
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2026

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Part 1 here

Read Part 2 here

Read Part 3 here

Read Part 4 here

Read Part 5 here

Read Part 6 here

Read Part 7 here

Read Part 8 here

Read Part 9 here


A Wife’s Date

Maybe it was a good thing that Rachel gave me some relief before we went out. Otherwise, driving her to her date, with her looking the way she did, might’ve been unbearable. Maybe I would have been unable to resist the urge to pull over by the side of the road and fling myself at her, to have that incredible body that barely hid under its tight leather wrapping, her outfit the perfect combination of elegant and slutty, calculated to drive me out of my mind. And of course, not just me. That was the key fact, the inescapable reality that kept me so desperately turned on.

Truthfully, I barely held on as it was, even with my recent and unexpected orgasm still vibrating in my blood.

The streetlights striped across her as we drove through the night, bright bars catching on the shiny surface of the leather dress and accentuating those curves that were so close, almost there for the taking, but not quite. That glimpse of her thigh between the top of her boot and the slit in her dress, an echo of the outfit she had worn the previous week, only even more sexy now, even more insanely provocative.

Rachel knew it. She didn’t have to say anything. She had made it more than clear that a huge part of the fun for her was my reaction. She loved what she was doing to me. In some sick part of my heart, so did I, but for me, that only made it harder to take.

We didn’t talk much. Both of our heads were full of what lay ahead, the insane and, frankly, dangerous game we were playing. Rachel, it was clear to me, liked the danger. But now, that side of her personality seemed to be swamping everything else. And her excitement was infectious. As I drove through the evening, I could feel it radiating off her. I could feel her practically vibrating with it. She didn’t have to say a word. It was plainly obvious how she felt.

I drove slowly through a busy neighbourhood, the trendy part of the city where all the old warehouses had been converted into bars and restaurants. We never came here. Until very recently, our evenings had been mostly spent at home, in front of the TV or on our devices. We had never been big partiers, and once we fell into a comfortable relationship, it seemed to pretty much eliminate the need to go out regularly. Of course, all of that had changed now. Now, my beautiful wife, greedy for the attention of strangers, couldn’t seem to get out of the house often enough.

“Yeah.”

Rachel raised a finger, indicating a bar on the corner where two streets met. I drove past it, eyeing the parking situation out front. Driving up to the end of the block, I took a turn, circled the block, and ended up back on the same street, going back the way we had came. I found a spot and pulled in, and Rachel turned to grin at me as she unfastened her seatbelt.

“Thanks, honey.”

The smell of her perfume mingled with the rising scent of her new leather dress as her lips met mine. Our kiss made me almost dizzy, and my cock surged in my pants at the feel of her body against mine. So romantic, so sexy, and so wild and cruel and strange, all at the same time.

Then, she opened her door and stepped out of the car. The slender heels of her boots echoed on the sidewalk, and I turned to watch her go, as bewitched as ever by my wife’s delightful curves. The leather dress swirled around her legs, that high slit giving a teasing view of her legs, and maybe even a little more than that as she climbed out of the car. It was, after all, an outfit to be seen in, not an outfit to actually do anything in. Beautifully impractical and mindblowingly sexy, Rachel looked like a work of art as she straightened up, stepped away from the car, and closed the door behind her.

The headlights of the car shone in the black leather of her outfit as she strode across the street. That was the only word for it. Her new feelings of confidence and power were obvious in the way she moved.

And everyone could see it. As she walked purposefully across the street, heading for the bar she had pointed out, traffic stopped for her. Up and down the street, I saw people turning their heads to watch her go, men and women alike. No one, it seemed, could take their eyes off Rachel. No one could be neutral about the way she looked, or fail to respond to that bright burning beauty that it felt even the blind would be able to see.

