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Preface
I like this sub-genre. Wife-watching. Wife-sharing. Call it what you will. It’s always resonated with me. Something about the taboo of it, perhaps. Something about how relatable the situation is. I don’t really know, but I keep exploring it over and over in my books.
For those looking for a longer story, you won’t find it in the pages of this anthology. Don’t get me wrong. I love a good novel as much as you (I love reading them as much as I love writing them). But sometimes, when I’m between projects, I’ve got an idea that’s just bursting to be put down on the page, and these ideas don’t always blossom into full books. I decided to hang on to these shorts as they were written and bundle them together into this collection.
You won’t find an epic tale of fantasy discovery through realization, but you’ll find a diverse set of stories told from a diverse set of perspectives. I’ve got a few written from the POV of the husband, of course, but also one from both husband and wife, and one from the bull. Additionally, Max Sebastian has been kind enough to offer a short story of his own. If you haven’t read anything by Max, definitely check him out. He’s amazing.
And if you haven’t read any of my stuff until now, well, this should give you quite a taste.
Enjoy!
Kenny Wright



The Ballet
“Are you sure?” Kara asked for the fifth time. I knew that this time was the last.
“I am,” I said. “We talked about this. A lot. Go. Have fun.”
Kara studied me, her expression unreadable. She looked gorgeous—and not just because of the short black dress she wore, or the way she’d brushed her dark hair into lustrous waves.
My wife looked gorgeous because she was about to go on a date with another man.
“I love you, Curtis. No matter what.” She stepped closer, resting a hand on my chest. Could she feel my heartbeat hammering away?
“I know, Kara. This is just a new adventure for us.” It was a thing we’d been reassuring ourselves with since I’d first broached the fantasy of other men, and Kara had admitted that it turned her on, too. “I can’t wait to hear all about it when you’re back.”
She stepped right up against me, filling my nose with her perfume—perfume she’d always put on for our dates. I thought she might say more, give me one last out. Instead, she kissed me, long and languid. I could taste the waxiness of her lipstick—bright red against her pale skin. Her hand caressed the back of my neck.
She’d kiss him like that later tonight. Could I handle that?
“Okay, I’m going.” Kara always had a sweet voice, but tonight it sounded husky around the edges. If I hadn’t known with absolute certainty that this was as much her fantasy as it was mine, that uncharacteristically throaty admission would have convinced me.
“Have fun, honey.”
The last bits of concern fell away, replaced by something mischievous. “Oh, I plan to. Definitely don’t wait up.”
And with that, Kara left for her date.
****
That night, I discovered what it felt like to hyperventilate in slow motion. To breathe and breathe and never get enough air.
In a way, I was used to this. Kara often worked the night shift in the ER, leaving me and our kids after dinner and coming back the next morning. But the kids were with my family this weekend, and she was going to have dinner with someone else.
As I ate alone, I wondered where she was. The plan was for dinner and an evening at the ballet—hence her getting dressed up. She’d won two tickets to tonight’s performance of the New York City Ballet Company and coincidentally, ostensibly, I couldn’t go because of a “work trip.”
The set-up was too perfect to pass up.
Every time I closed my eyes, I thought of them together—Kara and her ex. I’d only ever seen him in photos, and very few at that. After dinner, I headed into the den on auto-pilot, pulling down the old photo albums.
I had three photos from years ago, back in Kara’s Penn State undergrad days—years before we’d met.
On top was a photo of David by himself, posing in front of a navy blue Mustang.
He was the opposite of me. Where I was dark-haired and built like a runner, David was an All-American blond kid with broad shoulders and the kind of jaw I associated with shaving commercials and superheroes.
Kara was in the other two—a 20-year-old Kara looking happy snuggled under his arm. I could see the beautiful woman she’d become in the smiling girl, but it was still hard to connect the two brunettes.
Did you love him? I’d asked when I’d first discovered these photos.
She’d just laughed. David and I had a good time, but no, I didn’t love him. And then, as if by explanation, she’d added, It was college. You know?
I didn’t. My college experience mostly involved networked computer games and cheap beer. I didn’t join a frat—or even go to frat parties—and my only hookups were with girls I was serious about. Girls I could imagine a life with.
Thinking that Kara might have been involved in a purely physical relationship blew me away. I’d always looked at her through the lens of my own life.
It was college. You know?
She was laughing in one of the photos. Laughing at something David said? At the man himself?
My phone buzzed. A text. I didn’t want to look at it, yet I couldn’t resist. It was kind of a theme for us.
–done with dinner. headed to the ballet

My heart fluttered. My cock stiffened. The night would continue. Kara wouldn’t be coming home early.
–enjoy it

My hands shook as I pressed send. I waited for a response for a solid five minutes before finally putting away the phone and moving upstairs. No response. She was already with him.
My thought was to take a cold shower, but even I’m not as masochistic as that. I turned it up high and stepped beneath the spray. My mind wandered.
Who’s the square jaw? I’d asked months ago, when I’d first found David’s photo in the attic.
Oh, just a guy I used to know.
Her cryptic answer had kicked off a discussion that led us here, to tonight. At one point, that journey had been so important. The what ifs. The hypotheticals. The confessions. Now, all I could think about was Kara in David’s arms.
When we’d looked him up back then, we learned that he’d gone into the State Department after school and ended up traveling the world. Kara and I had settled down in a suburb in upstate New York, falling in love with the schools as much as the Norman Rockwell setting to raise a family.
So when Kara friended David on Facebook and discovered that he’d be flying in for a meeting a few towns over, it took the fantasy to a whole new level.
A level that led us to the ballet.
My cock swelled in my soapy hands, feeling huge. I braced a hand on the slick tile wall and jerked myself in fluid strokes. I called to mind Kara’s dress—an LBD she’d bought specifically for tonight. She’d bought lingerie for him, too, a point she seemed to delight in sharing with me. She rarely purchased sexy underwear, relying on me to buy those things for her on special occasions. When I saw the black bra and g-string, the stockings with their lacy bands and the garter belt to hold them in place—all of which were new—it almost took my breath away.
I loved it. It was hard to admit, but I loved every aspect of this fantasy. Even the ones that hurt—especially the ones that hurt. I loved discovering this secret side of Kara, one that ran so counter to the mom I knew, the wife I loved, the doctor I respected.
Do you want to fuck him?
Yes. It’s all I’ve been thinking about.
Kara had been so excited when she’d admitted that to me. So fucking wet.
I thought of the text again. Headed to the ballet. That was sent what? Twenty minutes ago? Twenty-five?
My balls seized. I went light-headed. Stars clustered behind my eyelids. Headed to the ballet. The ballet. Oh God...
There was no ballet. There never was. It was code between us. Code that meant she’d decided to go back to his hotel room and sleep with him.
I came with a bark. That thought drove the wind from me as surely as a swift kick. And yet I came harder than I had in ages.
The shower washed my mess away as I recovered. Sapped, I dragged myself out of the stall and toweled off. My mind, for once, was blank.
I brushed my teeth, barely seeing my pale visage reflected back at me. Going into the medicine cabinet for the floss, I spotted a new box on the lower shelf. A box of condoms.
My chest tightened. It was open. Four of the six wrappers were missing. Four.
I shut the cabinet, forgetting about the floss, and crawled into bed naked.
****
Time passed, although I couldn’t tell you if I slept. I kept my phone by my side—in my hand, worried that I’d miss a text. We passed ten o’clock. Then midnight. Then three in the morning.
I must have dozed, but if I did, my dreams were filled with the same images as my waking thoughts: David and his All-American good looks taking my wife again and again. Filling her with his inevitably huge cock. Reminding her of the girl who could have a purely physical relationship.
I didn’t jerk off—not since the shower—but I never grew soft either. My wife was out fucking another man. Two weeks ago, the thought alone made me instantly hard. Now it was happening and it was every bit as intense as I’d imagined.
I was jealous, excited, scared shitless, envious, self-pitying, turned on... The list could go on and on, filled with paradox and contradiction and, ultimately, truth.
Kara was out there, another man satisfying her, and I was back in our bed. Alone.
And I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.
****
Kara finally came home at nine the next morning—9:06 if I wanted to be precise about it. Her hair was wet. Her make-up scrubbed. She looked as exhausted as I felt, but couldn’t stop smiling from where she stood in the bedroom door. It wasn’t a smile for me.
“You have fun?”
She didn’t startle; she’d known I was awake in bed. But she seemed to see me for the first time.
“Yeah. I had a lot of fun.”
She entered the room, morning light spilling over her. She still wore the little black dress, but held her heels in her hand, and her stockings were gone.
I held out my hand. “Tell me about it.”
She came to me, sitting by the edge of the bed. She caressed my cheek, then kissed me on the forehead. Was that a man’s cologne I smelled? Another man’s musk?
“I will. But I need to rest.” She looked me in the eyes. “I didn’t get much sleep last night.”
“Yeah?” I didn’t add that I didn’t, either.
Her smile brought out her natural beauty—the way her cheekbones were more defined from those photos of her in college. Had David noticed?
She said at last, “The ballet was really good.”
“Good performances?” I started to harden.
“Great, I’d say.” Then added, “Better than I remembered.”
We laughed at one another. She was killing me. How could she read me so well?
She stood again and slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulder. With a shimmy, it pooled around her ankles. She wore nothing beneath—gone were the stockings, the g-string I’d spied, the expensive bra that I’d never seen.
Her tits, full and ripe, were marked with red where her pale skin had been mauled. Her nipples seemed darker than I remembered them being. But it was the sight between her legs that sucked my breath away.
The trimmed landing strip of hair—tidied up for last night—drew my eyes down to her shaved pussy lips, angry red from use. The last scraps of hope that this had all been some elaborate ruse evaporated. My stomach churned. I was both happy, and so scared I forgot to breathe.
“Yes, we had sex.”
Kara’s words snapped my attention back to her. She shared a rueful smile with me before sliding into bed on my side, edging me over.
“Kara—”
She cut me off with a kiss, strong and demanding. She trailed a hand down between us, finding me naked. Finding me hard.
“Does it turn you on, knowing I was with another man last night?” She squeezed me, adding, “All night?”
“Oh, God.”
“You’re not going to come yet, are you?”
My face tightened. I was. I couldn’t stop myself. I’d kept my orgasm on edge through the fitful night.
Kara dove beneath the sheets. I felt the wet envelope of her mouth just as I blew. She sucked and swallowed. I groaned. It was all happening so fast.
“Well,” she said. She crawled out from under the blankets and snuggled against me. The skin-to-skin contact was amazing.
“I’m sorry.” I felt humiliated having come so prematurely. Surely David had had more restraint.
“Don’t be, honey. I’ve had more than enough orgasms tonight.” Her smile said it all. She had my number.
“Tell me something. Anything.”
Kara tickled her fingers through my chest hair. “I still love you, and only you.”
I groaned. “Not what I had in mind.”
“I know,” she said. “But it’s important that you remember that. Keeps things in perspective when I tell you about how I let another man have me.”
“How?” I squeaked.
“Any way he wanted.”
I gulped.
Kara continued. “He first kissed me at the restaurant, around dessert. We’d been having a good time, talking about Penn State and sharing what we knew about old friends—apparently I’m better connected than he is, but that’s not surprising. It was fun, but tame.”
“Until the kiss,” I said.
“Until the kiss. After that, when I didn’t discourage him, we both knew where the night was headed.”
“Is that when you texted me? About the ballet?”
“Oh, no. By the time I texted you, I’d already given him a blowjob as he drove us back to his hotel.”
I was hard again. “You what?”
“Well, it seemed silly for us to take separate cars, so I rode with him in his rental.” She curled her hand around my erection. “Or are you asking about the blowjob?”
“Yeah. That.”
Kara laughed. “That was crazy, but fun. wasn’t my idea to do that while he was driving, but it was really exciting.”
She shifted over me. Before I even realized what was happening, she’d impaled herself on my cock. I sank into her without resistance. She was so wet, and so...stretched out?
Kara took up the conversation again. “I thought that every person in the hotel lobby knew what I was up to. It was so naughty.” She shivered. “We rode the elevator up with some others, so nothing more than some hand-holding went on there. But as soon as he had me inside his room...”
She looked down at me. “Go on,” I said.
“He stripped me. At least out of my dress and bra. We were all over each other, hands getting reacquainted.”
“He liked what he saw?”
“Oh yeah. He...he said I looked better than back in college.”
I thought of those photos in the den. “You do.”
She nodded. “Of course, he was trying to fuck me. He would’ve said anything.”
“And did he? At that point?”
Kara took a deep breath. “Yes.”
“How? What position were you in? How did it happen?”
“Well...” She started fucking me faster, undulating her hips in a way that sent amazing sensations along my shaft. “We kissed. We stripped. We found ourselves on the bed. I...” She checked on me, making sure I was still okay. “I rolled him onto his back, straddled him, and fucked him.”
Her confession reverberating along the walls of my soul. I would never forget them. Not for the rest of my life.
It also meant that she’d done the initiating. She’d been the one to sit on him, to guide him into her. To sink down on another man’s hard cock.
“Our first time was a lot like what we’re doing now, only...”
“Only?” I prompted.
“He was bigger than you.”
“A lot?” My chest tightened.
“Oh, yeah.”
“And you liked that?”
Kara smiled weakly down at me, her orgasm moments away. “Do I like feeling a nice, big cock in me? Filling me up in ways that you never could?”
“Kara...”
“Any girl who says that size doesn’t matter has never been with a guy like David. It was amazing.”
My balls tightened. “Kara—”


“And it wasn’t that he was so huge. It was that he knew how to use it. Some of the ways he fucked me... Some of the angles, the way he changed speed... The man had learned quite a few tricks since college.”
“Oh, Kara!”
Kara grinded into me, squeezing down as I filled her. I heard her peak and crest above me, crashing through her own orgasm.
“Ngh, yes!” Her voice strained through the moans. “You feel so good. Fill me. Fill me, Curtis!”
Hearing my name in her cries sent warmth through my body. I stroked her hips. Her back. I kissed her in the shadow of her orgasm, our appetites slaked for the moment. We reconnected in that familiar kiss.
“You’re incredible, Kara.”
“I know.” She giggled. “Thanks for last night. I’ll never forget it.”
“I’m glad you went.” My insecurities bubbled up before I could stop them. “And I’m glad you came back.”
“Of course I did, honey. I will always come back.”
My heart skipped a beat at the implication. “So you think you’ll do it again?”
My cock had softened enough to slip from her warmth, but she was still close enough that I could feel her slippery excitement.
“I think that the ballet may come around a few more times in our future.” She laughed.
“Oh yeah?”
“In fact, I heard they had an encore performance tonight. Last night before they leave town.” She kissed the crook of my neck.
“Sounds like something you don’t want to miss.”
Kara pulled back, her dark hair spilling around us. “I’ve already said yes. Which is why I need my rest.”
She was going to see him again. She was going to see him and hadn’t even asked. I was glad that she hadn’t.
“Get some sleep, hon,” I said, slipping out of bed.
Kara turned over in the bed, tugging the bed sheets against her. She looked like a nude model, tastefully draped. “Where are you going?”
“Buying you some more condoms. You’re going to need more than two.”
She smiled, shutting her eyes to the happy memory of last night—and the promise of later today. “Actually, I still have four from last night, and I think there are more in the medicine cabinet… But, really, I don’t need them. They’re too small anyway.”



