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Foreword
Okay people, I’m just going to say this once. This is a cuckold story. Bully and wife. If you don’t like that plot, then buy something else.
.
.
.
So that’s out of the way, and I presume anyone still reading is looking for a story that is raunchy and features some degree of humiliation. So that’s a good start. But I’d also ask readers to withhold judgment on the plot and characters until, well, what I am trying to do here becomes clear. I don’t really want to spell it out too much, but remember, this is a story told in the first person by a narrator who may or may not have a reliable perspective on the motivations of all of the other characters. I’d ask you to trust me that I'm continuing to try to find ways to write within genre expectations, while nevertheless looking for ways to make my own contribution unique.
I hadn’t originally planned to write this book. I started jotting down a few thoughts, and it began to flow. About 10k words into it, I finally figured out what the real story was. That happens to me sometimes. Stories take on a weird life of their own. And those stories are hard because even though I have a clear sense of what they are all about, I think a lot of readers have trouble getting past their own expectations.
In this particular story, I know a lot of readers will see the characters as purely one dimensional. But that isn’t because they are, but rather because you may expect them to be. Not saying this is great literature. It isn’t. But it is also not quite as simple as it first appears. At the very least, if I fail to get my concept across it is a failure of my writing, not of conception.
Yada yada yada. Give it a chance and let me know what you think.


I'd also like to thank  Kenny Wright for feedback on an earlier version of the story and his wonderful cover design. Thanks also to Marge G, Rob C, and Gary S for their help with copyediting. Any errors that remain are, of course, my own. 
Ben Boswell
2019




Chapter One
It isn’t the job I want, but it is the position I need in order to move further up into management. Being the Regional Sales Director is a thankless job. Lots of travel overseeing a half-dozen locations from my home office in Hartford, with satellites as far as Pennsylvania and Maine. The job itself consists of virtually nothing but problems -- dealing with customer complaints, poorly performing salesmen, and, worse of all, reviewing and sometimes voiding contracts if they violate corporate policy or legal requirements in some way. Very little satisfaction, lots of aggravation.
I often wonder why I put up with it, especially on those long drives between offices or nights alone in a hotel room. Part of it has to do with finding something to excel at, something where, for once, I can be more than just the guy who blends into the scenery. I’ve always been that guy, what’s his name? And I still am. Except for the one thing that makes me special: my wife, Mia. She’s the one I think about when I am down. Being able to take care of her is what keeps me going when things get hard.
On better days, I know things are not all doom and gloom. I’m on a decent path. Twenty-eight, already Regional Sales Director, with a talent management review coming in six months that might track into an Assistant VP position at corporate. In fact, everything would be fine if not for the salesmen.
Salesmen live on commission. Their base salary is essentially minimum wage, if that, when you count travel and all the networking and schmoozing they need to do. So sales are everything to them. That tends to make them a little fast and loose with things like… well, with things in general. All’s fair in love, war, and sales is their basic attitude. So I have to police that, but if I have to reject a contract, I’m taking food off their plates. They do not like that. At all.
My main office, where I live and spent most of my time, has a half-dozen salesmen: a couple of young kids, Troy and Ramon, trying to break in; a couple of middle age plodders, Martin and Greg; a near-retiree living off his rapidly dying-off connections, Sam; and our big dog, Frank. Frank is a dick. Mid-50s, bald, barrel chested, and profane. He also closed nearly 46 million in sales last year, which at an average of 2% on commission, put his income at almost seven figures. For what it’s worth, despite being his boss, I make about 10% of that. You’d think that given that, he’d be chill about losing out on a two-million-dollar contract that I had to reject because he’d used a bad term sheet. The client saw it as a bait and switch. Frank claimed it was just a paperwork mistake, but I knew it would never hold up under review and might get us dragged into court. It was bad for our reputation, so I spiked it.
So this is not one of the better days. Frank is red-faced when he comes into my office to complain. “Listen you little motherfucker, this is a good deal.” He waves around the rejected contract. “What the fuck is the matter with you?”
I put my hands up to try to calm him down. “Frank, I’m sorry, I didn’t have any--”
“Bullshit! You fucking corporate assholes don’t know shit about closing a fucking deal. Go to your fucking fancy schools and then you come in here and fuck with my livelihood. You ever close a deal?”
This is the first time I’ve heard U. Mass referred to as a “fancy school.” I feel myself about to grin, but know it will just set him off. I nod sadly instead.
“I understand your frustration, but --”
“Did you ever fucking close a deal? You know how much work goes into it? All the ball licking and ass kissing you need to do?
“I appreciate all your hard --”
He cuts me off again. “Don’t patronize me you little cocksucker. What’s this fucking about? You trying to push me out? Set shit up for your affirmative action cases? Corporate give you a piece of the action if enough of office sales are black and tan?”
I flinch at that. Troy is African-American and Ramon Hispanic, and the office has been riven by tensions since I hired them, with Frank whipping the other salesmen, all white, into a periodic frenzy over what he considers “social justice warrior, politically correct bullshit.” Every time they close a deal, Frank convinces the others that is money out of their wallets.
I manage to suppress my anger. In truth, I’m not just protecting the company. I’m protecting him. Some of his deals are dicey enough that he could end up in real trouble over them. But there’s no upside in getting into a shouting match with the guy. Keep it calm and cool, water off a duck’s back. It’s been my policy from the beginning and I’m holding to it.
“You know I’m not. You’re the star of the office. Everyone knows that. If I encourage you to work with Troy and Ramon, it’s only so they can learn from the master.”
I wince inside. I’ve ladled it on too thick. He slams his palms down on the table. Physical intimidation is part of his shtick. Though not particularly tall, he’s got thick arms, and his affect is pure menace. I don’t think he’d ever actually attack me, but knowing that intellectually doesn’t exactly provide reassurance when he’s stomping around like an enraged bull.
“I know what you’re up to, Teddy. We all know. Your time is coming.”
I force a smile. “I hear what you’re saying, and --”
But he doesn’t remain long enough to listen, instead he wheels around, strides out of my office and slams my door so hard that my whiteboard calendar falls off the wall. I place the rejected contract into my bulging folder with Frank’s other rejects.
They didn’t teach me about any of this in my undergrad business classes.




Chapter Two
After a tough day at work, Mia is my beacon of light. We met at school, in an art course I was taking to knock out a distribution requirement and that she was taking as part of her major. I was smitten instantly. Lithe, blonde, delicate, almost elfin, with pale skin and a little button nose. She looks a little like a Disney princess, and I always want to treat her like one.
She’s a writer, or at least aspires to be one. She’s working on a novel about a young woman, Estelle, who lives in a French chateau, but longs to work with the poor. Her prose is lush, curling tendrils of words that conjure precisely calibrated sights and sound, though it helps that I have an active imagination. Still, I am sure that she will win a wide audience one day, and I like the idea that I can support her as she creates art. Even when she periodically talks about giving up and getting a “real” job, I put my foot down. She has too much talent to waste in an office.
I won her over slowly. We studied together, then went on actual dates, weeks before we even kissed. It was a bit of a throwback. While our friends were falling into bed in drunken hookups, we were walking through museums hand-in-hand.
It was three months before we first made love. She was a virgin, and I was nearly so. We went slowly, gingerly, me stopping often to make sure she was okay with going further. She was afraid of seeming naive, and assured me she was ready, but I know she appreciated the consideration.
And indeed, it worked out. We got married right out of college, six years ago now, and have been happy ever since.
Mia is a wonderful cook. We’re vegetarians, and she’s willing to put in the effort to make inventive, delicious meals. When I come home, she’s usually in the kitchen. Onions browning in the pan, Mia hard at work chopping and slicing and julienning vegetables to ensure just the right consistency in whatever she’s making.
I walk in and kiss her cheek.
“I’m going to go change,” I say.
“Good day at work?”
I sigh. “I’ll tell you later.”
Our house is small. Two bedrooms and a den. We’ll grow out of it once we have kids, though that is probably still a few years off, but for now it is perfect. Cute, tidy, and bright. When she’s not writing, Mia likes to search out quirky antiques to give character to the space. I change out of my suit and into jeans and a tee shirt. I’m slender like she is, my hair light brown, my eyes hazel. We’re a cute couple. That’s the word people use. That or adorable.
Back downstairs, Mia pours me a glass of rosé. She has one as well. She puts an assortment of cheeses on the table, an appetizer while dinner cooks. She sits down across from me and angles her glass in my direction. I do the same. Air clinking.
“So, tough day?”
I chuckle ruefully. “Yeah. Frank is pissed that I had to cancel one of his contracts. And of course, he accused me of some sort of bias.”
“He’s a bit of a jerk,” she suggests kindly.
“You could say that. But I need to get along with him. Keep him happy.” I don’t need to remind Mia that given his sales numbers, the guy is untouchable. If we can’t work together, I’m the one who will have to move on.
Mia nibbles on a piece of cheese and then rises to stir the veggies. Her tiny butt looks perfect in her tight jeans. I feel guilty about sexualizing her like that, and I keep that sort of thought inside my head where it belongs. She’s my angel. No matter what happens at work, as long as I can come home to Mia, it is all worthwhile.
“Doesn’t help,” I continue, “that’s he’s hostile to the new guys.”
“Sounds like you need some team-building activities,” she proposes.
She scoops the veggies over brown rice and brings it over to the table. It’s delicious, savory, with a touch of curry flavor. I decline the diced jalapenos she adds to hers.
“I don’t think these guys are going to go for some sort of retreat in the woods.”
“So just host a happy hour or something.”
I nod. I don’t want to burst her bubble. Mia always wants to think the best of people, and I don’t see any point in telling her that there is no way a couple of beers and some nachos will tame Frank.
“That’s a great idea!” I say instead.
She doesn’t catch my lack of enthusiasm, and we finish the meal relatively quietly. While I clean up the dishes, she ducks into her study. I hear her clicking away at her computer. When I’m done, she has several pages printed out.
“Would you read this?” she asks.
“Always,” I reply, this time with genuine enthusiasm.
She smiles a little anxiously and hands me the pages.
A cool, crisp day outside, but the chateau felt stuffy as always. In winter, the air was stale and heavy with the scent of charred wood. In the summer, the heat was still and stifling. In spring, a pungent mustiness floated invisibly on the ceaseless drafts. And even in fall, when the weather outside was dry and glorious, sunny and crisp, inside was heavy and dusty. Drapes and carpets  trapping the scent of decay, an oppressive blanket that turned moments of joy to hours of anxious tension.

Estelle sat in her window seat, the casement wide open, watching birds circle over the dark woods, light and free. The cushion on which she sat was worn with time, the edges frayed by her restless fingers. The window frames were bowed with age, difficult to open, painted white, in thick layers creating a textured plain of ridges and valleys. She followed one gulley on its path, her favorite, long and curving, to its abrupt end as it ran into the moulding. Estelle glanced out at the manicured lawn, a perfect moat of green right up to the edges of the forest, so thick that the trees seemed to form an almost impenetrable barrier.

“Estelle?” her father’s voice boomed from the floor below.

She sighed. And straightened. And willed her lips into a smile.

“Yes, Papa?”

When I am done with the pages, I find her in the bedroom reading.
“It is beautiful,” I say.
She smiles slightly. “Thank you. What do you think of Estelle?”
I shrug. “I mean, she’s young, and well, you know, she’s so gloomy, but really she’s living in this beautiful home, and her father dotes on her. I suspect in a few years when she gets older, she’ll look back on these years as some of the best in her life.”
Mia’s smile falters a bit. “So you think she’s, like, naive? Doesn’t really know what’s best for her?”
“Well, isn’t she? I don’t mean that in a bad way. I think it’s great that she wants to change the world, but you know…. I mean, in reality, don’t we all just end up getting a job, getting married, having kids, and the world is the world.”
She nods. “I’m not sure that’s a great book.”
“Probably not. But that’s why people read, right? To escape into something different.”
“It may be why they write too,” she replies.
I shrug. In truth, while I recognize her talent, my own reading goes more toward World War Two histories and science fiction. Give me a rousing space battle over a snoozing, navel-gazer.
I brush my teeth and get ready for bed. When I climb in, Mia turns out the lights and rolls to her side. I cuddle up behind her. I love this woman. Love the way she smells and feels. And I want her too. Pressed up against her firm butt, my hand cupping a pert breast, I am very conscious of her physical charms. I sometimes seek out her doppelgangers online, those innocent looking, young cuties, who nevertheless seem capable of taking on all comers. The contrast with Mia is astounding. How can women so similar physically be so different in behavior?
Through her cotton top, I tease her nipple. She responds by wiggling her bottom, and I know she’s game. I reach under her tee shirt and rub her flat belly. I kiss her nape and palm her butt. She thrusts back against me. I’m hard, and for a moment I imagine yanking down her bottoms, and taking her from behind, like a whore, but that’s one of those porn girls, not my Mia. Instead, I coax her to turn around. We kiss, gently at first, almost tentatively, but then with greater passion. She drops her hands between us and strokes my cock.
I peel off her shirt, and massage her back. Her skin is so warm and soft. I trace her spine with my fingertips. She lets out a little mewl of pleasure. She rolls over, and I kiss her perfect, pale, little nipples. She moans and reaches into my PJ bottoms. She begins to stroke me up and down. I slip my hand into her panties, running my fingers through her closely trimmed, downy muff. I find her sex. She’s very wet, and that always shocks me a little. She’s so demure and angelic that her arousal feels dissonant. She strokes me harder, and we shed our clothes. We kiss again, and she pulls me on top of her, her legs spread wide to accommodate me. And then I’m inside her. Her pussy is a tight, velvety sleeve. Even after the better part of a decade together, I still have to concentrate to keep from coming too soon. More kissing. We don’t talk as we move together with practiced ease. I give her shallow, little strokes that tease her clit. She moans louder, her arms wrapped around me, squeezing me tight, and I feel her pussy spasm as she comes. I’m not far behind. I thrust in deeper. She gasps. And then I’m coming as well.




Chapter Three
Despite the Irish name and the Guinness on tap, there is little Irish about Paddy’s bar. It’s an open space, with high ceilings, and the menu has chicken wings and nachos, but no cabbage or corned beef in sight.
The invitation noted that I was picking up the tab, and I was pretty sure that would be enough to ensure a good turnout. At Mia’s suggestion, I also invited the guys to bring their significant others as well in the hopes that having the wives around would create a less fraught environment.
It doesn’t work. Troy brings his wife, and Ramon his girlfriend. Angelique, Maria, and Mia chat together. Troy and Ramon are talking World Cup soccer. But Martin, Greg, and Sam are clustered around Frank who’s holding court with his theories about precisely who and what is responsible for the fact that America is currently less than great.
I catch Mia as she’s delivering a tray of nachos to Troy and Ramon.
“This isn’t working.”
She surveys the separate cliques.
“Hmmm. Let me try.”
I watch as she strides over to Frank’s cluster. The men regard her with patronizing amusement. She holds out her hand to introduce herself. Martin shoots me an impressed glance. My wife is prettier than they had suspected. I’m not sure how that’s going to play out. I try to keep an eye on things as I join Troy, Ramon, and their better halves. I needn’t have worried. Mia always puts people at ease, and soon I hear laughter from her little group. At least they seem to have moved on from politics.
After another round of drinks, it’s obvious that Mia is a hit. Frank says something, and she nods. Then I watch as they walk over to us, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder.
He’s grinning as he joins us. Troy and Ramon stiffen a bit, but Frank barely seems to notice them.
“Mia was just telling us the story of your trip to Bermuda.”
I force a smile. It is a funny yarn, even if it is at my expense. Long story short, we rented scooters, but I drove mine into an embankment. I got it out, but not before losing a shoe in some oozing mud and getting stung on the neck by some sort of mutant bee or something, which led to a baseball-sized knot and hives all over my body.
“So much for off-roading,” I say.
“You don’t seem like the outdoorsy kind of guy,” Frank says.
Ramon joins in, “Naw, Teddy just needs to grow out a big mountain man beard and spend some time in the woods.”
“Have you seen Teddy try to grow a beard?” Mia asks.
“Ha ha,” I say.
I’m a little annoyed, but Ramon and Frank are on the same side, and that was the point of the happy hour in the first place. Tweaking the boss is a time-tested team-building activity. So I suck it up, even when Troy jumps in as well.
Another round of drinks, and the groups mix some more. I have to admit, Mia’s idea seems to have worked. I don’t know how it’ll carry over to the office, but it does feel like we’ve made progress on defusing office tensions.
***
We’re back at home, and Mia is uncharacteristically tipsy. Usually at gatherings, she’ll order a Sprite or something, and people will just assume she’s drinking a vodka-soda or gin-and-tonic. But tonight she had a couple of beers, and much to my surprise, when Frank brought over a tray of tequila shots to close out the evening, my wife partook.
She’s chirping happily. “Your office seems fun. I don’t know why you’re always so down on them.”
“They’re not always as jolly as when they’re drinking free beers… and shots.”
Mia ignores my veiled reproach. “They’re under a lot of pressure. I mean, I know you know that, but it has to be scary not to have an actual salary to fall back on.”
We shift into the kitchen. Mia opens the dishwasher and starts handing me clean dishes to put away. I’m still thinking about her last comment. Despite being on salary, I know a little about pressure. Still, I bite my tongue.
“Well,” I say, “it has pros and cons. You’d be shocked to hear what Frank makes.”
She rolls her eyes. “Is it $947,000?”
I can’t contain my surprise. She giggles and continues, “I doubt anyone who spends any time with him doesn’t know. It’s virtually the first thing out his mouth.”
I seethe quietly at Frank’s crude attempt to impress my wife. 
She continues, “You know the pressure of the job broke up his marriage?”
I hadn’t actually known he was ever married, and in any case given his temper and sour disposition, I suspect work stress was only one of many things that drove Mrs. Frank away.
“You seem to have gotten a lot out of him,” I note blandly.
“Just talking,” she replied. “Yeah, apparently like ten years ago. Wife moved out West. He apparently has a kid out there that he rarely sees.”
I am trying to contain my annoyance. I’m not even quite sure what I am exasperated about. Is it that Frank is chatting up my wife, trying first to impress her with his salary and then play on her sympathy with a story of divorce? Or is it that I’m frustrated that Mia doesn’t seem to see him for what he really is? I choke it down.
“That must be hard. Maybe I can arrange some extra vacation time so he can go out there,” I say. It isn’t really anything of value. Since he works on commission, Frank can take as much or as little time off as he wants.
Mia doesn’t catch my deception. “That would be great. I’m sure he’d appreciate it!” She kisses me on the cheek. “Okay, laundry now.”