Gripping the steering wheel of the car, I watched her disappear into the bar. I watched the men, standing at a table outside with bottles of beer in their hands, turn their heads, raising their eyebrows as she passed, blatantly checking out her ass as it tested the stitching of her tight leather dress. I felt a bitter stab of the same jealousy that, I had to admit, turned me on. They wanted her, just like I knew they would. Of course they did. They were human, after all, and she was divine. But I couldn’t rationalize away the pain in my chest it gave me to see her looked at like that. To see her admired like an object, like a piece of meat, by men who would never know her name. Even though, in their position, I knew I would have done nothing different. Given the way she looked, there was really no other choice.

Once she had gone, disappearing into the bar, I pulled away from the curb. As usual, like always, I had those thoughts of doing something else. Of putting a stop to this, of marching into the bar to reclaim my wife. And like always when I had these kinds of fantasies, I wondered if maybe, that was what she wanted, or at least what part of her wanted. Maybe she would be mad that I had spoiled our little game. Or maybe she would be excited by it, by my aggression, by my refusal to allow this any longer. By the idea of me reclaiming her as the woman I loved.

But we weren’t going to find that out. Because I wasn’t going to do it. I was in a better position than ever to know that some things are better as fantasy, that they lose their luster the minute they become reality. While other things seem only to grow richer and darker and more enticing, the more real they become

I drove home. I didn’t listen to the radio, I didn’t do anything to distract myself from the desperate thoughts swirling in my head. Already, the torture had started. Already, my mind was circling her and her alone, all kinds of images making themselves felt inside me, seeming somehow more real than the road in front of me.

There she was, gorgeous and radiant in her black leather outfit, laughing at something her date said. There she was, smiling at him, laying a hand on his arm, breaking that barrier of physical contact and giving the young man all kinds of naughty ideas. There she was, being the woman she used to be for me and me alone, charming and seductive, bright and happy and excited, her beautiful eyes glowing with excitement at the thought of what she was doing. The thought of how badly her date wanted her, and how desperately her husband at home was missing her.

My goddess had it all figured out. The best of both worlds, she had called it once. She got to be young again, to act like a single woman, to soak up the adulation of guys who only wanted one thing from her. But she was also loved more than I could easily say. Desired and worshipped both, secure in my love and in our marriage, free to also pursue the ego boost of being chased by other men. Yeah, my goddess had it all figured out all right. And I was a grudging but ultimately willing participant in this shameful act of betrayal.

I parked the car and walked into the house that seemed intolerably empty without her, that seemed haunted by her absence. I turned on the TV, trying to lose myself in some game that I wouldn’t have cared about even in normal times. And these were anything but that.

I couldn’t stop thinking about her. That was hardly unexpected. In some ways, that was the whole point of the game. And all I had, to set against the fear and rage and jealousy that burned like a ball of flaming gas in my heart, was the reassurance that she wasn’t going to cheat on me. That, as much as she liked the attention from William, she was happy in our marriage, and didn’t want anything more than this.

It wasn’t that I didn’t believe her. Rachel was many things, but she wasn’t a liar. Still, I couldn’t shake the fear that came from the knowledge that mistakes happen. We find ourselves doing things we once never thought we would. I knew how excited she was, and my cock throbbed even more urgently as I thought of her wetness inside that dress, her body responding to the psychological thrill that was keeping her going. What if William was especially charming tonight? She was attracted to him, that was no secret. And I had sent her into his arms so horny, so worked up, that it wasn’t hard to imagine her making a split-second decision we might both come to regret.

The car was waiting outside, the engine still warm. It wasn’t too late. I could still go back, still break up her little game and save my marriage.

But I told myself, if that was what I needed to do, my marriage was already lost. If Rachel actually wanted to cheat on me, she could, with ridiculous ease. That had always been the case, and I had always known it, even if she hadn’t. The only real defence I could ever have against that was her own moral code, and her self-control. That, and trying to tell myself that no matter how gorgeous she was, no matter how many men wanted her, she wouldn’t get with anyone else what she had with me.