Abstraction
Sam tried to make sense of the painting, but all he saw was a tangle of colorful, melted lines on white canvas. He looked up and down the gallery wall. They were all like that.
“Beautiful, aren’t they?” the woman beside him said.
“I don’t know what they’re supposed to be.”
The question drew a laugh from her.
“Do you need to understand something to be drawn to it?”
He looked at his new companion. She possessed a sleek beauty, although the same could be said for many of the attendees of the gallery opening. Her silver blonde hair was pinned up to bare her neck and tanned shoulders. In a tight black cocktail dress, she was beautiful.
When Sam didn’t answer immediately, the blonde went on.
“The artist drips paint onto the canvas from above. It gives each piece a unique, fluid grace. Art mimics life. See how that spot jags?”
She pointed to a spot in the lower corner, where the swirling pattern of the dripped paint was broken by a zig-zag.
“He probably lost his balance momentarily before correcting,” she said. “Haven’t we all felt that way at some point in our lives?”
“Still looks like a bunch of meaningless scribbles to me.”
The blonde laughed. “Fair enough.”
It wasn’t that Sam didn’t appreciate art. He just didn’t appreciate this kind of contrived BS. When you had to understand the technique to understand the art, it was no longer art. It was a gimmick. All the people filling Gallery 202 were here to appreciate a gimmick—even the blonde beauty next to him.
A tapping on the gallery’s microphone drew him out of his criticism.
“Thank you all for joining us tonight.”
And there was the reason he was here at all. His wife, Devi, stood at the center of all these posers, mic in hand as she opened the show.
“Gallery 202 is pleased to house the largest collection of Conrad Cohen paintings ever gathered under one roof. Aren’t they incredible?”
That drew a round of applause, most of which was genuine. Sam knew Devi thought like him, mostly. She was more practical in her criticism: gimmick or not, people would shell out big bucks for a Conrad Cohen original.
She was so comfortable up there. So smooth. Part of it was her British lilt. Part of it was her parents, who’d found some success in Bollywood before their careers brought them to the U.S. Mostly, it was the crowd and the energy she drew from it. Devi would always be considered beautiful, but under everyone’s attention, she was radiant.
Sam wasn’t the only person to notice.
“That’s some dress.”
“It would look better on my bedroom floor.”
“I think you’ll have to get in line. Conrad’s got dibs.”
That statement sizzled across Sam’s skin. Aside from attending as the dutiful husband, Sam came to hear things like what he just heard—to hear the things that other men said about his wife when they thought they were safe. Later, when he left with Devi, he’d repeat the things he’d heard back to her as they fucked through half the night.
Devi passed the microphone to a guy with the kind of rugged handsomeness that had to be cultivated. That week-old scruff was probably the product of a beard trimmer. His dark, slept-in hair was most likely crafted in front of the mirror rather than a well-timed nap. Not that he looked bad. He pulled it off, contrived as it was.
“First off, I just want to say how awesome it is to have this kind of turn out. If I knew that all I had to do to get my friends in one place was to spill some paint on a canvas, I would’ve done it years ago.”
The joke was met with laughter—even a few cheers from the more tipsy—but Sam had to wonder if this Conrad guy was more self-aware than he had assumed.
“Seriously though, I couldn’t have done any of this without Devi, spilled paint or no. She’s been amazing.”
He put a hand on the small of her back and kissed her cheek. Devi beamed. Sam’s stomach tightened.
“Yup, he’s boning her,” one of the guys behind Sam declared.
“She’s definitely into him,” the other said.
Sam had to agree. Devi was used to guys hitting on her, and was usually impervious to a good looking suitor’s charms. Sam remembered just how hard it was to get a date with her before they were married. He’d seen so many guys make plays at her and fail, that he was surprised to see her large, dark eyes fix on Conrad as he spoke, or the way she touched her neck as she watched him speak. The guy behind Sam was right, she was definitely into him.
The realization should have doused the excitement of the night like a bucket of cold water. It didn’t. Heat licked up the back of his neck and spread across his scalp. His gut continued to churn and his heart rate continued to accelerate. Watching Devi smile and laugh with the rest of this crowd at this faker’s jokes and waxing-poetic statements about his own “art” turned jealousy loose inside him, running wild like a pack of rabid dogs intent on destruction.
But all of that only served to amp up his excitement to levels beyond his imagination.
She’d had crushes on artists she’d worked with in the past. The first was a female sculptor who Devi sheepishly admitted to being attracted to. Maybe it was because the artist was a woman and he felt safe, or the possibility of Devi exploring her lesbian side was just too far-fetched, but Sam had encouraged something—anything—to happen between them. It was a fun game for them to play while in bed, and while it didn’t lead to Devi falling into the artist’s arms, it did awaken a fantasy in them both that neither fully realized they had.
The next time Devi admitted to a crush—this time a man—and Sam tried the teasing game, the reaction was magnitudes stronger. Just like now, the jealousy was there. Insecurity, self-destructiveness, even a bit of self-pity and humiliation, if he was honest with himself, but all it did was fuel a fire that shocked and surprised them both.
Devi liked the game, too, although he could never get her to admit just how much. She liked the animal he became, and she couldn’t hide liking it when they pretended Sam was another man. But while she was the one to bring up her crushes, she never initiated the role-plays, and never volunteered information. Sam had to encourage the pretence and draw out her feelings and fantasies.
With this Conrad guy, she hadn’t said a damn thing, even though they must have been working together for the last few weeks. Even that thought didn’t diminish the heady rush he was feeling. He looked at his drink, wondering if it was spiked.
“Well, I’ve taken up too much of your time already. Once again, thanks for coming out. Eat, drink, and if you want to purchase a piece or two, then please...let Devi or one of her assistants know.”
Conrad set his hand on Devi’s lower back again as he handed back the microphone. She looked around the room, at all those eyes on her, undressing her, wanting her, and smiled.
“You heard the man. Drink up!”
She switched off the mic and turned to Conrad. As the crowd dispersed around them, they stood close enough to keep talking privately, heavy on the smiles and the eye contact. Conrad placed his hand on her shoulder and leaned in to whisper something into her ear. The way she smiled back at him, returning his gaze, made Sam equally uncomfortable and turned on. Shaking his head, he forced himself not to look, and then he mingled into the crowd.
****
Devi knew Sam was out there. She felt his attention on her. She should have felt guilty as she moved through the crowd at Conrad’s side, introducing him to various collectors and high-end buyers. Instead, knowing that Sam was watching her made the physical closeness to Conrad’s indiscretion all the more exciting.
At first, she didn’t understand why Sam got such a thrill from the thought of her being “bad”. She was convinced that there was something ulterior to it: Was it because Sam wanted a threesome, or was Sam hinting that he’d like to play around, too? Once she realized that his attraction to her as a “hotwife” was more selfless than that, and that it really did turn him on, she started having more fun with it.
“We’ve made two sales already,” Conrad said, drawing her out of her thoughts. “You’re a miracle worker.”
“It’s your art they’re buying, not mine.”
Devi had finally started to get used to Conrad’s wolfish grins—they no longer made her feel completely like a blubbering schoolgirl, just mostly like one.
“Not everyone goes for this stuff,” he said. “And not everyone would pay money for it. You gathered them all in one place and encouraged them to open their checkbooks. That takes more skill than drizzling paint on the wall.”
“Shh, don’t let them hear you say that. Come on, let me introduce you to the buyers from the Westins.”
“You know I could never resist you.”
Devi took a long, quiet breath when Conrad launched into his charismatic greetings with the next group of potential patrons. Conrad had an effect on her that was more intense than anyone since Sam. Sure, there were a few guys who’d hit on her since then that she could have had fun with—even more since she’d received the tacit permission from her husband to flirt—but no one fanned her fire quite like Conrad.
And she’d never let any of them kiss her before.
She could still feel Conrad’s lips on hers and didn’t understand why she hadn’t pushed him away immediately. Or hadn’t slapped him. Or hadn’t done anything but blush and mumble some excuse to get away. Over and over, the scene looped behind her eyes. It had happened here, last night, as they were doing a final walk-through before the big day. He’d been saying something, but all she remembered was his lips moving and how gorgeous he looked. And then she was in his arms and his tongue was in her mouth.
The memory stirred up something warm between her legs. What would Sam say about that? She’d gone too far, she knew that, but at least it had ended there.
“Sounds great, doesn’t it, Devi?”
Devi blinked, realizing that she had no idea what Conrad thought “sounded great.” Everyone was staring at her. She recovered quickly, cursing herself for losing focus. Tonight was too important to let that happen.
“Sounds excellent.”
One of the buyers handed her a business card. “Call me tomorrow and we’ll work out the details.” To Conrad: “It’s very nice meeting you, Mr. Cohen, and I’m looking forward to working with you in the future.”
When they departed, Conrad filled her in.
“He just bought half the pieces here, and commissioned me for about 15 more.”
Devi considered feigning that she’d heard it all, but realized there was no point. Conrad wasn’t the type of client who’d fly off the handle if he thought she wasn’t giving him her full attention.
“That’s a night then. Should I tell the rest of them to go home?”
“Nope, but you can stop working.” He grabbed two glasses of wine from a passing server and handed her one. “You know, this means I’m going to need another model for the new pieces. My offer still stands.”
Devi rolled her eyes. “Keep dreaming.”
“Come on, tell me you’re not intrigued at least.”
“You’re just trying to get me out of my clothes.”
Conrad shrugged. “And would you really have a problem with that?”
Plenty of guys had propositioned her, “artists” and agents of artists. She’d never taken any of them seriously. She wasn’t taking Conrad seriously either, although it didn’t upset her that he kept trying.
That was one of the most exciting things about these nights when she flirted and her husband watched. She liked the attention; she could admit that. Who wouldn’t when it came from attractive men like Conrad? She liked being pursued, and these nights reminded her of what it had been like when Sam had been on her tail.
“You don’t give up,” she said.
“Not when I know I have a chance.”
“Well, you don’t. I’m married, remember?” She thumbed her wedding band, reminding herself that it was there.
“And this has nothing to do with that. He doesn’t need to know.”
Oh, but what would he think if he did? she thought. Would he go ballistic? Or would it turn him on? Once, she would have sworn it was the former. Now, she wasn’t so sure.
“You have no morals, do you?”
“Devi, I’m selling painted scribbles to a bunch of people at prices that take most people a half a year to make. I have to be a little flexible.”
“But I don’t.”
He set his hand on her arm, held his glass of wine in toast and smiled. She shivered at his touch. “Baby, you’re helping me sell it. And I’d love to learn how flexible you can be.”
****
Watching Devi move through the room, Sam decided that the outfit she was wearing was his favorite of all the ones she’d so far worn. It wasn’t the shortest (although it came close), or even the slinkiest, but the strapless, champagne colored mini-dress with its deep cleavage had an elegance that set it apart from the others. And in a room filled with LBDs, she didn’t need her diamond teardrops to outshine them all.
She’d pinned back her hair with a tortoiseshell comb he’d given her for their first anniversary. He’d told her that as much as he loved her lush, dark hair, he loved seeing her face even more. That comb served its purpose well tonight, letting the light wash across her delicate features and catch in the golden stud piercing her nose.
She didn’t leave Conrad’s side. They moved from group to group, mingling like a pair of newlyweds at a reception. Devi used her charm, softening them with laughter and smiles before Conrad closed the deal.
Sam had watched this one-two punch play out with other artists, just never this successfully. He didn’t need to hear the conversations to know that tonight was a successful one. Conrad and Devi were natural compliments, it seemed, and that only served to stoke his jealousy and fuel the fire of his lust.
“Yeah, man, she’s way better to look at than any of these paintings.”
Sam turned to find one of the two guys who’d been lusting over Devi earlier. The young businessman had combed his short brown hair into a crest as if he’d just come back from hosting American Idol, and he held a Heineken in his hand.
“She’s hot. For sure.” Sam said. “They make an attractive couple.”
He wasn’t sure why he said it, but it was exciting to verbalize his thoughts.
“Seems to be working out for them. I just heard him sell half these paintings to a group of guys from some hotel chain. Between that Indian chick and Conrad’s salesmanship, they had no chance.”
“You’re a friend of Conrad’s, I take it?”
“Acquaintance, anyway. I’ve backed a few of his projects, including this one.” The man looked around. “Looks like I’m going to get a nice return.”
Across the room, Conrad whispered something and Devi laughed—one of her open, bright laughs that made everyone around her want to join. He rested a hand on her arm, and Sam didn’t miss how his eyes flicked down into her cleavage when she wasn’t looking.
“Looks like Conrad’s going to get a nice return, too,” the man beside Sam said.
“You think?”
“I do. I make a living on taking calculated risks. Done pretty well for myself, so I’d say I’m pretty good at measuring a situation. She wants him as much as he wants her, and they’ll figure out some way to get together before the night’s over.”
“Maybe they have already,” Sam said. That idea sent a piping hot pulse through his body.
“Maybe, but I don’t think so. They’re still in the flirting stage. They’re not acting like lovers.”
Devi was talking animatedly to a new group of young men and women, all of whom were enraptured. When she got to the punch line and everyone laughed, Conrad added something that had everyone laughing even harder. Did Devi realize how she was smiling at him?
“I’m Joe, by the way.”
“Sam. Nice to meet you.”
“So what brings you here, Sam? You don’t look like an art enthusiast.”
“Not an enthusiast, no. I’m in commercial real estate. Events like these are more about networking than buying art.”
All true, although he wasn’t getting much networking in at this one. He was way too distracted.
“Look, here they come.”
Up close, when Sam could see the gloss on her lips and the rows of bright white teeth, Devi’s beauty was even more breathtaking. She batted her lashes, made longer by her glimmering mascara, and smiled.
Conrad opened the conversation with a hearty handshake with Joe.
“Hey, man, good to see you. Quite an opening, isn’t it?”
“I take it we’re doing well?” Joe asked
One of the gallery staff affixed a little orange slip that read, “SOLD,” onto the price tag of the painting right in front of them. Sam looked around, and more than half the paintings had them.
“You could say that, yeah.”
“Where are my manners. Joe, this is Devi. Devi, Joe. And I’m not sure who his friend is...”
Devi opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, Sam cut in.
“Sam. It’s nice to meet you, Conrad. Devi.”
Devi shot him a questioning look, but quickly picked up on the game.
“Nice to meet you, Sam. You here with Joe?”
“Nope. Just met. We were admiring the artwork.”
Joe nodded. “Seems like others are doing more than admiring. This place’ll be empty before the night is out.”
Devi laughed. “I’ve had worse problems. But there are also half as many paintings in the back.”
“When this is over, want me to help you pick out some replacements?” Conrad asked. His hand had returned to her lower back.
“So diligent of you, Conrad, but I think that can wait until tomorrow.”
“No one knows his art better than the artist,” he said.
“That’s true, but no one knows how to sell in this space better than me.”
Conrad looked around at all the orange sold signs, scratched his week-old beard, and conceded with a laugh. It was Sam who found himself making the point. “Seems to me like the two of you make a great team.”
Devi looked at him sideways while Conrad flashed a toothy smile at her and nodded. “Hear that? I’m not the only one saying it.”
Devi looked at Conrad and rolled her eyes. Her answer was for her husband. “Great, all he needs is something else to pump up his ego.”
Sam had never seen her so flirty with another man—certainly not right in front of him. It almost felt like he was coming down with something—that feverish sensation that crawled across his skin and out along each fiber of hair. His heart beat a little too quickly. He looked around and everything felt...off.
And then he looked at Devi carrying on with Conrad and realized just how turned on he was. The rush had never been so strong.
“If you’d excuse me, boys, I’ve got to go and make a phone call,” Devi said. To Conrad, she added, “Don’t go and do anything stupid while you’re alone.”
The artist put his hand on his heart. “I’m not sure how I’ll survive without you.”
Devi rolled her eyes one last time and strolled off, swinging her hips through the crowd. They watched her go, mesmerized by the way her ass filled out the short, silk dress.
Joe spoke first. “You haven’t tapped that yet, have you?”
I almost answered him. Conrad, rightfully, spoke first. “Not yet.”
“What are you waiting for?”
This time, I did answer for Conrad. “A woman like that enjoys the pursuit. If you’re not willing to put effort into her, she’s not going to give you the time of day...no matter how successful or connected you are.”
“Sam here’s totally right. Devi knows she’s hot. She probably gets hit on all the time, ring or no ring. She’s not going to just give it up for a drink and a smile like some ditzy coed. Lucky for her, I enjoy the pursuit, too.”
He set his drink on the tray of a passing server and nodded to the two of us. “Speaking of... time to get back to it. Later, Joe. And Sam, it’s nice to meet you. Wish me luck.”
Now that, Sam didn’t do. Not out loud, anyway. That would have been too much. Instead, he wished the guy luck in his head, even as panic began to set in—the panic that they were about to cross a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.
“I better get going, too,” Joe said. “I need to get home and fuck the shit out of my wife.”
Sam laughed at that, wishing he could do the same. “Take care, man.”
Joe nodded and left, saying goodbye to a few others as he picked his way through the crowd. Sam just stood there alone, wondering what the hell he should do. Should he let another man continue to pursue his wife while he did nothing? Should he stop the game before things got out of hand? He stood, paralyzed, as the crowd mingled around him.
His phone buzzed. A text from Devi.
–come to my office. now. i’m so horny

Looked like Devi had made the decision for him.
****
Devi shut the door to her office behind her and took a deep, steadying breath. She could still hear the party going on outside—the clink of glasses and the buzz of money exchanging hands that went along with it. She didn’t need to run the numbers to know that this would be Gallery 202’s most successful evening ever.
Devi wanted to believe that that was the reason her body was buzzing so hard she was practically shaking. It certainly didn’t hurt. But no, the real reason was Conrad. And Sam!
“What kind of game are you playing, husband?” she asked aloud. She fished her phone out of her purse, but didn’t switch it on immediately. She had to work through the implications.
Sam’s fantasy was real. She had plenty of proof of that. All it took was the mention that she’d been flirting with some stranger and he was all over her. She also knew that she actually did enjoy flirting with other men—she could even admit that she’d missed it since she’d met and married Sam.
And lastly, if she was truly honest with herself, she wanted to fuck Conrad. She didn’t want to consider what would have happened if he’d pressed last night. As it was, their brief kiss lingered. She’d called it to mind countless times. She thought about him while in the shower as she got ready for tonight, and when she was picking out what lingerie to wear beneath her dress. She definitely thought about him last night, when she’d made love to Sam.
She shook her head. She took another quivering breath and tried to clear those thoughts away. Failing that, she thought of another way to get her head on straight. Lifting the phone, she sent a text off to Sam.
–come to my office. now. i’m so horny

It had been a while since they’d snuck a quickie in here, and while it wasn’t her most shining moment of professionalism, she needed to do what she needed to do.
She slipped off her thong, leaving her naked from the waist down, and slipped it into her purse. A moment later, the knock came.
“That was fast,” she said, opening the door. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw who it was. “Conrad!”
“Expecting someone else?” He looked around the office, lighting on her cellphone sitting quietly on her desk.
“I wasn’t expecting anyone, although I guess I shouldn’t be surprised you followed me back here.” She casually scooped up her phone, making sure the screen was pointed away from her. “Just finished my call, but I need to check in with my husband.”
Part of her hoped he’d back off at the mention of her marriage. Part of her was glad when he didn’t leave. And the rest of her squirmed when he closed the door behind him with a nod. This was dangerous. Far, far too dangerous.
Her phone buzzed before she could figure out how to get out of here.
–too late. looks like someone else beat me to you. lucky him

“Your husband?” Conrad asked. Suddenly he was a lot closer than she’d thought.
“Yeah.” Keeping the phone’s screen as discrete as possible without appearing suspicious, Devi replied.
–you sure?

She couldn’t believe she’d typed it. In fact, she was pretty sure that somebody else had temporarily possessed her, written out that text, and hit send. She watched the progress bar skirt across her screen, vaguely wondering if she could stop it. Then the little Delivered message registered beneath the simple question and the deed was done.
“Everything okay? You look a little pale,” Conrad said.
She darkened the screen and clutched it to her side, opposite Conrad. “Yeah, sorry. Discussions over text message are never productive.”
“Agreed. There’s nothing like a little face-to-face.” Conrad reached out and touched her cheek.
Could he feel how warm she was? Could he feel her tremble? She squeezed her phone harder, willing Sam to reply. Why wasn’t he replying?!
“God, you’re so beautiful,” Conrad whispered. He stepped right up against her, turning her to face him. Turning her lips to his own.
“We should probably—“
She lost the rest of her thought as Conrad’s mouth closed over hers. She didn’t even have the willpower for token resistance. She melted into him at the first touch of his whiskers on her face. His tongue pushed past hers, strong and powerfully unfamiliar. Everything about him was new, from the musk filling her nostrils to the way his body felt where she clutched him.
When their lips parted at last, both were breathing heavily. Conrad rested his forehead on hers, not ready to break contact completely. “We should probably what?”
Devi’s phone buzzed, and her body responded in kind. Sam’s next text would determine everything. She didn’t want to look, but she couldn’t not.
–yes. go for it

Seeing the permission flash across the screen crashed through her like a thunderbolt. Her ears rang. Her body sizzled. She darkened the screen once again and set it on the desk behind her, face down.
Devi locked eyes with Conrad—an artist’s eyes, filled with an artist’s profound longing. In that moment, they longed for her, and that shattered the last of her resistance.
“We should what, Devi?” he asked again.
“We should probably be quick. People will start to wonder where we went.”
Conrad’s grin—the one he’d flashed her countless times over the last couple weeks—set her blood on fire. He lifted her onto the edge of the desk and stepped close, kissing her swiftly.
“I can be quick now, but tomorrow I’m coming back here to help you pick out new pieces to hang.”
Devi would be alone when she did that. Moreover, Conrad knew that.
“Convince me that I should let you...help—“
Conrad pushed her dress up, seeking the panties that she’d already taken off. Discovering this, Conrad’s smile spread wider.
“Well, well,” he said, unbuckling his belt. “So you were expecting me.”
Devi reclined back on the desk, her legs parting around Conrad’s lean body, and watched him lower the zipper of his designer jeans. She didn’t correct him. It didn’t matter anymore.
His cock sprang free, large enough that Devi’s breath caught just looking at it. Thicker than Sam’s, if not longer, it rose stiff and beautiful from the manscaped base of curls. God, his hips and hard abdomen even formed those sexy lines, an invitation to be naughty.
“Are you hard for me, Conrad?” she asked. She circled her hand around his girth, feeling his pulse along the hot flesh.
He fished something out of his pocket before letting the jeans fall to the floor with a clank. “I’ve been hard for you since I first laid eyes on you.”
Devi’s heart skipped at the sight of the condom foil in his hand. A wave of excitement and guilt passed through her as she looked at that little square packet. They were going to do this. They were going to fuck.
“Put it on me, babe,” Conrad said.
She sat up and took it from him, tearing it open. “It’s been awhile since I’ve used one of these.”
“We don’t have to. I’m clean.”
For one quick moment, she actually considered it. How naughty to feel him slide inside her, skin to skin—to feel him fill her with his hot, illicit come. Then she came to her senses and rolled the condom on. “Don’t push it, Conrad.”
Sliding her dress up to her waist, he took his now-sheathed cock in hand and placed it against her glistening pussy. She opened her legs wider, stretching one on the desktop and wrapping the other behind Conrad’s back.
“But Devi, isn’t that what you want? For me to push it.”
He entered her with the last words, splitting her in one fluid thrust. She couldn’t stop that first, punctuated moan. Before the second could spill free, she remembered where she was. Remembered the people just down the hall, milling through the white-walled gallery. The walls were thin here. Sound traveled.
“Devi, babe, you always this wet?”
She leaned back on the desk again and looked up to Conrad. Their eyes locked. She melted all over again under that unfamiliar, dark stare. That wasn’t Sam. That wasn’t her husband. But he was fucking her like he was.
“Fuck me, Conrad Cohen. Just shut up and fuck me.”
Her eyes skimmed down his torso. She wished he wasn’t wearing that crisp shirt. She wished she could see his bare, broad shoulders and whether his chest looked as good as it felt. She gasped, realizing that soon, she would.
Beneath his shirt tails, she nearly came at the sight of their lewd connection. She watched as he drove his cock in and out of her clean shaven pussy—a look she’d thought only her husband would ever see. Nothing hid the indiscretion. Nothing softened the pornographic sight. She wanted to remember that forever, the way her pink lips stretched around the girth of his pulsing cock.
He leaned into her, their lips crashing together as his hips rose and fell faster. He laid her back, the cool surface of her desk kissing her exposed shoulders. He climbed up with her. The desk groaned, protesting first the weight, then the rocking motion of their bodies.
Devi stretched across her desk, pointing her toes and digging the arches of her feet onto the edge of one side of the desktop and reaching above her head to grip the edge of the other side.
And still Conrad drove on, relentless in his aggressive fuck. His hips moved with practice, falling with the cadence of a man who knew exactly what she wanted. It was like he’d crawled inside her head and tickled the part of her brain that housed her lust. She arched her hips up into him, another moan spilling out. Another high-pitched command ripped from her throat: “Fuck me!”
“You like that? You like my cock?”
“God yes. Uh!”
He pressed on, his words lighting her up. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”
All she could do was pant and groan, her grip tightening on the edge of the desk. She pointed her toes until her feet screamed.
“Tell me. Tell me how it feels.”
“It’s...so good. So fucking big.”
“Take it. Take my big fucking cock and love it.”
“Yes. Yes...I do.” Devi felt her mind soften. Everything else followed until the only solid thing that mattered was Conrad’s cock as it dipped in and out of her wet, clutching cunt.
Somehow, she managed to her grit her teeth and hold a loud climax at bay. Her nostrils flared. The muscles up and down her neck quivered. But she kept her volume down to a raspy gasp.
Conrad, slamming her like a jack rabbit, waited for her to peak, and then joined her. His cock dipped deep before it came alive inside her. She braced for his come as she felt it pulsate, only to remember the condom.
Only to remember that she’d just fucked another man—another man as her husband waited somewhere outside. And as she laid back and let the glow of her orgasm descend, she realized just how much she wanted to do it again...and again.
****
“Fuck me, Conrad Cohen. Just shut up and fuck me.”
Sam stood stunned at the door. It sounded like her voice, just as the moan that he had heard a moment before had sounded as well. But was it real? Or was this just a dream?
He pressed his ear to the door, hearing the unmistakable sounds of sex. He could hear the desk groan in time with the hushed gasps. Devi was doing her best to keep quiet, but still her panting breaths reached his ears.
“Fuck me!”
Sam reeled back from the cry. His whole body was on fire, heart throbbing like it would burst. His surroundings suddenly returned. He looked at the double doors that led into the gallery, the only thing that prevented him from being discovered. He couldn’t stay, as much as he wanted to. It was just too dangerous.
“Tell me. Tell me how it feels.” Sam could just barely hear Conrad’s demand. His wife’s reply came so much clearer.
“It’s...so good. So fucking big.”
So fucking big. Sam felt crippled by the comparison. He wanted to curl up onto the floor and disappear. And yet... And yet he’d never felt so turned on in his life.
He crept away to the sounds of his wife begging to be fucked—loving the sensation of this other man stretching her.
In the gallery, the world was as it had been when he’d left it—oblivious to the fact that now, everything was different.
Sam grabbed a glass of wine and a skewer of beef from a tray and found a quiet spot in the corner of the room. He could pretend to study a painting while watching the back doors for his wife.
“For someone who’s not a fan of his work, I’m surprised that you’re still here.”
Sam jumped, realizing that the observation was directed at him. It was the blonde from the beginning of the night.
“Or maybe you’re not looking to bring home a Conrad Cohen original, but something else?”
“Um, no, I...I’m waiting for someone, actually.” Sam held up his wedding ring like a ward. “My wife.”
“Ah.”
Sam realized that he couldn’t stay much longer. The crowd had begun to thin, and he could only pretend to be interested in these paintings so long.
Devi stepped out of the back hallway at that moment. Everything about her was just as it had been when she’d disappeared. Her black hair was still glossy and loose. Her make-up was perfectly applied. Her dress just so.
And yet, there was something mussed about her. Something intangible that screamed of sex.
“Looks like our host is a naughty little slut,” the blonde said.
“What makes you say that?”
They watched as Devi took a deep breath and headed off into the closest clutch of people, her confident smile back in place.
“Wait for it...” the blonde said.
Conrad emerged a moment later, straightening his tie.
“See?” she said. “I’m pretty good at deciphering more than just scribbles on the wall.”
“Maybe it’s just a coincidence?” Sam offered.
“You can interpret however you like, sweetheart. Have a good night.”
She walked away, just as Conrad joined Devi’s side, standing closer than they had before.
Sam realized that it was going to be next to impossible to talk to her alone, and yet that’s all he wanted to do. So he texted, of course.
–talk? outside?