Chapter Four
Monday comes and I am crunching on paperwork. I have a trip to Lancaster on Wednesday, and I need to clear off my desk before I go. Frank walks into my office and sits down uninvited. I plaster a smile on my face.
“Did you have a good weekend?” I ask.
He ignores my question. “Your wife has a great ass.”
He’s letting me know that despite the beer and nachos, he’s still bitter. I wonder if he suspects that Mia has regaled me with their entire conversation. Regardless, it is a well-aimed stab. I feel a surge of anger, but I decide not to take the bait. I try to change the topic. “Corporate came back with a solid bid for the Douglass deal.”
He nods. He’s already seen the paperwork.
“Pretty little thing. Must be hard on her when you travel. All by herself. And me, all by myself since my divorce.” I suppress a shudder as I realize his revelation to her was calculated. “Maybe I should drop by and keep her company.”
He’s smirking at me. I pick up a stack of papers. “Look Frank, I don’t have time for games. I know you’re still raw about the contract. But it happens, right? I’m just doing my job.”
He rises. “Yup. What do you think? She could use a little company. Maybe a glass of wine. A nice little visit.”
I glare at him. He winks at me and leaves.
I shake my head. He’s impossible. I say the Serenity Prayer to myself and get back to work.
***
I can’t get Frank’s menace out of my head.
He’s a blowhard and so transparently villainous that I know he's not really a threat in regard to Mia. Except that I know she’s innocent, and she doesn’t have experience with men like him. She was surprisingly agreeable to him at the bar, and I worry that he’ll use her naivete and aversion to conflict to worm his way into our lives. It shouldn’t be an issue, but I have no trouble imagining him creating some pretext or other to get her alone. Maybe he’ll say he’s concerned about me, and ask to meet with her to discuss his worries.
If he puts his hands on hers, will she shoo him away? If he offers her a ride home after, will she know enough to resist? Why is it so easy to picture her with him, in his pickup, parked by the side of the road, his hand on her thigh, and Mia too embarrassed and full of guilt at “leading him on” that she submits to a touch, a kiss, more and more, no obvious place to stop, until things are too far gone, and….
I shake my head and try to clear out the image of my wife disheveled and half-dressed being dragged on Frank’s lap, but it is hard because he has gotten under my skin, and the scenario feels lurid and palpable.
I should have known better than to mix my personal life with professional. Although I have to admit, the guys seem to be getting along better. All six of them were in the bullpen laughing at one point, though they all got stone-faced when I walked in. Whatever. I’m not getting paid to be loved.
Evening comes and tonight Mia makes us Mojitos to sip as she finishes dinner.
“So how are things going?” she asks.
She wants to know if her happy hour was a success. “Morale does seem a bit higher. The guys were joking around in the bullpen.”
She brightens visibly. I don’t mention Frank’s visit to my office. I don’t need to expose her to that kind of negativity. So she’s pleased with herself, and because I like to see her happy I brush aside the realization that this is exactly the sort of reinforcement that will make her more likely to spend more time with Frank.
And sure enough. “I’ve been thinking. There are a lot of other great ideas. How about a Yard Goats game?” she says, referring to our absurdly named minor league baseball team. “Or maybe one of those river rafting trips, where you float down river with a keg in an inner tube?”
I smile. “Those are great ideas!”
She grins happily.
Of course, I know we’re not going to do the rafting. I don’t want Mia to spend any more time with Frank and the others, and certainly not while wearing a bikini. She has no idea how other men see her, men who don’t respect her like I do.
“I bet Frank has some other suggestions too,” she adds.
I sigh involuntarily.
“What?” she asks.
I shake my head. “Nothing. Nothing,” I mumble quickly. But she keeps staring at me. “It’s just, you know, Frank makes things difficult for me.”
“I’m not taking his side,” she insists, but it vexes me that this is even an issue.
“Of course not.”
She stares at me quizzically. I change the subject.
“How was your writing today?”
She gives me a shrug.
“I don’t know. I’m at the key point. Estelle is fighting with Gerard, but I’m having trouble getting it right.”
I nod. I’ve heard variations of this before. Gerard is the father in the story who is preventing his daughter from following her dreams. But Mia keeps writing him sympathetically. You sort of see his perspective. He just wants to protect his little girl, but to make the story work, he really needs to be more of an antagonist. But unfortunately, I tend to think he’s right. She is naïve and vulnerable. He needs to protect her, even if she doesn’t understand why.
“Don’t worry, you’ll get it,” I say reassuringly.
Later that evening, we go to bed, and I’m feeling amorous. Or maybe it is just that Frank has gotten under my skin, and I need to prove to myself that Mia is mine and no one else’s. It’s a Monday night, so not part of the routine, but surprisingly Mia’s game. We begin by kissing. Gentle and tender at first, but building quickly. We undress and continue to kiss, and then Mia shocks me by trying to duck beneath the covers. I stop her. She’s done that before, of course, but I always feel guilty about it. And tonight, with our mini fight about Frank in the back of my mind, I’m worried that she’s doing it just to make amends.
“You don’t need to do that.”
“Um, okay,” she replies.
We kiss again, but it takes a few minutes for that unresolved tension between us to dissipate. But when it does, we’re back to normal. I’m licking circles around her nipples. She’s running her fingers through my hair. She rolls on top of me as we continue her kiss. I knead her butt, and she rubs against me, her damp slit massaging my hard cock. She adjusts herself, and I slide inside of her. We moan at the same time. I cradle her hips as she thrusts against me. She gasps, and as I watch her features tense and then soften, I am smitten all over again. I’m aware that she’s very sensitive after she finishes, so I try to hurry. I think of the porn chicks who look like my wife. I think of how she’d look if we had the lights on and I could see her riding my cock. It is exciting, but I can’t come, and I begin to think about faking it to spare her. I’m annoyed at myself for not being able to stay in the moment, and I quickly realize the reason why. Frank, and his comments, and his worming his way into Mia’s consciousness. I think of what he said in my office. I feel a surge of anger as I squeeze her “great ass.” And then, before I even know it, I come, hard.
I roll over and she rests her head on my chest. It was nice, and I can feel the bond of love between us. But I’m also a little disturbed, my mind haunted by Frank. When I came inside my wife, I was thinking of him. That I had her, and he didn’t. It was a petty, distracted sentiment, but the truth was that I hadn’t so much made love to my wife as much as I’d been spiting Frank.




Chapter Five
I’m clearing my desk before leaving for Lancaster, PA. I stare at the blue routing folder on my desk. I sigh and then take a deep breath before calling Frank into my office.
He enters and his sour expression turns completely hostile as he realizes what we’re going to talk about.
“Ah Jeez, what the fuck is your problem now?” he snarls.
I pause for a second, trying to project calm. I try to smile.
“So, there’s a problem on the discount term.”
“Fuck that. I know what I’m doing.”
“I know you do. It’s just. Look,” I open the folder and pull out the order details. “See, these four items? They’re actually part of an earlier order, and --”
“That shipment got delayed, so we consolidated the orders.”
“Right, I get that, but those items contributed to hitting the threshold for both this order and the last. You can’t have it both ways.”
“Why not? Two separate orders, two separate discount triggers.”
“Yeah, but both orders rely on the same items.”
“They’re not shipped yet.”
I put my hand up. “Look, we can’t do it. Go back and tell them they either need to increase their order or we can’t honor the discount.”
He shakes his head as if he can’t believe what I am doing to him. “Fucking legalistic bullshit. You get some sort of kickback when you kill deals?”
I laugh. “That’s ridiculous. We’re all on the same team.”
I expect him to explode, but instead he says, “So, what, you’re just cheesed because Mia and me are texting?”
My eyes go wide, and he smirks. I wonder if the bullshit with the discounts was just a way to lure me into a confrontation so he could drop that line.
“What are you talking about?”
I instantly regret my question. I’m giving him what he wants by engaging.
He chuckles. “She felt so bad about my divorce that she offered to chat if I wanted. What? Didn’t she tell you?”
It is hard to believe she would do that, but I can see the trap. If I say she has told me, and he’s making it up….
“Mia can text whomever she wants. I trust her.”
“That’s a good attitude. A lot of guys married to a girl like her --”
“What do you mean ‘a girl like her’?”
He sees he is way under my skin, and I can tell he’s struggling to contain his amusement.
“Easy, Teddy. It’s just a pretty, little cutie like her, all blue eyes and innocent. A lot of men just want to defile something like that. Know what I mean?”
Of course, I do. I think of those porn videos I sometimes watch. The producers seem to take a particular delight in debasing girls who look like Mia. They put her in a room with a half dozen men, on her knees stroking hard cocks before taking them all in her mouth, her pussy, her ass. They pound her holes and come on her face. And she is there at the end, sweat, smiling, covered in come. They know their audience.
“No, I guess I don’t,” I lie.
He chuckles. “Then probably best you don’t hang around the bullpen.” He reaches out and takes the rejected file off my desk. He waves it at me. “Have a good trip,” he says.
His phlegmatic attitude feels like an even bigger threat than when he’s stomping around like an enraged gorilla.
***
I’m actually happy to be getting out of town. The confrontation with Frank has me skittish and I’m afraid of what I might say to Mia if I don’t clear my mind first. I need to be in Lancaster for the office staff meeting at 8:00 a.m. on Thursday, and there are of course no direct flights. So leaving early and getting a good night’s sleep at the hotel makes sense. I finish up work and go home to pack. Mia is in the den, writing. I don’t want to disturb her, so I just give her a quick peck on the cheek before leaving. 
I start a book on tape, a new management philosophy book popular up at corporate, and pull out of the driveway. I drive out of our cul-de-sac, and then up the main road in our little development. A right onto 305. I’m almost at the I91, when I notice him driving the other way. Frank, in his full-size, black pickup. He lives out past East Hartford, almost to Manchester, so this is way off the beaten path for him. And then I remember our conversation as I was walking out the door, when he wished me a good trip.
I hesitate. I’m being crazy. It probably isn’t even Frank in that pickup. Even if it is, it must be just a coincidence, because I know that he’s just trying to get under my skin, and that he won’t really go to my house. And anyway, so what if he does? Mia will bat away any advance with ease. But… what if he doesn’t take no for an answer.
Ridiculous. Absurd. Frank’s an asshole, but there’s no way he’d rape my wife. My heart is pounding in my chest. I reach the on-ramp for the highway, and at the last second swerve back onto 305. At the next light, I pull a U-turn and head back toward my house.
Now that I’m in pursuit my heart races even faster. Taking that U-turn is an acknowledgement that I am worried about… something. He surely won’t force her, though obviously if he does, she won’t be able to stop him. He’s strong as a bull, and she’s a delicate little thing. That summons a terrifying image in my mind. He slaps her hard, and then seizes her by her hair. She tries to fight him off, but he easily drags her up the stairs. He tears off her shirt and tosses her onto the bed. She begs for mercy, but he lifts a hand to strike her. She’s cowed and agrees to submit, if only he won’t hurt her. He smirks as she removes her jeans, and he drops his own pants as he approaches her….
BEEP!
I’m close, too close to an SUV on my right. I swerve back into my lane, and try to control my breathing. The lights won’t cut me a break. I catch every red, and I’m conscious of the fact that traffic is beginning to thicken. That he’ll beat me home, and….
Deep breath, deep breath. A semblance of sanity returns. He’s not assaulting her. But what is he doing? He’s a nasty, manipulative fuck. That’s why he and I are constantly at odds. He’s a liar and a thug, but there’s a reason he closes so many deals. He has a bully’s ability to target someone else’s weaknesses. And he knows Mia’s. She’s sweet and kind and a little naive. She doesn’t like confrontation. That’s how he got her to text with him. And he’ll use that to worm his way into my home. Then what? I don’t know. But I don’t want to give him a chance.
The traffic opens up and I accelerate. The last thing I need is to be stopped by the cops, but I also can’t resist pressing down on the gas to get home a little quicker. I turn into our neighborhood and then our street. I let out a sigh of relief when I don’t see his truck in front of my house, but then my breath catches when I spot the pickup in our driveway instead.
I can’t quite believe what I am seeing. He’s really here. He’s actually come to my house. I drive past my home, trying to peer in from the street, but I can’t see anything. I feel an urge to rush in, but I restrain myself. Surely nothing is going on, and bursting in like a lunatic is precisely what he wants. He wants to show he can spook me. He wants Mia to think I don’t trust her. He wants to make me behave like a panicked loser. I won’t give him that.
I drive back out of the cul-de-sac and up the next street. There’s a wooded lot that backs up to our house, and I park there and then quickly cut through the trees. I jump the fence into my yard, and let myself in through the garage door. I listen at the interior door for the sound of voices. Hearing nothing, I know they are not in the living room at least, so I kick off my shoes and gingerly slip into the house proper.
Now I hear conversation. Coming from the kitchen. Another quiet sigh of relief. The worst case, Frank forcing himself on a naked and crying Mia turns out to have been just a figment of my overactive imagination. That emboldens me, and I realize I’ve made the right choice to be low-key. Sliding across the hardwood floor, I press my back against the wall just outside the archway into the kitchen.
Mia chuckles and my heart sinks. I hate the idea that this shitheel can make my angel laugh. I crouch down, thinking I’ll be less obvious, and peer into the kitchen. He’s sitting at the kitchen table, in khakis and a work shirt rolled up to his elbows, splayed out, arm draped over a chair like he owns the place. She’s across the room, in jeans and a ribbed white tee, back pressed up against the counter, an arm crossed over her chest. But she’s drinking a glass of red wine, and I look at him again and see he is too, the bottle he apparently brought with him sitting on the table.
“Come on, why are you really here?” she asks.
“I told you, Teddy asked me to check in on you.”
She shakes her head skeptically and looks away from him. I duck back around the corner to avoid being spotted.
“No he didn’t.”
“He wanted to give you a taste of a real man for once.” He says it with a hint of irony that allows them both to play it off as a joke.
She giggles, and that’s like a kick in the teeth. She should be outraged by that, not amused.
“Teddy’s a real man.” She says it with conviction, but the giggle and the pause have undermined her credibility.
He snorts. “Yeah? Is that why you told a story about him whining like a bitch about some bee sting.”
“It wasn’t a bee, and he didn’t whine like a bitch. It was just a funny story.”
“It’s the kind of story a woman tells when she’s secretly longing to trade up.”
Now Mia snorts. “Yes. You seem very in touch with what women want.” Her answer drips sarcasm, but he ignores it.
“Matter of fact, I do. He treats you like a fairy princess.”
I peek around the corner again and see her taking a sip of wine. Buying time. Why is she humoring him?
“And that’s nice,” she says finally.
He smirks. “Nice? That’s the best you can do?”
“I don’t need to justify my marriage to you.”
“No,” he admits. “It’s just that I can tell you want something different.”
“Oh, is that right?”
“I can see it in your eyes.”
She snorts. “Oh please.”
“He keeps you under glass, like a delicate flower. But you’re not an orchid. You’re something else.”
“And what is that?” she asks.
He scrutinizes her until she blushes and looks away. “I’m not sure. And I don’t think you really know either.”
“So why are you here?”
“Just to give you a taste of what else is out there. Have you even ever been with another man?”
She reddens. “That’s… that’s none of your business.”
He stands abruptly. She jolts and glances left and right as if seeking an escape, but then she squares up to face him instead. She’s trying to signal that he doesn’t intimidate her, but I can tell from his smirk that he’s read her body language, seen her uncertainty and knows he’s gotten under her skin.
“‘Don’t worry Princess. I won’t make you beg. All you have to do is ask nicely.”
“I… I think you should leave,” she says uncertainly.
“Just ‘think,’ huh? Well, I think you should see what you’d be missing. I guarantee it’ll open your eyes.”
It should have come off boastful and pathetic, and landed flat. But he’s filled the air with enough menace and sexual tension that all Mia does is gulp loudly. She doesn’t want to look, but she can’t prevent her eyes from following his hands as he sets down his glass and reaches for his crotch. His back is to me, but it looks like he unzips his pants to expose himself. Though I can’t see it, I know he’s big. No man would play this particular card without being able to back it up. Mia seems mesmerized. Her nipples are hard nubs poking through her tee shirt, and I see her tongue make a quick pass over her lips.
For a moment I think it is all over. That my wife is about to drop to her knees and fellate this asshole. He’s thinking it too. He takes another step. Then suddenly Mia straightens. She tears her gaze from his prick and finds his eyes.
“I want you to leave.”
There is a moment of tension as he seems primed to refuse, and I wonder what Mia will do then. Except I know. She’s shivering slightly, and it is obvious that just saying those words took every last reserve she has. If he pushes it, she’ll surrender. I know it. She knows it. Frank knows it. My mind races ahead to a vision of her, naked on the kitchen floor, legs spread wide as he pounds her into the tile.
Instead he zips up. She seems almost regretful about it.
“I was going to take it easy on you,” he says. His tone is a facsimile of conciliation, but the message is anything but. “But when I come back the next time he’s out of town, we’re going to play.”
She gulps loudly. He laughs and drains his glass of wine. Then he turns and heads through the dining room for the front door. I walk over to the window and watch him drive away. I’m relieved and shocked. I know how close a call it was.
Then I hear a moan coming from the kitchen. I peer in to see Mia facing away from me. One hand is gripping the counter hard. She has the other snaked down the front of her jeans. Her ass is swaying sultrily. She moans again, and I think that maybe I can hear her finger squishing into her wet slit. Or maybe that is just my imagination. But I know she’s playing with herself. And I have no doubt whatsoever that she’s doing it while thinking about Frank. She comes with a shudder and a series of squeaking gasps and then melts to the floor.
I don’t know what to do. Some sort of flight instinct takes over and I’m scurrying to the garage. Silent as a mouse, I slip on my shoes and slip back outside. It is getting dark. The woods seem more foreboding than they’ve ever been before. I stumble to my car, and drive away.
***
It’s a long drive. More than five hours, and I’m alone with my thoughts. The book on tape does nothing to distract me. I realize that when the narrator begins on chapter seven, and I can’t recall a single thing the author has said. I switch it off with stiff fingers. I’ve been gripping the steering wheel so tightly that my hands are numb.
The road has a lulling effect. It is hum of my tires on the road hypnotic, and I feel like I am trapped in a lucid dream. I remember seeing Frank drive away, but that seems increasingly fantastic, and I can’t shake the sensation that he remained and that I constructed the denouement of his visit out of whole cloth. He saw right through Mia, and Frank isn’t the sort of man to walk away from that kind of opportunity. And then a moment later, the unbelievable part of it is that it happened at all, and I find myself wondering if I didn’t imagine it all. My insecurities conjuring nightmares out of whole cloth.
I check into the hotel, but I can’t sleep.
I go into the Lancaster office the next day, but I can’t keep my mind on my work. I’m a zombie.
I talk to Mia on the phone. She seems fine. But I picture her with him. Imagine them naked together, laughing at me.
***
My drive home is torture. I picture Frank in my home. In my bed. In my wife. And more than that, I picture her, sweaty, lost in passion, gasping his name.
I arrive. It is very late on Friday. Mia is waiting for me. She’s alone. There is no sign of him, and though I look everywhere for evidence that he’s returned. There is none.
Mia clings to me throughout the weekend. She bemoans my travel. I reassure her it is just temporary. I realize I’ve let my fears run away with me. Mia is my princess, so lovely, sweet, and innocent, and I love her so much that my diffidence got the better of me. All she did was invite one of my coworkers into our house for a glass of wine. She defended me from his slights, and asked him to leave when he started to get fresh. I don’t really know what happened after. How much was real and how much was just panic coloring my judgment. I don’t know that she played with herself. She didn’t call out his name.
We cuddle and then make love. It is gentle and tender. She’s still my Mia.