But as the night dragged on, it got harder and harder to believe in my own pep talks.

Because the night did drag on, and the car slumbered in the driveway, and I did nothing to stop what was happening. My mind kept orbiting the same images, thoughts of her laughing and smiling and flirting, flipping her hair, moving her body to make the tight leather dress creak around her curves, to make every guy in the bar, William included, think about what she would look like if they got the chance to slide that tight leather covering off that amazing body and enjoy her the way I did.

I couldn’t help it. Recent blowjob or not, it was only a matter of time before I found myself heading to the bathroom, relieving my helpless desire by my own hands. It was hardly the same, only the palest shadow of what I really wanted. The image of her, moaning and groaning in pleasure underneath me, was nothing compared to the reality. But it was going to have to do for now. A composite vision of her, a collage of all the memories I had from all the times we had shared in the past, all those blissful nights and mornings of carnal pleasure that we had shared over a happy and, until now, normal marriage. All of that now hung in the balance, like a high stake that we had placed on an unbelievable bet. Because the more you risk, the greater the thrill.

My solitary orgasm brought only a brief respite. I still couldn’t block out the thoughts of her. And in some ways, post orgasm, they hurt even more. I no longer had desire to hide behind, and as the strange sexiness of the situation receded, the fear and doubt grew stronger.

And time was its own kind of torture. The longer she was out, the more I worried. Part of me, I suppose, had hoped that she would be quick. One drink, maybe two, and then she would come back to me, and we would laugh about how badly this young man wanted her, and how he never really had a chance. But with every moment that passed, that became less likely. The longer she was out, the more I worried that she was having a good time. The threat that posed to me was impossible to ignore.

When my phone buzzed, I snatched it up, as if grabbing it quickly would make any difference to what it said. A message from Rachel, my heart quickening as I opened it. But she wasn’t asking me to come get her.

Having a great time, I read. Love you.

If she meant it to be reassuring, she only half achieved her aim. The reassurance was nice to hear, but only partially convincing. Still, I responded the way I needed to.

Love you too, I texted back.

It was only a few moments later when I got another message from her. A picture this time, of her standing in the gleaming bathroom of the trendy bar, holding her phone up front of the mirror. It captured everything, the tight black leather dress conforming to every wicked curve. That tantalizing glimpse of her thigh above the top of her boots, that she had carefully positioned herself in front of the mirror to make sure was visible. The dark hair falling around her face, framing her exquisite features, gleaming in the tasteful light just like the leather of her outfit did. God, she was sexy. It wasn’t like I had forgotten that, not for a moment. I couldn’t. But seeing her out there like that, that reminder that she was out in the world looking so divine, was pure jealousy fuel.

Stunning, I responded, meaning it as sincerely as I ever had. But she didn’t respond. Not right away. Instead, I waited more agonizing minutes, my own mind turned into a weapon against me while I traced her every imaginary movement, every action and thought, my goddess filling up my mind completely the way that only a goddess can.

When I finally got another picture from her, my heart leapt into my mouth.

She was sitting down somewhere, the low light of the bar making the background of the photo almost invisible, all of it fading into insignificance compared to the sight of her. I could clearly see her legs, one with the black leather of her dress draped over it, the other exposed, the dress parting to show her glowing skin. Between that and her gleaming black boot, a hand rested on her leg. Not hers. A man’s unworthy hand, touching the soft skin of my beautiful goddess. Inches, just inches away from her pussy, almost exposed by that dangerous slit. Just the thin fabric of the thong panties I had seen her put on preserving what little modesty she had left.

The plastic case of my phone squeaked as I gripped it tight. A cold rage swelled inside me, making the hairs on my scalp stand on end. All of my fears coalesced into a sharp point that seemed to stab me in the guts, that made me coil around the pain that merged with the dull, persistent throb of my cock so that desire and hatred became indistinguishable from each other.

