the time. That would be dangerous.’

      She nodded but remained silent.

      ‘But it’s not like that,’ I pointed out. ‘I know you’ve slept with Jack; I’ve been on board with it from the start. And if you want to spend more and more time with him… that’s okay with me. You know that.’

      She nodded again, and this time, a slight smile broke across her face.

      ‘You care about him,’ I said, more of an observation than a question. For the first time, it felt like I was reading her right, even though it petrified me.

      ‘I do.’

      ‘You weren’t expecting to, because you thought he was just a handsome, young stud with nothing much to say other than with his cock.’

      She grinned at that.

      I picked up her hand, kissed it. ‘The point is, you can have as much of him as you like and not threaten our marriage.’

      That seemed to surprise her. As though she hadn’t even considered that this might be how I’d feel about it.

      She leaned into me and kissed me as though testing out how she felt. It was such a sweet kiss, but I felt obligated to let her lead it, to let her determine how she felt about it. Though it took a few moments, she seemed to warm to it — as though remembering why she’d married me. Why she loved me.

      Then she seemed to remember something else and broke our kiss.

      ‘What if he wants me to stop seeing you?’ she said.

      ‘You think he’s that kind of guy?’

      I wondered if she was reading too much into the guy — though I didn’t know him personally. Jack had swept her off her feet and made her think she was more to him than just another notch on his bedpost. At the same time, he knew she was married, he’d accepted her blunt proposal that they just have a lot of sex together.

      Men didn’t feel the same way about sex as women did. Did they?

      ‘I don’t know…’ Catherine said.

      I kissed her forehead. ‘You want him to be.’

      She took a breath, thought about it for a moment, rather than expressing her immediate feeling.

      Then she said, ‘It’s just hormones.’

      That was Catherine for you, through and through.

      She laid a hand on my erection, pressing it through my pants. ‘You watched him fuck me?’

      I nodded. ‘You didn’t use condoms.’

      She grinned. ‘His test came back clean. You want me to take a shower?’

      I looked her over, sitting there with flushed cheeks in a thin bathrobe and nothing else. Another man’s come all over her.

      ‘No,’ I growled, and pulled her in for another kiss.

      My whole body was on fire. As I kissed her, I could smell him on her. It spurred me on. I felt her hand move on my hard cock, stroking me, reacting to the obvious signs of my arousal.

      ‘Mmm…’ She purred with delight.

      But I prevented her from playing with my manhood, pushing her back on the bed, lying beside her to kiss the soft skin of her neck, slowly down to her chest. Drawing in that unfamiliar note to her smell, the unaccustomed sticky, clammy nature of her skin, I felt a little shiver of twisted joy at the evidence of her adultery.

      My body was pulsating with desire for her — did she seem more valuable to me because of the heightened risk of losing her?

      ‘Do you like it, my darling?’ she asked me, smiling down at me as I explored her bare breasts with my mouth, in awe at the traces another man had left all over them. ‘He fucked me so hard… it was so dirty…’

      I moaned in pure jubilation as I sucked her nipples into my hot mouth, one by one.

      ‘Can’t believe how good it felt when he put his hands all over me. When he slid his big cock inside me…’

      Her words seemed to provoke little bursts of adrenaline inside me.

      I sucked harder on her nipples in response, and that coaxed little moans from her. Positive feedback, you might say.

      ‘I saw everything,’ I said, marveling at how her skin felt under my touch, against my lips.

      She’d used another man’s come as goddamn lotion.

      ‘He’s so strong,’ she said, as I kissed my way down her superb stomach, the smell of sex on her body strengthening the closer I got to her waistline. The closer I got to her pussy. ‘His hands… his kiss… his cock…’

      She gave a little wriggle under me as though remembering the feeling of his big dick entering her. I lifted one of her legs and slowly approached the source of that powerful, curious scent that both outraged and enticed me.

      ‘Is he bigger than me?’

      ‘Does it bother you?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘Then yes, he’s bigger.’

      I kissed her mound, where the fur would be if she didn’t keep it immaculately bare. I languished in the sight of her beautiful pussy, all rosy-red and freshly fucked, glistening with her adulterous dew.

      ‘He had incredible stamina,’ I said.

      ‘It was insane,’ she agreed. ‘He came and just kept on fucking me.’

      She closed her eyes and opened her mouth in a silent moan as I carefully touched my mouth to her sex, reveling in the wrongness, the taboo of tasting a woman’s pussy so soon after sex with another man. My wife’s pussy so soon after adulterous sex.

      I sucked greedily on her pussy lips, sliding my tongue inside her.

      ‘Oh God…’

      I didn’t think about what I was doing much. I simply devoured her.

      ‘Oh, my darling…’

      It was my way of distracting myself from the hard questions — particularly the ones involving Catherine having unexpected feelings for her new lover. I stopped thinking and just allowed the animalistic urges to take over me.

      Catherine moaned and grabbed hold of my head, pulling me firmly against her as though concerned I might stop too soon.

      Oh, it was just intoxicating. She lay back, giving herself to me, no longer questioning why, or how, or what-the-fuck. I was hungry for her, and that was all that she needed to know. I feasted on her, and for a few moments at least, she forgot about missing her young lover.

      “Oh God… oh God… oh God…” she kept yelling over and over, gasping for breath as I slipped a finger inside her.

      She began raking my head with her fingers, her trim body writhing under me as I supped on her sweet pussy, just amazed and enthralled that she’d so recently let another man fuck her there.

      When it came to my turn to slide my cock inside her, she worried it would be sore. But as I felt myself glide in on a cushion of another man’s come, it became clear she still had far too much come inside her to feel sore from fresh penetration.

      I fucked her, and it felt like the time of my life — though I suspect that Catherine hardly felt a thing. A woman could be too wet, it turned out. That’s not to say she didn’t enjoy it, gazing deep into my eyes as I reclaimed her as my own, and finally filled her with my own hot seed.
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        * * *

      

      As we lay there afterward, I tried not to think about the possibility that Catherine might fall in love with one of her colleagues. That someday, she might cheat on me for real. That she might choose another man over me.

      In the darkness, she said, ‘Did you like that apartment?’

      I said, ‘Sure. It’s well-located. Has a good view.’

      She giggled.

      Then she said, ‘The owner’s thinking of selling.’
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