Chapter Six
Frank seeks me out first thing Monday morning. He’s wearing a shit-eating grin. I’m expecting him, but despite that I’m still caught out when he plants himself in my office.
“I spent a little quality time with your wife while you were away.”
I struggle to find the proper response. If I admit I know, he’ll want details of what she told me. I don’t want to get into that. So I minimize it.
“Funny, she didn’t mention it. Must not have been memorable.”
“I don’t get the sense that you two don’t actually communicate much,” he says. Before I can challenge him, he adds, “Or maybe she just doesn’t want you to know.” He pauses looking for a response, but when I give him none, he continues. “Pretty girl. So pretty. I doubt you’re really giving it to her even when you’re in town, but with all your travel, she needs someone to take care of her needs.”
I glance past him at the sales board in the bullpen. Fucking Frank is the top salesman not just in the office, but the entire Northeast. I’m on a tightrope. I need to manage him without losing my cool.
“I trust Mia. And we have a great relationship.”
He nods. “She has only nice things to say about you, even if she sometimes tells embarrassing stories,” he admits. “But that didn’t stop her from inviting me in and sharing a bottle of wine.”
I shrug, trying to be nonchalant. “Sounds like she was just trying to be nice.”
A grin. “But then why didn’t she mention it to you?”
“I’ll ask her.”
He stands. “You won’t. But if you do, make sure she tells you everything that happened during my visit.”
I stare at him blankly. He walks to the door and then stops and turns. “We’ve been making some plans, your princess and me. For the next time you’re out of town. Make sure to ask her about that too.”
He doesn’t need to spell it out. He’s already told me they text, and in truth, that would help explain why she let him into our house in the first place. Could they really be making plans to see each other? I don’t doubt that he might be suggesting it. I can only hope she firmly rebuffs him.
***
I don’t ask Mia anything. I know what happened, what might still be happening, and I don’t need to embarrass her. There is no good outcome in either case. Either she edits out the lurid culmination of his visit or she admits it. Neither is appealing because if she edits it out, that’ll make me suspicious. But if she tells me, then I have to do something. And that something can only have one result: I’m out a job and probably blackballed in the industry. Of course, that would be a small price to pay if Frank had forced himself on her, or even tried to. But he didn’t. On top of that, Mia doesn’t need to wait to be asked if she wants me to do something. The fact that she hasn’t mentioned it means she doesn’t want to make an issue of it either. The only person who wants the discussion to occur is Frank, and I’m not going to play into his plans.
Oddly, the situation makes me feel closer to my wife. Though we don’t acknowledge or maybe even realize it, we’re co-conspirators. We’re both doing what we need to do to keep from giving Frank the satisfaction of getting under our skin.
Frank, though, keeps trying. He drops by my office regularly to try to provoke a reaction. He keeps asking if I’ve asked Mia about his visit. He hints at the big, dark secrets my wife is hiding. Then I overhear him bragging to the other guys in the office about Mia’s “hospitality.” I’m gratified when they doubt him. He insists proof is coming.
“Just wait until Monday,” he tells them.
Almost involuntarily, I glance at my calendar. Sure enough, I’m scheduled to be in Rochester, NY first thing Tuesday morning, which means Mia will be home alone Monday evening. Frank knows that. The guys in the office know that.
Friday afternoon, he pops in. Again he sits down uninvited. He doesn’t speak, so I do.
“Can I help you?”
He essays a grin. It’s creepy and insincere. I wonder if he’s even capable of a genuine smile.
“Just wanted to wish you a good weekend.”
It takes me so by surprise that I can’t help myself.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
Now he does smile, and it reeks of malevolence. “Enjoy your last weekend of her innocence. By the time you get back from Rochester she’ll be a changed woman.”
By engaging him, I’ve already crossed a line I had hoped not to cross.
“Stay away from my wife.” I say it softly, with what I hope is calm determination.
He’s undeterred. He leans forward. His muscular arms bulge. “Or what?” He glances over at the sales board and then back over at me, and we both know where we stand professionally.
He’s physically stronger as well, so taking a shot at him likely would not end well. So, I’m left with the fact that I still doubt he’d try to force himself on Mia, and it remains virtually unthinkable that she’d go for him.
“Have you caught her texting me yet? Or is she good at keeping secrets?” he asks.
I feel the color drain from my face before realizing it must be a bluff. I try to recompose my features.
“I don’t spy on my wife,” I say. “And I don’t need to.” But as I do, I get a memory, enhanced by time, of him standing in my kitchen, his big cock hanging out and my wife leering at him and licking her lips. A drop of sweat drips down my cheek.
“You don’t even want to know what we talk about?”
“I doubt she’s much interested in your bank account or whatever else you brag about to her.”
“We don’t actually spend much time on me. She’s got the more interesting issues.”
“She doesn’t have any issues.”
He chuckles. “She’s not the only naive one. Though at least she’s getting something of an education.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” I ask.
“Check her phone. You’ll be surprised at what’s on it.”
“I’m not going to do that.”
He stands, his hand subtly brushing his crotch. He says softly, “Enjoy that pussy while it’s still tight.”
***
Between errands, Mia asks me to look at a new chapter of her book. I read it out on the front porch, enjoying a lovely fall evening.
Estelle watched her visitor closely. He was handsome, though a bit scruffy, and very confident to appear in her bedroom unbidden, but not necessarily unwelcome. She lay in bed wondering how long he’d been there, watching her, considering his next move. She could tell in his eyes that he wanted to join her in bed, slip beneath the covers, press against her warm, sleepy body. She wasn’t scared, though perhaps she should have been. He could surely be dangerous if he wanted to be, but she sensed that he meant her no harm. For tonight, he was a lover rather than a killer.

Still, she jolted as he approached. And she retreated as he launched himself onto her bed, sinking into the thick blanket and soft, down mattress. He fixed her with an intense, unblinking stare that assailed Estelle’s reserve, breaking it down, tempting her. She reached out and touched him, her caress causing him to shudder and surge forward.

He began to purr.

I laugh. She lured me in. I wonder if another reader, less on edge would also be fooled, but it is a cute scene, and I see what Mia is doing. She’s introducing us to Estelle’s desires, in a jokey, deniable way, but it opens a new side of her. I wonder what she plans with this, and why Mia has decided to explore this part of Estelle’s character.
***
It is tight. Her pussy, that is. Mia rides me slowly. I love this position, with Mia rising above me, her slender body and perfect pert breasts visible even in the dark. We don’t do it like this often. I know it makes her feel “on display” even with the lights out, but tonight, our last night together before I leave for Rochester, she overcomes her modesty and offers it unbidden.
We’ve made love three nights in a row. I can’t remember the last time we did that. It almost seems as if we are both following Frank’s injunction even if we never discuss it or even admit it to ourselves.
Her eyes are closed. I wonder what she’s thinking. Is she reflecting on the same things I am? Or perhaps she’s just lost in the moment, just enjoying the sensation of me inside her? Or, I can’t help but speculate, is she thinking of Frank?
She knows he’s going to come for her the minute I leave. She’s surely thought of how she will respond. I’m certain she plans to reject him. But has she considered alternatives? Is it my cock she’s meditating on, or perhaps the possibility of his? Has she thought of submitting to him? She surely has. I suspect it excites her, even if she’s convinced herself it is a harmless fantasy. And I have to admit, it excites me a little as well in a strange way. Not the idea that she’d actually sleep with him. That scares me and disgusts me. But the idea that she’s considered it is, oddly, exhilarating. Like being on a roller coaster, a fear that is only tolerable, fun even, because despite the immediate sensation, you know intellectually that you are safe. Part of it too is that my frustration at my limited options to thwart Frank is matched by her ability to rebuff him. He can taunt me all he wants, but only Mia can betray me. She won’t. That’s not who she is.
She moves faster. I lick my fingers and roll her hard, little nipples between my digits. She moans softly, and her pussy seems to get wetter. She rises up, so that I’m barely inside her, and uses the head of my cock to tease her clit. She’s close, and I resist the urge to thrust upward, disrupting her rhythm. She comes with a shudder and gasps and then drops down hard on my prick. That’s all I can take. I come inside her, gasping.
She lowers her chest to mine and she nuzzles into my neck.