He watched her socialize and mingle, waiting for her to check her phone. To beg off and meet him outside. But she didn’t check it until their group dispersed and she was once again alone with Conrad.
Sam meandered closer to them, hoping to catch an exchange.
“Your husband again?” he asked.
“Yeah. I should probably call and check in.”
“And tell him about the after party?” Conrad asked.
Devi rolled her eyes, more flirtatious than annoyed. “I’m still considering that.”
“Sure you are.”
“You’re so full of it sometimes.” She laughed, pulling out her phone and moving toward the front of the gallery.
She completely missed Sam standing right behind them. But Conrad didn’t.
“Joe’s friend, right?” the cocky artist said. “You’re still here.”
Sam’s phone began to buzz in his pocket. Devi. Shit, bad timing. He ignored it, cobbling together another excuse as to why he was still here.
“Just about to head out, actually. Was just wrapping up a purchase of one of your originals.”
Conrad’s smile was that of a con man’s. He knew he was scamming all these people—thought he was scamming Sam—and had such a showy, welcoming smile that it couldn’t be real.
Sam couldn’t make up his mind between punching the guy, or shaking his hand. This is the man who Devi had finally succumbed to? This personification of male ego? Seemed so...so generic, Sam thought.
He ended up taking Conrad’s hand anyway.
“Hey, thanks man. I’d invite you to the after party, but it’s a private affair.” That fucking smirk.
“Let me guess, only one other person is invited, and she’s got long black hair and a sexy accent.”
“And a cute little pussy,” he added with a wink. “Would you believe a woman like that keeps it shaved bare?”
Adrenaline pulsed through Sam. “No idea.” He wished he had a drink. “So the pursuit is over, then?”
Conrad laughed. “The pursuit never ends with chicks like that. But that’s what makes them fun.” His eyes shifted over Sam’s shoulder. “Speaking of pursuits...”
Devi joined them, surprised to find Sam talking to her recent lover. Sam knew her well enough to see her nervousness.
“You get in touch with him?” Conrad asked.
Devi’s dark eyes flicked to Sam. “No. He’s probably asleep. I left him a message, though.”
“And...”
“And I told him I’ll be home a little late.”
Sam felt like a third wheel—something he’d never felt with his wife. Conrad made it worse when he turned to Sam and said, “Thanks again for buying a piece.”
Dismissed, just like that. It knocked the wind out of Sam. He felt adrift.
“Night.” He nodded at Devi, who was studying him closely.
“Later,” Conrad said. Devi didn’t say anything.
Sam left. The night was crisp, but warm enough not to require a jacket. Still, he shivered. He’d just left his wife with a man who had no scruples.
And yet, it still turned him on. Fuck, what was wrong with him?
He pulled out his phone, finding the missed call and the voicemail Devi had mentioned. He sighed. More evidence that she’d chosen Conrad over him. More testimony to his humiliation.
Lifting the phone to his ear, he listened.
****
The last hour of any reception always dragged. It was a rule. This particular reception seemed to wind down at a glacial pace.
Devi’s face hurt from all the smiling, but that was her job. “Thank you so much for coming out tonight, Mr. Spelling. It’s always good to see you,” she said.
“Likewise, sweetheart,” the old man said, escorting out a woman younger than Devi.
“Inspirational,” Conrad said. “And that’s the last of them?”
Devi twisted the deadbolt, feeling the lock slid into place. She felt giddy. “That’s it.”
Conrad wrapped his arms around her, pulling her against him. “Ready to go to the after party?”
Devi broke free of the hug and headed for the central room. “Right this way.”
The clock may have read midnight, but she hadn’t felt so awake in ages. Her body hummed in tune with her jogging heart.
Devi didn’t need to look back to know Conrad’s eyes all over her, so she didn’t. Instead, she reached behind her, unzipped the short dress, and left it in a puddle on the glossy hardwood. She’d put her thong back on after their office encounter for this precise moment, knowing how good her round cheeks looked in the plunging lingerie.
Her tall heels clicked through the empty space, echoing in the high ceilinged showroom. The only piece of furniture was a cushioned bench in the center of the room. A bottle of champagne and two empty glasses sat on it, just as she’d instructed.
Click, click, click. She made a show of crossing to the bench and reaching down to retrieve the champagne, deliberately displaying the side of her right breast to Conrad. Turning at last, she held up the bottle. “The after party.”
Conrad shook his head. “No, that’s not the party...”
He pulled off his sport coat, tossing it on top of her dress. His t-shirt went next, revealing a cut upper body that was too beautiful to be true. She practically lost her cool, fumbling with the wire cage on the champagne before recovering.
“So what is? And dropping your pants isn’t an answer.”
Conrad smirked, a half-smile that she wanted to smack off or kiss, she couldn’t determine which.
He left his jeans on, but closed the distance between them and took the bottle from her. “Well, we can start with the champagne if you want.”
He popped the cork. Devi hated herself for jumping—for being the kind of woman Conrad devoured every day. She was better than that.
The young artist drank right from the bottle, handing it to her for a taste.
“Classy,” she said. She hesitated only long enough to roll her eyes, then took it from him and tipped the bubbly back into her mouth, arching her chest out toward Conrad.
“Just trying to get the formalities out of the way”, he said, as his eyes caressed her naked breasts and her hard nipples. He realized he couldn’t wait any longer to have her.
He stepped against her, taking the bottle from her with one hand as the other slid up to cup her face. “God, you’re incredible. Let me paint you.”
Devi laughed. “I don’t think you need a model to produce more of these.”
“Not a drip painting. I’m a classically trained artist, and have loans from NYU to prove it.”
“Not after tonight,” Devi said.
“Very true.”
“Time for you to thank me,” she said.
“Didn’t I already do that earlier today?”
This close, in this embrace, she barely kept her composure. Somehow, though, she maintained eye contact and didn’t back down. “Oh, I think you owe me a bigger thank you than that.”
“Devi, I love that accent.”
His mouth closed over hers; his tongue pressed against her lips. She opened her mouth, letting his hunger flood in, thinking, It should be harder than this to kiss another man. If she’d still been holding the champagne, she would have dropped it. Instead, she curled her hand around his neck, and felt his hard muscles ripple beneath her fingers.
She pulled back, ready to move things along. Foreplay had started weeks ago; time for more.
Conrad surprised her, forcing her back to the kiss. The first kiss had been ripe with need. This one was all about control, and Devi felt the temptation to give it away. This man was certainly used to taking it.
But no. Fuck no. She was the one in control here. She tore her hips away, the wet smack reverberating around the room.
“Time for you to start composing that thank you.”
She lowered herself to the cushioned bench, hooked her thumbs in her thong, and slipped it down her legs.
She felt totally exposed...on display....almost an exhibit...nearly naked and completely wanton. Above her, around her, behind her, the gallery spread out, white and bright. And she was in the center of it all, naked but for her bra and heels, another art installation, complete with its audience.
She loved the way his beautiful blue eyes drank her in. She opened her legs wider, reveling in the exposure. She spread her pussy for him, knowing how lewd the action was and not caring. Not when it got the cocky Conrad Cohen to get on his knees—not with those kinds of results.
“Go on,” she said. Her lips curled up. “You know you want it.”
“You have no idea.” He dipped his head, tracing his tongue along her moist lips, careful to skirt around her clit. “I love making women scream.”
Confident to the end, Devi thought just before Conrad’s mouth returned, covering the whole of her pussy.
The first thing she picked up on was his scruff, bristly, unfamiliar, yet not unpleasant, facial hair. The scratch of his lip and chin were just so different than Sam’s. When she closed her thighs around his head, the scruff against her thighs reminded her of how naughty this was.
Conrad touched down on her clit, scrambling everything. He was frantic, frenetic, his tongue lashing in quick strokes—a painter in the throes of his work. Devi arched over him, twisting her legs over his back. She’d worn her favorite sandals for the night, nothing more than dainty straps and tall heels. She dug those heels into his back as he ate her, wanting him to feel pain in her pleasure.
Conrad didn’t slow his onslaught. If anything, he took it up a notch. He peeled back the hood of her clit and tongued her, short and rapid brushes right up against her core. Her body was primed. Her orgasm imminent. Then—
“Gah! What are you doing?”
Cold splashed across her pussy. Cold and wet. She opened her eyes to a grinning Conrad as he righted the bottle of champagne and took a swig. “We’re celebrating, right?”
When he returned to her pussy, he splashed more of the bubbly between her legs. The fizzing liquid tingled and teased as it spread across her already buzzing skin. Conrad lapped it up, exploring every square inch of her clean shaven mound. The chill bubbly mixed with the heat of his tongue had her on edge in an instant.
“Feels good, doesn’t it? Learn a new trick tonight?”
She grabbed him by his product-laden blond hair and shoved him between her legs, tired of being teased. He didn’t protest. He didn’t resist. He dove into his work, closing his mouth over her sex, adding suction to the driving flick of his tongue.
Devi felt something cool and hard probe her pussy, splitting her lips as it penetrating her. The champagne bottle, she realized in that last moment of hyper awareness. He’s fucking me with the champagne bottle.
And then she was screaming. Fucking him back. Fucking his scruffy face and the widening neck of bottle. She held on to his hair for dear life as she raced through an orgasm as intense as the one she’d shared with him in her office. Yet the night was far from over.
Devi floated back on the bench. Her surroundings returned in a slow cross-fade. Her head hung off the edge of the bench. Conrad was no longer between her legs. She was back in the center of the room, performance art for an audience of one.
Conrad rotated her lengthwise on the bench, splaying her legs on either side of it. He rose up between them, holding his cock in his hand. It was a beautiful thing, long and thick—and she already knew how powerful it was. Strangely, in that moment, it wasn’t Conrad that she thought of, but Sam. Sam, who was letting her do this. Her loving husband, who trusted her enough to let her play with this Adonis and know that she would always return to him.
She looked up at the security camera overhead. She’d always return to him, she tried to communicate. Always.
Time for the final performance of the night for her audience of one.
****
Sam watched from the comfort of his own bed—his and Devi’s bed. His laptop sat open beside him, the high def feed off Gallery 202’s security system maximized on the screen. Ah, modern technology, he thought.
When she’d mentioned the camera feed, he’d first imagined a little, dark security room somewhere in the gallery with a wall of monitors. He’d imagined grainy black and white video footage that he’d have to squint at to see detail. But times had changed from those movie depictions of security, and Gallery 202 was too small to warrant the security room.
Instead, they had a service that anyone with access could log into from anywhere in the world. Even better, the service came with audio.
“Told you I was going to make you scream,” Conrad said, as he knelt on the bench, between Devi’s legs.
At the angle of the camera—high above and slightly off center of profile—Sam could see everything. He could see the way Devi stared at Conrad’s cock; could see the smooth rise of her pussy and how it glistened with her excitement, his spit, and the champagne remnants; could watch as Conrad ripped open a condom wrapper and extracted the pale latex.
He held it up to her, and Devi took it from him without missing a beat. Sam’s stomach squirmed at the level of coordination. She rolled it down his length, pinching the tip to leave a gap for his come.
“Fuck, that’s hot,” Sam muttered.
Sheathed and ready, he positioned himself against Devi’s pussy. Sam’s breath caught. He took a screen grab of the feed, wanting to savor this moment well past his memories of it: Conrad’s muscle-hewn body poised over his wife; his wife’s legs splayed, her eyes locked on his; her bare, glossy pussy opening around another man’s cockhead.
And then he cleaved into her, splitting her with a moan. She arched back as he buried half of his monster inside her. She drew back, then sank all the way down to his balls.
“Damn,” Sam said aloud. He didn’t dare touch himself. He wouldn’t have lasted. Not with the live porn playing out on the laptop in front of him.
Conrad loomed over his wife, blocking the sight of their union. It didn’t matter. Sam didn’t need to see it to be kept at the very edge of coming. The look of ecstasy on his wife’s face was enough. Her throaty cries nearly did him in.
“Uh, uh! Fuck me, Conrad. You feel so good. I want all of you inside of me!”
Her words tightened Sam’s insides. He’d assumed that it would be easier to watch after he’d listened to them earlier through the office door. He couldn’t have been more wrong. The sight of Conrad thundering into her was too much. Sam had to get off the bed and pace, taking deep breaths to calm his nerves. Devi’s moans made that difficult.
“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck. Me!”
“Like this, baby? Fuck you like this?!”
“Yes!”
“This what you’ve been thinking about for the last few weeks?”
“Yes!”
“You wish we did this last night, when we kissed?”
Sam’s heart shuddered. What?”
“Ohhhh, yes,” Devi said.
“Tell me, babe, when you were getting ready for tonight, you were secretly hoping it would end like this.”
Sam couldn’t make out Devi’s response. Conrad spoke over her anyway.
“You picked out this dress specifically for me, didn’t you?”
“Uhh…”
“When you showered, I bet you played with yourself...thinking of me.”
“Ah, fuck, Conrad…” Devi’s voice was strained. She was close.
“Tell me. Tell me, baby. You couldn’t resist touching yourself. Fingering your cunt as you thought about my thick cock inside you. Right? Right?!”
She snapped. “Yes!”
Sam held his breath, his body quaking. Her loud orgasm threatened to drag him with her. Part of him wanted to. All it would take was one quick stroke and he’d be there. Instead, he walked into the bathroom and splashed water on his face. They weren’t done fucking, and he wasn’t done watching.
When Sam climbed back onto the bed, Devi and Conrad had shifted positions. Devi was bent over the bench, one foot propped up on it, the other planted on the floor, as Conrad fucked her from behind.
“God, babe, you’ve got such an amazing ass.” He grabbed a handful of her left cheek, squeezed it, then drew his right hand back and slapped the other cheek.
Devi’s cry wasn’t completely one of pain.
“You like that?” He did it again. She buried her face in the bench, muffling her heady moans.
He took control of her hips, riding her hard, their slapping skin rebounding through the wide-open space of the gallery. He mixed in spanks with his thrusts, but mostly he controlled her, used her—got her to scream once again.
“I’m not going to come in this rubber, babe.”
He pulled free. She turned, as if rehearsed, fire in her eyes. Sitting on the bench, she pulled the condom off and wrapped her hand around his cock, all the while staring up at him...her face full of lust...her lips wet and open.
“You want it in my mouth?” she challenged, beating him off. She spit on it, massaging her saliva in with his glistening pre-come. “Or do you want it on my tits? On my face?”
She leaned forward and swallowed the tip of him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head. Conrad groaned, raking his hand through her hair as she blew him.
“God, babe, you do that so well,” he said.
Devi swallowed more of him, jacking his shaft with both hands as she bobbed up and down.
Sam watched, enraptured. This wasn’t his wife performing, was it? The refined woman who attended high end art openings, rubbing elbows with the city’s most influential, wasn’t the same woman on screen now, eating dick like a sex addict—asking, “Do you like it when I suck your big, hard cock?”
Conrad’s reply was a clipped don’t stop.
“Not even to do this?” She straightened up, cupped her tawny breasts in her hands, and wrapped them around Conrad’s saliva-bathed length. “Don’t want to fuck my tits?”
“Oh my God,” both men said in unison. Sam knew exactly how good that felt. He could practically feel the warm, smooth tit-flesh enveloping his own cock. She’d only ever done it on rare occasions. Now, she freely offered it up to another man, and he freely took it.
“Fuck, baby. Why didn’t we do this a week ago?” Conrad said.
“Then how would we have celebrated your big night?”
Together they rutted, Conrad’s cock sliding in and out of her cleavage. She tipped her head forward, licking his crown with each upward thrust. She squeezed her breasts around him with each lick and swirl, all the while looking up at him, staring into his eyes with her deep browns.
It tore Sam up inside, seeing that kind of intimacy. His wife may have been performing for him, but she wasn’t performing alone.
“I’m going to have to extend my visit,” Conrad said.
“I hope so.” Devi said, releasing his cock from her tits. She wrapped her hand around it—her left hand, with the wedding band on it—and gave him a couple strokes. “Once I get my hands on something this beautiful, it’s hard to let go.”
With that, she swallowed him back into her mouth, her cheeks caving in as she sucked. She was so beautiful. So striking. And she was doing it for this other fucking man!
Sam stroked his cock in time with her bobs, feeling his gut churn and his jealousy creep. Feeling his excitement trump all.
“I’m close, babe. I’m so…close…”
Devi sped up on his cock, her slurps translating loud and clear through the security feed. She used both hands on his shaft, tugging and stroking to push him those last few moments. He grabbed a handful of her hair and shoved his cock into her mouth down to the root.
She took it all without protest—without looking away or shutting her eyes. She kept looking up at him as she took his come, swallowing what she could before come leaked out the corners of her mouth. She seemed to say, This is what I want, and I’m going to get more of it.
Sam came, spilling his seed into a readied wad of tissues. The violence of his orgasm left him light-headed and woozy. He sank into the pillows behind him, fuzzy exhaustion settling around him.
He didn’t even realize that his eyes were closed until her heard the voices coming from the feed. Reality returned. He didn’t look immediately.
“Yeah, definitely going to extend my visit.”


“You better.” Devi’s words stung, but also—incredibly—buoyed his just-deflated cock.
“Didn’t get your fill yet?”
“Mmm, not quite.”
It was the sounds of kissing that drew Sam’s eyes back open. He’d caught them kissing at the front door, just before this scene began, but this was the first time he watched them really make out. He felt cold descend over him—and yet he was once again hard.
“And your husband?”
“Don’t worry about him.” Did she just glance up at the camera? “I know how to handle him.”
****
“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Devi bounced wildly on her lover’s cock, cursing with each thrust. He felt good. So good. As sore as she was, she wanted more. More, more—
“MORE!”
“Damn, Dev. You’re so, so sexy. Watching you tonight…”
Her question came strained, hissed through clenched teeth. “Yeah?”
“I still can’t believe you did that. I still can’t believe you fucked him.”
“I did, baby. I fucked him so good....and I sucked him deep...did I tell you I loved how he tasted?” She forced herself to open her eyes and look down at him. Forced herself to look him in the face when she said, “And I’m thinking about him now. Thinking about how good his cock felt...how heavy his balls were as they slapped against me”
It wasn’t quite true—although she had to admit it was fun to feel such a big one after all this time. The real truth was that she preferred her husband’s cock—he was big without being huge, and he fit her just right. But that wasn’t what Sam wanted to hear, so she kept that truth to herself.
“So you two did it again after you...sucked him off?”
She rutted faster. “Yeah, baby. We fucked again on my desk. Sorry you didn’t get to see that one, but it just kind of happened.”
“It just happened,” he mumbled, turning the words over himself.
“He started kissing me again, and I felt his thick cock against my stomach and I couldn’t help myself.”
“Ahhh Dev…”
Devi leaned over him, flipping her dark hair over her shoulder as she got close enough to kiss him. “First, I got on my knees and blew him. Then, he lifted me up onto my desk, climbed up between my legs, and rammed himself home.”
“Fuck,” Sam grunted.
He was on the cusp. She pushed him over. “Did I mention I told him not to wear a condom...that I wanted to feel his hot, sticky cum shooting inside of me?”
“Oh, God…”
“How does it feel to get sloppy seconds?”
Sam exploded inside her, filling her with the fire she’d craved all night long. She felt the head of his cock as it spasmed against her pussy walls. She’d been holding back as much as her husband, and when he launched into her, she felt control rip away. She dropped down onto his mouth, sharing a raw, soulful kiss—a kiss that no man but Sam could ever give her.
When they came down from their highs, Devi remained above him, straddling his body as he shrank inside of her.
“Did you really let him come inside you?” he asked at last.
“No, of course not.” She nuzzled his nose. “Although he told me that he’d get tests done to show that he was clean.”
Sam muttered something under his breath that she couldn’t hear, even this close. Then: “That would be hot.”
Devi’s lips twitched in a smile. “Yeah, it would.”
“So you’re going to see him again?”
“You want me to, don’t you?”
“Dev...” She felt him flex inside of her.
“I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you tell me what you want me to do with him.”
Sam took a heavy breath. When he spoke, his voice was steady; his eyes sure of themselves. “I want you to see him tomorrow. I want you to fuck him.”
“Again.”
“Again,” he said.
“Good, because so do I.”