She was doing this to me. She wanted me to feel this pain, this doubt, this suffering. But I couldn’t hate her for that. I loved her too much. Instead, I directed all my hatred at him, even though I knew that any man in his position would have done exactly the same. Hating him was saying. Hating him was easy. And I indulge myself in new fantasies, of racing down to the bar and beating him senseless, teaching him a painful lesson for his insolence in daring to touch my wife.

But I knew I wouldn’t do it.

Instead, I did something far worse.

My phone still in my hand, I headed back toward the bathroom. No matter how many orgasms I had already had that night, my cock was still surging as if it had been weeks since my last release. I held my phone in front of me as I stroked myself, almost sobbing with humiliated rage and helpless desire as I jerked off to the two images Rachel had sent me. The gorgeous goddess reflected in the bathroom mirror, and the wanton slut letting a man she barely knew, a man a good fourteen years younger than her, touch her, in public, in a way no man but her husband should ever be allowed to touch her.

I knew it would happen, of course. I knew from last time that the moment I came, the emotions of anger and rage and despair would gain the upper hand over my horniness. And that was exactly what did happen, again. But I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t resist. It seemed that all I could do was oscillate between those punishing feelings, indulging one, then the other, and ultimately feeling like I was drowning in all of them.

The night wore on. Rachel’s new silence was even more painful than her texts had been. She was busy, apparently, and I barely dared to even think about what she might be busy with. But finally, my phone vibrated, and as I snatched it up and saw another message from her, I hesitated for a moment, wondering if I dared to open it. But of course, I did. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw what it said.

Can you come pick me up?

On my way.

Rachel responded with a heart emoji, but I was already heading for the door.

I ran the same route I had driven before in reverse, the same streetlights striping over the car, over the empty passenger seat that would soon hold the source of all my pleasure and pain. If anything, the feelings I was experiencing were even more intense now, after the fuel she had provided with her little messages. But I tried to stay calm, telling myself it was the only way to act after what had happened. I needed to know everything, needed to know the truth, no matter how painful it might be, and I had to trust that my wife would tell it to me. I had to trust her, or we were truly lost.

I pulled up about half a block away from the bar, on the same side of the street this time. For a moment, I thought about walking into the bar and finding her in there. But I hesitated. Somehow, that didn’t seem like the right call.

Instead, I texted her to let her know I was outside. A few minutes later, I got a reply, a thumbs-up emoji. And so I waited in the dark for my gorgeous wife to come back to me after her date.

Finally, I saw her in the side mirror of the car. It was like I was drawn to her by some kind of magic, my eyes finding her even in the darkness and the busy street. In fact, what I really spotted was that unignorable feminine form, those curves you can detect from the corner of your eye at high-speed without even meaning to, and for a split second, I looked at my wife like I would look at any other equally gorgeous woman, if there was any such woman alive on earth. For a moment, until I realized it was Rachel, I was looking at her like everyone else was, like all the other men in the bar had admired her beauty and sex appeal. Objectifying her, drawn to her not by my love or affection, but by pure desire.

And then, I recognized her, and felt the potent wave of emotion I always felt at the sight of her, only magnified, this time, by my fear and my lust. As if she reformed from a gorgeous, sexy stranger, a living, breathing arrangement of maddeningly enticing curves, into something even more beautiful. The woman I knew better than anyone else, the woman who knew me in a way no one else did. The gorgeous goddess I had been lucky enough to build a life with.

She wasn’t alone.

She walked down the street with that same highly confident, super sexy walk I had watched her walk into the bar with. The leather dress and her gleaming boots shone in the streetlights, the skirt trailing around her legs, her hips swaying from side to side. Still drawing attention, still making everyone stare. And William, the perfect gentleman like we all are what we want something, was with her.

He had his arm around her waist, pulling her close. The perfect place to grab her, with her hourglass figure, that narrow waist practically inviting that kind of touch. As they got closer, I could see his hand was on her hip, pale against the leather of her dress, close to that teasing split. And she walked along happily beside him, her body pressed tight against his, every swaying step bringing them closer.