Chapter Seven
My mind is dull. He’s gotten under my skin and I can’t seem to follow a thought more than a few seconds before I am thinking of Frank and Mia again. It affects my sleep -- I can’t sleep at night, and I find myself nodding off at work. I misplace my keys, my wallet. I don’t remember if I’ve washed my hair in the shower. I’m turning into a wreck. And when I realize it, and realize how well Frank is playing me, I only get more spun-up.
I spend Monday debating something I already know I will do. Leave on time for my trip to Rochester or delay my departure to see what happens when Frank comes to my home? I make all the arguments in my head. I trust Mia. Frank is just trying to get my goat. In any case, I can’t watch over Mia 24/7/365. In darker moments, I say to myself that if my worst fears were true, I wouldn’t want to know. There is no reason to stay. No reason to skulk around my own house spying on my wife.
But when I pull out of the driveway, with Mia waving me goodbye, I don’t hesitate. I drive around the block and park by the woods. I slip carefully in my yard and then into my garage, and there I wait.
Maybe it is how Mia was in bed the last few nights. Maybe the fact that she is wearing a sheer, sexy, floral dress, the kind of thing she wears to go to a summer party or a dinner with me rather than to spend the evening at home. Or maybe it is just my denial crumbling slowly.
I pace around the garage. Every car I hear on the street draws me to the small windows in the garage door. In between, I listen at the door into the house, and hear the click-clack of Mia walking around as well. It takes me longer than it should to realize she’s changed into heels. My heart races. The last shreds of doubt become even more tenuous.
I should burst in. Stop it before anything happens. But I know I won’t. I can’t even imagine the words I’d use to confront her.
A vehicle drives up the street. Not a car, but a truck. It is loud, with a powerful engine. It comes closer, and I don’t need to look to know it is Frank’s pickup pulling into my driveway. I peek through the window. He gets out. He’s carrying a paper bag. He marches to the front door. He’s not the least bit furtive. He doesn’t even scan for my car, and it occurs to me that Mia texted him to let him know I left. Either that or he’s supremely confident. It could be either, of course.
The doorbell chimes. Mia hurries to the door. I hear the eagerness in her rapid footsteps. How can this be? What could Mia possibly see in Frank? He’s crude and boorish. Cruel and rude. Greedy and selfish. He’s richer than we are. And… he has a bigger cock than I do. I don’t know that for sure, but I do. And right at that moment, I realize what he was taunting me to search for on Mia’s phone. They may have started texting about his failed marriage, but by now they are sexting, or at least she is receiving his dick pics and not protesting.
That’s where my search for explanations breaks down, because I know, know completely and deeply in my heart that can’t be all of it. She can’t just be attracted to his fat wallet and large penis, and if she is, then she’s not the woman I think she is.
In my distraction, I almost lose track of time. How long has it been since I heard the doorbell ring? Seconds? Minutes? I listen at the door to the house, and hearing nothing I gently crack it open. As before, I can tell they’re in the kitchen, so I creep over to my listening post just outside. I peek in. It is almost as if they are continuing last week’s encounter. As before, she’s leaning back against the counter by the sink, and he again splayed out at our breakfast table.
“So, what did you bring this time?” she asks.
He smirks and pats his crotch.
She chuckles and says, “I meant to drink.”
He reaches into the paper bag and pulls out a bottle of Jack Daniels.
“Classy,” Mia snarks.
“Today’s agenda is not classy. Today’s agenda is down and dirty.”
He reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out two shot glasses. My mind is seeking a distraction, and for a moment I speculate about whether he carries those around all the time.
“Is that right?” She’s smirking, trying to act amused and a little aloof.
He pours two doubles.
“It is. Otherwise, you’d have told hubby about us. Otherwise….” he gets up and brings the shot glass over to my wife. “....you wouldn’t have let me in again.” She takes the glass from his hand. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t have dressed up all pretty for me, with those heels, and that tight dress, and those hard nipples poking through.” Mia lets out a soft gasp. He clinks his glass to hers.
“Oh?” she says. “Or maybe I just think it is sort of fun to lead you on.”
“Is that why you play with yourself while looking at pictures of my cock?”
“Who says I do that?”
“I do. And not only that. You think of me when you’re fucking Teddy.”
She shakes her head. “I have to admit, you are confident in yourself. Ever think that maybe you’re fooling yourself?”
He chuckles and downs his shot. He refills his glass.
“You’re a writer. Means you have a good imagination. I think you’ve imagined what I can do to you.”
She doesn’t respond. I can tell she’s trying to play it cool. It is maddening, because I don’t understand why she is humoring him, leading him on… unless he’s right.
“Your resistance is hanging by a thread. Now take a little shot and shred those remaining inhibitions, and I’ll give you everything you’ve been desiring.”
“And what if I say no?”
He grins and downs his shot. “Then you get to spend another week rubbing your little pussy raw thinking of me. And in the end, we’ll be right back here, you and me, just like this.” He nods at her drink. “Go ahead, Princess.”
She’s trembling, but she can’t keep her eyes off him. I wonder if there is some sort of hypnotism thing going on, but it isn’t that. She’s genuinely intrigued by him. Still, she’s unsure.
“Find out what you’re missing.”
“What I’m missing is in your pants?” she snarks.
He chuckles. “No, but that’s my price for liberating you.”
“I don’t need to be liberated.”
“Yes you do. You spend part of every day thinking about running away. About a different life. On your own. Free to do what you want… who you want….”
She blushes.
He continues, “Of course you do. You’re young and smart and hot. And trapped in a gilded cage.”
“Oh please. It’s not like that. And while I may not be sure what I want, I know you’re not the answer to any question I might have.”
“I’m not the solution, but you need something to break the routine. See, that’s the thing, Princess –“
“Stop calling me that.”
He smirks. “It gets under your skin. Good. But that’s just a start. You need to be shaken up, and I’m the only person you know willing to do that for you.”
“And the price....”
“Is only something you’ll enjoy as much as I will.” He paused. “Go ahead, Princess, take the drink.”
She stares at him. She should be frightened by this strange man in her kitchen, but she’s not. I watch as she slowly raises the liquor. I’d never seen Mia take a shot before the last few weeks. She places the glass at her lips and hesitates. Then with a sudden show of resolve, she throws her head back and downs the brown liquid. She lets out a small, barking cough, her eyes redden, and a couple of drops of Jack escape the sides of her mouth.
He chuckles and takes the glass from her hand and places them both down on the counter. “Now,” he says confidently, “lose the dress.”
She seems shocked, but she doesn’t object. Instead, she stands there mute.
“You are a Princess,” he says. “But you don’t need a prince to satisfy you, you need a Daddy to obey.”
“I… don’t –“
He silences her as reaches out with his thumb and dabs the drop of Jack from her chin, and then traces her lips. She doesn’t resist.
“The dress. Now.” He doesn’t yell it. He just says it, but it hits her with the force of a hurricane. She shivers and I see her reach behind her and quickly unzip her bodice.
He steps back to get a better view. Her body language is a riot of contradictions. She’s shivering, but her grin is playful. She’s scared, but loves the fact that she turns him on. She slips the dress off her shoulder. She’s submitting, but in her mind she thinks she’s teasing him. She wants to be both in control and not. Or maybe I don’t know what the fuck I’m talking about, and all of this is projection. But what I know for sure is that my wife is now shimmying her tight body, and that cute little flowered dress is slipping down past the swell of her hips and pooling at her feet.
She looks down and gasps, seemingly surprised to find herself naked save for matching, skimpy, pink bra and panties and heels. As if she’d had no role in it. As if Frank had just magically stripped off her dress.
He doesn’t smile. He won’t give her the satisfaction. She’s just obeying orders. As she should. No reason for him to be pleased. He reaches out and pulls her bra straps off her shoulders. She turns her head left and right to watch him do it, nary a protest from her lips as he bares her breasts. Her nipples are rock hard and darker than I’ve ever seen them, engorged with blood that is also surely flowing to her pussy, making it swell and redden.
He looks her in the eyes as he palms her tits. Her rolls her nipples between his thumbs and fingers and then pulls them hard, stretching her sensitive skin.
She grabs his hands to stop him. “I don’t like –“
“You don’t know what you like.” He brushed her off. “How would you?”
She submits. He’s aggressive with her body and she gasps at the combination of pain and excitement. She squirms at his touch, but doesn’t back away. She enjoys his rough treatment. Or maybe she just wants the experience. I can’t tell. There is no obvious joy in what they are doing, just need and desire.
He reaches down and undoes his belt. He yanks it out, loop by loop, and my wife watches with a mix of fear and excitement.
“What are you going to do with that?” she asks as he runs the thick leather through his hands.
He smirks. “Can use it for lots of things. More things than you can imagine.” He doubles the belt and slaps it hard against his palm. Mia jolts. “Spankings.” Now he unfolds it and wraps it around her neck. She shivers. “Leashing. But for now, grab your elbows,” he orders. “Behind your back.”
It takes her a second to figure out what he wants, but then she obeys. She reaches back and crosses her arms. He grabs her, spins her around, and winds his belt around her forearms. He tightens it and buckles it closed. She tests the bounds, and she gasps as she realizes that she really is restrained.
Standing behind her, he explores her body. He cups her breasts and caresses her shoulders. She shudders as his beefy hand trails across the front of her panties, and then slides around to fondle her ass. She presses back against him slightly. It is subtle, but unmistakable. He unsnaps her bra. He spins her back around. She’s standing before him, topless, her arms bound behind her, and clad in only panties and heels. She's blushing and her eyes are shiny with excitement.
“You’re mine,” he says.
She nods tentatively, but he wants more.
He reaches out and palms her throat. He squeezes and she lets out a choked gasp. He’s demonstrating his control. He can do whatever he wants to her, and she knows it... and likes it. He slides his hand upward, cupping her chin. He traces her lips again with his thumb, and then presses it deep into her mouth.
“Call me Daddy,” he says, cupping her chin.
She hesitates. Somehow, that is a bigger hurdle for her than allowing him to strip her and bind her. I can’t understand it, but it is meaningful to her. Maybe it is the difference between allowing him to do things to her, and asking for it. So far she’s been passive, following orders, but this would force her to submit.
“Say it!” he growls.
His tone is low and menacing. But the implicit threat isn’t that he’ll force her, but rather that he’ll leave her unsatisfied and frustrated if she refuses to surrender.
“Yes… Daddy,” she says softly.
He grins, satisfied, and he presses his thumb back into her mouth. “You’re going to look so hot with a mouthful of cock.”
He churns his thumb, and I can see her little, pink tongue swirling around his probing digit.
I am shocked at how fast this has progressed. Or maybe not shocked, because in a strange way, I almost expect it. Frank’s not conventionally handsome. He’s not charming. He’s a powerful, big-dicked, asshole. He’s the kind of man I’ve always feared… suspected… women desire. I’m disappointed that Mia is like other women… but why wouldn’t she be? She’s my princess, and his whore.
He places his hands on her shoulders and presses her down to her knees. She doesn’t protest. Instead, she looks up at him with what seems to be unbridled lust. She’s looking for his big, nasty prick, and I realize she’s been thinking about it for the past week.
He unzips slowly. He’s relishing the situation. My wife, bound and on her knees, submissively waiting to suck his cock. I know he’s memorizing the scene so that he’ll be able to torment me with details later on. How heavily she’s breathing, almost panting. The angry red of her nipples, swollen from excitement and his rough handling. Her blue eyes, usually sparkling, but now glazed and heavy-lidded from sexual arousal.
He frees his prick. He’s completely hard, and huge. Long and impossibly thick. Mia gasps.
“Never had one that big?” he says, though he knows the answer. She’s all but admitted she’s only been with me before.
She shakes her head.
He chuckles. “Kiss it.”
She nods and edges forward, her lips pursed as she gently kisses the head. His cock jolts and seems to grow even larger.
He eases back a little. “Do you want it?”
She turns crimson, but then nods quickly.
“Say it,” he demands.
It is a moment of truth. It has all led to this. And this is the Rubicon. The point of no return. She crosses it boldly.
“I want your cock, Daddy,” she says.
I gasp, never thinking I’d hear words like that come from Mia’s sweet mouth.
“What do you want to do with it?”
She smirks, sexy and lewd. She likes turning him on. It is a new role for her, that of the vixen. And she likes it.
“I want to suck it.”
He nods and moves again closer to her. She looks up at him and licks the underside of his blotchy, ugly, fat tool. She kisses the head again and takes it into her mouth. We don’t do this often. It feels disrespectful to me, so I’ve never actually seen my penis in her mouth. But now she’s slurping on the head of Frank’s prick in our brightly lit kitchen. It is shocking and disturbing. Not just because she’s my wife, but because of the incongruity. She still looks like my wife, innocent and delicate, but her behavior is at odds with everything I know about her.
Frank’s not enjoying it though. Or at least he pretends not to. He scowls. “You can do better than that.”
She seems wounded. She clearly wants to please him. “What do you mean?”
“Suck it deeper.”
“You’re too big. And I can’t use my hands,” she explains before getting back to work. She takes a little more of him inside her mouth. Maybe an inch past the head. Her mouth is wide open, straining to accommodate him.
He smirks. “Exactly.”
He puts his hand on the back of her head and takes a step back. She leans forward, her mouth impaled on his cock. He forces it in deeper, another inch or two, but with still half his shaft to go. Her eyes are as wide as saucers. She gags. Her face turns crimson. He saws his prick into her mouth. He’s choking her, and tears run down her face.
He laughs. “Don’t cry Princess, not your fault you’ve only had a pencil dick to practice on.”
He steps forward to straighten her up and removes his cock from her mouth. She coughs and gasps for air. Her face is a mask of confusion. No man’s ever treated her like this, and she can’t understand why he’s being mean to her. But I know. The man is a bully and he gets off on abuse. And what really scares me is that I fear she will as well.
“Back to work,” he says.
He again pulls her off balance, and she’s, as before, at his mercy as he jams his thick prick into her mouth. She gags and chokes. Her saliva runs down his shaft and onto his balls. Her face is purple and she’s desperately trying to work her arms loose, but the belt is too tight and he’s too strong.
Just as I think she might pass out, he releases her again. She can’t speak. She’s gasping for air and coughing. She’s a mess, spit dripping from her chin, eyes red-rimmed.
“You’re worthless at sucking cock,” he says coldly. “But I… will… teach… you,” he says, punctuating each word by slamming his heavily, wet prick against her cheek. “Later though. For now, let’s do something you can’t fuck up.”
He lifts her to her feet and bends her over the breakfast table. He stands behind her and palms her ass. She’s still trying to catch her breath, but I hear her gasp when he pulls down her panties. I watch as she steps out of them and spreads her legs wider. As I feared, despite his abuse, or maybe because of it, she still wants him. Wants more of him. Wants more of what he can offer her.
He examines her crudely, pulling her ass cheeks apart, handling her like a piece of meat. “Ugh,” she groans as he shoves two fat fingers into her pussy.
“Fuck, you’re a juicy little cunt,” he says. “You all wet for me?”
She doesn’t answer.
He slaps her ass hard. She yelps in pain. “Tell me Princess, tell Daddy he knows what you need. Tell Daddy you like it rough.”
When she doesn’t answer right away, he spanks her again. His fingers are pistoning into her pussy, squishing loudly. She gasps and replies in a throaty whisper, seemingly surprised by her own words, “Yes, I like it rough… Daddy.”
He laughs. “Well, then maybe we should try something special.”
He withdraws his digits. They glisten with her juices. She lets out a soft, disappointed groan. He doesn’t hesitate. He slips his hand between her hard cheeks and presses his middle finger deep into her ass.
She yelps and tries to rise up. He presses down hard on her lower back and pins her to the table. “Please no, please, please no,” she whimpers. But she doesn’t doesn’t buck or squirm, and I wonder if she’s really averse or just thinks she should be.
He explores her ass with his finger. Another chuckle. “You’re telling me that pathetic loser has never fucked your pretty little ass?”
“No,” she gasps. “No, I’ve never. Please don’t. Please don’t.” Despite her pleas, I hear less panic in her voice, and I wonder if she’s coming around. If maybe she’s beginning to respond to the anal probing he’s giving her.
“So what do you want?”
He’s going to make her ask for it again. Mia is more than willing. “Please fuck my pussy, Daddy. Fuck it good.”
I’m lightheaded. Her words. Her attitude. This can’t be. Not my Mia. But it is her. Her tight little body and angelic face.
“Fuck my pussy,” she says again.
He chuckles mirthlessly and removes his finger from her ass. She sighs and I am not sure if it is relief or disappointment. He peels off his polo, but he still has his shoes on and his pants pooled around his ankles as he moves in close and rubs the head of his cock between my wife’s swollen cunt lips. She moans excitedly and her ass squirms. He presses down on her lower back to steady her and grabs a handful of her hair with his other hand. He thrusts hard.
“Aieee!” she cries out as he goes balls deep in one brutal stroke. She gasps for breath, like she’s just completed a sprint. “Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God,” she moans. He’s not even fucking her yet. That’s just from the sensation of his cock inside her.
“Fuck, you’re a tight little whore,” he says. He gives her a hard stroke. “It’s like fucking a virgin.”
She’s moaning and groaning. He starts to fuck her. Three hard thrusts, and then a pause when he slaps her ass hard. Her body jolts and she yelps in pain, and I imagine that it makes her pussy clench down every time he does it. He gets into a rhythm. The table creaks and her ass turns an angry red from his abuse. Her face is crimson too, and she’s sweating. The muscles in his arm bulge as he yanks hard on her hair, forcing her back into an extreme arch. Her tits are jiggling wildly and her tongue is flicking like a snake’s. And suddenly she lets out a low croaking sound, and her body spasms violently. It takes me a few moments to realize that she’s coming. I’ve never seen her climax so intensely. Her body seems to liquify, and he allows her to collapse onto the table panting.
He continues pounding her pussy. He spreads her ass cheeks apart, and I know he’s admiring the view of his fat tool stretching her out, and also her crinkled rosebud. I wonder if he plans to finish in her ass. And I wonder if she secretly wants him to as well.
Frank is sweating. His breaths coming in ragged gasps. He reaches up and loosens the belt binding her forearms, and wraps it around her neck. He fucks her harder still. I can barely hear her moans above the slap, slap, slap of flesh on flesh. Then without warning, he pulls out. He cuts short her whimper by wrenching back on the belt and dragging her to the floor. She’s kneeling before him, a sweaty, wild mess, and he’s holding the belt like a leash.
“Jerk me into your mouth,” he orders. When she hesitates, he yanks on the belt and she lets out a pained croak. She reaches out and wraps both hands around his prick. “Swallow it all.”
I can’t believe she’s going to do it. I’ve never come in her mouth, of course. And I can’t believe she’d ever allow it. But she’s leaning forward, her mouth open, and tongue sticking out. She’s staring at his big prick and jerking it roughly, and I can tell that she wants it. He fires a rope into her mouth. She flinches momentarily, but doesn’t back away. He shoots another stream onto her tongue. She rises up and takes the head into her mouth. She’s still stroking him, trying to milk every last drop. And when she finally lets his cock slide from her mouth, she smiles to let him see she’s drunk his entire load.
“Keep sucking, Princess, I’m just getting started with you,” he says.
She does. Her enthusiasm shocks me. She’s just swallowed his come, and she wants more.
“That’s it, Princess. I’m going to give you everything you ever wanted… and feared.”
***
I’m in the car, driving. The exit sign says I am passing Albany. I have no clear memory of how I got here. Just snippets. Stumbling through the woods. Mia sitting on the breakfast table, legs spread, still leashed, guiding his huge prick back into her red, swollen snatch. Speeding on the highway, catching a break when the state trooper goes after a different car. Mia crying out in passion.
But it is all hazy. My brain cannot quite accept what my eyes have seen. And so doubt creeps in. Is this all my road-numb mind constructing visions out of Frank’s taunts? Are these just illusions imagined of my worst fears? Or perhaps of my secret desires? That last thought haunts me, but it is the natural consequence the biggest mystery -- how could I have just watched and let it happen?
Rochester is a disaster. I can barely sleep and I’m unfocused. I can tell the guys in the office are talking about me. Is it just my pallor and the bags under my eyes? Or have they heard rumors that not only is Frank leading the region in sales, but also fucking the shit out of my wife?
Nights in the hotel are the worst. I call Mia on the phone. If she doesn’t answer right away, I picture her screaming as Frank pounds her little pussy. When she does pick up, everything seems fine, and I wonder again if I am losing my mind. But the truth is, I can barely focus on her voice. My ears instead are straining to hear what’s in the background, every bump or squeak becoming evidence of Frank’s presence.
The most troubling is the middle of the night, when I am somnambulant and disoriented in a strange bed and room. A twilight between wake and sleep. Dreams that feel completely real. I see scenes of Mia with Frank. It has none of the peace and calm of my life with her. It is loud and discordant, uncomfortable and jarring, there is drinking and music, cigarettes in ashtrays, clothes and shoes scattered on the floor, and any given moment can dissolve into raunchy sex.
I am following her into the kitchen, when Frank appears out of nowhere. He grabs her by the throat and presses her face-first into the wall. She screams and struggles, but he’s too strong, and she can’t stop him from yanking down her jeans, tearing off her panties. His cock is out and he thrusts inside her. She screams as he rapes her violently, but then I’m shocked to see that she’s enjoying it, reaching back to urge him on. I yell for them to stop. And they do. Just a second. They look at me and begin to laugh. I follow their eyes to the bulge in my pants.
I wake to a raging hardon. I stroke it once, twice. I’m so close, but I stop. I won’t… can’t give all of this even such a meaningless imprimatur of approval. Except my body conspires against me, and I can’t prevent a vision of Mia’s angelic face so improbably twisted into a mask of passion. I come hard.