Flirt
“So Bear-Bear was sick and you gave him a shot, just like you got one from Dr. Sewell?”
“Yeah, because he was sick. And...and...and he didn’t cry, either.” Paige’s voice was earnest in only the way a child’s could be. “He was brave!”
“Just like you were brave. I’m so proud of you, Paige.”
Matt listened to the whole conversation from the living room, where the baby monitor cracked and popped. Paige would be three in a month. Probably time to put the monitor away, but for now, it was a safety net.
His wife, Leanne, continued. “So in the morning, we’re going to go to the museum and see all the dinosaurs.”
“All together?” Paige asked. The excitement translated through the monitor.
“All together. You, me, and Daddy. But you’re going to need your rest, okay, sweetheart?”
“Can you rock me, Mommy? Sing me just a couple songs?”
Matt could imagine his wife’s smile. She’d been gone for two weeks—one of the longer stretches of time away—and he knew how she ached for these moments. “Of course, Paige. I’d love to. How about, Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star?”
Matt wandered into the kitchen, out of range of the monitor, to clean up dinner. He’d made lasagna earlier in the day, so most of the mess had been taken care of before he’d gone to pick Leanne up at the airport, but there were still dishes to be rinsed and counters to be wiped down.
He poured himself a glass of red wine as he went about his chores, happy to have his wife back.
It had been almost a year since she’d taken her new job, but things were still intense for him. Between his job at the university and taking care of Paige, these frequent trips made life tough. Leanne made more than enough to support the two of them and their children, and they’d talked about him cutting back on his work schedule, but the talk wasn’t serious. He was on the cusp of getting his tenure and they both knew how important that was.
He heard the shower cut on above and imagined Leanne standing under the sunflower showerhead, naked and wet. He felt himself stir. The lack of sex was hard, too. Not that they had this wild sex life—or even a very active one. But they did have one, and he missed that intimacy.
Putting the last of the leftovers into the fridge, he thought about joining her. It had been years since they’d shared a shower, long before Paige was born, but he decided against it. She was still on London time—she was probably too tired for anything crazy like that.
Matt switched off the lights and headed up. It was just after nine, so practically two in the morning for her. The shower cut off just as he hit the upstairs landing.
Leanne emerged from the bathroom in a cloud of steam, lost in thought, eyes distant. Matt’s cock stirred again as he gave her a once over. Even after eight years of marriage—and even with the towel wrapped around her—her tight little body could get him going. The pale skin of her chest and shoulders glowed pink from the hot water. Her light brown hair looked as dark as his own like that—freshly brushed back and still wet.
“Oh, hello,” Leanne said.
“Feel better?”
“Much.”
“Jet-lagged?”
“Yeah.” She floated over to own dresser—a much larger one than Matt’s—and rooted through her pajama drawer. Matt automatically looked at the tops of her thighs where the towel pulled up, catching a flash of her pussy before she retrieved her PJs.
She straightened up, oblivious to the view she’d just given him. She said, “It’s getting easier to adjust. Guess my body’s starting to get used to all these time zones.”
She glanced over her shoulder, catching him out of the corner of her eye before opening her towel and letting it fall to the floor. Matt blushed, even as he drank in her nudity. She may have been petite, but she had one of the best asses he’d ever laid eyes on—a perfect, inverted heart beneath the gentle flare of her hips.
Matt excused himself for the bathroom, wanting to give her privacy as she dressed. It was always like this when she got back from a trip—like during the early days of their relationship, when modesty mattered and even a glimpse of nudity was exciting. He glanced back just before walking into the still-balmy bathroom, catching the sight of his wife as she pulled on a pair of pink and white striped cotton panties.
He wondered if she had enough energy for sex, then felt mildly guilty for wondering it. These trips were hard on her, and here he was, thinking of himself and his pleasure.
Leanne swept into the bathroom with him, dressed in her pajama set: a cotton pant-and-buttoned-shirt affair Matt had gotten her from Victoria’s Secret a while ago. That’s the level to which their relationship had evolved: when buying things for her at Victoria’s Secret these days, he went with the practical choices rather than the racier alternatives.
She found her rimless glasses on the sink, slipping them on and smiling at him in the mirror. Her glasses underscored the bookish girl he’d fallen in love with back in their doctorate program, although she rarely wore them these days.
They brushed their teeth together. It was casual. Comfortable. They were the old married couple, and neither had yet celebrated their 35th birthday.
His mind had other ideas. He stole glimpses at Leanne as she brushed, his imagination immediately going dirty as he looked at her soft mouth and sensual lips. It had been forever since she’d given him a blowjob, but it was really easy to imagine it now. He flushed when she met his eyes in the mirror, immediately looking away. She smiled, spit, and rinsed behind that electric smile.
They climbed into bed together and shut off the lights. Leanne snuggled close, and when she went to kiss him goodnight, he took the kiss further. As she welcomed his tongue with her own, the awkwardness that he hadn’t even realized was there fell away. She was Leanne again, the woman who’d been by his side forever and a day.
Pulling back, he could just make out her features in the dark: her cute smile, the splash of freckles across the bridge of her nose, the neat arches of her eyebrows. She took a deep breath—the kind of breath people take just before delivering bad news. Matt’s heart constricted.
“What?” he asked, happy to have the darkness around him.
“I…” Her breathing quivered. Matt’s chest tightened. “There’s something I need to tell you...”
Matt’s mind jumped to terrible things—the worst things. From affairs to terminal diseases to…to…
“So this job…it has me traveling a lot, right? All the time, all over the world.”
“Sure…”
“Right.” She released another nervous breath.
“Just tell me, Leanne. What is it?” He hoped he sounded more relaxed than he felt.
“Okay. So when I travel, I kind of like to...um, flirt with guys.”
“Flirt? As in...?” As in fuck, he didn’t finish.
“Oh! Oh, no, not like that. I just flirt, that’s all.” She laughed nervously.
Matt stared at her like she’d grown a third eye. What was she saying? This was totally—totally—out of character. As a professor, Leanne was the one who’d summarily deny that any of her students had crushes on her “because that would be ridiculous.” She acknowledged that she was cute—pretty, even—but whenever Matt told her how sexy she was, she laughed it off as a husband’s duty to say those kinds of things. Now? Now Matt wondered if this was some kind of dream.
“Say something, Matt,” Leanne said.
“I…” He brushed his fingers through his hair. “I don’t know what to say, honestly.”
“I’m sorry. I’ll stop. It never meant anything. It was just...just Business World.”
“Business World?”
“It’s what I’ve heard people call it. So there’s all these consultants out there, traveling around the globe, and many of us in the same industry cross paths all the time. Like, a world between worlds.”
“Sounds very sci-fi.”
“No, it’s not like that.” Leanne’s voice steadied as she spoke. “My life is here, with you and Paige. That will never, ever change. Before I took this job, we had a life beyond this house, right? A professional life? Our acquaintances were different. Our friends were different. Even when the two of us were together, we behaved differently, right?”
“Professionally,” Matt said.
“Right! So it’s not all that different now. Only instead of the setting being around campus, it’s at conventions in strange cities, board rooms of major multi-nationals—“
“Hotels where no one knows anyone else,” Matt interjected. He could practically feel Leanne’s blush radiate off her.
“That, too.”
He could have pressed. He thought about it, but then gave her an out anyway. “So...Business World?”
“It’s just a silly term that this guy Brad, from work, has.”
“Do I know Brad?” In the dark, Matt couldn’t tell whether Leanne looked away or not.
“I may have mentioned him before. He’s the guy who seems to have a girlfriend in every city we travel to?”
“Oh, the younger George Clooney? I thought you didn’t like him.”
“I don’t. But his Business World theory actually makes some kind of sense to me. It’s different than the university, or the office, or any of those normal, professional settings. Everyone’s a stranger, you know? Everything’s new, all the time. And…and it’s easy to be someone else.”
“So who are you in this world?” Matt’s throat felt dry.
“I’m…me.”
She wasn’t telling the whole truth. Matt knew it, but again couldn’t bring himself to call her on it. They were back to that moment earlier, when Matt couldn’t bring himself to watch his wife undress. They were strangers again, but for a whole other set of reasons.
Instead, he asked, “So how does it work? The flirting, I mean.”
Leanne blew out some air, slowly but not quite steadily. “I don’t know. I guess I just go down to the hotel bar and...flirt.”
He tried to picture it but couldn’t.
“Matt?”
“Yeah, sorry. I’m just trying to wrap my head around it.” This was a woman who, at one point early in her career, had been terrified to death of lecturing a large class. A woman who went to bars because her friends invited her along, not on her own. “It’s just so...different to think of you like that.”
She nodded.
“Did you…do you do that a lot?”
“Not a lot, no. The work days are long, so most nights I crash.”
“But not every night,” Matt said.
“No.”
A picture began to materialize: Leanne down at a bar, hair up, dressed in some sexy little number. What also materialized was something equally confusing; he was hard.
“What?” she asked. “You’re looking at me funny.”
“It’s just...” It was Matt’s turn to laugh nervously. “It’s pretty sexy.”
Leanne looked at him the way he’d been looking at her since her confession. Like: Who are you in my bed?
“Really?”
“Yeah.” As he said it, he became more sure of it. He just didn’t know how to follow the confession up, so he scooted up against her and kissed her.
Leanne seemed to relax into the kiss, the worry of her confession draining away. Matt pulled her against him, his hands drifting down to her ass.
“Oh,” she said, pulling back from the kiss. “You really do think it’s sexy...”
His erection pressed against her thigh.
“I do. I don’t really get it, but...yeah. It’s pretty exciting.”
Leanne kissed him hard, rekindling a passion from their early days. Matt remembered a time when kissing her like this was enough to give him an instant hard-on—just like now—throbbing and pulsing.
“So when did it start?” Matt asked. He held her close, their faces inches apart. He could make out the amber flecks in her green irises, even in the dark.
“Well, it kind of happened randomly. The first time was on that trip I took to Barcelona.”
“You mean in December?” December was nearly three months ago. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
Leanne bit her lip, her brow creasing. She wanted to look away. Matt could feel her struggle, but he didn’t release her. He kept staring into those gorgeous eyes that he loved so deeply.
“I was scared. I love you. I didn’t want to lose you—”
“But you kept doing it?”
This time, she did look away, bashful. “I’m sorry…”
Matt sighed, touching her face. “Don’t be worry. I can’t explain it, but I’m not mad at you for doing it…I just wish you’d included me.”
She looked at him, surprise on her face. “It just happened. And then, I couldn’t stop.”
“So how did it happen?”
She released a quiet breath. “So there was a big conference there...trade agreements within the EU. Not my usual focus, but we had some clients interested in what was being said. I was alone, didn’t know anyone—until then, I’d pretty much always traveled with someone else from the firm.”
“Brad?” Jealousy rammed a spike into Matt’s gut.
“Sometimes him. Sometimes someone else. And Matt, seriously, don’t be jealous of Brad. It’s really not like that.”
Oddly, Matt felt a little disappointed at that. “Okay. So you were there alone.”
“Right. I was alone, didn’t know anyone. There was this cocktail reception to kick-off the conference. I attended out of obligation.”
“I think I remember you complaining about that.”
“Oh yeah. You know me, it’s just not my thing. If I wasn’t still mostly on East Coast time, I would have skipped it, but I was awake so I went anyway.”
“And that’s when you were hit on?”
Leanne squeezed her hand up between them and covered her eyes, her smile blossoming. Matt loved her embarrassed face. He wanted to kiss her, but instead waited out the response
“It was so crazy. Like, at first I thought someone was putting them up to it. Here I was, a 34-year-old mother getting hit on by some young—and very hot—guys.”
Matt’s body quaked at Leanne’s side. He’d never heard her call any one guy hot. Until now, that was a term reserved for the temperature, not pure physical attraction.
“You know you’re sexy, right? I’ve told you that over and over. You didn’t believe me?”
“You’re my husband. You have to say that.”
“Doesn’t mean it’s not true.”
“It’s just different when it’s coming from strangers, you know? Thrilling.”
“Validating.” Matt thought about a few of the college girls he’d had in class with obvious crushes on him—crushes he’d never told Leanne about, of course, even as innocent as they were.
“Yeah, I guess validating is the right word. Whatever it was, it made me feel so good about myself. So confident. I carried that confidence through the conference. It was like I was playing a role—the sexy American economist—and they all fell for it.”
“Wait, was that the same conference that landed you the British and French deals?”
Leanne grinned sheepishly. “It is. I don’t think the old Leanne could have pulled that off alone. The new me suddenly got herself a huge promotion.”
“And that was three months ago?”
She looked bashful about that. “Yeah. I should have told you sooner. I wanted to, but I was so scared. I kept telling myself it wasn’t a big deal, you know? That everyone has secrets, and this was just part of...Business World, I guess.”
So why now? Matt asked, first to himself because he was scared shitless of the answer. Had something more happened? Had she met someone else? But in the end, he had to ask.
“So why tell me now?”
That fluttering nervousness that he’d seen when she first confessed was back, affecting his own anxiety levels.
“After that, I couldn’t help myself. For the longest time, I kept thinking that time in Spain was a fluke. Like, I’d go down to the bar and be ignored.”
She wasn’t dodging the question. Matt had witnessed this technique back in her teaching days. She’d get to the point in the end.
“It still surprises me, honestly. Maybe I keep doing it because I still don’t believe it.”
He should have been upset. He should have been afraid. Those were rational reactions for a man in his position—hearing that his wife had been flirting with other men behind his back for the last three months. And while he was all of those things, he was also more turned on than he’d been in a long time.
“So you hit up a bar while you were in London?”
“Yeah,” she said. She snuggled closer, feeling the effect this had on him. “Matt, you’re so hard.”
“Yeah,” he admitted, embarrassed. “So, when you went down there, did you dress up?”
“I didn’t wear my work clothes, if that’s what you mean.”
“Like what did you wear? This last time. In London.”
“You…” She hesitated. “You haven’t seen those dresses or shoes.”
Matt breathed in heavily. His pulse jittered against the inside of his chest. His throbbing cock pulsed against her. She even had a wardrobe that he didn’t know about? “Show me.”
Leanne licked her lips. He knew her well enough to practically read her mind. She was trying to figure out a way to get out of this, to come up with an excuse for why she couldn’t just pull the dress out of her garment bag and show him.
He let her off the hook, despite wanting to see her in her party dress and shoes. “I’m sorry, never mind. So you were in London. You went down to the bar...”
“I have an idea.” She gave him a quick kiss. “Why don’t you go downstairs and pour us a couple glasses of wine. I’ll be right down.”
Matt’s erection strained against his boxers, and when he slid out from under the covers, it was visibly prominent in the moonlight. He looked back at Leanne, who watched him from the bed, her head propped up on her elbow. Matt felt exposed under that stare, suddenly modest as he stood there in nothing but his boxer-briefs.
She said, “You’re really good looking, Matt.”
She didn’t say it out of obligation, or out of reflex. She said it like someone who realizes that she’s been taking something for granted.
“So are you. But you don’t need me to tell you that anymore.”
Leanne buried her face in the pillow, waving for him to go. She peeked out enough to say, “I’ll see you downstairs. Open the bottle of Firesteed that I saw you bought.”
Matt grabbed his robe and headed for the stairs.
The house was quiet. It was well past ten, but Matt felt electrified. Sleep was a distant thought, trying and failing to get noticed.
Leanne had been flirting with random guys for nearly three months? In bars? Alone? It just didn’t compute. They hadn’t been each other’s firsts, but neither of them had a ton of experience when they met in grad school.
Matt still remembered the first time he laid eyes on her. It was early fall, still warm enough to sit in the grass outside without a jacket. Leanne had been sitting on the quad with some mutual friends, looking cute in a pair of jeans and a grungy flannel shirt. He remembered thinking, She’s cool; I want to know more.
It wasn’t love at first sight, but it was something close.
In the kitchen, he switched on the pendant lights over the island counter, turning them down low. He removed a pair of Pinot Noir glasses, set them on the granite, and went to work on the bottle of wine.
That girl on the quad had captured his heart and not let go since. She was not only cute but smarter than anyone he’d dated before. Even now, her practical knowledge of international economic policies and the ripple effect they had on global markets was astounding. He may have taught university-level economics, but Leanne changed the ecology of the world. How’s that for sexy?
And yet, apparently there was so much more.
Her voice startled him from his revelry. “Hey.”
The woman standing at the edge of the light couldn’t have been Leanne—at least not the Leanne he knew. Nothing about her was recognizable. Not the way she wore her light brown hair clipped back. Not the kohl-lined eyes or dark burgundy lipstick. Certainly not the strapless white dress that covered less than her towel had, or the spindly white heels with their thin sparkly straps. Her red painted toenails glowed, even in the dim lights. She looked taller than the 5’2” woman he thought he knew.
“Um...I think you may be in the wrong house.”
Leanne smiled shyly at his joke. There was the woman he knew.
“Actually, I’m exactly where I want to be,” she said. She moved like silk in the breeze, gliding over to the island counter and leaning on it like she was at a bar.
The thin fabric of her white dress molded to Leanne’s perky breasts, and then hugged her rib cage, her narrow waist and her flat belly, eventually sliding over the bottom of her hourglass figure, along her narrow hips and perfectly rounded ass. Matt realized that he wasn’t breathing. He wondered if she wore a bra—something she usually did, but could get away without—then he saw the contours of her nipples pushing against the thin fabric.
Leanne’s lips curled up into a knowing smile when she caught him looking at her chest. She fingered the stem of one of the glasses. “This mine?”
“Hope I got the order right.”
It was Leanne’s turn to dance her eyes down her husband’s body. “I like this establishment. Cute bartenders wearing nothing but robes and underwear. I’ll have to come back.”
Matt laughed. “A pretty lady like you is always welcome.”
Leanne returned the laugh with a giggle. She raised her glass, clinking it with Matt’s as they shared a silent toast. The impromptu role-play fell away. They were back in the kitchen of their suburban home, husband and wife again.
“That’s some dress, Lee.”
Leanne’s fingers twitched, like she was itching to pull the short hem down. She resisted. “Thanks. I got it in Paris a couple months ago.”
Matt steadied his breathing. It was hard enough to believe that she was wearing it here, in the privacy of their home. To think that she’d worn it in public, without him, was both disturbing and profoundly erotic.
“So you’ve worn it a few times?”
“A few, yeah.”
“You look amazing in it.”
“Thanks.” This time, she did pull at the short hem. “Baby, the way you’re looking at me...” She averted her eyes, then glanced back through her lashes.
“I’m sorry. I just...I’m still trying to wrap my head around this. You sound like my wife, and you even look like her—sort of, anyway—but…” He was at a loss for words.
“I know. The first time I put this dress on, I almost stayed in my room. It took me half an hour—and a couple of miniature bottles of vodka from the room’s fridge—before I went down there.”
“It’s sexy, but not, you know, slutty.”
“That’s what I was going for. I didn’t want to look like a hooker.”
Matt circled around the bar, holding his robe over his hard cock. “Maybe a high-class call girl, but not a hooker.”
“Ha ha. Thanks, Matt.”
He reached out, touching the bare skin of her shoulder. She tilted her head as his fingers slipped up the nape of her neck.
“I don’t mean that in a bad way. You wear it well. I mean, you wear it with confidence.”
Leanne looked over at him slyly. “I feel confident. The way you’re looking at me—the way all those other guys looked at me when I sat down at the bar... I’ve never had that kind of attention. It made me feel hot and desired...and I liked that feeling.”
“You’re crazy. You’ve always been sexy, and I’ve always desired you,” Matt said. It was knee-jerk.
Leanne fixed him with a matter-of-fact expression. “Well, I haven’t really felt that way since I was younger. In my twenties. I’d forgotten what it was like to walk into a room and really feel...sexy.” She laughed. “Ha....I’m talking like that ever happened!”
“It did for me.”
“You saw an alternative girl in ratty jeans and a flannel shirt.” Leanne giggled. “Is that how you’d describe me right now?”
Matt took in the dress, the make-up, the heels. “No, I see what you mean.”
She hopped up onto the counter and crossed her legs. Matt couldn’t resist looking—he’d always loved her dancer’s legs, toned and long.
He pressed on. “So how did it work? The flirting.”
Leanne smiled, glancing into the murky red. The vino seemed to trap the soft light of the pendant lamps and glow.
“You remember how to flirt, right? Two people getting to know one another, talking about nothing, but with the sub-context of sex behind everything.”
“I mean, like, do you just go sit and guys come up to you?”
“Pretty much, yeah. Most of the time, the guys are pretty ridiculous. Bad one-liners. Cockiness that’s so not deserved.”
“But it’s not all like that,” Matt said. “I mean, otherwise you wouldn’t do it at all.”
“Honestly, the kind of guy isn’t the point. They’re all thrilling. I’ve never been that girl, you know?”
“The one all the guys are tripping over.”
Leanne giggled. “Sounds bad when you put it like that.”
“But that’s what you mean, isn’t it?” Matt’s heart raced as he pushed her through this confession. He looked back at her tiny dress. “I’ll be honest, you pull off that girl really well.”
Leanne looked bashful, an adorable contradiction to her outfit. “You’re looking at me that way again...”
“Isn’t that what you hope for?” Matt said, his heart beat jumping. “When you put that dress on?”
Breathlessly: “Yes.”
“So when you last wore this dress, did you meet anyone interesting?” Matt asked. He could keep to himself any longer. He set his glass of wine down and stepped up against her, resting his hand on her knee.
“Yes.”
He ran his hand up to the hem of her dress. “Tell me about him.”
In just boxer-briefs and an open robe, his erection was huge.
“Okay. Well, it was a Friday night, so the bar was pretty full. I went down basically in this exact outfit—“
“Basically?”
“Yeah. I haven’t had a chance to wash my clothes yet, so the panties are different, but basically the same.”
“Let’s take them off. I want authenticity here.”
Leanne giggled. She went beneath her dress, lifted her butt up, and wiggled out of a little peach thong. He could smell her arousal, and see it in the dampness of the cloth.
“How’s that?” she asked.
“Better.” He moved in closer, pushing his hand up under the dress before she crossed her legs again. His fingertips touched the soft curls of her pussy just as his lips met hers. She gasped against his mouth as he pushed a finger inside her.
Breaking the kiss before it could coalesce, he pulled his hand back to her knee and said, “So it was Friday night. You were dressed like this. Mostly.”
Leanne smiled. “Mostly. It usually takes a few minutes for guys to approach. They’re feeling me out, you know? Am I there with someone else? Am I just waiting before going into the restaurant. I usually buy my first drink.”
“Which is?”
Leanne grinned. “Dirty martini. To get into the mood.”
Matt’s cock flexed.
“I’ve never had to buy a second drink, though. Wine after the martini. Don’t want to get drunk, you know? Might get into trouble.”
Matt realized she said that to tease him. It certainly worked.
“That particular night, I didn’t meet anyone interesting until I was halfway through my second glass of wine. I never go more than two or three glasses, so I didn’t think I was going to meet anyone interesting. And this guy joined me. Spanish guy, with all that came with it—the cockiness, the dark good looks, the thick, wavy hair.”
“I thought you didn’t go for cocky.”
Leanne smiled shyly. “I don’t go for cocky if the guy can’t pull it off. This guy could.”
As the scene played itself out in Matt’s mind, his emotions went haywire. Skepticism was at the forefront—she had to be making all this up, right? His jealousy was so visceral he could have been sick had he not been drunk with excitement. And beyond that—wonder, appreciation, and love for this woman who still managed to surprise him, even after all these years.
“So you two flirted?”
“Oh yeah.” She hadn’t crossed her legs, but squeezed them shut, rubbing her thighs together. “Having a guy like that hit on me does good things to my ego. I even had a third glass of wine, just to keep talking to him.”
“Baby, that’s so hot.” Matt barely realized that he’d said it out loud.
She finished up her glass of wine. “Oh, it was.”
“Did he ask you up to his room?” Matt asked. At the same time, he pulled her legs open, letting the pressure push her dress up her thighs, almost to her waist. Her slit was partially open and obviously wet.
“They all do.” She was absorbed in what Matt was doing.
He bent his knees and dipped his face in between her legs, seeking out her tangy nectar. She was so hot. So excited. She easily parted around his tongue.
“But yes, he asked me. He was pretty persistent. He even described what he would do with me, to me, in me.” She sighed. “Oh Matt, that feels so good. I’ve missed this...”
She was right. It had been far too long since he’d gone down on her. He vowed not to let that happen again.
“He told me how beautiful I was, and how sad it made him that I might sleep alone.” She moaned, draping her legs over Matt’s back as he ate her. “Sounds cheesy when I say it now, but at the time, it was actually tempting.”
Tempting? Matt’s body convulsed. His tongue stiffened to a point, driving deep inside her.
“Mmm, Baby, that tongue of yours is amazing. Does it upset you that I was thinking of what he would feel like inside of me?”
Matt shook his head. He pulled back enough to look up at her, replacing his mouth with two of his fingers. “It doesn’t upset me. It’s so fucking hot to imagine you with him and you thinking of saying yes to climbing into his bed.”
He didn’t normally use the F word around her—not anymore. It was the absolute right word to use now. He easily buried two fingers deep inside of her, enjoying how wet she was, and how hot. It felt like she was burning up.
“You should have taken him up on it,” he said, with his mouth breathing onto her fevered skin.
“Nooooo...” Her denial was drawn out as he returned to her pussy, lashing his tongue along her clit.
“Imagine that I’m him now. Imagine you’d said yes.”
Leanne swooned back, braced on her arms, her chest straining for the ceiling, her breasts almost totally exposed. Matt licked faster, rapid chaos on her clit, timed with the frantic tapping of his fingertips along her g-spot.
“Uh! Uhhh!” And she was gone.
But Matt wasn’t, and now it was his turn.
He pushed off his robe and boxer-briefs and climbed up onto the counter. They’d never used it like this, he realized, despite joking about it when the realtor had shown it to them five years ago.
He found the zipper of the dress under one arm, pulling it low. She wore a bra after all, transparent, strapless as the dress, and just as just as new to him. When had she bought all these new things? And how could he have missed it?
He pulled her dress over her head as she recovered from her orgasmic rush and moved to help him strip her body naked. The bra went next, freeing her perky, high-sitting breasts, her nipples hard and sensitive at the tips.
“So if you’d accepted his offer, think it would have led here?” Matt asked. He placed his cock against her pussy and entered her in one fluid motion.
“Ahh...” Leanne moaned, lying flat on her back, her chest arched with her arms stretched out above her head as her husband officially welcomed her home.
“That’s what you were really tempted about, wasn’t it?”
Her answer was tight—a valve releasing pressure. “Yes. I wanted to. S—sorry.”
Matt held her hips and pumped her hard, driving into her in a way that he hadn’t in too long a time. He knew without doubt that, right at that moment, his wife was fantasizing about another man’s cock deep inside her body.
“Lee, baby, I love it. I love that you wanted him. I love that you could have had him.” She clawed his back, something she only did when she was extremely turned on. “Did you think of him when you went back to your room? Did you think of him when you were alone?”
“Yes.” Her whisper came on like a scream, but muted.
“Did you touch yourself? Did you play with yourself after?”
“Yes.”
Fuck, she’d never admitted to masturbating, let alone fantasizing about other men. Matt’s balls tightened. His libido cocked up like a loaded gun.
“Did you come, thinking about his naked body on top of yours? His cock deep inside you? Your legs wrapped around his waist?”
“Yes! I did...over and over.”
He gritted his teeth, holding his orgasm at bay. One last question. One more thing. “And now?”
“Yes, baby. I’m thinking about him now. I wish...ah!” She looped her legs behind his back, squeezing him against her. “I wish I’d gone back with him. That I’d fucked him. Ah!”
“Ah, Lee. Oh, fuck!”
They came together, pulsing heat riding the thrumming wetness to higher and higher heights. Matt closed his mouth over his wife’s at some point, swallowing her cries in a messy kiss.
He came down like he’d run a marathon—heavy of breath and taxed to his limits. The orgasm didn’t wipe away Leanne’s confession. Her admission was still there, a confusing mess that he still struggled to understand. But he wasn’t upset. Or even all that jealous, now that the heat of the moment had passed.
When he opened his eyes, she was staring back at him, worry around the edges.
“You know I love you, right, Matt? I never meant to hurt you. I’m sorry I—“
“Shhh, Leanne. It’s okay. It’s really okay.”
“So that guy who hit on me? His name is Alejandro Bautista.”
The worry was still there, waiting for her husband to connect the dots like they were a sizzling fuse. At first, the name meant nothing to him. The few Spanish colleagues that he did know were all old professors. He didn’t know any that fit her description, nor were named Alejandro. Matt did know a Bautista, though, but he was old enough to be his father...
Leanne’s breath caught when she saw Matt figure it out.
“I didn’t realize the connection until the very end of the night. He got a call from his father. Miguel Bautista was there in London on sabbatical and Alejandro was visiting.”
They’d both worked with Professor Bautista for years. They’d even met his son a couple times, but he was just a teenager then.
“Did he recognize you?”
“I don’t think so. But if he did...”
“Then it may have gotten back to me somehow. So you finally came clean.”
Leanne nodded, looking terrible. “That was the last time. I promise. I’ll never do it again.”
Matt didn’t know a whole lot about what was going on inside his head, but he did know that he didn’t want her to stop. “Leanne, baby, don’t overreact. He probably didn’t recognize you, we’ll never see him, and besides, nothing really happened.”
“Yeah, but... You’re not upset?”
Matt gave the question the serious consideration that it deserved, but he knew his answer almost immediately. “I’m only upset that you didn’t tell me about it earlier.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. I think it’s great that you’ve found something like this.” He nuzzled her nose with his. “If it makes you feel sexier—and more confident—then don’t stop.” He grazed her lips, felt the heat pouring off them. “Just come back and tell me all about it, ‘kay?”
“Baby, I love you,” Leanne said. She yanked him down for the kiss he’d been teasing her with.
****
“So did you pack the white dress?” Matt asked as he watched Leanne fill her suitcases.
Two weeks had passed since her last trip and her big confession. Things had been volcanic in the bedroom. They’d had sex almost every night, although neither of them brought up Leanne’s flirtations. It was like they were pretending that it was still a secret, despite it being on their minds all the time.
Then, inevitably, Leanne got the call for another trip—to Paris this time, for a week—and the subject was impossible to resist.
“I wasn’t planning on taking the dress. I was actually thinking of taking a break.” Leanne’s expression turned the statement into a question.
“Hope you’re not doing that for me,” Matt said. “Because I was kind of looking forward to hearing more about it.”
Leanne went to her lingerie drawer. “Yeah?”
She pulled out a few things, some black, some brightly colored, but all of them lacy and small.
“Yeah.” Matt leaned against the doorframe, watching as she laid out the lingerie. His cock stiffened when he realized that they were all thongs. “You should treat yourself when you’re out there. It’s Paris, after all—the city of romance.”
“You’re really sure about this?” She knew he was; this was all reassurance.
“The last couple weeks should be proof that I am.”
Leanne giggled. “It’s proof that you like the idea of it.”
“Seriously, I won’t be mad. And...” He cut himself off, realizing what he was about to say. He couldn’t, could he?
“And?” Leanne asked.
Matt’s body grew hot—like standing in front of a fire. Was he really about to tell her that she could go further? And where had that idea come from?
“Just a little thing.” His face burned. He stumbled on before she suspected what he was thinking. “Um, you have to tell me all about it.”
Leanne beamed. “I’ll do more than that...”
Matt looked at her quizzically, but she just shook her head, saying instead, “And maybe it’s time for a new dress. Paris is known for its fashion, right?”
****
Matt received the text from Leanne around three in the afternoon—nine o’clock Paris time. She’d been there for five days, and when they’d talked, she made no mention of flirting.
Now, it was Friday—secretly, Matt hoped today was the day. He just didn’t want to press it. Leanne didn’t disappoint.
–Went shopping today. If you liked the white dress, you’re going to love this one.