For a moment, Rachel’s eyes found mine, even in the side mirror of the car. I couldn’t be sure in the darkness, but I felt like her smile deepened. Then, within a couple of steps, they were too close to me to be able to see her face in the mirror. Instead, I turned to look out the window as they walked up beside the car.

Rachel stopped. She turned toward William, and helplessly, I stared at her ass, entranced by the way the black leather dress pulled tight over her backside. William, lucky William, now had both his hands on her waist. I watched him sink lower, over that perfect ass. Grabbing it, squeezing it, pulling her against them. Claiming her body, right in front of me. Rachel was letting him.

I heard her say something, but I couldn’t make out the words. He responded, and she laughed. She draped her arms over his shoulders, tilting back her head so that her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders. In her high heels, she was basically his height.

He leaned forward, and I gripped the steering wheel again as I watched him kiss her. Not on the lips, although he clearly tried. As Rachel turned her head away, he kissed her neck instead, and I growled like a dog over a meal, my cock surging in the most humiliating way as I witnessed this passionate moment between my wife and another man.

They said goodbye. As William reluctantly tore himself away from her, he turned toward the car and opened the door. When the light came on, I looked down, not wanting her date to see me. She eased herself into the passenger seat, adjusting her sexy dress as she pulled the door closed, and we dropped back into darkness.

“Oh my God,” she groaned, sitting back in the seat beside me. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

“Just did what?”

I tried to keep my voice calm and level. Maybe I succeeded, but it was hard to know. Frankly, it was hard to even hear myself over the blood roaring in my ears, the sound of my own pounding heart seeming to fill the world as I looked at my wife.

She turned to me, a giddy smile on her face, her head resting against the headrest. Her eyes flickered over me in that way they sometimes had, sizing me up. Seeing what I was made of. And I didn’t imagine, after a night like tonight, that that amounted to very much.

“Jealous much?” she grinned. “Just be glad you’re picking me up from here. A public place. Not from his place.”

I stared at her in astonishment. Rachel barely even blinked. Her eyes looked dark in the shadows of the car, but her teeth glowed white in her provocative smile. She was enjoying every moment of this. Every moment of my discomfort, my fear, my doubt, my wounded pride. And it made her even more intolerably sexy than her outfit did.

“He asked you back to his place, didn’t he?”

My voice was all edge, a study in steely composure and repressed rage. Either Rachel didn’t notice, or she didn’t care.

“Yeah. He did. God, that guy wants to fuck me so bad, it’s not even funny. Oh well. He’ll have plenty to fantasize about for the next few nights, anyway.”

“You didn’t fuck him?”

Rachel blinked.

“Geez, jealous guy. No. I told you, I wouldn’t do that. I just… teased him. All fucking night long. He had such a hard-on the whole time. For me. It was hilarious.”

I didn’t know what to say. But Rachel was confident and comfortable enough for both of us. I heard the dress creak as she sat up, leaning across the car, closer to me. She placed one hand on my shoulder, and I thought she was about to kiss me. But instead, she reached out with her other hand and placed it between my legs. I groaned as she felt the shape of my cock through my pants, and she chuckled to herself.

“I see he’s not the only guy I’ve been making hard tonight,” she said in a low voice. “That’s good. Because right now, your goddess desperately, desperately needs to get fucked. Take me home.”

She sat upright again, sitting back in her chair. Confident as ever that her order would be obeyed. And she was dead right about that.

I started the engine, quickly checking over my shoulder before pulling out of the parking space, my tires screeching on the road as I executed a swift U-turn. She laughed as the motion of the car pressed her back in her seat, tickled by my urgency, my desperation, my burning need to get her home. But I didn’t care. I couldn’t hide my desire for my goddess. I didn’t even want to try.

And the same streetlights strayed over her shining leather dress as I drove my wife home from her date to reclaim her as my own.
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