Chapter Eight
It is Friday, and my heart pounds as I drive up the street to our house. I’ve been making contingencies the whole ride home. How will I react when I find Frank in my home? Will I drive away to avoid giving him the satisfaction of rubbing it in my face? Will I go in and confront them both? Will I split the difference? Go inside, pack my bags, and leave without a word?
I know he’ll be there, because I know Frank, and I know he won’t miss out on the opportunity to humiliate me. He’ll probably have timed it out, and ensure that I walk in to find Mia bouncing up and down on his cock, his finger deep in her ass, and that belt wrapped around her neck. He’ll finish fucking her and come inside her before acknowledging me, and then make her stand there and let me see his jism running down her thighs.
But to my shock, his truck isn’t there. And instead of being happy, the pit in my stomach gets heavier. Now I confront another possibility. One that is actually worse. I imagine walking into my house to find Mia waiting for me, eyes red, morose, with a suitcase at her side. She shakes her head sadly and tells me she’s leaving me. That she’s fallen in love with Frank. That he does things for her that I never could.
I take a deep breath and resist the urge the hit the gas and run away. Whatever the future holds, I need to face it here. I pull into the driveway and turn off the car.
I walk in the front door and find… nothing out of place. There is music, but it is acoustic, folk rock, and from the kitchen comes the aroma of roasting Brussels sprouts caramelizing in the oven.
Mia hears me and rushes out to greet me. I tense as she gives me a big hug.
“You’re home!” she says brightly.
“I am!” I answer as cheerfully as possible.
I’m looking her over, but I can’t find anything untoward. There are no bruises on her throat, her hair is silky and smooth, and she doesn’t smell of him. I am again at sea, because now it is not just denial, and I am no longer sure what I saw. Was it all a dream? A nightmare? And of course the evidence is staring me in the face. He’s not here, and the house isn’t a mess, and Mia is… still my lovely Mia.
And then it occurs to me, that it must all be some sort of twisted waking nightmare because I haven’t heard boo from Frank, and surely if he’d fucked Mia, I’d be the first person he’d inform. Not just inform, but demonstrate. He’d have sent me pictures and videos. Proof that I couldn’t deny or ignore.
The realization leaves me even shakier. I really am going nuts.
Dinner is lovely and I’m glad that Mia accepts my explanation that I’m just tired from the road. Though she does reply, “I hope not too tired.” That gets me spiraling again, because as tame as that is, it is risqué coming from Mia. We have some wine, and while I’m not counting her glasses, it does seem like she’s had a bit more than usual. She’s happy, and while I want to believe it is just because I’m back home, I can’t shake the suspicions.
We do dishes, and put my clothes in the laundry. I head upstairs and find her in her cutest sleepwear, a sheer shorts and tee set, orange and white, and only really sexy because of the way it clings to her tight body.
“What?” she says.
I realize I am staring. “Sorry, long week. And… I’ve always liked those PJs.”
She blushes and looks away. How can a chaste comment like that embarrass her still? “I wish you didn’t have to travel so much,” she says.
I nod. We’ve had this conversation before. “I know. But just --”
“Another couple of years,” she finishes my sentence for me. We’ve had this discussion many times. “As long as you’re okay with it,” she adds.
“I do miss you and,” I wave my hand vaguely, “this.”
She giggles. “I’m glad that I rate as high as the curtains.”
I laugh. I don’t know why we’re still so awkward sometimes. After all these years, it still sometimes feels like we’re kids and on our first date.
“Should I turn off the lights?” I ask. It is as close as we get to openly suggesting sex.
She blushes again and nods. She can’t even bring herself to reply.
I flip the switch and the lights go out. We slip under the covers and turn to face each other. I wrap my arm around her, she places her palms on my chest. I lean in and we kiss gently, and then with more passion. She rubs my chest and I slip my hand beneath her shirt and caress her warm, soft back. We kiss harder. Her tongue is more active and playful than usual this early in an encounter. So are her hands, which lift my shirt above my head. I reach into her bottoms and palm her hard ass. She squirms against me, edging her shorts down over her hips. Then she reaches between us and begins to stroke my erection. I take off her shirt and run my fingers over her hard nipples. She moans and I move my hand lower, caressing the underside of her breast, then her flat belly, further still, and I gasp.
She giggles and it takes me a moment to process what I’m feeling… or not feeling. But there’s no doubt. Her short blonde muff is gone. She’s bare, completely bare, and silky smooth. I want to turn on the light. To see it, to confirm with my eyes what I’ve discovered with my hands. But I can’t. That would be too lewd, and worse, I can’t let her see my expression, which I know is a grimace of terror.
“Do you like it?” she asks apprehensively. “I thought I’d give you a treat.”
“Um, yeah,” I say with forced good humor, though I know she didn’t do it for me. She did it for him. Frank. At his command. I picture him watching her do it, shave herself completely before slamming his prick into her naked twat.
“You seem to,” she says. She’s stroking my cock. It is wet with precum and I realize I am close. And it’s not just because of how she feels, it is also because of my suspicion about how she got this way.
With my palm on her smooth skin, I touch her slit. She’s wet. Very wet. She moans, “Oh God,” and pulls me on top of her.
We wrench down our bottoms, and I’m inside her. She feels different. Wetter and hotter than usual. Her pussy feels swollen and… looser. I remember Frank’s taunt and realize he’s made good on his threat. He’s stretched her out. Mia lets out a sultry mewl. My vision has adjusted to the dark. Her eyes are closed and I know she’s thinking of him, and his big cock, and his rough handling. Her lips are curled in a guilty smile at the thought of cuckolding me, of me naively fucking a pussy that another man has made his own. Of my come joining his deep inside….
“Oh fuck,” I growl as I begin to spurt. I come so hard that it hurts for a moment, as what feels like a torrent of jism squeezes through a too-small channel, and then I’m lightheaded though I still notice her pussy clenching as well as her orgasm subsides.
She giggles. “You should go out of town more often.”
***
Her new grooming has me rattled. As does her sexual hunger. We made love the last three nights before I went to Rochester, and have again been doing it every night since I returned. Or maybe I’m the one who is all charged up and she’s just humoring me.
I still don’t quite know what’s real. That is almost as distressing as what is happening between Frank and my wife. I feel like I am losing my grip on reality. Is this what madness feels like?
When we’re not having sex, Mia is sequestered. I hear her typing away at her keyboard. Working on the novel? Or sexting with Frank? If the former, I don’t want to break her flow. If the latter… I probably don’t want to know.
She finds me reorganizing the garage. I don’t really have a purpose in doing it, but it is a mindless task, and mindless is about all I am good for.
“Would you be willing to read a rewrite?” She’s holding a sheaf of papers in her right hand.
“Of course, I love reading anything you write.”
She smiles and leaves the chapter by the door. I pick it up and take a beer out of the spare fridge. I sit down in a folding chair inside the open garage. It’s a warm, Indian Summer day, and there is a nice breeze. The neighbors are out and about, doing lawn work, playing ball with their kids, walking their dogs. American suburbia in all its glory.
But as I begin to read, I’m transported to an old chateau in France. It is musty and damp despite the richly appointed furnishings. And although sprawling, with high ceilings, and massive windows, it is stifling and claustrophobic.
I’ve read an earlier draft, so I recognize the scene. The conflict between Estelle and her father, Gerard, is coming to a head. Estelle’s friend and mentor, Sophie Blois has come from Paris, where she runs an orphanage, to bring Estelle to the capital with her. In the earlier version, Gerard had barred the doors to keep Sophie out, despite Estelle’s entreaties, until finally Sophie departs, leaving Estelle to try to plot her escape alone. But now, he invites her in. While Estelle is packing, Gerard takes Sophie aside. He informs her that he’s purchased the land beneath the orphanage, and that if Sophie tries to take his daughter, he’ll have the orphans evicted. And when Sophie doubts that he would carry through on a threat so monstrous, Gerard demonstrates his capacity for cruelty by bending her over his desk. Covering her mouth with one hand, he forces his other beneath her corselet. As he molests her roughly, he warns her that if she doesn’t stop trying to recruit Estelle, he’ll not only carry through with the eviction, but he’ll also rape her. It is a brutal and devastating scene. When Estelle returns later, Sophie, stone-faced, rescinds the invitation to come to Paris, and Estelle flees to her room, bewildered and hurt.
It is a dark scene. Darker than anything Mia has ever written before. I can’t help but see Frank’s influence on it. When she wrote of Sophie’s mix of panic and shame, was she tapping into her own feelings when she was with Frank?
Later, she finds me sitting in the chair, staring blankly at the gathering dusk. She crouches down beside me so that we’re at eye level.
“So what did you think?” she asks.
“It is pretty dark.”
“Well, life can be pretty dark too.”
I nod as I suppress a groan. I’ve spent the last decade of my life trying to protect Mia from the darkness. To create a loving cocoon for her. Frank has invaded that space. Invaded her.
“Where does it go from here?” I ask.
She shrugs. “I’m not quite sure yet.” I feel like she’s talking about more than the novel.
“Mia… are you happy?”
She hesitates. Just a moment, but it is enough. “Of course! Why would you ask that?”
“It’s just…. Well…. You know. The book. And… um.,. my treat….”
She watches me, waiting for more. I want to lay my cards on the table. Tell her I know she’s fucking Frank. Ask her if she still loves me, and if so, what she’s doing. Admit that thinking of her with him make me hard and nauseous all at once.
“Maybe a little change is good sometimes,” she says.
I can’t tell if she’s trying to spare me, or if she too can’t seem to find the words to explain what is going on. So we’re stuck with indirectness, ambiguities, euphemisms.
“I just want you to be happy,” I say.
“I know.”
***
I walk into the office Monday morning. Only Sam is there when I arrive. After 40 years of marriage, I get the sense that he likes to get out of the house as much as possible, and the office is a bit of a refuge. He’s certainly barely making enough to justify the time he spends here.
He nods at me but does not speak, which is peculiar. Instead, he seems particularly interested in making sure the sugar in his coffee is stirred precisely. I’m perplexed, but then realize why he’s so keen to avoid eye contact. I glance over at the sales board, and in addition to documenting Frank’s impressive numbers, I see he’s also pinned up a new trophy, a set of pink panties that look just like the ones he peeled off of my wife’s ass before fucking her in my kitchen.
I feel the color drain out of my face, and I scurry into my office. I alternate between acceptance and denial. Well, not acceptance, per se, but rather realization that at least some of what I’ve seen between Frank and Mia is real, though I am quite sure some of it remains in the realm of my fevered imagination. And indeed, if Frank were to try to gaslight the office into believing he was fucking my wife, pink would be a plausible choice for evidence.
I wonder if there is more. It is 2019, after all, and nothing really exists until it is documented by a selfie. Has he been passing those around as well? But if he had them, wouldn’t he have sent them to me as well? If he was really fucking Mia, how could he resist whipping out his phone and taking a picture of his prick inside her tight, little pussy?
These dueling compulsions torment me. On the one hand, I’ve imagined so many tawdry and graphic scenarios involving Frank and Mia that I am no longer sure which, if any, are real. On the other hand, I can’t really bring myself to believe anything is going on despite the mounting evidence.
Frank appears at my door. He’s wearing the sort of shit-eating grin that almost has me believing he’s just come from my house, and that his dick is still slick with my wife’s juices. But that can’t be, can it? I was just there. So then why can I so easily picture her lying in bed, massaging her sore, shaved pussy as his come leaks out of her onto our sheets?
He sits down uninvited, sprawled out, still smirking. He has an envelope in his lap, and I wonder if those are compromising pictures of my wife. I rein in my curiosity. He’s trying to make me confront him. But I won’t give in.
Except, I do. “What do you want Frank?”
He chuckles. “You want to keep pretending, eh?”
Again, I want to remain cool and dismissive, but I’m rattled. “Those could be anyone’s panties.”
Now he laughs because he sees he’s gotten into my head. “They could be, but they’re not. I peeled them off Mia’s cute ass myself.” He pauses and the memory floods back to me. Mia, arms bound, bent over the kitchen table, his fingers inside her, his cock ready to invade her tight channel. “Right before I fucked her… for the first time.”
I’m shivering and my heart is racing. A heady mix of righteous anger and shameful arousal. I hope he sees only the former and the not the latter.
“You’re taking this too far,” I say, hoping it comes out as a snarl rather than a whine.
“I thought so too. But it turns out your little princess couldn’t get enough of my big cock. Such a juicy little slut, it doesn’t even really matter that she doesn’t know how to fuck worth a damn. But, don’t worry, I’m teaching her. Speaking of which….”
He reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls what looks like a silver egg with a green emerald base. It takes me a moment to realize it is a butt plug. He places it on my desk, and says, “Make sure she wears that before your next trip.”
“Frank, get the fuck out of my office.”
He grins but remains seated. “Oh, I didn’t just come in to talk about your wife’s ass. Got some contracts for you to review. I was, um, a little busy the last few days,” he says with a leer, “so I got the boys involved in closing some deals.”
He tosses the envelope onto my desk beside the butt plug before rising to his feet and exiting back into the bullpen. I follow him and slam my door shut. I’m shaking, and again, riven by twin impulses. To minimize: He provided no details and no evidence. Do I even know for sure he’s been with her? To wallow in it: I remember him fingering Mia’s asshole. I can hear her begging for his cock.
I glance over at my calendar. Portland, Maine, this week. I leave tomorrow. I have a lot of work to do between now and then.
I sit down at my desk and gingerly toss the butt plug in the trash. There are three deal packets in the envelope. For each one, Frank has partnered with another guy in the office. I don’t think he’s done that more than once or twice since I started in my position. All of them are his established clients, so he’s basically giving away some commission, which is very unlike him.
A little busy… in bed with my wife. Leading her around like a dog. Fucking her like a cheap whore.
The first file has him partnered with Greg. The second with Marty. But the real surprise is the third, where he’s brought in Ramon to work a deal. That spic, in Frank’s usual language. I shake my head ruefully. Mia’s bringing the office closer together than even she might have hoped.
Maybe because he’s partnering, the deals are particularly clean, and I’ll have no issues forwarding them to corporate. But all I can think about is that in these deals Frank is foregoing about $12k in shared commissions, a testament to how much he likes fucking my wife. If he’s even doing that….
The other work I need to do before leaving is at home. I can’t trust my own memory, so I need evidence. I drop by the Home Depot and pick up a high-def nanny cam. Hidden inside a phone charger, Mia will never notice it.
I set it up by the front door, with a good field of vision into our family room and kitchen. It covers the area around both the front door and the door from the garage, so unless Frank is sneaking through the bedroom window, I’ll catch him. I can’t bring myself to spy on Mia in the more private parts of the house.