Instantly, Matt was hard. He looked at the door to his office, which he always kept open. He was here for office hours, but considered knocking off early.
He thumbed out his reply with his heart climbing up his throat.
–you going to wear it tonight?

The reply was almost instantaneous.
–I’m wearing it right now. It’s soo short.

Matt snuck his hand between his legs, surreptitiously adjusting his erection. Another text came in, this time with a photo attached.
–Does this make me look fat? ;)

Matt’s eyes went wide as he maximized the photo on his little screen. She wasn’t lying, the dress was short. It was also really tight. Black with long, lacy sleeves—the lace detail repeated at the short hemline, drawing attention to her long, toned legs. The neckline was the most modest part of the dress, although the bodice hugged her pert breasts like a second skin. Leanne had coupled the dress with a pair of tall, open-toed satin pumps that were high and sexy.
Her hair was salon perfect, done up and off her neck except for a couple loose ringlets that framed her beaming face. Her lips were glossed and her eyelashes were long, black, and sultry.
Another photo came in before he could reply, this one from behind. The plunging back of the dress more than made up for the conservative front. The dress was really backless, revealing her toned back muscles, her pale, unblemished skin, and to Matt’s jaw dropping amazement, the two delicious dimples sitting at the top of her firm and incredibly rounded ass cheeks. She couldn’t possibly be wearing a bra; she quite probably wasn’t wearing any of her thongs He wished he could slide his hand up between her thighs to find out.
–wow!

The black material molded to her lean and curvy butt, tight and so temptingly juicy. If she was wearing panties, they had to be tiny.
–I take it you approve?

He could practically hear her laughing. He swiped back and forth between the photos, glancing at the photo he had of her on his desk just as a reminder of her “family self.” In that photo, she was dressed in a turtleneck sweater, wholesome and smiling.
A third photo came in, this one a close up of Leanne blowing him a kiss. Now he saw that her lips were painted red. Her eyes were smoky, rimmed in kohl and mascara. Any guy who saw her alone at a bar would think that she was there for one thing only, and she’d have them lined up to get it.
Matt shifted in his seat again, rubbing his cock through his trousers as he did so.
He picked up the phone, typed out his reply, and took a deep breath. To hit send was to send her on her way. To send her into the lion’s den. What if she met another Alejandro? What if this time, she couldn’t say no? His erection throbbed in response to the thought.
He read his message again.
–go. flirt. first drink’s on me. ps: you make me incredibly hard

Matt looked one last time at that photo on his desk—at the smile that lit up his day every time he sat down. He lived for that smile. For that happiness. This was just another way of making her happy, right?
He hit send.



Starring My Best Friend’s Wife
I hit replay, sat back, and watched it again. To confirm, of course.
The resolution on the streaming video wasn’t great, but none of these amateur vids were. Not that it mattered. The brunette on the screen was hot—and like all the good ones on this site, the low-budget quality only added to that hotness.
The woman was on her knees, blowing a black guy. She wore nothing but a chocolate brown garter belt and a pair of nude stockings—the kind with a seam that ran up the back. The video was shot from behind, so all I could see was the pale sweep of her back and the tumble of her glossy red hair, but it was enough. I knew this woman. She was Elliot’s wife, and the black guy she was blowing? Definitely not Elliot.
“That’s it, baby, suck that cock,” the black guy said, his large hand palming her head, encouraging her to suck faster.
The camera got closer. Close enough that I could make out the scorpion tattoo on her shoulder. Yes, that was definitely her. Tanya Wren, wife of Elliot Wren, giving a blowjob to another man.
“Yes, baby. Uh! I love white girls who know how to deepthroat. Take that cock, baby. Love it.”
He pressed her face closer. I couldn’t see what was happening, of course, but I heard her gurgle and choke before adjusting. She never slowed her bobbing. If anything, she seemed to speed up.
The camera panned further, shaking in the hand of whoever held it. I caught a glimpse of the side of Tanya’s face, saw the beauty mark just outside of her eye. From this angle, I could practically see the man’s cock tunneling down her throat.
“Fuck, baby, here it comes!” the man groaned. He pulled free. Tanya opened her mouth, tongue out, hands cupping her full tits. Her lover jerked himself off, ejaculating with a growl all over her face. Some landed on her tongue. Most did not.
The video ended. I almost hit replay again. Instead, I hit the link of the uploader, mrnaughtywife, hoping to see more of her. That was the only video available from mrnaughtywife, but that got me thinking about the name. Mrnaughtywife? Mr. Naughty Wife? Elliot wouldn’t have uploaded that, would he?
Confession: I’ve had a crush on Tanya since the moment I met her. Elliot was a good friend, and I wasn’t the kind of person who went after other guys’ girlfriends or wives, friend or not. But Tanya always did hold a special place in my heart—or at least in the dirty part of my mind. She had this European sophistication to her, a product of her Russian mother and Swedish father, perhaps. The red hair, the pale skin, the slender body with curves where it counted, what wasn’t there to love?
That wasn’t all, though. Tanya’s sexiness went beyond just the physical. She was a flirt. She loved to touch your arm when she spoke to you, and I’ve never met another woman who could bat her lashes quite like her.
I guess in theory it made sense that she and Elliot had this kind of arrangement going on, all things considered, but theory and reality were two completely different things.
I hit replay, just to help me bridge that gap. Can’t do enough research before forming a conclusion, I like to think.
****
I didn’t see Elliot until the next week. We met up for golf once a month, sometimes with a group, sometimes just the two of us. This Saturday, it was just the two of us, and I was thankful for that. I don’t think I could have kept the secret, no matter who was there.
That said, I managed to contain myself until the ninth hole, when Elliot sank a long putt and I clapped. “Nice shot, Mr. Naughty Wife.”
“Thanks,” Elliot said. Then he heard what I’d called him and his head snapped around to mine, eyes wide. “What did you call me?”
I couldn’t help the grin. I didn’t often gloat, but this gotcha moment felt too good not to. “I saw the video. Pretty fucking hot.”
Elliot looked like I’d punched him in the stomach. His face went white. His mouth flapped soundlessly. His putter hung limp in his hand. I studied him without a word, letting him compose himself. At last, he found his voice.
“Should I bother saying that I don’t know what you’re talking about?”
“We could play that game, sure,” I said. “But that’s kind of boring. I’d rather hear more about your arrangement.”
Elliot nodded. He sucked in a breath through his teeth. “I’m suddenly not feeling in the mood to finish this round. Want to grab something at the club house?”
“Sounds good to me,” I said.
****
“Look, Shane, it’s really not what you think,” Elliot said, licking his lips. We were seated across from one another in front of the windows, the golf greens rolling out below us. I had a beer.
“So that wasn’t Tanya getting a facial from some black dude?”
Elliot plucked at his goatee—something he did when he was uncertain. “No, it was.” He looked out the window.
“Okay, ‘cause that’s who I thought it was.”
Elliot’s face tightened. He met my eyes for one brief moment, then looked away again. “We’re not freaks.”
“I never said that you were.” I was enjoying this, especially as I began considering all the possibilities. “Plenty of couples do this kind of thing.”
Finally, Elliot leveled with me. “Look, I know what you’re thinking. What kind of man am I to let my wife sleep with other men?”
“So she didn’t just blow that guy?” I said, putting Elliot off balance again.
“No. They...they had sex.”
“How long have you guys been doing this?”
“Not long.” He twisted the glass of ginger ale, smearing the ring of condensation across the table top. “Six months or so?”
They’d been married for close to four years, so this was a pretty new development relatively speaking, but I wouldn’t call six months of fooling around with other people not long.
“And how does it work?” I asked.
“It depends. Usually, she meets guys through Ashley Madison, this dating site for married people. Not the first time, though. The first time happened totally randomly. You remember when we took a cruise last December? Well, she hit it off with a guy while we were dancing at one of the night clubs. We talked a lot about it then. She ended up spending her last night in his cabin.”
“And that doesn’t make you jealous?” I didn’t want to judge here, but this was crazy. If I was married to a chick like Tanya, I’d never let her out of my sight.
“That’s just it. It makes me really jealous.” Elliot shook his head, grabbing the ginger ale and taking a long pull. He seemed to finally be calming down. “But I love that feeling. This is hard to explain, but if I didn’t feel those nerves, all that jealousy, then it wouldn’t be as thrilling. Every time she goes out on a date—especially with a new guy—I’m like a basket case. And I love it.”
“You ever get to watch?”
“Sometimes. Mostly not. I was the one taking the video you saw. Sometimes she has her lovers take photos of the two of them—in the beginning, that was a requirement, but some guys didn’t like doing it. She’s been with Duane a few times—the guy in that video. He’s cool with me watching.”
“You ever do more than watch?”
Elliot shook his head. “Tanya doesn’t let me.”
Doesn’t let him. That was an interesting way to put that.
“So you’re forced to sit and watch?” I asked.
“Yeah, if I get to watch at all.”
“Damn,” I said, sitting back in my chair and looking out over the golf course. I’d wanted to fuck Tanya for years, and here she was, fucking a bunch of strangers. Had I missed a huge opportunity? I thought of how flirty she’d always been with me. Those little touches. The way she sometimes angled herself to give me a peek down her blouse. “Hey, Ell, what does Tanya think of me?”
Elliot was slow to answer. “She...thinks you’re a good guy.”
I shook my head. “No, that’s not what I mean. Is she into me? Has she ever said she’s attracted to me?”
“Dude, I see where this is going and it’s not cool.”
“It’s not? You sure about that? You sure that you’re not already thinking about watching me bend Tanya over and ride her sweet pussy?” It wasn’t a nice thing to say, and it definitely wasn’t the kind of thing one friend said to the other, but I was taking a risk.
“You’re an asshole.”
“But am I wrong?”
He looked out the window again, laughing sardonically. “Definitely an asshole…but no.”
“What’s she doing right now?”
“Shane…”
“Elliot…”
“She’s working at Angelique’s Closet. Closing up this evening.”
“And that’s at 6?”
“Yeah.” It was like pulling teeth from Elliot, but I knew he wasn’t going to be able to resist. I knew addicts, and he had that edge to him. He saw his next fix in me, no matter how fucked up it was. And I wasn’t going to pass up this opportunity.
“We’re going out—the three of us—at Topaz Bistro. I’ll make a room reservation.”
“At the Ritz?”
“Tanya’s a classy lady. If I’m going to fuck her, I’m going to do it the way that she deserves.” I drained my beer and stood. “Meet me in the bar at 6. I’d like us to be there when she arrives.”
I left him before he had a chance to say a word. Give him longer to think about this and he’d probably grow a pair and put a stop to it. The key here was to keep him forever off-balance.
****
Leaving Elliot alone was a risk, but I needed to go home, shower, and prepare. It was only a few hours anyway, and I was banking on his obsession with his fantasy to carry us through that short period of time.
I had a chance to reflect on my own set of questionable ethics. I’m not going to say that I was proud of what I was doing, but I decided that I was okay with it. It’s not like I was seducing Tanya away from Elliot. I wouldn’t force her if she wasn’t interested, of course, and I wasn’t blackmailing either of them. If anything, I was doing them a favor by offering my services. They had a kink, had been practicing it for at least half a year, and I was just another participant.
As I showered, preparing myself for Tanya, I couldn’t keep my erection down. Aside from that video, the most undressed I’d ever seen her was in a bikini last summer, and she looked amazingly good in it. It wasn’t anything too special—a black halter bikini that looked great against her milky white skin—but she filled it out as well as anyone I’d ever seen, short of Sports Illustrated or Miss Hawaiian Tropic. Her tits were bigger than I’d originally thought. Her hips and ass wide enough to push her into lush feminine territory despite her otherwise athletic figure. And her legs were unreal: long and toned, just the way I liked them.
I stepped out of the shower, erect but happy to leave myself that way. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The shoulders, the six-pack, the neat blonde hair—I knew I was tempting to women in that All-American kind of way. It wasn’t baseless swagger; I had evidence to back it up. A lot of evidence. That was the thing. I didn’t want to fuck my friend’s wife because I couldn’t get any women on my own. I wanted Tanya because I wanted her. I wrapped my hand around my cock, still thick and towering at the thought of Tanya in her bikini. I didn’t have what Duane had, but I wasn’t too far behind, either.
I decided to go upscale tonight, choosing a pair of dark slacks and a crisp, purple dress shirt. I rolled the sleeves to bare my forearms and left a couple buttons up top undone, just to give Tanya a preview of what’s to come. And then I was out the door and driving to the Ritz.
Elliot was there alone. I joined him at the bar, where he was drinking something strong. “You followed instructions. Good,” I said.
“I don’t like this, man. Feels wrong,” Elliot replied sullenly.
“But you’re good with that. That’s part of the kink, right?”
He didn’t say anything, but didn’t deny it, either. “She’s on her way.”
“Excellent. How long?”
“Ten minutes, tops. She’s coming straight from work.”
“Fantastic.” I pulled out a room key and handed it to him. “Take this. Go upstairs and wait for us.”
“But what about dinner? I thought you said that the three of us were going out.”
I ignored his whine. “I got us two rooms. That one is the adjoining room. I left the door open between the two, but you’re not to come into mine under any circumstances. Understand?”
“Dude, what’s up with you?” Elliot said. I saw the conflict all over his face.
“Go on now. Tanya will be here any minute. You want me to fuck her, don’t you?”
I sensed the eyes of those around us and felt guilty, but only a little.
“You’re an asshole. Have I told you that?”
“Pretty sure you have,” I said. “Feel free to open up the minibar. See you soon.”
Elliot looked like he wanted to say something to save face. In the end, though, he just left, tail between his legs. I should have felt bad for the guy. Instead, all I felt was excitement for what was to come.
I had a vodka martini waiting for Tanya when she arrived, looking stunning in her black dress. She always looked so pulled together—not surprising considering that she sold high end clothing for a living. The black dress buttoned up the front, a belt cinched around her narrow waist, with a wide collar that opened around her deep and creamy cleavage.
When she saw me, her red-painted lips curled up. I rose to greet her, reminding myself to keep my cool as she sashayed in my direction.
“Tanya. You look amazing, as always.”
We exchanged a kiss on either cheek. Her perfume was intoxicating. “So do you, Shane. Where’s Elliot?”
I’d come up with a bunch of strategies for seducing Tanya, but all of them crumbled under her smoldering stare. “I’m not sure. Hope I’ll do as a substitute.”
I didn’t miss the way she glanced up and down at me, those long lashes fanning. “Oh, you’ll do.”
“I ordered for you. Vodka martini.”
“With a twist. You know what I like.”
“I do.” I’d been with plenty of women, but I loved how this one challenged me. “So how was work?”
“Busy, but boring.”
I raised my glass. “Well, here’s to making it more interesting.”
“Cheers to that.”
She raised the martini to her full, pouty lips. I took a deep breath, ready to move this thing along.
“What?” she asked, seeing the smile I couldn’t conceal.
“Elliot told me something interesting about you.”
Where I was expecting to see hesitation—some indication that I’d thrown her off-balance even a little—I saw none. She arched a neatly groomed brow. “Oh?”
“So I lied earlier. I know where he is.”
“Mmm, naughty boy, Shane.”
“Don’t think it’s me who’s been naughty.”
Her mascara sparkled. Her lips looked wet. She took another sip of her martini without breaking eye contact. She didn’t balk like Elliot had, out on the greens. She didn’t wilt.
“Is he here?” she asked. “Is he watching us?”
“Is that something you two do?”
“Sometimes.” Her voice was so sultry. I couldn’t wait to hear her moan.
“I sent him upstairs. He’s waiting.”
“Let’s make him wait.” Tanya’s half smile formed a dimple on her left cheek. “He likes that.”
She stepped close to me, her knee pushing in between my legs.
“You’re one sexy bitch,” I groaned.
“And you’re just about how I imagined.”
“Oh? How did you imagine me?”
“A cocky asshole who thinks he’s God’s gift.” She didn’t step away from me. If anything, she put more pressure against my crotch. “The kind of guy who goes after his friends’ girls without a second thought.”
Again, I knew that I should have felt bad for that—it wasn’t ethical, and wasn’t my usual M.O., despite what she thought—but with those tits pressed against me and her perfume heady and promising, I didn’t have time to feel bad.
I put my hand on her back, pulling her closer as I slid my hand down. I felt her bra strap, then lower, felt her thong.
“Anything else?” I asked.
Her hand snaked down between us, finding my cock hard and ready. “You’re about as big as I was hoping for, too.”
Hoping, not expecting. My cock flexed at the promise there. I bet all her lovers were cocky alpha males. She craved guys like us, guys who could take control. Guys who knew exactly how to fuck a woman like Tanya—a woman built for fucking.
“I think we’ve let Elliot wait long enough, don’t you?”
Tanya grabbed her purse. “Let’s go.”
****
Anticipation ratcheted up as we crossed the lobby. As we stood with a bellhop who kept stealing glances at Tanya, each floor chiming on its way our lusty destination, that anticipation became crushing.
We got out before the bellhop did, whose eyes stayed on Tanya’s ass until the doors shut. “Which way?” she asked, pointing one way, then the other.
“Room 1924, to your right.” I slipped my arm around her waist, pulling her curves close. “So how often do you two do this?”
“How often do I hook up with other men? I’d say at least once a week.” That was surprising, and my reaction must have showed it. She said, “I’ve got a couple regular guys that I get together with, plus the one-offs.”
“When did you play last?”
Tanya smiled, looking dreamy. “Last night, actually.”
“Fuck buddy?”
“And his girlfriend. That was a surprise.”
I knew from that smile that she was just trying to get a reaction from me. While inside I was busy freaking out about the prospect of watching this hot redhead hook up with another chick, I played it cool on the outside. “First time with another woman?”
We reached the door to 1924.
“No. But I’d never been with her before. She was really sexy, though. And I love going down on women who wax their pussies bare.”
The statement caused me to fumble with my keycard. I rammed it into the slot, hearing the lock whine and click.
I swung the door open just as Tanya wrapped her arms around me, my hand sliding down to the front of my pants. “How about you, Shane? Do you like going down on women who wax their pussies bare?”
I actually fucking gulped. Real smooth, Shane, real smooth.
“I like pussy, period. If it’s waxed, just makes it that much easier to get off.”
She slipped past me, pulling me into the room by the hand. “Talk is cheap. Show me.”
The door to 1922 stood open, the room beyond it dark. I caught movement on the bed—Elliot lurking there, watching. That was a little disconcerting, but all I had to do was shift my attention back to his wife and he was easily forgotten—especially as she unbuttoned her dress.
Talk about sexy. Tanya was the embodiment of classy: creamy, unblemished skin broken only by the black straps of her bra and thong and the naughty tattoo of a scorpion on her left shoulder. She had hips and a teardrop ass that made me want to bend her over and fuck her until she screamed.
She reached back and unclipped her hair, letting it fall around her in thick, coppery waves.
“You going to just stand there and gawk?” she said over her shoulder.
I worked open my shirt. I looked good, no doubt about it—I worked hard for this carved chest, for my six-pack roll. As Tanya stole a glance along my upper body, I reminded myself that this was why.
Tanya turned, presenting me with those gorgeous tits of hers in her sinfully black push-up bra. God bless women’s designer lingerie.
She said, “I shouldn’t say this because you’ve already got an ego that’s as big as this city, but you’re really fucking hot.” Her laugh came husky, “Let’s see if it looks as big as it felt.”
Somewhere behind me, Elliot was listening, was watching, his gut twisted up in knots. I pushed him out of my mind one last time, undid my pants, and stripped naked in front of her without hesitation.
“I bet it looks bigger,” I said. I wrapped my hand around it. It fucking felt huge, even to me. “That’s your fault, you know.”
We drew together, her in her bra, panties, and heels; me naked. “Innocent me?” she asked.
Our lips crashed, finding each other in the furor of the moment. Her tongue came at me aggressively. I returned it, struggling for dominance. I grabbed her ass, filling my palms with the smooth cheeks. She bent over and went straight for my cock, smearing pre-come across the swollen head with her lips and tongue.
I reached over her sexy back and slithered a hand down the crack of her ass, pushing aside the thong as I worked my fingers across her sex from behind. Her smooth lips were moist and hot, ready to accept my fingertips. I stood her up and, with my free hand, unclasped her bra. I pulled back long enough to catch a flash of her small, dark nipples, before dropping my mouth onto them.
Tanya tossed her hair as she moaned and shuddered, somehow backing away from me. She lowered herself to the bed just behind her, crawling backward until she was splayed out in the very center. Bringing her knees together, she pulled her thong off quickly, tossing it in the direction of the open door.
Spreading her legs wide, I got my first, unobstructed view of Tanya Wren’s pussy. It was as bare as she’d hinted at, not a single red curl to mar the beauty of her creamy pink sex.
“Now, let’s see if you love to eat pussy as much as me.”
As much as I wanted to fuck this vixen, I wasn’t going to hesitate to accept an offer like that. Cock swinging between my thighs, I crawled in between her legs and dove in. Running my tongue along her plush lips felt decadent. She was sweet, smooth, and sensitive. My first lap coaxed a low hum from deep within her throat. With my second lick, a moan broke past her lips with a gasp.
I danced a chaotic tango across her clit, working her like a mad maestro directing a dissonant symphony. She crooned above me. Her head back, her moan shivered across my ears. I licked faster, introducing a finger—then two. I introduced three and she crested into something hot and loud. I thought about four when she came, shoving her cunt against my mouth as I sucked.
I kissed the bare mound one last time as I settled her down and sat up. She was a hot, sweaty mess, her coppery bangs covering her left eye, her impressive chest heaving. I’d never considered myself a patient man and that sight was too tempting for me to wait any longer.
I stood, grabbed my trousers, and fished out a condom. She opened her eyes when I tore it open, smiling that sexy smile. When she looked me over, I knew she was just as excited by my nudity as I was by hers. I looked good, covered in a sheen of sweat and standing straight and hard.
“That explains your ego,” Tanya said. She watched me roll the condom down my length. “Love a guy who shaves his balls.”
“You can suck them later.” I advanced on her, my heartbeat singing a wild tune.
Mounting her, she looked up at me with smoldering eyes and gave a quick nod. “Oh, I plan on it.”
She guided my cock against her sex, never breaking eye contact, even as I sank the tip into her heat. She was snug, but not tight, her pussy parting and swallowing me up with just enough resistance. She wrapped her arms around my neck, drawing me down onto her. Into her. Balls settled against the curve of her ass, we slowly found our rhythm.
“Shane, you feel good,” Tanya said. “So big and so full. You fill me so… ah… nice…”
I was about to tell her thanks when she glanced off to her side, over to the connecting door. Elliot stood just inside it, still dressed, but his hand was moving over the bulge in his pants. She was saying those things for him. She was doing it to work Elliot up.
That triggered something savage inside me. I felt possessive of her. I wanted her complete and undivided attention. I wanted for her to get fucked by me, to get off on me. I wanted to fuck her until she stopped thinking about her husband.
“You like a big cock, don’t you, slut?”
“I love a big cock.” She was looking at me, but I couldn’t help but feel like she was talking through me. So I fucked her harder, lifting a leg over one of my shoulders.
“You love my big cock,” I growled.
“Fuck me with your big, hard cock. Harder. Ah! Harder!”
I drilled her until her words mashed together, becoming one long guttural moan. Her pussy rippled around my driving cock. Her fingernails dug into my shoulder blades. I wouldn’t stop fucking her. Not until she was completely mine. Not until she screamed.
Her orgasm was making her tremble and shake, but I didn’t let her recover. Flipping her onto her knees, I yanked her hips up to mine and entered her from behind.
Watch, Elliot. Watch as I own your wife.
“Gah!” Tanya’s gasp brought her right back into it. Her knees were folded under her, her tits compressed against her thighs. Her arms stretched out past her head, she clutched at the sheets. Her world was obscured in a curtain of damp red hair. I pulled those strands back. I wanted to watch her beauty as it hung in the painful buildup of her next orgasm.
Was she thinking of Elliot now?!?
I spanked her ass, my palm coming down with a satisfyingly wet slap. She cried out. I did it again, leaving a red hand print on her pale cheek.
“You like that, don’t you, slut? You like it rough.” SLAP! “You like getting spanked.” SLAP! “Don’t you?!”
“Fuck, yes! Spank me!”
I rode her, holding her hip with my free hand as I spanked and fucked and closed in on my own red release. She lifted her ass higher, thrusting it back into me. Her fingers found her nipples, trapped beneath her, tweaking them as we rounded into the final straight-away.
“Pull out, Shane. I want you to come on me. I want to feel your hot come all over my body.”
I shuddered. Her request nearly did me in.
I backed up, groaning as my cock slid free of her hot grasp. I pulled the condom off with a snap as she turned over, unfurling her naked body before me. Tits filling her hands, legs spread, bald pussy open and pink with use, she presented a tempting target.
“Do it,” she said. “Come all over me. Do it!”
I growled like a fucking bear. It only took two strokes. My balls tightened. My brain tingled. My breath caught. And I was there, arching rope after rope of pearly essence over Tanya’s pinup body. Come splashed across her breasts, her flat stomach, her pussy.
She came with a few twists of her nipples, crying and writhing as I painted her with my come.
When it was over, I sank back on my heels and nearly fell off the bed. Tanya caught me, taking my hand and pulling me onto my back beside her. She climbed over me, pressing her naked body against mine—smearing my jism between our damp bodies.
She kissed me, long and deep, grinding my soft member into her slippery pussy. When she pulled back, she said, “Was that dirty enough for you?”
“You blew my expectations away.”
Tanya’s eyes twinkled. “Next time, how about I just blow you? I could even invite a hot friend of mine if you want really naughty. You could watch us snowball your come before we lez it out.”
“Who are you?”
“Your friend’s wife, remember?” She pushed away from me, sliding backward off the bed. She gave me a long last look at her incredible body. “I promised to suck your balls, and I will. But not tonight. The rest of the night belongs to my husband.”
She turned, heading for the connecting door. Elliot was there, holding a damp towel for her. He handed it to her, but she pulled him close and kissed him hard. Her hand drifted between his legs. “You ready to reclaim your hotwife?”
“God, I love you so much, babe,” Elliot said. “Come on.”
Without a backward glance, the door shut behind them. Shortly after, I heard Tanya start to moan.
For the first time in my life, I felt true envy for another man.