Chapter Nine
The next day after work, I pull out of the driveway and park a few streets over. I pull up the feed on my iPad. The last two trips, I think Frank has come over right away. And sure enough for a couple of minutes after I leave, I see my wife seemingly anxiously peering out the window. Is she making sure I am gone, or is she looking for him? But after another fifteen minutes of nothing more than Mia puttering around the house, I begin to feel ridiculous. I start the car again and begin my drive.
I stop before I get on the highway, and I again spy on my wife. And again, there is nothing going on, even when I scan back and forth over the 30 minutes since I left. She appears once to get a glass of water, but mostly she’s out of sight, presumably at work on her book. I wonder if, absent this window into my own house, I’d even now be constructing lurid fantasies starring Mia, fantasies that over the numbing hours on the road would become indistinguishable from reality.
I stow the iPad away in the trunk. I don’t want to be tempted to check it while driving. As I pull onto the highway, dusk is slowly falling, and the sun is sinking in my rear-view mirror. It only takes a few miles before I start to feel that familiar sense of road-numbness. My mind wanders, and when it does, I think of Mia. Not the real Mia, but the one I’ve conjured, who calls Frank Daddy and likes to be treated like a whore.
It is a common fantasy, surely, among married men that their wives harbor a secret, slutty side. Maybe that’s just it. After ten years together, my mind is looking for ways to spice things up. Perhaps Mia feels the same way, which would explain the shaving, though as I think about it, even that begins to feel like it belongs in the realm of invention.
The hours pass, and I resist the urge to stop and check video feed from my home. I’ll be in Portland soon enough.
***
I enter my hotel room, numbly taking in the drab wooden furniture, the multicolor bedspread that is probably designed to be too hideous to tempt thieves. I take a leak and grab a bottle of beer from the minibar. It is $8, but after being on the road, I need it. I sit on the bed and pull out my iPad.
At this point, I’m feeling faintly ridiculous about the whole thing, but regardless, I connect to the hotel WiFi and launch the nanny cam app. It gives me the option of viewing from my last session or seeing live feed. I click on live feed and see… the same empty living room and kitchen I’d seen before, except now with fewer lights on as befits the time of day. I’m tired, and that almost settles it.
But not quite. Instead, I go back to the previous session and begin scanning forward. First at 2x speed, then 4x, then 8x. I catch a first glimpse of Mia that would have been an hour and a half into my trip. It gives me a little pause. She’s stripped out of her jeans, and is walking around the house in just panties and a tee shirt. She’s holding her phone, texting, and smiling. She pours herself a glass of white wine from the fridge and sips it as she waits for a response, and when she gets it, she shakes her head and laughs before responding. The text conversation goes back and forth as she drains the wine while sitting at the kitchen table. She doesn’t take any selfies, and there is nothing overtly sexual about the situation, though there is something in her grin, which strikes me as flirty and excited, that sets my stomach fluttering.
She pours herself a second glass and then retreats to the bedroom. I pause the playback and try to interrogate myself. What do I really want to see here? When she appeared in her panties, it set my heart racing. Was that out of fear or excitement? But I know what I feel as I prepare to resume the playback is definitely anticipation rather than dread. Seeing her prancing around in her panties and drinking wine has me wanting more.
She doesn’t keep me waiting for long. I scan forward another ten minutes, and when she reappears it makes me yelp in surprise. I pause the feed and zoom in on her face to make sure it is Mia. It is, though she is almost unrecognizable, not because she doesn’t look like my wife, but rather because the woman I see is so unlike my expectations that it is jarring.
She’s wearing more makeup than I’m used to seeing. Her lips are shiny, her eyes smoky. But I can’t focus on that. Not with what she’s wearing. I scan down and she’s wearing a cropped top, white oxford, unbuttoned, and tied off below her breasts. It’s not tight enough to produce cleavage, but she’s obviously not wearing a bra, and her hard nips are visible through the sheer fabric. I notice her flat, bare stomach, but my attention is drawn to her short, plaid skirt slung low over her hips. It stops at her upper thighs, exposing a generous expanse of leg down to her white knee socks. High heeled, platform Mary Janes complete the sexy school girl outfit.
My Mia is dressed up for her Daddy. I scan her up and down again, zooming in to capture more details. Her fingernails are bright red, and match her lips. Her wine glass is empty. She’s wearing a narrow, lace choker. The only incongruity is her engagement ring and wedding band.
I resume the playback and watch as she swishes around the living room. I try to catch a glimpse beneath the skirt, wondering if she’s wearing panties. She checks herself out in the hallway mirror and blushes and grins. She refills her wine glass and takes a gulp. And then suddenly she jolts and her eyes go wide in a way that suggests the innocent, scared schoolgirl thing isn’t completely an act.
She drains the glass and sets it down. She walks toward the camera, and for a second I forget the camera is by the front door, and think she’s spotted it. But no, she walks right past the lens, out of frame. I have a moment of panic as I recall the geometry of the room because I have a searing vision of what’s going to happen when he sees her dressed like that. He’s going to spin her around and shove her face first against the door. He’s going to tear off her panties (if she’s even wearing any), knee her legs apart, and shove his cock inside her. All off camera, which at the moment is the worst part of it because I need, once and for all, to confirm that I’m not losing my mind, and that she is, in fact, fucking him.
Then they appear. First her, swishing her ass as she walks toward the kitchen. Then him, as he ambles confidently over to our sofa. He sits down, and Mia returns with a drink for him in a rocks glass. She presents it to him with both hands, a submissive little gesture, and then remains standing before him as he takes a sip and seems to pronounce himself satisfied. They talk for a few moments, and then she nods.
She takes a step back and then spins around, and I watch in shock as she drops first to her knees, and then onto her hands and knees. She reaches back with one hand and lifts her short skirt up over her hard ass, and then gets back on all fours. She’s not wearing panties, so Frank can see her pussy and…. I pause the playback and zoom in. I gasp. Between her cheeks I see an emerald covering her asshole, which means she has his buttplug inside her.
My hands are shaking as I contemplate that. This afternoon, after I left on a business trip, my wife showered and dressed up as a slutty school girl. She probably shaved herself to be perfectly smooth, and then with her mind firmly focused on Frank and his big cock, she lubed up her virgin ass and squeezed a fat sex toy into her tush.
I jab at the play button. Her actions seem to have as unsettling an effective on Frank as they have on me. He puts his glass aside, sloshing some of the booze on his shirt as he leaps from the sofa and approaches my wife. He manages to extract his hard cock. He’s as big as I imagined… remembered… and for half a second I think he’s too big to fit inside her… but only for half a second because that’s about how long it takes him to find his target and bury that huge tool inside my petite wife.
Mia throws her head back and her body shudders. I wonder if she’s coming already. Frank doesn’t seem to care one way or another. He grabs her hips and pounds into her violently. I see the power of each stroke ripple through her body, sending her tits and hair flying. She can’t be enjoying this. It is too rough, too brutal. But after a few dozen strokes, his fury seems to abate. He stops, and she proves my assessment wrong. Instead of even taking a breather, she begins to move back against him.
She mixes it up. Hard thrusts impaling herself on his shaft. Quick shallow strokes to work the head of his prick. Slow, grinding circles as she delights in being filled by him. She twerks on his cock and then reaches between her legs to play with his balls. I had no idea she could fuck like that. And then I remember Frank’s boast, I’m teaching her.
She’s learned his lessons well, and she demonstrates that again when he slaps her ass. Mia immediately disengages and wheels around. She grabs his thick, wet cock in both hands and strokes him hard. Bending low, she opens her mouth wide and welcomes three ropes of come all over her tongue. She swallows his load and then wraps her lips around his cock and continues to pump his shaft milking every last drop into her mouth. The whole time, she’s peering up at him submissively.
Eventually she rocks back on her heels as he rises above her. She wipes the come off her lips and licks her fingers clean, which is particularly devastating because I know she’s doing it at least in part for show, and that her sole audience is Frank. She’s doing it to please him and to turn him on and because she wants more. He’s happy to oblige. He helps her to her feet and with his hand on her ass he directs her toward the bedroom for round two.
***
I check the timestamp and notice that the scene I’ve just watches actually occurred over an hour ago. I begin scanning forward, but they don’t reappear, even when I get to the live feed. I wonder what they are doing in the bedroom, though of course I know. Frank is fucking the hell out of my sweet little wife. He’s probably taken out that buttplug and is fucking her tight asshole.
I could, in theory, drive home and catch them in the act, but instead my main thought is that I need to put a camera in the bedroom for the next time.
Next time… I shiver as the implications of those words course through me. I realize my denial has been more strategic than I consciously realized because if I denied it was happening, I could avoid having to deal with it, which would allow it to happen again. Now that my denial has been shredded by the existence of archived video evidence, my first instinct is to see more.
With the live feed still empty, I scroll back to the encounter in the living room. I watch it. I study it. I pick up new little nuances. The way she brushes her thigh with the back of her hand as she stands before him. That eager little smile she gives him over her shoulder right before he plunges his cock into her. How she licks her lips before opening her mouth wide to take his load.
Watching it, I’m furious at him, disappointed in her, and hard as a rock. Watching my wife get fucked like a whore turns me on. The part that makes me craziest is when she gets on all fours and flips up her skirt. The way she shakes her ass… the sight of the buttplug base gleaming between her cheeks… the ease with which his huge cock slides so easily into her oh-so wet and ready pussy....
It’s an accident when I hit the mute button… or unmute in this case. I sometimes watch porn in my iPad and keep the sound off normally, and anyway, I hadn’t realized the nanny cam had a microphone. It does.
“Mmmm, yeah. Fuck me, Daddy,” she moans.
“You like my big cock, don’t you Princess?” he says between the slap, slap, slap of flesh on flesh.
“I love it.”
Then, as he’s staying still, and she’s grinding back against him, he sighs, “That’s it Baby, work that pretty little twat up and down.”
She's concentrating too hard to talk, but her little grunts of pleasure speak louder than words.
And finally, the gunshot slap on her ass. “Dinnertime Princess!” Which triggers her open mouthed jerking of his cock.
“God, you’re such a whore,” he says with a laugh as she slurps his cock.
My head is pounding as I click again on live feed. The living room is still empty, but I can hear them. They are in the bedroom, so it is muffled, but even still, I can hear the bed frame creaking and my wife squealing, high pitched and desperate, and I know he’s fucking her in the ass. Frank is in my bed sodomizing Mia with his big cock.
I come. It feels like a burst of flame behind my eyes. My pants are soaked. My head lolls back and I collapse onto the bed.
***
I wake up when the sun shines into my eyes. I’m still dressed from last night, my pants stained, and my boxers stuck to my flaccid penis. I wasn’t drunk, but I feel hungover. The iPad is beside me on the bed. I pick it up and scan back to last night. I watch Mia in her school girl outfit, see her flash her ass and take his dick, gape yet again as she swallows his come. It is real. This is really happening.
In the cold light of day, it is less exciting and more nauseating. We’ve been together a decade. I’ve never suspected Mia of anything. She’s always been my angel, my… princess. The word feels sullied. That’s what he calls her, but when he says it, it comes out as Whore. And worse she likes it.
We make love. Until recently about once a week. In the dark. Beneath the covers. But for him, she gets dressed up, puts a buttplug in her ass, swallows his come. I’m feeling angry and betrayed.
I shower and make myself a cup of bland, foil pack coffee in the room’s small, dirty coffee maker. I dress in fresh clothes and bury my soiled pants and boxer at the bottom of my suitcase. Despite the fact that Mia is taking Frank’s cock in all her holes, I don’t want her to find evidence of my climax.
I should eat something, but my stomach is churning, and I know I won’t be able to keep anything down. It is too early to go into the office, so I pace the room.
The iPad is still on the bed. I open the nanny cam app and click on live feed. Mia is in the kitchen. She’s wearing one of my running shirts. It barely covers her ass, and her nipples poke through the polyester. She’s making pancakes and humming, well-fucked and happy.
He lumbers into the frame in his boxers. I think I can see his big dong swinging beneath the fabric. He’s spent the night. It hints at a level of intimacy that is even more difficult to handle. She glances over at him, eyes downcast, but with a sheepish smile. In the morning sun, she has the decency to be at least a little embarrassed. He isn’t though. He walks up to her and palms her ass before slipping his hand between her legs.
“Not now, Silly,” she says playfully as she tries to slap away his hand.
“Whenever I want it, Princess,” he growls in response.
He grabs her throat and squeezes until she lets out a choked grunt. His cock is out. He presses her against the counter. He thrusts up inside her, and I’m yet again shocked at how easily her pussy yields to him. There is no subtlety, no affection. He just hammers her brutally. She’s shorter than him, and even on her tiptoes, his thrusts are hard enough to lift her off the ground. She’s grunting and squeaking. He plunges into her and holds it there, balls deep inside her, and I think he’s coming. But I’m wrong… she is.
“That’s it, Princess, cream on my big dick like a good little slut.”
“Yes,” she gasps as her body bucks against his.
He chuckles and then as he resumes thrusting, he adds, “I’m going to make you clean that shit up.”
Her palms flat on the counter she takes his deep dicking. She whimpers and mewls, but I’m not under any misapprehension that she isn’t thoroughly enjoying it. He comes inside her, and when he’s done filling her with his jism, she dutifully drops to her knees and licks his cock clean. She seems to take particular delight in kissing away any stray drops of come that leak from his hole.
When she’s done, she tucks his prick back into his boxers. He sits at my kitchen table, and my wife serves him coffee. Then she returns to the stove to make his pancakes. I think I can see traces of his come dripping down the inside of her thigh, but maybe that’s just a trick of the light.
***
Frank leaves my house early enough for me to get to the office myself. As long as he’s in my home, I can’t tear myself away from my tablet. But even once I see Mia escort him to the door, I have trouble focusing on anything other than the melodrama that is now my marriage.
The Portland office is pretty quiet. I really should be trying to get them fired up, but frankly I’m grateful for the time to myself. I still have a couple of days of paperwork to do, but sitting in their cramped conference room with stacks of files, at least I don’t need to interact with anyone.
I periodically slip away to the bathroom with my iPad to check up on my wife. I don’t see much of her, however, and the house is quiet. I presume she’s either writing or napping. I should leave well enough alone, but I can’t help myself. With the iPad now safely muted, I watch again Frank taking my wife from behind. Then I watch him fuck her pressed up against the kitchen counter from this morning. I come in the toilet and once my erection has gone back down, I return to my files.
At the end of the day, I stop by the Applebee’s at Nasons Corner. I take a booth with my back to the wall. I order a light beer and steak. I’m in public, so I should keep my tablet safely in my briefcase, but of course I know I won’t, which is why I’ve taken a seat with privacy, and why I picked up a pair of cheap earbuds at the 7-Eleven on the way.
I plug in to begin reviewing the day to make sure I didn’t miss anything. As it turns out, I did. The house was so quiet, because Mia left mid-morning and didn’t return until late afternoon. And when she does, it’s obvious she’s gone shopping, though it is hard to believe that entire time has been spent in stores.
My mind races ahead of me. If she was only shopping part of the time, what else was she doing? I have no reason to believe that their assignations are only occurring at our house. Frank’s been bragging to the guys at work about nailing my wife, and it is easy to imagine him going further. Mia’s happy to be his little fuck toy in private, but she’s probably more reticent in public. That still leaves a lot. Even short of bringing her into the office and fucking her on my desk with the door closed, there is a lot he might do to show off. Maybe it is just letting the guys see him palming her ass. Or maybe he has her meet him in the parking lot for a midday hummer. I don’t know, of course, but as much fun as he’s having using her tight holes, I know he’s also getting a kick out of cuckolding me and embarrassing me in front of the other salesmen.
I startle when my steak arrives. I glance at the screen and am relieved that all that is showing is my empty living room and kitchen, although I can tell the waitress thinks I am up to something pervy. I ignore her censorious expression. I have bigger problems, much bigger problems, than what some random woman working in an Applebee’s in Maine thinks of me.
I’m watching the live feed, seeing the sunlight fade in my home. Mia is still in the bedroom or bathroom. I hear faint noises. Footsteps, maybe some hums. I hear the water turn on in the tub. Though the screen just shows an empty room, I picture her showering, shaving her pretty, little pussy. I imagine her playing with herself while thinking of Frank, and then lubing up and squeezing the butt plug back in her ass to get ready for his thick cock.
It is dark now, and I’ve finished eating and on my third beer. I should go back to the hotel, but I'm unable to tear myself away from the screen. Then Mia rewards my persistence. Or perhaps punishes it. I see a shadow in the hallway leading to our bedroom, and a moment later the lights in the living room come on. My wife appears, and she’s a vision in white lingerie. Matching lace demi-cup bra and thong panties that shape and accentuate the curves of her tits and ass. A garter belt and sheer white stockings. White stiletto heels. The contrast of virginal white and exposed skin is maddening, as it is intended to be.
She walks into the kitchen. Her ass sways lewdly. This is not the Mia I know…. Or maybe I should say knew. Being with Frank has changed her. It’s made her… sexier for sure, looser too, more playful. The way she’s walking is joyful but also fraught. I can almost feel her excitement as she pours a glass of wine to chase away the nerves. She’s grinning to herself. It is anticipation rather than fear. I have the strange sense that this was always inside her, but kept suppressed. But why? Was it the weight of my expectations?
The doorbell rings and I lose my train of thought. Lose the ability to have any thoughts. All I can do is observe. She drains her glass and places it on the counter. She strides purposefully toward the door, pausing just for a moment to check herself in the foyer mirror. She adjusts her breasts to even out her cleavage. She wants to look perfect for him. Mia moves off-camera to open the door.
“Hey Princess,” he says.
“Come in,” she replies tersely.
He chuckles, but apparently lingers. I imagine her peering into the street, anxious at the thought that the neighbors might see her dressed like that, letting him, into our house. I know it is precisely that which explains his torpor. He wants the neighbors to see. Or at least he wants Mia to get worked up worrying about it.
Finally they enter. The door shuts behind them. They reappear on the screen, Mia leading the way, Frank’s hand resting on her lower back, finger dipping into her butt crack. I’m impressed at his confidence. The way he walks into my house, hands on my wife, not a care in the world. He owns the place. I realize that’s part of what makes him such a good salesman. In his mind, he’s always on his home court.
“Want a drink?” Mia asks.
“Of course.”
She giggles, which annoys me, because he hasn’t actually said anything funny, and I know it is just about pleasing him. As she sashays into the kitchen, he reaches into the pocket of his tan sports coat. He pulls out what looks to be a length of ribbon. White to match her outfit.
When she returns with the drink, he dangles the ribbon before her. She nods and then submissively turns around, crossing her arms behind her back. He places the drink on the coffee table and proceeds to bind her wrists, taking the opportunity to fondle her inner thighs and ass. She squirms at his touch, which imparts a sexy jiggle to her bottom, and elicits a sharp slap. She yelps, but it almost looks like she thrusts her ass back to offer it up for another.
He’s not interested though. He picks his glass back up and takes a sip.
“Ready to suck some cock, Princess?”
She spins around. Her eyes are wide, excited. “Yes Daddy,” she replies as she drops to her knees.
He makes a show of unzipping and pulling out his cock. Her eyes alternate between hungry gazes at his crotch and submissive glances at his face. When his fat prick appears, she licks her lips.
“You want it?” he asks.
She nods.
He tilts his head slightly. She understands.
“I want to suck your big cock,” she coos. Her voice is throaty with excitement, but it is unmistakably Mia. I’m sure it affects me more than him. He turned her quickly. But I’ve known her for years, and hearing that voice say those words is shattering. And yet, I’m flatly unable to look away.
He strokes himself for a few more moments. She’s anxious to take him in her mouth. I almost expect him to refuse her. That would be the ultimate power play. But apparently he can’t resist how good it would feel or the visual of his fat, ugly tool churning into her mouth, defiling her sweet, virginal countenance.
Frank steps forward, and Mia opens wide. His cock disappears inside her. Not all of it, but more than before, and she’s clearly more comfortable taking him deep. He grabs a handful of her hair and slowly fucks her face. This isn’t about asserting dominance anymore. He’s already broken her. This is about enjoying her hot, wet mouth. This is about taking the edge off and dropping a load so that he can really wear out her pussy and ass later on.
Mia loves it. She lets out little contented moans whenever he pulls out long enough to allow it. Her nips are hard and visible through her lace bra. Her hips gyrate slowly and I know that as much as she likes sucking on his prick, what she really wants is him to pound her tight pussy.
He amuses himself by thrusting deep enough to make her gag. She doesn’t struggle or squirm. She just takes it. And when he pulls out his cock and begins coming all over her face, she actually lifts her head to give him a better target.
“Damn you’re a sight,” he laughs. “I bet Teddy would love to see you like this.”
She doesn’t answer. He wipes the jism off her cheeks and feeds it to her. She sucks off his fingers while staring at him suggestively. I see his cock twitch.
“What do you want?” he asks.
“Fuck me,” my wife replies.
He helps her to her feet. With her arms still bound behind her, and his cock jutting out obscenely, they disappear into the bedroom.
“Ahem!”
The waitress is standing by my table. She holds out my check like it is soiled and she has contempt in her eyes. She’s seen what I am watching. I flip my tablet on the table. She drops the check and turns away. Red-faced, I frantically yank 3 twenties from my wallet and hurry from the restaurant.
***
My mortification consumes me on the short drive back to the hotel. It is bad enough that the waitress thinks I was watching porn while at Applebee’s. But I know the truth, which is that much worse. The porn I was watching is of my wife cheating on me.
In the room, I toss my iPad onto the bed. The jolt yanks out the headphone jack, and the audio spills out of the speaker. The sound of two people fucking is unmistakable. I recognize the sound of my bed squeaking and bodies coming together again and again. Above it all I hear my wife gasping and moaning. She’s not usually vocal in bed, but then again, I don’t fuck her like he does. He doesn’t just go hard, he goes long.
I stand there paralyzed, my pants tented, and my heart racing. There is a pause and then it starts again, but different this time. Mia’s sounds are higher pitched, closer to squeals than moans, and I know that he’s now in her ass.
I rush to the bed and pick up the iPad, but there is nothing to see. Just the sounds. They are enough. Yanking off my pants, I start to jerk myself. I picture my wife face down on the bed, holding her cheeks open while Frank pounds his huge prick into her butt. She’s red-faced and spittle flies from her lips as she cries out. I come violently. All over the bed, my pants, the iPad.
Shame surges through me, and I have a momentary urge to throw myself out the window. Instead, I close the app and lurch toward the mini bar. I grab the first three mini bottles I can reach and pour them into a glass. I gulp the vile mixture of vodka and rum. My head swims, but at least thoughts of self-harm dissipate. I clean up as best as I can and duck beneath the covers.
Sleep refuses to come. Instead, the iPad beckons me. I have no idea why its lure is seductive. Objectively all it brings me is humiliation and pain. But it is like picking at a scab. I can’t help myself.
I click open the app and am disappointed to see nothing but a darkened living room. Then the audio kicks in, and I am again at sea, head spinning and barely able to breathe. They are still having sex. No, strike that. Fucking. Still fucking. Or maybe fucking again.
Mia’s voice is almost unrecognizable. She’s throaty and desperate. “Fuck me Daddy, fuck meeee!”
She says it again and again, until finally even he seems annoyed, and her screams are replaced for a while by the sound of her gagging and choking on his cock.
I am not sure I get any sleep. I probably do. Dawn comes. They’ve gone on most of the night. Brief pauses followed by ever-more frantic fucking. He’s got the libido of a teenager. Or maybe Mia brings that out in him.