An Unconventional Christmas

Originally published on ScorchingReviews.com, December 2013.
They’d strung up white lights around the bedroom windows. Frost had begun to build in the panes. Mark Sorenson watched it as his mind wandered, trying to decide what three questions to ask.

His wife’s soft voice floated through the room. “You ready?”
Behind her, Christmas music played softly. Yuletide carols being sung by the fire / And folks dressed up like Eskimos…
Mark licked his lips. Linnea wasn’t dressed up like an Eskimo, that was for sure. Her lingerie was seasonal: a red flirty baby doll negligee more gossamer than solid, a tiny matching thong, and red ribbon to collect her loose, blonde hair.
“Three questions?” he asked. He met her watchful eyes.
“If that’s the present you’d like to unwrap on Christmas Eve.”
Linnea crawled onto the bed, her smile setting off her high cheekbones. Mark mentally pinched himself for being so lucky to have her. He took a breath. He knew at least one of the questions he’d ask—he’d been harboring it for months now.
“So when you were in Vegas….”
Linnea’s smile widened. “How did I know you’d ask about that?”
Mark’s heart raced. “Did you really…”
“Did I really what?”
Mark could smell her perfume—perfume another man had enjoyed on her. The idea touched down like lightning. “What was his name?”
She dipped in, kissing Mark on the back of his jaw as her knee slid up between his thighs. Her voice was a whisper. “You really want to waste one of your questions on a name?”
Her hand found his cock bulging through his boxers. He thought back to that night—that phone call—when he’d come home from happy hour and called Linnea out in Vegas. When he’d listened to her fuck another man.
He took a steadying breath. “Did you really have sex with another man?”
Linnea hesitated only a moment, and only to heighten the drama. Her answer came with precise enunciation, her Finnish accent never sounding so foreign. “I really did have sex with another man.”
She paused, letting the confession sink in. Then she twisted: “I took him back to my hotel room, then he took me right against the window as we looked out over the Vegas Strip.”
Mark gasped. “Did you go down on him?”
Without breaking eye contact, her hands grasped the hem of his boxers. She yanked hard. His erection sprang free.
“You mean, did I do this?” She dipped low and closed her mouth around his cock. Mark shuddered as she gave him a couple tongue swirling strokes. “Yeah, but I did it on my knees. And I was completely naked.”
Mark’s chest tightened. His wife seemed to revel at the memory. Until now, she’d remained vague about the details, doling out the hints and teases with a precision that came with twenty years of marriage. She knew his fantasy. They’d talked at length about it. He just never thought she’d go through with it.
Linnea climbed into his lap, shoving him back into the pillows as she mounted him. She didn’t even bother to remove her panties. She simply pulled the thin red material aside and guided him into her.
She sank down without resistance. “You’re so wet.”
“God, you feel good.” She undulated her hips, savoring the throb of his cock as it split her. “We really need to do this more often.”
Mark looked up at her. A few strands of golden hair had escaped the red ribbon and caught in her lip gloss. Her breasts swelled over the cups babydoll. He wondered why they let so much time lapse between lovemaking sessions. She was sexier now than she’d been when they’d first met.
And capable of so much more.
“One more question.” She stared down at him, pinning him into the mattress with that gaze. “What’ll it be?”
“When I called you…”
“Mmm hmm?” She rocked along him, speeding up as his question formed.
“Was everything you said true?”
“That was so long ago. Months. I can barely remember anything I said.” Her smile suggested that she was playing him. “What do you remember I said?”
“That he was there with you.”
“Oh, that was definitely true.”
“And that he fucked you from behind.”
Linnea’s hips surged faster. Harder. She guided Mark’s hand to her clit. He took the hint, finding her clit beneath the tuft of trimmed curls. “Yes, he definitely fucked me from behind that night. While I talked to you.”
“You said he was big.”
Her eyes fluttered shut. Her brow creased. “He was, baby. It felt so good.”
“He made you come?”
She freed a breast from the babydoll’s flimsy top, her fingers working a pale nipple.
“He made you come?” Mark repeated.
Linnea gasped. “So many times.”
“Oh, God.” Mark lost it. She’d done it. She’d really fucking done it. And she was thinking about it now. “Oh, Linn!”
He released months of pent-up fantasy in that moment. He rammed his hips up off the bed, burying his cock as deep as it would go, and emptied himself. Linnea joined him a heartbeat later, coming in a shuddering crash over his flexing body. She stifled her moans out of habit, a reminder of the wholesome mother and wife she’d spent years cultivating.
And yet this same woman had brought another man back to her Vegas hotel room. Had taken a lover. Had fucked him as Mark listened over the phone, alone in this very room.
He looked up at her as she basked in the glow of their shared orgasm. A final question insinuated itself into his thoughts. One that was somehow both chilling and electrifying all at once. “Have you seen him since?”
Linnea stared down at him, still floating on her high. The world crept back. The soft lights framing the windows. The smell of cold in the air.
“You’ve gone well past your three questions. No more.” She kissed him softly, pulling the sheets over their sweaty bodies.
Was she not answering just to be cruel? Or because she had something to confess? Either way, his emotions roiled at the denial.
“Linn…”
“Yes, Mark?” She raised an eyebrow as she reached across him for the lamp. He wasn’t going to get an answer. He was going to have to wait.
So instead, he said, “Merry Christmas.”
She switched out the light. He felt her lips against his jaw. “Merry Christmas to you.”
 
Interested in knowing what really happened in Vegas? Read about Linnea Sorenson and her wild adventure in
Unconventional: Business Meets Pleasure
by Kenny Wright.



The Three Laws of Wife-Sharing

by Max Sebastian
I blame my wife. Almost totally. I will concede, some of my behavior in recent months, or years come to think of it, may have pushed her into it, but primarily my wife—and her highly scientific mind—is responsible.
I also blame alcohol. No, don’t give me any of the “it’s the finger that pulls the trigger” stuff. Alcohol Did It.
Oh, and Colleen Montgomery, my wife’s best friend. I blame her, too. She put my wife up to it. She’s a medical researcher, just like Lisa, except that her specialist subject is human relationship stuff. So she takes a lion-sized portion of the blame.
Wow, this story is beginning to seem like Satan’s version of an Oscars acceptance speech. 
So, here was I, your humble working man and devoted, if a little lazy sometimes, husband, ambushed by a wife who had finally come to the conclusion that her many gripes with life all boiled down to the fact that as a couple married nearly seven years, our sex life had dwindled to the point where the Motion Picture Association of America would allow six-year-olds to come in and watch.
What can I say? My wife was beautiful, sexy if a little unimaginative in the bedroom (read: grandma underwear), and our cozy familiarity had got to the point where sex was nice, but if either of us had anything else with an ounce of priority, sex might be quietly forgotten for a while. 
I’d like to say it wasn’t just my fault. But we’re slipping back into the acceptance speech again. 
And sure enough, Colleen Montgomery had a point when she confided to my wife that most marital problems, particularly regarding sex, can be attributed to poor communication between spouses. We didn’t talk about the fact that our sex life had become PG-rated. We hardly even noticed it, truth be told.
Things were simply proceeding as normal until I received a text from my wife while she was out on one of her weekly girls-only nights with Colleen and a couple other friends. But mostly Colleen.
>We need to talk about sex.

It was a surprising text from Lisa, who usually did everything possible to avoid talking about sex, particularly while we were in the middle of it. As I picked up my smartphone to read this text, I probably sprayed the beer that was in my mouth over quite a wide area.
I wasn’t quite sure how to respond. Was she wanting to try out sexting, a word that was filtering into modern conversations not least thanks to our Congressman’s efforts in sending phone camera pictures of his genitals out to various female voters. 
Of course, the cold hand of paranoia was already beginning to suspect this was not a plea for text sex, but a We Need To Talk About Our Relationship kind of heavy demand.
The darkest part of me even started getting nervous about the prospect that Lisa might have done something bad, or might want to leave me. Lying back on the couch with a Bud in my hand in the middle of a 24 binge on Netflix—my standard response to Girls Night Out—I started to worry my life was going to collapse from under me. All from that one little text message—we need to talk about sex.
Hoping she was merely a little tipsy and feeling playful, I sent a text back: 
>What are you wearing, gorgeous?

The reply I got either totally ignored me, or had been composed while I was sending my message, and sent just as I was sending my reply.
>Colleen says our problem is we never talk about sex. 

Just the mention of her friend’s name drew a long groan from yours truly. And not one of those good groans, either. I got the feeling I was turning into a passenger in this conversation. Colleen had already spoken to her, and Colleen had an unbelievable number of letters after her name and an office on the Upper East Side.
All I could do was prompt her.
>Then let’s talk.

****
I had no idea what time she was going to come home. I had no reason to worry, she often came home late when it was Girls Night. Only this time… well, I had that text to worry about.
I went to bed at a reasonable hour, not only because it was a school night, but because I was thinking that if Lisa wanted to talk about why our relationship had cooled, it might not be a good idea to do it while she was under the influence.
I was just about ready to switch out the bedside lamp when I heard the front door close. She seemed to take an absolute age to get through to the bedroom considering it was such a small apartment, but I couldn’t turn out the light now that she’d seen it and knew I was still awake. She’d think I was trying to avoid her.
Then there was Lisa, standing in the doorway, wearing what could only be described as a sexy schoolgirl outfit. Uh… what? 
Her normal overgrown bell of dark hair was brushed back, a girlish Alice band keeping it in place. She was wearing a white blouse and a tie that looked suspiciously like one of mine, along with a navy blue sleeveless sweater. The white socks and black shoes she could have explained, but the ridiculously short tartan pleated skirt… 
Had she been out on her Girls Night looking like this?
“Colleen said I should run down a list of common male fantasies with you,” she said, interrupting my stunned silence.
As always when she was responding to a conversation she’d had with Colleen, she seemed to forget I hadn’t heard the context to the select statements she recalled.
“So here we are, running into Kinko’s to print off a page from the Cosmo website at 10 o’clock at night,” she said. 
She took a few steps closer to the bed. I have to say she did look scandalously good—but this was one of those guilty things a guy could not admit to, especially to a woman with feminist leanings. 
She rested a knee on the edge of the bed, and I wondered if this was some kind of test. Lisa had spoken before about finding the standard male weakness for a school uniform a creepy thing.
She said, “Then that sex shop you always walk past down in the Village, that was open 24 hours. Kind of weird going in there, but hey.”
I was silent, shocked. 
I noticed that she had a little leather bag slung around her neck only when she pulled it round to retrieve something from it. Shiny, metal. 
Handcuffs.
Now she slowly came around the bed and held out her hand, the one that wasn’t holding the handcuffs, clearly demanding mine. I had no choice but to give it to her. 
I was trembling a little. When she said we needed to talk about sex, was this all part of that? She wanted to handcuff me to the bed and fuck me dressed like a schoolgirl?
“I thought about maybe trying the nurse’s outfit,” she said. “But Colleen told me this would be better.”
I could smell her perfume, different from normal. Coconut…or maybe vanilla. Sweet, rather than her usual floral scent.
“I told her it was kind of creepy,” Lisa said, having skipped around to the other side of the bed to shackle my other hand. “But Colleen said it wasn’t about you wanting to actually fuck a schoolgirl, it was about you wanting to reconnect with your youth, and the fantasies you used to have when you were growing up about girls in your school.”
She left my legs unbound, but in the position I was in, there wasn’t much I could do anyway.
Then she pulled the bedclothes away and leaned over to drag my boxer shorts from my body, leaving me helpless and naked, erection swaying in the air conditioned air.
“So I guess we can put points toward ‘bondage’ and ‘schoolgirl uniform’,” she smiled, and I actually thought she seemed quite pleased at being able to produce the effect on me that she did. 
She pulled something else out of her bag, and I couldn’t see what it was. She climbed up, straddled me, only facing my feet. Sitting on my chest, I felt her fumbling with my hard cock. Applying something hard to it. What on Earth?
I guess it was some kind of cock ring. It felt tight around the base of my cock. Kind of good, actually. Naughty.
She turned around, lifting her knee then flipping so she was sitting on my chest, facing my head.
“So this will tell me exactly what floats your boat,” she said. She held up a little electronic gadget that looked like one of those pedometers that runners sometimes use to count how many steps they’ve achieved.
“What the hell, Lisa?” I finally blurted out. 
“You’re not curious?” she only smiled, no intention of letting me out of my shackles. I didn’t really want her to. I guess I was just responding as I thought I ought to as an innocent husband.
“You said you wanted to talk about sex.”
She nodded. “I do. But I’m terrible at this, and you’re terrible at this. Colleen said this little thing will help us make sure nothing’s being hidden.”
I shook my head. “So how come we’re not fitting equipment to your body, asking you about your fantasies?”
She laughed. “Oh we have plenty of time for all that. We had to start somewhere, so I figure we can start with you.”
“Okay, go ahead.” I sighed, putting on the pretense that I was humoring her, whereas actually, this was more than a little thrilling.
Just the fact that Lisa was thinking about sex, thinking about doing things differently, got me going. I don’t think that was on her list of Cosmopolitan Magazine’s top male fantasies, though.
She glanced at the pedometer, or whatever it was called. Then she leaned over, her sweet scent strong as she reached to check how firmly I was locked to the bed. 
“So you like being handcuffed?” she said, her voice suddenly smooth, sweet, like honey. “You like the feeling that I could do anything I want to you right now?”
I had to nod. It was kind of sexy thinking that she might use me, do what she wanted with me, get off on having me there. 
“So one for bondage,” she said. “And lets face it, we know you go for the schoolgirl look. Sad as that is.”
I couldn’t deny her, or Colleen’s, logic. I couldn’t deny that the way she was currently dressed didn’t make me think of long lazy summer afternoons back at high school, and the girls who milled around carrying their books from class to class, who were so pretty—and so unavailable to the likes of me.
From her little leather bag, Lisa withdrew a folded-up piece of paper and peered down at it.
“So, that’s two from the list,” she said. “What else do we need to find out about? Well, here’s an easy one, considering.”
She peered down at me. Said: “Domination.”
Lisa smiled, knelt up and squeezed my chest between her knees. “I guess we’re already doing that, aren’t we?” she laughed. “You like it? Having me telling you what to do?”
I found myself trying to peer under her skirt. Trying to think of what to say. I guess it was kind of hot—Lisa taking charge. I’m not sure why. Maybe because I could relax and enjoy myself, knowing what she wanted me to do without having to guess. 
She shifted a little unsteadily upwards on the bed, leaned down to kiss me, which I found surprisingly reassuring. It was so soft and tender, so sweet, so loving. She wasn’t angry with me, it said. She just wanted to shift our relationship to the next stage, since we’d drained the possibilities from the simple jumping into bed occasionally and hoping things would happen.
“If I told you to be my slave,” she said, pulling up her skirt to reveal plain white cotton panties, “Would you like that idea?”
I saw her look at the pedometer. Cockometer. Whatever. What was it measuring? The blood flow in my erection? The size of it?
“Hmm… seems like you’re into that…” I saw Lisa’s eyes flash. Her hips stirred slightly, as though she had an itch in her panties that needed scratching. 
“It’s not really a scientific test…” I started to say, about to refer to the fact that she was showing me her panties, and was now so close to me that I could smell her arousal that it would skew any results. 
“Silence,” she said. “I’m in charge, remember?”
She slipped a finger into her panties, giving in to her temptation, touching herself there briefly. Pulling aside her panties to show me her pretty pink pussy under its tidy triangle of soft down. 
“If you’re my slave, you should be serving me, right?” she said, easing up my chest, her scent growing stronger as her delicate flower approached my face.
She’d never done anything like this before, but the alcohol seemed to have taken away any reluctance, lending her a new confidence that was so sexy it nearly took my breath away.
Even before she touched down on my lips, I found myself craving her flavor. 
“Oh God…” she moaned as I sucked on her lips. “Oh, that’s good… you like that…”
I wondered what her readout was saying, what kind of numbers my cock was putting out as I lapped at her tangy nectar, her thighs locking my head in place, my whole world now comprising that humid space between her thighs.
“Jesus… you’re really into this…” she said.
I really was. Who knew I had submissive tendencies? I  loved the sounds Lisa was making, that I was drawing from her. I loved how dirty it felt to have her pussy all over me, her wetness coating my face, her body now pressing down against me, her hips grinding to rub herself against me. How she forgot herself and just used me for her ends. 
The way her wetness seemed to flow out of her as she shuddered over me, apparently achieving a minor orgasm.
“My God…” she whispered, completely out of breath as she pulled away from me, looking down at my dazed expression with something akin to astonishment. “That’s a big tick for that one.”
I was quivering a little. If she intended to add this to our repertoire, I was all for it. 
But now, she was reaching forward with a little silver key in her hand, unlocking the handcuffs, letting me go free. 
“So we should talk about you dominating me, I guess,” she said, though she seemed suddenly a little less than certain. A little nonplussed by the idea.
Free from my bondage, I sat up, and Lisa climbed over me as though to take my place. I paused, feeling a little uncertain myself. I guess I wasn’t the natural dominant either—what the hell did a guy do to be dominant in the bedroom? Did I force her to give me a blow job? Tie her up and force my cock inside her? It seemed to go against everything I’d been taught to be when with a woman in this post-feminist world of ours.
Lisa suddenly grabbed me and kissed me, one hand finding my hard cock and squeezing it as she sucked on my lips, no doubt tasting herself there. Such a sweet kiss. I could taste the liquor on her, even above the lingering flavor of her pussy.
“You really did enjoy that, huh?” she said softly, in wonderment.
“I guess so,” I said. 
She nodded, as though to silently comment on how interesting that fact was, how she would have to explore this with me on another occasion. That was fine with me.
“So, you have to dominate me, I suppose,” she said, lying back, reaching her arms up to allow me to attach the handcuffs hanging from our bedstead.
Her Alice band fell out of her hair as she lay back, allowing her voluminous dark waves of hair to pour out over the white pillows. It felt funny to have my wife lying there shackled to the bed, waiting for me to do as I pleased with her. 
“Go ahead, do… whatever you want to...” she said, even now leading me when she was supposed to follow. 
I guess she always had been the more dominant personality in our marriage.
I paused. Briefly examining the little gizmo she’d installed around the base of my cock, which seemed to me to make it almost impossible for my erection to soften, not that I was complaining about that. It was like some kind of cock ring, but it had a tiny little device on its underside, which no doubt measured something or other that Lisa was in the belief determined how turned on I was.
She lay there, open to me. I could do whatever I wanted. 
In that moment, I couldn’t help myself. I wanted more of that succulent pussy. I pushed up her skirt and reached to drag her panties down over her thighs, off past her knees and ankles.
“You know,” I said, “When Colleen told you we should talk through these common fantasies, she probably didn’t mean trying them all in one night.”
Lisa shrugged her shoulders. “I know. But she said we should talk about them. I guess I’m just too horny to leave it to talking.”
She groaned, enjoying the second helping of my mouth, but now looked down at me, said, “You’re not dominating me, Michael.”
“You told me to do whatever I wanted to do,” I said. Well, what could I say? Usually we didn’t do any of this, Lisa tended to want to go straight to the penetration. But I liked looking at her pussy, stroking it, tasting it, experiencing it. 
“You’re supposed to come up here and force your cock down my throat,” she said. “Or tear off my clothes and ram it into my pussy.”
“Right,” I said, sitting up between her legs. 
She turned her head, looked over to the cockometer she held in her hands. I saw a glimpse of the readout: 23. Whatever that meant.
“Well, I guess that’s not quite you, honey, is it?” she said, but I don’t think I was imagining it that she seemed relieved. 
Next up on her list, we talked about voyeurism. She said she knew I looked at porn from time to time—which man did not in this day and age? Now she wanted me to choose something for us both to watch together.
Was this voyeurism? I guess it was. I guess all men are voyeurs to some extent, and if they’re not, they’re kidding themselves. Plenty of women must be too. 
I couldn’t quite believe this was happening, setting my laptop up on the bed, tracking down the filth file I secreted deep in the furthest reaches of my hard drive. 
My porn stash wasn’t actually all that horrific, I did tend to favor the arty side of the medium, which was actually designed to be a little more female-friendly. The kind of brutal pumping of buff tattooed men squeezing colossal cocks into the various air-brushed holes of orange-skinned fake-breasted face-lifted monstrosities had never appealed to me. I’m not sure how that kind of porn continued to be financially viable.
I’d always been embarrassed about this, but Lisa spent a little while flicking through my stash with what appeared to be interest—even excitement. 
She was supposed to be testing my response to it, but as she eventually decided on a scene with a natural-though-attractive couple having a little erotic fun by the side of a swimming pool in what appeared to be a Greek island, I have to say I was far more absorbed by the sight of Lisa herself laying back, her hands splayed out over her mound, touching herself.
She was beautiful. Watching her was exquisite—her every move so delicate, so graceful.
She gave herself another little knee-trembler, and I realized that I had been playing with myself at the same time—just in time to prevent myself from a knee-trembler of my own that would have stopped this little experiment in its tracks.
“Mmm…” She moaned, finding it hard to tear her eyes away from the sight of our on-screen couple locked together, bouncing and shaking and groaning in stylish yet realistic passion. “So we’ll put a tick next to that one, too.”
Lisa closed my laptop, and slipped it safely under the bed.
Then she turned to me, a serious expression in her eyes. “So now I guess the list says we have to talk about threesomes.”
****
“Hang on,” I said, grabbing the piece of paper from Lisa’s hands. I was a little defensive, I guess, because I figured this was all moving in the direction of getting me to confess—or my cock, via the trap of modern technology—to fantasizing about other women.
To me, it felt like one of those traps that women like to put us in, such as does my butt look too big in this.
I peered at the print-out from Cosmo, and sure enough there were some significant fantasies Lisa appeared to have skipped over in the list. I had a sudden thought that maybe she was doing that because she was highlighting the fantasies she actually approved of, which was an interesting consideration. But my priority was self preservation. 
“What about this?” I said, holding up the page. “Public sex. We could try that.”
“It’s too cold. I thought we’d try that another day,” she said. 
“Or this one: an older woman.”
“I’m older than you. It’s irrelevant.”
She pushed me back on the bed, brushed her hair back behind her ear and took my hard cock back into her mouth briefly. 
I was actually wanting my erection to disappear so she couldn’t trap me with any results based on the idea of involving other women in our lovemaking—but that cock ring thing she’d put round me was not going to let me. Maybe I could try to reach orgasm quickly, right now, so my prick would have to soften. But that made me think I’d be suggesting to her that the threesome fantasy was so strong inside me that I couldn’t even control myself.
So I had to lie back as she licked me, as she lifted her knee over my body to straddle me. 
Positioning me with a hand between her legs, she sank down on my hardness with a great sigh, the heat and tightness feeling exquisite around my cock.
“You know this will skew the results,” I said. “You’re fucking me dressed as a schoolgirl. Anything’s going to turn me on right now.”
She smiled, shook her head. “I press this button here,” she said, “and it zeroes the reading based on the context. So we can fuck like this and it’s great, but then the thing only measures the response when I ask you to think about me sharing you with another woman.”  
She laughed as the thing already started to betray my thoughts of Lisa and a random blonde—as I imagined her—writhing around on a bed waiting for yours truly to get in position to slide inside one of them.
“There, you see? It’s telling me you like that idea,” she said. “Are you thinking about a cute little redhead, or a sweet blonde? About how we take turns to suck on your big, hard cock? Maybe one of us sits on it, and the other is just touching herself watching, or even better, kneeling over you so you can lick her. You like that, don’t you? We’ve seen that earlier tonight…”
It was relentless. The Dalai Lama would have been just as busted.
But then she changed tack.
“Okay, so what would you think about sharing me with another man?” she asked.
“Huh?”
“It’s in the list. Common male fantasy, apparently—threesome involving two guys,” she grinned, circling her hips in a different way as though to try to force my result.
“It is? But you know this list was just made up, probably by a bunch of bored women at Cosmopolitan Magazine?” I said.
“Does that matter?” She said, holding up that little electronic device. “Don’t you think it’s a good idea to find out what our secret turn-ons are? We’ve never really talked about it before.”
“Well… sure, I… but…”
“So then, just do this little thing for me. Imagine I’m making slow… sweet love to you… a little like this… only I turn to the side and slip some other guy’s big hard cock into my mouth…”
I tried not to react—in fact, I kind of assumed I wouldn’t. I hadn’t really thought about a threesome with two guys before, and I certainly had never entertained the idea of my wife doing anything sexual with anyone other than me.
But now she implanted the idea in my mind…  
“Or maybe I’m on all fours, and some other guy comes up behind me and slips his big, hard dick into me,” she said, the slight slur in her voice audible, reminding me that she was more than a little tipsy. “And at the same time I’m sucking on your beautiful cock, honey.”
I couldn’t help it, I reacted. I think maybe it was partly due to the look on Lisa’s face, the faint blush in her cheeks, the fact that I knew right then that she was fantasizing about being taken by two guys at once. It made her seem searingly sexy to me for some reason, this insatiable side of her that one guy alone could not quench. 
I even found myself suddenly imaging her making love to two guys at the same time, with me not being either of those two guys.
What the hell was this? I’d never thought about anything like this before in my life.
I felt a strange sensation to think of this bizarre fantasy, too. My stomach seemed to tighten with dread, the fear that Lisa would make love to two guys, me involved or not, and prefer someone else to me. And yet, I also felt strong arousal at the thought of watching Lisa have sex with someone else, either with me or without me. Those strong feelings seemed to blend together to enhance each other.
“Oh my God!”
I snapped out of my thoughts to find Lisa staring at the little pedometer thing. 
“That’s the strongest response yet, honey!”
I looked up at my beautiful wife dressed as a sexy schoolgirl, writhing on top of me, and I had this weird feeling of enlightenment. 
I guessed it was some sign of maturity, of the solid trust that I had in our relationship. But I could not deny that the idea of my wife being taken by another guy wasn’t fascinating to me. 
How would it look to watch her in the throes of passion, with myself merely an interested bystander rather than actively participating.
“You really find it a turn-on?” she asked me, one eyebrow raised. “Another guy putting his hands all over me? Touching me? Kissing me? Another guy shoving his… his cock inside me?”
I looked up at her, the powerful image of those pretty lips wrapped around an obscenely huge cock seared in my mind, and felt my entire body pulse, ferocious energy swamping my system before I just let go, pumping my hot seed deep inside her.
****
The next morning, I got up as usual for work leaving Lisa snoozing on the bed, since her commute was much shorter than mine.
I felt that cozy satisfaction I always did the night after making love to her. I almost regretted having to step under the shower, cleaning off the traces of her smell from my skin, the lingering evidence of our hot sex from the night before. 
But, I cleaned up, and I dressed, and Lisa didn’t stir. Maybe she’d be late for work. Maybe she’d pull a sick day.
I had to wonder how much of the previous night she would remember, how much she’d want to remember. Would she feel embarrassed by any of it? If you asked me, she had been incredibly sexy breaking loose from her inhibitions, but perhaps some of her openness would freak her out now she was sober again.
I would be the conscientious husband. Though I wished we could be as open and sharing as we had the previous night after Lisa’s prodding by alcohol and Colleen, I was sensitive to my wife’s feelings. If she felt humiliated by what had happened, I’d quietly tell her nothing much happened, it had all been in her head.
I felt my phone buzz as I entered our office building, and knew it was her. She’d woken up, probably had her first recollections of the night before, and had felt the imperative to text me—so what was her verdict? 
I was actually nervous on my journey from the lobby up to our floor, our office, my desk. I didn’t want to read what she’d texted me until I was safe and prepared.
When I did pull my phone out, her message made me smile.
>We need to talk about sex.

****
I blame my wife’s scientific mind for what happened after that, too, although increasingly alcohol was less to blame.
I did get an apology for the way she’d ambushed me, the way she’d let her night of drinking and laughing with Colleen get to her, breaking down her normal inhibitions, pushing her to do something of which Colleen would have approved regarding relationship communication.
But my wife was more used to testing substances with scientific equipment, chemically. She wasn’t the researcher into human behavior. After that night, she was still interested in studying my fantasies—apparently they held more fascination to her than her own, although I got the distinct impression she was testing her own fantasies out on me.
Who was I to complain? My ordinarily sexually-conservative wife had discovered her desire to experiment with our love-making. It was the best thing to happen to us since the honeymoon.
Without the affect of alcohol, Lisa’s experimentation took a more scientific pace, not heaping fantasies together on one night like some kind of attempt on the Guinness World Record.
So one night I’d be quietly getting ready for bed, and Lisa would come in from the bathroom wearing a nurse’s uniform. Or a cheerleader outfit. Or a ballerina’s leotard and tutu, for heaven’s sake.
Another night, I might find myself handcuffed to the bed, with Lisa taking charge, forcing me to serve her. Actually, a lot of nights. We liked that one. 
There were nights where we went out and pretended to be strangers. There were nights where flirted with strangers. 
It was an adventure—and every step of the way, Lisa had that funny little thing attached to the base of my cock. She could read how turned on I was, scientifically. She could tell when we were in bars talking to this blonde or that brunette or the other redhead exactly how I felt about the prospect of bringing each of them home with us—exactly who I preferred.
I had a thing for redheads, apparently. 
But, according to Lisa’s results, nothing got me going more than the prospect of her being with another man. Merely watching her flirting with another man, with the idea that if she wanted to, she could take him home and sleep with him, made my cock so hard it reached close to the limits of the little pedometer, apparently.
Oh, I felt excited by the idea, sure. But I felt certain that the fear I experienced at the same time had something to do with the results.
Still, when she asked me my honest opinion of whether I wanted to try a threesome, and whether it should be with another man or another woman, I completely surprised myself—and perhaps her as well—by suggesting another man.
****
So, I guess I shared some of the blame for this situation. 
For our night after night of talking about it, of imagining it, of role-playing it. For Lisa signing up to AshleyMadison, the dating website for married people, which specialized in affairs. For our perusal of a bunch of responses for guys keen on Lisa’s photos, who apparently didn’t seem to mind that the offer was sex while her husband watched. 
For our selection of a guy named Oliver who said he had a big cock, and whose pictures made Lisa actually blush. Not bad for a woman with a highly scientific mind.
For how nervous we both were when it came to The Night, when Lisa had me sit in the bathroom with her while she showered, her nipples so hard but her body trembling, cleaning herself, preening herself, shaving herself, moisturizing her velvet skin.
I shared some of the blame as she put on her smart little black dress over crimson lace underwear that was fancier than I think I’d ever seen her wear before. I took responsibility as she applied her make-up, and took the call from the taxi driver waiting outside. 
I had to take the blame as she looked nervously into my eyes while hovering on our doorstep, saying, “You will call me if you change your mind?”
I nodded, and kissed her cheek—more of an air-kiss, really, not wanting to mess up her make-up for her date.
“Enjoy yourself,” I said, trying to keep calm myself, not wanting to spook her. “I’ll be fine.”
“You’re sure?”
“You saw the measurements, right?”
Her scientific mind could not deny that point. I felt quietly pleased with myself that I’d locked her into this evening’s affair with such clinical logic. Even though it meant I was leaving my wife to the desires of another man, inviting him to have dinner alone with her and seduce her willing body into flagrant infidelity.
As our front door closed behind her, leaving me in a silent, empty apartment, I naturally felt the paranoia leap up and throttle my heart, my inner voice screaming and raging that I’d made a mistake, I had to get her back.
All the while my cock stood tall and firm between my legs, thrilled like never before that my pretty, darling, conventional wife was going out there to explore her blooming sexuality with a stranger.
****
Waiting was horrible. Perhaps I should have gone out with her—either as a third wheel on her date, a security-style observer in the background, or somewhere else entirely like a visit to the movies.
But this was how I wanted it: Lisa had to develop rapport with the guy if we were to have a good time in this experiment. It was probably better for her to be with the guy one-on-one. If she didn’t like him for any reason, there’d be less pressure for her to simply say goodbye.
At least, that’s how I hoped it was. Of course my paranoid brain offered all kinds of bleak or terrible suggestions for how it was going or how it was going to go.
She was going to be instantly charmed off her feet and into a luxury hotel room, to forget about her husband the rest of the night. She was going to decide that the fact that I was allowing her to do this must mean I didn’t really care about her as my wife, and therefore she’d escape while she could, and never return to me or this apartment. She was going to be persuaded by her date that my allowing her to do this was a pretext for me to sleep with another woman, or perhaps some kind of twisted approval for an affair I’d already had—and Lisa would never forgive me.
My heart was leaping all over the place as I waited. I couldn’t settle anywhere—watching TV, cooking a simple dinner for myself, surfing the net. But though my head told me I wasn’t going to lose my wife, my heart had two realistic theories that I could not wholly rule out.
Firstly, that this was the thin part of the wedge, that we would try this wife-sharing evening, and then steadily progress to the point where Lisa was regularly dating other guys, and slowly our marriage would unravel.
Or secondly, and what was most the pressing concern that evening, that my wife would be out on her own in the company of a stranger who could pose a physical threat to her well-being.
Well, Lisa had dated before me, and hadn’t come to any harm. She’d even done a little online dating before, so I had to feel she could handle herself.
>Arrived at the restaurant. Looks nice.

Her regular text messages helped keep some of the paranoia at bay, particularly about her safety. They also gave me little jolts of fear and excitement, each time that little buzzing in my phone came, signaling the next step along the process.
>Oliver says ‘hi’. Seems like a nice guy. 

My heart pounding, my stomach fluttering with butterflies to think of them sitting across a dinner table, eyes fixed on each other, smiles a plenty, small talk over the subtext that they were there to meet for sex.
>We’re having some wine. Hope that’s okay. Think I like him a lot, he’s cute.

Wow. I felt a little breathless, even just sitting down on the couch.
Oliver clearly knew what this situation was all about, but I found myself watching the clock, wondering how long it would take them to get through dinner. And how long would it take her to decide whether she wanted to sleep with him or not?
And before they got home, would they be kissing, touching each other? The jealousy burned as I thought about that, though not enough to offset the excitement.
Part of me was naturally impatient, to end this waiting, to see my wife again, to try this bizarre experience out. But part of me actually felt like dwelling on things, hoping that Lisa was going to take her time, really enjoy the seduction, the newness of her first date, the excitement that went with the strong possibility that it might lead to sex. 
And that part of me prevailed. I had to wait an age while they finished dinner before I received another text.
It disturbed me and thrilled me in equal measure.
>We’re going dancing, is that okay? He says he can’t wait to see me naked.