Chapter Ten
I am reviewing documents on pure instinct. The stack shrinks and at noon I am ready to head home. In the car, I log into the app and run the audio through the car speakers. But I toss it into trunk so I can’t be tempted to peek at it.
Things are quiet at first. I hear Mia walking around, cupboard opening shutting, water running in the sink. I’ve driven so many miles over the last year that the tone of my tires on the road is lulling and almost comforting. It is also something I can filter out, so that I can pick up the little sounds coming from my house. There is Mia opening the fridge. Now she’s padding barefoot into the living room. Her phone chimes with incoming texts. From a friend or from Frank? She giggles and I suspect it is the latter. I wish I could read the thread. Do they have an actual relationship, or is their communication limited to him saying how much he likes her pussy and her gushing about his cock?
I’m maybe an hour from home when the doorbell rings.
“Oh God, what are you doing here? He’ll be home soon,” Mia says.
“I want some of that pussy,” Frank says simply.
“We can’t,” my wife replies, but I can hear the smile in her voice. She’s tickled that even after fucking her most of the night he still wants more. She wants it too.
“Take off your pants,” he orders.
“Right here?”
“Now.”
I hear her unzip and then a moment later, I hear the slap of her palms against the wall as he pushes her against it.
“Ooof,” she groans. “I’m so fucking sore.”
He chuckles as he pounds into her, “You’re still getting used to being a slut, Princess.”
She yelps as he spanks her. “Yes Daddy. Oh yes.”
I expect it to be fast and frantic. After all, I might be home any minute. And he is fucking her hard. I hear their bodies coming together. Her frantic gasps. Even the sounds of his fat prick squishing into her wet hole. But he doesn’t seem interested in ending it any time soon. He alternates between her pussy and her mouth.
The miles pass quickly. I’m now less than 20 minutes away, and they’re still at it.
“Come inside me, Daddy,” she begs. “Please come inside me.”
I can’t be sure if she wants his load or just wants him to be done before I get home. She knows better than to mention me again, but I know that she and I are both thinking the same thing. That Frank wants me to walk in on him fucking my wife.
Do I want to give him the satisfaction? I know I don’t have much choice. She can’t resist him, and sooner or later, he’ll be able to engineer that situation. So why fight it? Still, I’m tempted to stop before I get any closer.
Frank spares me the dilemma. With a groan he comes in her mouth, and I hear her gulping down his come. Then he leaves and she goes into the bathroom. The shower comes on.
***
She’s still showering when I arrive home. I walk around the house quietly. They’ve fucked all over the place, but there are no signs. If I didn’t have the video evidence, I’d be doubting myself again.
I go into our bedroom. This is where they did the most of the screwing. I sit on our freshly made bed, and think about their sounds from last night. She exits the bathroom wrapped in a towel.
She jolts, “You’re home.”
“So are you,” I reply.
She frowns, not sure where I’m going. I don’t know either. Images, recollected and imagined, flood my mind. Sucking Frank’s cock. Bouncing on his dick. Spreading her ass cheeks open for him. I’m tempted to throw my knowledge of what she’s up to in her face. But even more, I realize as I look at her, I want to fuck her.
“Come here,” I say.
She moves toward me hesitantly.
I grab her hand. “I missed you,” I say.
She blushes and nods and seems eager to slip away. She was too busy getting dicked to even notice I was away. I yank back on her hand.
“What?” she says.
I run my other hand up her thigh. She shivers.
“Stop that, Silly.”
I don’t. “I really missed you,” I insist, pulling her down beside me to the bed.
She’s clearly anxious and uncomfortable. We have sex at night, with the lights out, and beneath the covers, and she’s not sure what to make of my apparent amorous bent. She leans away from me as I try to kiss her.
“What are you doing?” she asks.
“Kissing my wife,” I say as I lean in further.
We kiss and I can sense her hesitation. It makes me angry, and also turned on. She feels weird kissing me, but if Frank were here, she’d eagerly spread her legs for him.
She’s twisted awkward, and it is easy for me to push her over, onto her back on the mattress.
“Teddy” she protests, and then louder, “Teddy!” when she sees me ducking down between her legs. She tries to squeeze them shut, but I’m stronger, and before she can squirm away, I’ve peeled away the towel and am staring at her shaved pussy.
I peek up and see that she’s red-faced and mortified. She probably thinks that the evidence of her infidelity is obvious. After all for the past twelve hours, her pussy has been filled with Frank’s cock more often than not. But, it isn’t, or if it is, I am too inexperienced with the signs to recognize them. Her snatch looks normal, a pretty, tight, little slit, with a hint of pink folds.
I lower my head and lick her slit. Mia makes a sound that seems a mixture of surprise and anxiety. She tastes clean. A hint of soap and a tinge of her womanly tang. I probe deeper with my tongue. She moans and I can feel her excitement growing. I peek up again. Her towel has come open, and I can see her lovely, naked body. Her eyes are closed and her nipples hard.
I move up and onto her. She spreads her legs for me. I ease down my pants. My cock is rock hard and raw. I enter her.
She gasps. Though it isn’t obvious visually, now that I am inside her I can feel the difference. Her pussy is loose and swollen. She’s obviously sore as well. She winces as I fuck her. That’s a turn-on. Like I’m punishing her for being a cheating whore. It’s a dark thought, but everything about the situation is dark. She begins to roll her hips, fucking me back. Her eyes are closed, but her mouth curls into a small smile, and I suspect she’s thinking about how she’s pulling one over on me. Here I am, fucking her, when her pussy is still stretched and tender from another man, and I’m too clueless to notice.
For me it is a heady mix. I’m disgusted at the situation, getting sloppy seconds from my wife, even if it isn’t all that sloppy, but also weirdly aroused by it. Excited enough that although I’d like to able fuck her into submission, it just feels too good. I try to slow, but it is too late, and I come inside her.
When I come, she rolls out from beneath me like nothing has happened. Compared to how Frank fucks her, nothing has. I realize she’s become quite casual about sex. From the way she gets up, she seems almost like a pro. Cock drained, time to go. She ducks into the bathroom to get cleaned up, and when she returns, she resumes getting dressed. Simple bra and panties, a little sweater.
She’s looking in the mirror, brushing her hair. “Well, I guess you did miss me.”
“I always do.”
She pulls on her worn jeans, the ones that make her ass look perfect. But that is just a function of her cute, little body, not a deliberate statement. Not like when she dresses for Frank.
“Did you miss me?” I ask, realizing she’s never answered.
There is a brief pause. My question makes her reflect on the activities of the past few days. It must. How could it not? I feel a sudden wave of panic as I fear that she is about to come clean. I’m not ready for that yet. Not ready for the conversation that must inevitably follow. Not ready to hear an honest response about how Frank makes her feel. Not ready to learn who she’d choose if it came down to me or him.
“Of course. I can barely sleep when you’re not around.”
I wince at her double entendre and her evasiveness, but happily she doesn’t catch my reaction. Sooner or later, we’ll have to come clean, but I need to decide how I want that to happen.
The rest of the day goes by without incident. I have my post-travel routine: laundry, catching up on email. She’s working again on her novel. After dinner we make love again, and this time she comes, or at least pretends to. I can’t be sure any longer. I don’t make her scream like he does.