God, Lisa hadn’t revealed any desire to go dancing since before we were married. I seem to remember her questioning the point of it. Well, now there was a point, I guessed. To press herself up against a new man in the safe public environment of a dance club. 
The thought of her grinding against a stranger, rubbing up against his hardness, allowing his hands to caress her in all kinds of places, that tiny little black dress hardly a barrier at all—it drove me wild.
And yet I had to wait.
****
I was almost ready to call it quits and head to bed—assuming they’d decided to go back to his place, though that was definitely not the plan—but just past 1 am, I received the text:
>Almost home. You ready to meet Oliver?

I felt suddenly light-headed. I lay back against the back of the couch, breathing for a moment or two incase I really was going to have some kind of mad panic attack. 
Lisa, my wife, was bringing a date home. She was intending to sleep with him, with me present. We hadn’t really talked over exactly how it would go—originally this had been about a threesome, but in Lisa’s scientific mind we had to test out the idea of her being shared first. 
I heard the door rattle as she slipped in the key, and I already knew she was a little tipsy again. I guess that was the best way.
She looked fantastic, although her lipstick seemed a little smeared. Jesus. She’d definitely been making out with him at their dance club.
And there was Oliver. He looked a few years younger than us, though not far off. Tall, lean, fresh-faced, wearing a simple white t-shirt with some kind of faded surfer-themed print I couldn’t quite make out in the mood lighting of our apartment. He wasn’t too dissimilar from his photo on that AshleyMadison website, so that was a good thing. 
“Hey sweetheart,” Lisa said with a dazzling smile, dwarfed by her new date. “This is Oliver.”
“Hey,” I shook his hand. 
Oliver her a warm smile, strangely setting me at ease. “Michael, right? Nice to meet you.”
“You too. Can I get you a drink?”
“Oh, that would be great, thanks. Anything.”
I disappeared into the kitchen to fetch some glasses and drink—we had a bottle of half-decent claret somewhere that would be good for them to move onto if they’d been drinking wine all night, and comforting to step back into if they’d progressed to spirits. 
When I came back out, Oliver was sitting alone on the couch. Lisa no doubt freshening up in the bathroom. 
“Here,” I said, doling out the vin rouge. 
“Thanks.”
“So you had a good dinner?”
“Very nice. Italian—pasta, really. Best to keep things simple on a first date,” he said, seeming completely unflustered about this whole thing in front of his date’s husband. “How did you do waiting back home?”
His smile told me in no uncertain terms that he knew I’d been on edge during the whole time they’d been having dinner and a few drinks afterward, and while they’d been dancing. But he knew it was part of the whole experience for me as the expectant husband. 
“Oh, it was okay,” I said, trying to hold it together, to avoid any shakes of my hand as I held the wine glass up to my lips.
“Worst part’s over now.”
I kind of liked the air about him, that he’d done all this before. It leant me the feeling that we weren’t complete freaks, that there were others out there that shared this little fantasy of wife-sharing.
I found him faintly intimidating, I guess, in terms of the suggestion of athleticism he had under that t-shirt. But I did want to watch him take my wife, surprise her, give her the thrill of a lifetime.
When Lisa came back out, her lipstick was fixed but her clothes were gone. She was wearing a towel, wrapped around her, tucked in over her breasts. God in Heaven. It felt to me like her scientific mind driving her forward again: she saw no point in meandering about. Oliver was there for sex, she didn’t need to risk an expensive dry-cleaning bill with her dress to give it to him.
“There she is,” I said, not knowing what the hell to say in such a situation.
Lisa smiled, at me and then at Oliver, who was nodding his head appreciatively as he returned it, and my wife came into the room wearing nothing but a terry-cloth towel from her breasts to her thighs, which she clutched nervously in one hand. In her other hand, she was carrying something, but I couldn’t quite see what it was—she concealed it behind her back.
“You don’t mind I got comfortable?” she said, approaching us, then taking a seat on my lap.
Now I saw what she’d been carrying. Handcuffs. 
“These are for you?” I asked her. 
“No,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief, “for you.”
It was something of a surprise, but I was willing to go along with her wishes. Hell, a fit young guy was sitting next to me on the couch ready to have sex with my wife, it wasn’t much further in the bizarre stakes to have me handcuffed while I watched them.
Lisa swept her hair back to tuck it behind her ear, and then leaned back, indicating for me to turn and allow her to put the handcuffs on me. It was a simple one hand attached to the other behind my back formation, which any half-decent escapologist could no doubt get out of in a moment or two. I was fairly firmly bound.
“There,” she said. 
“You want me to move?” I asked. “You want me to sit over there?”
I nodded my head toward the armchair facing us, but Lisa shook her head. “You stay right there.”
My heart was thumping against my chest at the thought that this was really happening, and with my hands bound firmly behind my back, my stomach felt oddly tight at the sudden realization that I really had no control over this. Lisa could do as she wished here, without involvement from me. 
But did I have any control from the very beginning? I think Lisa took it the moment she walked in worse the wear for alcohol, carrying the sex test gizmo.
“You’re very beautiful,” Oliver said to her, his voice smooth and soft. Charming, as my wife would have seen it.
“You’re very kind,” she was smiling, holding her arms crossed nervously in front of her stomach, her knees firmly together. 
“Your husband is a very lucky man,” Oliver said, leaning forward to stroke her calf, her lower thigh.
“Certainly am,” I said, leaning forward to kiss Lisa on the shoulder—virtually all I could do at this stage. I breathed in her perfume. God, was I really willing to give this up to Oliver?
My cock was so hard, it was all the answer I needed. And Lisa too, since I know she felt it, the way she was sitting on my lap.
“But you’re lucky, too,” Oliver said to Lisa. “Having a husband who lets you do this.”
He took her hand, stooping to kiss it. It felt to me as though he’d encountered nervous couples before, nervous wives. He was experienced at this, and laying on the charm to soothe his latest conquest, reassure my wife—and I guess me as well.
“Oh, I know how lucky I am,” Lisa said with a devilish look stealing over her pretty face. She surprised both of us by slowly unpeeling the towel, and then as it fell away, revealing her bare breasts to this stranger, pebbled from her intense arousal. “But why don’t you show me?”
God, she looked good. I looked over her shoulder all the way down to the v-shape made by her thighs and her little triangle of dark hair.
Oliver grinned, liking the boldness of my wife. Her scientific mind, driving her on to complete the experiment, to ignore her anxiety and simply get going with the assignment. He slid over, placing a hand on her flat stomach, and leaned in to take her nearest nipple into his mouth. 
“So beautiful,” he said, caressing her breasts, leaning over to kiss her other nipple, suck on it. 
Lisa moaned, and leaned back, and I saw how she was biting her lip, and the way her cheeks flushed pink with excitement.
She laughed nervously as Oliver stroked her breasts. “You’ve been with couples before?” she asked him, distracting him a little, as though slightly self-conscious. She reached out to stroke his arm, taking in the shape of his muscular yet slender frame.
“A few times,” he said, leaning back to view her whole body.
Lisa lay back against me, her forehead nudging against my cheek with real affection, as though including me and reassuring herself of my importance in all this. 
Oliver said, “Normally, I see married women alone. They either do this without their husbands knowing about it, or would prefer their husbands not to watch.”
He was looking down at her pussy, a real hunger in his eyes, but maintained his patient approach, stroking her, giving her space and time.
“You prefer to be with them alone?” 
Lisa seemed unable to shake that broad smile as she questioned her new lover, that brain of hers continuing to crave information even as she faced the prospect of sex with another man.
“It’s different,” he said. “I like the energy in the room when the husband is there. The couple is nervous, but I think the tension adds to the occasion.”
“You ready for this?” she murmured into my ear. 
I glanced down and felt the jealousy burning as my wife parted her thighs for him, to reveal her inner thighs, her pretty pink flower shaved smooth other than the dark triangle of soft hair over her mound.
“Uh-huh,” I replied, squeezing my hips to press my hardness into her behind through my jeans.
Oliver moved down onto the floor, kneeling before us, to approach her with kisses up her thighs, slowly nearing her open pussy.
I could detect the scent of her arousal over and above her perfume. She must have been seriously wet for him already. I felt curiously powerful as my wife lay on me like that, completely exposed to this stranger. I wondered if it was my brain steeling itself for this violation of our monogamy. But whether it was some kind of coping mechanism or not, it made me feel alive, the power stemming from my authority to give my wife her freedom, to allow her this experience. And knowing that when Oliver was done, Lisa was mine, my wife.
She bit her lip again as Oliver moved in on her sex, something I found so cute. She didn’t do that for me.
Oliver kissed her pussy lips. Lisa moaned as she felt his hot mouth on her sensitive folds, her body melting back against mine.
I felt elation. The way she closed her eyes and tilted her head into mine, those little moans, the way she put one of her hands in mine, squeezing it, reassuring myself and herself that we were forever together, even if this stranger was now taking her to heaven and back.
The way her nipples perched so prominent on her heaving chest, the unmistakable response to the wonderful experience she was having.
Maybe I was some kind of sexual deviant, but this was love, wasn’t it? Taking actual pleasure in the pleasure of the woman you adore.
Oliver certainly had the skills to back up his profile on Lisa’s dating website. 
“Feels good?” I asked her quietly.
“Uh-huh…”
So strange, to be stroking her soft hair, and have her hand stroking my cheek, her head nuzzling into mine like an affectionate kitten, her soft moans, the breath drawn in through her teeth—she was delivering her affection, her love to me while another man lapped at her pussy and sucked on her clit. 
She indulged in the wonderful sensations of two men worshipping her, but it came time to reciprocate, and for Lisa to see for sure what this new friend of hers was packing. 
She guided Oliver back up onto the couch beside me, and knelt over my lap to reach for his belt, as though she was lining up for a spanking—though my cuffed hands were not available for such a thing.
I watched her unfasten his belt and his pants with almost as much curiosity as her, though she’d already felt what Oliver was offering while they’d been dancing.
And it was sizable. I’d never been an envious man when it came to my size, but the sounds that came from Lisa’s mouth as she laid her eyes and her hands upon the other man’s beast certainly stirred up something in me.
“Satisfactory?” he asked her.
“Mmm… very,” she said, her fingers curling around it as he finished pulling off his pants and underwear, her face ecstatic at what she had to play with.
Lisa did not mess around, pitching forward to envelop that huge cock in her mouth, as though it had been made for her. Oliver held her hair out of her face as she sank on him, slurping as she filled her mouth with his manhood, quickly getting into a smooth and regular rhythm. 
It was so hot to see her doing this from a different angle, without the distraction of the act being carried out on me. Lisa was so beautiful, her curves so beguiling draped across my lap to get to her new lover, and yet I could not touch.
I found myself wedged up against Oliver, breathing his syrupy cologne along with Lisa’s fragrance and that overwhelming spice of her sex, which I wished I could touch as she did this, to determine how wet she was as she licked and sucked on another man’s huge cock.
“God she’s good,” Oliver was saying to me. “Sometimes I wonder how husbands could share their wives when they’re so special.”
Lisa gave an appreciative moan at the complement, unable to do much more with her mouth full of cock. 
“Well, I’ve never done it before,” I said. “But I’d say it’s about witnessing how special she is from an alternative view point.”
Oliver groaned, his hand holding her hair out of her face now firm against the back of her head, guiding her accelerating pace. 
It was a surprise to me how deep she was able to go with him, even though he was large. Her fluid movement and grace also took me somewhat aback, but the jealousy it fueled did not stem from the superlative service she was giving to our new friend and sex toy. It was the suggestion to me that Lisa had learned her oral sex skills on men who had come before me.
We hadn’t really talked about her exes before, and while I knew she didn’t want a hint that I had had girlfriends before she’d come along, I now found myself curious about her past boyfriends.
Oliver was sensible enough to keep Lisa from going too far, and ending the evening’s exploration early. 
As he urged her up, however, I felt a wild moment of panic and fear, my heart pounding, my blood rushing, knowing that the big moment was almost upon us: my wife being actually fucked by another man. Officially unfaithful, if you could even use that word when I was sitting right there watching.
Oliver called the shots, getting up from the couch, ushering Lisa up from my lap, to step around me and replace Oliver there on the couch, sitting ready for him.
“Ready for this?” he smiled, hauling off his shirt before kneeling in front of her, reaching his hands under her thighs, parting her legs and pulling her forward to the edge of the couch. 
Lisa was grinning nervously, and let out a sudden deep breath, trying to calm herself. 
She looked up at me, her eyes assessing mine for signs of fear, of trepidation, of regret. I did my utmost to look confident and excited and happy with everything, no matter how uncertain I felt now that this moment had arrived. 
Oliver slipped a condom down onto his outrageously erect shaft, and it really brought home the fact that his big thing was going to be pushing inside my wife. 
I could not hold her hand to reassure her, but she found an alternative in placing hers in my lap, on my hard cock, feeling out for herself just what a turn-on this all was for me.
Now, ready, she looked up at Oliver with flames in her eyes.
Naked, he was an impressive specimen, I had to hand it to him. His chest was ripped with tight muscles—a swimmer’s body, rather than a bodybuilder. Lean, not bulging. I could see in Lisa’s face how much she wanted him, even before she licked her lips. 
Oliver edged forward, his manhood in his hands, his tip gently touching against her sex. 
Lisa gazed up at him and opened her thighs still further, as wide as they would go. She looked so wanton, so gloriously insatiable. Chest heaving, nipples like rocks, cheeks flushed with desire.
And then, ever so slowly, he leaned into her, and I couldn’t help but gasp as the tip of his huge cock popped inside her glistening pussy lips. 
Lisa closed her eyes and tilted her head back with a low moan as she felt this stranger enter her, gliding in to stretch her like she’d never been stretched before. I felt her hand squeezing my own cock through my pants as Oliver sank into her. 
I felt so alive, seeing this. Another man penetrating deep into my beautiful wife—her breathing deep, her sighs like silk as he thrust into her, holding her thighs as he pushed inside her tight wet pussy. 
“You want to try another way?” he asked her after a while. I was impressed that he had the self-control to pull out of her. I think I would have been overcome by everything by now, I would have finished inside her by now.
She allowed him to move her, to manhandle her, so that she was lying on all fours over my lap again, this time pushing out her behind for this stranger to penetrate. He knelt up between her knees, eased apart her exquisite round cheeks and once more was gliding inside my wife.
I was being jostled by the force of him pounding into her, but as Oliver’s pace accelerated, he pushed Lisa down so she was lying directly on my lap, pressing into me as he hammered into her, his legs now outside hers. Lisa was on cloud nine, her sighs and moans turning to cries and screams, her face twisted as though in agony. 
This look on her face, of pure delight, pure pleasure, pure bliss, seemed suddenly to me to be the whole story about why I wanted to do this. 
To make her feel this good. 
I mean sure, it was Oliver slamming into her right now, Oliver making her cry out from the way he filled her, his enormous manhood grazing up against every sensitive part inside her pussy, 
“Fuck… oh fuck…” 
But it was me, really, who was making her feel this good. Her husband, watching her, consenting to her dating this other man, approving of her fucking this other man.
What if we’d been in our bedroom with that measuring device thing of hers, and when we’d spoken about the idea of a threesome with another man, I’d shown absolutely no response, no turn-on? We wouldn’t be doing this right now.
No, this was all me. 
Me making her shudder and shake as though caught in a major earthquake. 
I just happened to be the one supervising the actual physical interplay, as they switched again so that Oliver sat on the couch, Lisa sinking down on his shaft, still seriously hard though she had already used it to a complete climax. 
She seemed more comfortable with him after her initial orgasm, riding him, kissing him on the mouth for what seemed to me to be the first time all evening. A touch more affectionate that I entirely liked—strange that my simmering jealousy was stoked up more by this kiss than even by the joining of their hips, the cock filling her pussy.
Their lips joined, and Lisa’s tongue slipped inside Oliver’s mouth as she continued to fuck him. His hands holding her waist, so tiny compared to the full roundness of her hips and her behind. 
She was lost in him, and I was both terrified and elated like never before. 
After a moment or two, Lisa lifted from her kiss, looked up, then glanced over to me, and I don’t know if my horrified expression made her think twice about what just happened, or if she just realized the significance of it anyway, but she looked a little guilty.
“God, I forgot he wasn’t you there for a moment,” she said, blushing, then gave him a mischievous lick up his cheek while smiling at me, as if in apology.
At no point had we discussed limits on what she could do with Oliver, we had never spoken about kissing, about whether I was happy for her to do that with another man or not. I guess I didn’t even recognize it as a particular issue to discuss until seeing her doing it with him, the powerful feelings of jealousy that such a tender action would provoke in me.
It was interesting to me that Lisa viewed her kiss as potentially crossing the line—the affection it represented. I would have assumed her ruthlessly rational scientific mind would have missed the subtly of such an issue.
It had been a shock watching her tenderly kissing his mouth, but now that it was over, a little bizarrely I felt that it had actually been a beautiful moment. Maybe if this turned into a regular affair—as I increasingly found myself hoping it would—I could tell her it was okay to kiss Oliver, even to show him some affection.
Was it crossing the danger line to allow her a little tenderness with another man? Oh, but it was so beautiful to watch, because the fact was if she felt like showing a guy a little affection, it was because he was worth it and it meant she was enjoying herself.
I felt like that was the primary directive in all this: My wife must enjoy herself. It was like one of the fundamental laws within Lisa’s beloved world of science, akin to a law of motion or energy or what have you. 
This was something that continued to simmer in the back of my mind as I watched my wife continue to ride her new lover, bouncing on him until she had hit another climax.
I guess it was because fundamentally, this was all about our future together. I wanted my beautiful wife to continue to enjoy herself, and I wanted this strange new openness in our relationship—complete with Lisa playing with other guys—to continue. But there had to be some boundaries.
Lisa’s scientific mind would appreciate a set of fundamental laws.
I watched, perhaps slightly distracted by the magnificent possibilities the future now beheld for us, as Lisa dismounted from Oliver, the long night seemingly coming to a close for them. I watched as she knelt in front of him, peeled off the condom, and took his hardness back inside her mouth. 
I watched as she began bobbing up and down on his shaft again, Oliver’s hand holding her bell of brown hair out of the way, guiding her pace. I watched as she gripped his cock, pumping him to aid her mouth on his impressive length. 
I watched the wedding ring on her finger rubbing up and down on another man’s manhood.
I watched as Oliver’s head tilted back, his eyes closing, his mouthing opening in a long low groan, and I watched as his cock began to twitch and pulse in Lisa’s hand. I watched as my wife swallowed the come of another man right in front of me.
****
It did feel strange that I wanted this to continue. Oliver kissed Lisa’s hand on the way out, thanking her for an enchanting evening. He shook my freshly-uncuffed hand as though I’d just cooked him a lovely meal, shared a fine bottle of wine with him.
“I’ll call you,” Lisa said as he stepped out the door.
I felt my heart flutter and the jealousy dance a step or two with the excitement in my chest at the thought of my insatiable wife contacting this man again, with the clear view to a repeat performance.
“I can’t wait,” Oliver said, and looked politely at me as well as Lisa, including me.
When the door closed, leaving us alone, I saw that Lisa was holding something. She’d put on one of my old t-shirts that was long enough to cover her down to her thighs, but she’d also picked something up—which she now showed me. The pedometer, the sexometer.
“So you did actually enjoy that?” she asked me. Or perhaps she was telling me, her tone wasn’t quite questioning.
“Yes,” I said. 
She held up the device, which displayed the digital figure: 164. Whatever that meant.
Lisa was grinning like a woman who had won the lottery. “One-six-four,” she said. “That’s the biggest number yet. So you want to do this again some time?”
I smiled, said, “Of course. But don’t you have a little more… responsibility… to attend to tonight?”
She giggled, and took my hand, dragging me through to the bedroom. My clothes came off almost as quickly as Lisa got rid of that old faded t-shirt, and I pounced on her, feeling so incredibly virile, my blood fueled with pure adrenaline.
Was it some kind of biological response to my witnessing of a rival taking my beloved right in front of me? Perhaps. I felt as though I had superhuman strength, I certainly had a superhuman appetite for Lisa. I felt as though she’d slipped a couple of blue pills into my wine somehow.
It was an absolutely incredible experience to devour her, to sample that sweet pussy for myself, feeding on her copious juices, gorging myself on those tender folds that were still red and puffy from entertaining another man, stretching around a particularly large cock.
She came twice for me, once as I finally thrust my cock inside her, her pussy feeling slightly different after accommodating a man of such girth, though she said it felt just as good with me—and had a climax to prove it.
The second time she came was while I was between her legs, afterwards. We were cooling down, but I could not get enough of that little pussy of hers, while she apparently had a little desire left untapped, and was happy for me to resume my place lapping at her glistening flower.
She asked me if her pedometer-style device had really told the truth when it had measured my maximum response from that evening. 
“Did all that with Oliver really turn you on so much?”
I nodded. “I’m kind of weird, huh?”
She shrugged. “It’s on the list of most common male fantasies, isn’t it? Apparently it’s not just you.”
I told her about my idea for a set of Fundamental Laws. It was the best way I could come up with to tell her I was hoping that this strange half-open relationship of ours would continue in this fashion, without going into the awkward discussion about my wanting her to cheat on me, with or without me being present.
I looked up from between her thighs, such a scenic view through the slopes and valleys of her exquisite form. She looked a little surprised, but absolutely euphoric that I was apparently volunteering her a future of sexual freedom.
And I think I saw her scientific mind latch onto my pseudo-scientific idea. 
“I love it,” she said, and I swear as I lapped at her nectar, she was becoming noticeably wetter. “You’re very sweet, but I don’t think my enjoyment should be the primary directive, the First Law.”
“No?”
She shook her head, and I could see the cogs whirring in her beautiful brain. 
“No, maybe not even the Second Law. The Third.”
“Third?”
A dazzling smile. “First Law: Nothing should ever interfere with our marriage or our love for each other. Second Law: Nothing should ever be done without your consent as my husband. Third… well, that’s where my enjoyment comes in—with the proviso that the first two laws are always primary.”
How could a wife-sharing husband object to such a logical set of ground rules? 
I told her how happy I was with our new arrangement, told her how incredible my experience was in watching her make love to another man, how I couldn’t wait to witness such things again—and that was when she came a second time with me that night. 
It was probably a record for us—certainly for her, including Oliver’s efforts, that evening was a record for my wife, but as we drifted off to sleep together in loving embrace, I murmured to her that I was determined to see her break it.
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