Chapter Eleven
Frank is in fine fettle the next day in the office. He’s whistling and laughing as I walk in. He’s posted the schoolgirl outfit and the white, lace lingerie set on the sales board. Marty and Troy are also in the bullpen. Back in the old days, those two didn’t so much as share a word. Now they’re chuckling like old friends. When they see me, they don’t look away like they did last week. Instead, their gaze goes from me to my wife’s outfits and back. I duck into my office.
There is again a big stack of deals to review, and even more are reflecting the joint work of Frank and one or more of the others. I start reviewing, and then Frank comes in.
I don’t have the ability to put into words what I am feeling. I hate the motherfucker. I grudgingly admire him as well. I wish I’d never met him. But I also wouldn’t want to undo the last few weeks. I don’t know that I have any future with Mia, but I also realize that the past was something of a lie. She wasn’t the woman I thought she was, the woman she perhaps let me turn her in to.
“You still in denial?” he asks.
I’m not. But I’m also not ready to talk. “Don’t know what you’re talking about.”
He stares at me, and it seems like he’s trying to read my mind. Then he smiles. “You like it.”
I say nothing.
He continues. “You like it. You like knowing that I’m fucking your wife. Fucking her like a cheap whore. You’re one of those guys who gets off on it? Or do you just like the idea of her getting down and dirty?”
He pauses and we resume our stare-off.
“Do you guys talk about it? Or do you just like fucking her knowing another man’s been there before you? Has she shared with you any of her new tricks?” He pauses his questions, and shakes his head in disbelief. “She’s taken to it like a duck to water, your little Princess. Like she was born to service cock.”
That’s something that shocks me too, and I find myself almost nodding along. It is what I want to know too. Has this always been inside her? Has any man before Frank been able to tap into it? I catch myself and again try to deploy a poker face.
He doesn’t mind my silence. He’s perfectly happy to monologue. “I wonder what would shock you most? Is it what she lets me to do her ass or maybe what she does to mine?”
It isn’t something I’d seen her do, but I know as he says it that it isn’t just trash talk. I think of her licking his ass. He laughs at my stricken expression. Having scored a direct hit, he gets up and walks out with a smirk.
***
Weekend comes and I go to the Lowe’s. Mia is crunching on her writing, which leaves me free to wire up the rest of the house with concealed cameras. I focus particularly on the bedroom, adding feeds from various angles. I even aim a camera into the shower. There is a moment when I pause to reflect on the massive breach of trust this all represents, though at this point, that seems like a minor issue.
I’m drinking a beer when Mia appears. She looks exhausted, and sure enough after asking me to read her latest chapters, she goes off to take a nap.
Despite Sophie’s betrayal, Estelle is undaunted. Abandoned by everyone, she becomes even more determined. Slipping out of the manor in the dark of night, she crosses the foreboding forest that bounds her father’s estate, her prison. She walks along the darkened road, anxious and fearful, the sounds of wild animals scurrying through the undergrowth, wind rustling through the branches. She hears a carriage approaching from the direction of her father’s main gates. She freezes. Is it salvation or a return to captivity? At the last moment she dashes off the road, and only barely in time. Peering up from the ditch, she sees her father’s coachman and groundskeeper waving lanterns from the seat, and she hears from inside Gerard’s angry invectives. Estelle tries to retreat into the thorny brush, when suddenly she is wrapped up in powerful arms, trapped against a muscular chest. An earthy hand over her mouth, the other arm coiled around her slender waist. “Shut up and stay still,” the man commands, though she has little say in the matter. She knows he could break her in half. And as the coach finally begins to drive away, she wonders if she’s been rescued or kidnapped.

I find my heart pounding as I read. I realize that in her mind, I am Gerard. I’ve imprisoned her in a fortress of my devising, intent on protecting her and keeping her pure, but in reality oppressing her. And this powerful and coarse man in the brambles is Frank. I know without even reading further that he will liberate her, but that her salvation will come at a price. The realization makes me queasy, but as with the videos of Mia and Frank, I am hooked, and I can’t wait for her to write the next chapter.




Chapter Twelve
Trenton this week. It is still daylight when I check into my hotel room. I was too anxious or excited or whatever to sit around, and at the moment I’m vaguely disappointed that Frank didn’t come to visit Mia while I was driving.
I pour myself a double from the mini-bar and prop up the iPad on the hotel desk. When the app opens, it takes a moment to populate the nine separate windows for each of the nine cameras I have scattered throughout my house. I’m aware I’ve taken creepiness to the next level, but my primary emotion at the moment isn’t shame, but rather annoyance. I have nine cameras in my house, and Mia isn’t visible in any of them.
I realize a major flaw in my thinking. Even though Frank has been coming to fuck my wife in my own home, in my own bed, there is no reason that this has to continue to be the pattern. It is easy to imagine him wanting to shift the game, summoning her to him. How better to demonstrate his power over her than to make her come running to service him wherever he wants. I shudder. I think about how he’s displayed her panties and outfits at work, and I get a vision of him calling her in, making a big show of pulling her into my office, and letting all the guys hear him fucking my wife on my desk.
I feel a surge of anger, and almost throw the iPad against the wall. Just then, though, Mia walks through the front door.
“Where have you been, you little slut?” I mutter under my breath.
I zoom in on her. She’s just come back from the salon. Her hair is trimmed and blown out. I open my credit card app on my phone, and see there is a $450 charge from Luna Salon that just posted. So probably a mani-pedi too. Maybe even a Brazilian to make sure she’s extra smooth for him. Is she in love with Frank? Just under his spell? Maybe frightened?
She hurries into the bedroom and quickly strips down. Naked, she pauses to examine herself in the mirror. She’s pensive, and I can tell she’s wondering what’s happened to her. Where the old Mia has gone. Whether she likes the new Mia. She runs her hands over her lithe body, palming her pert breasts, caressing her flat stomach. I know she’s sometimes thought she was too boyish, lacking the outrageous curves that men often seem to crave, and I suspect I’ve fed into that because my desire to be considerate in some ways mutes my ardor. Frank is an antidote. He may have originally gone after Mia to spite me, but there is no denying that he loves her body. She smiles and I wonder if she’s had exactly that same thought.
She puts on a little makeup. A subtle shade of lipstick, just a touch of eyeliner. I don’t know if she’s following his instructions, or just implicitly knows how he prefers her -- fresh-faced, innocent, corruptible.
The doorbell rings. She jolts and checks herself in the mirror. She flips her hair with her fingers, and satisfied, she exits the bedroom. She’s still naked, and again I wonder how much of this is her own initiative and how much is her following orders.
I switch cameras and watch from behind as she approaches the door. Her ass is perfect, and I notice, maybe for the first time, her dimples of Venus. She opens the door, and there is Frank. He’s in his usual khakis and polo, and holding a white shopping bag.
“Come in,” she says after a moment.
“What’s the rush, Princess?”
He likes that my wife is naked in our doorway, admitting another man into our home. I realize that Frank won’t be satisfied until everyone, coworkers, neighbors, and friends know he has turned my wife into his slut. He pulls her into a reluctant embrace. As they kiss, he spins them around, so that anyone walking by can see him palming her cute little ass. When he finally allows her back into the house, she’s blushing bright red.
He chuckles. “You like people knowing you’re my whore.”
She shakes her head. “No.”
He shoves her against the wall. His hand wedges between her legs. He jams two fingers inside her. She gasps. He churns deep into her pussy.
“Your cunt says you do,” he insists.
“I want your cock,“ she moans in response. She begins to drop to her knees.
“Not yet, Princess.”
His fingers still inside her, he pulls her awkwardly toward the bedroom. I shift cameras, and catch it as he launches her onto the bed. She lands face down, and looks back over her shoulder sultrily. Her legs are spread, her pussy visible, pink and enticing. She arches her back slightly to enhance the curve of her ass. I doubt she’s doing any of this consciously, but under Frank’s tutelage my wife has developed a whore’s ability to tease. He steps up between her legs. She licks her lips in anticipation.
“You want to get fucked?”
“Yes, Daddy,” she coos.
“Which hole?”
“Any.”
He smirks. He’s trained her well. He reaches down and gently caresses her ass. She tenses, knowing what is coming before I do, so that when he slaps her ass, she lets out a soft yelp even as I jolt. He chuckles, darkly it seems to me. He doesn’t like that she seems to think she can predict him. She wiggles her ass back and forth. More temptation, but he won’t bite. Instead, he steps back and reaches into the shopping bag.
He pulls out what looks to me like a chin up bar. Mia is equally perplexed, but she doesn’t resist as he pushes her further up onto the bed, and then attaches one end of the stainless steel bar to one ankle and then the other, so that she couldn’t close her legs if she wanted to.
She has a bemused look on her face. It seems to say, You don’t need that.
Next he produces black, velcro straps. He loops one around each ankle, and then attaches first one wrist than the other to the corresponding ankle. She instinctively tests the bounds and finds them tight. He steps back to admire his handiwork.
She’s face down, ass up, on the bed. The spreader bar keeps her legs apart, the straps forcing her onto her knees. Her pussy is on display. Her anus as well. Two tight, available, little holes. He takes a tube of lube out of his pocket and smears some on his middle and index fingers. Without warning, he shoves his greased fingers deep into her ass. She hisses, but I see her hips churn as she presses back against his invading digits.
He climbs onto the bed, between her legs. He frees his long, thick cock, and rubs the head against her damp pussy lips. He thrusts in deep.
“Yes!” she gasps.
He thrusts three or four times hard, each stroke eliciting a moan of pleasure. Then as quickly as he started, he pulls out. She whines, disappointed. He places the thick head of his prick against her anus. She shivers in anticipation. He enters her ass roughly.
“Oh God!” she yelps. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” she continues as he buttfucks her for a few moments.
Then he pulls out again. He is big enough that even those brief fucks leave her cunt and ass gaping open momentarily, damp and pulsing. I expect him to resume fucking her. She’s surely too sexy to resist, but instead he tucks away his prick and zips up his fly.
He runs a finger up one inner thigh and down the other.
“What’s your biggest fantasy Princess? What’s your biggest fear?”
She looks at him quizzically. He reaches into the shopping bag again. Her eyes go wide. Before she can say anything more, he presses a bright, red ball gag into her mouth and straps it in place. There is a flash of panic in her eyes.
The doorbell rings.
***
“You’re lucky that I found you,” the man says to Estelle. “If you’d continued up the road alone, the men at the Inn would have made a fine time of you.”

Estelle flushes and shudders, fear and arousal competing within her.

The man senses her muddle of emotions. His hand cups her breast. “That excites you.”

She is mute with shame. His other hand slides down her belly. She tries to push him away, but he’s too strong.

“You’re the seigneur’s daughter.”

“Yes,” she gasps.

“I’ve watched you grow up.” His hand presses up beneath her skirt. He cups her sex through her loose-fitting drawers. “You’ve become a juicy little treat. Have you ever had a man before?”

“No.”

His breath is hot and acrid. His hands rough and strong. She can feel his manhood against her. “My name is Robert,” he says. “A girl should know the name of the man who makes her a woman.”

***
My belief that I am beyond shock is shattered once Frank opens the door to my house. In walk Frank’s acolytes, Marty and Greg. I realize I have underestimated Frank’s malevolence. It is not enough for him to seduce my wife and advertise that fact to others. He’s going to give her to other men as well. I’m not sure why that angers me so much, except that maybe, despite it all, I sort of admire Frank. He’s successful and tough. He’s beguiled my innocent wife and then broke her, turning her into his willing slut. But Marty and Greg are losers, living on Frank’s leavings, a category which now seems to include my wife.
My anger turns to dismay when I see Sam walk in. He’s always been decent to me, so what’s he doing in my house? And then I gasp as Ramon and Troy step into my living room. These are guys I hired, protected, and promoted. Their presence is the ultimate betrayal.
Frank leads the men into my bedroom, and I still have a glimmer of hope that one or more of them will protest. They don’t. As Frank fondles my wife’s naked ass, I scan their faces. There is surprise, amusement, and… excitement. Mia’s eyes are wide. She cranes her neck left and right to see the men surrounding the bed, but she doesn’t struggle or try to protest through the gag.
“Holy shit, man, you weren’t bullshitting,” Ramon says. His tone is one of awe. “You’re really fucking her.”
Greg wipes his mouth. “Damn, she’s hot.”
Frank chuckles. “And juicy.”
He molests her, two fingers in each hole. Mia squirms and a muffled moan escapes from her gagged mouth. The men are shifting uneasily, adjusting rapidly growing erections.
Frank turns to Marty. “You brought in the biggest order of the week. You’re first.”
Marty has a flattened and sallow face. He’s not real bright. He’s never been with anyone half as hot as Mia, nor been within a mile of a woman, trussed up, her pussy and ass lubed and ready to be fucked.
He shakes his head even as he licks his lips. “It was your contact,” Marty replies.
Frank grins. “Yeah, but you brought it in.” He withdraws his fingers, leaving her holes open and pulsing. He slaps Mia’s ass. She yelps. And through a chuckle, he adds, “Anyway, I’ve dropped so many loads inside her already that she sweats my come.”
Frank backs away and Marty moves in. His eyes are glued to my wife’s ass. “Which….” he asks.
“Take your pick,” Frank replies. “Don’t worry though. Got plenty of time before Teddy gets back to sample everything his wife has to offer.”
Marty climbs on the bed and pulls out his rock-hard prick. It is pale and forgettable, like him. But even still, Mia grunts as he enters her pussy in one, firm stroke.
“How is she?” says Greg.
Marty gives her several hard thrusts. His hands squeeze her ass roughly and she wriggles before him. “Hot and fucking tight,” he replies. “Wet too.”
Frank laughs. “That’s all her too. I just strapped her down and she started leaking. I did help out a little with her ass though.”
Marty continues fucking my wife as the other men talk about her as if she were an inanimate object, which to them, I guess she is. Just a particularly delectable piece of meat. He’s going at her harder. She’s grunting through the gag, and her chin is sloppy with slobber.
“Damn man,” Troy says, “I wouldn’t have pictured Teddy marrying a dirty slut like this.”
Marty punctuates the point with a grunt as he comes inside my wife. He drops back onto his heels, and her pussy is red and gaping and speckled with his jism.
Frank chuckles. “Oh, she wasn’t a slut when he married her.” He runs two fingers from her pussy, over her ass, and traces her spine. He sits on the bed up near her head. “Up until a couple of months ago, she’d never even tasted come, or been tied up, or spanked, or gotten fucked up her tight, little ass. Isn’t that right Princess?”
She can’t answer, of course. But she does give a quick confirming nod.
“And now she loves it,” Frank adds.
And to the hoots and hollers of my entire office staff, she nods again.
Frank grins and shakes his head in disbelief. Even he can’t quite believe what he’s lucked in to. He turns toward Troy. “You’re up man.”
Troy seems surprised. “Me?”
“Hell yeah. What was the new Daniels order? 1.2 mil?”
Fred Daniels is another of Frank’s long-time customers. Fucking my wife has turned Frank into a team player. For a moment, I hold onto an unrealistic hope that Troy will decline the offer. But then I look at Mia. Her pussy is red and wet. Her juices and Marty’s come are running down her thighs. And if that were not hot enough, she’s also slowly gyrating her cute little ass. She wants it. She wants Troy’s dick. She wants to fuck all of these men.
Her swaying butt breaks down whatever scruples he might have had. He climbs up onto the bed and pulls out his thick, black dong. He’s not quite as hung as Frank, but close, and I note that Mia’s head is craned over her shoulder to get a good look at it. He dips the head into her pussy to test it. My wife moans into the gag. But then he reconsiders. He pulls out and runs his thumb across her puckered anus. He glances over at Frank, who nods in approval. He places his cock against my wife’s ass. With a big grin he enters her, a long, firm stroke that makes her eyes roll back into her head and her body shudder.
“Fuck that’s hot,” Greg sighs as Troy begins sodomizing my wife in earnest.
Ramon wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. “Yeah.”
Frank reaches down and unbuckles the ball gag. Mia spits it out and alternates between gulps for air and high-pitched squeals. Troy slaps her ass and fucks her harder.
“Use her mouth to warm up,” Frank suggests. “He won’t last long.”
Ramon moves quicker. His dick is out first and he forces it unceremoniously into my wife’s mouth. She adjusts quickly. A good little whore, her tongue swirls around his shaft as he saws his prick into her mouth. He looks up and makes eye contact with Troy who is grinding into my wife’s widely stretched butthole. They high five. Frank laughs.
It is too much for me. I toss the iPad aside and pour out another few mini bottles. I don’t even bother to check out what they are. I pour them into a glass. I sit alone in the now darkened room feeling the burn in my throat of the vile mixture. I close my eyes and hope to forget. But that isn’t possible. I don’t even need the iPad anymore. It is seared into my mind, and my imagination allows me to conjure the rest. Greg and Sam will be next. Then the merry-go-round will begin again.
At some point, they’ll untie her so they can get three dicks in her at once. I imagine her pussy impaled on Troy’s dick. Greg’s cock in her ass. And she’s looking up at Frank’s big dick, licking her lips, and between squeals, she's saying, thank you Daddy. Thank you for turning me into your whore.
I come hard. All in a rush. My head spins. I feel like throwing up. I twist out of the chair…
***
I wake up on the floor. It is still dark. I have a knot on my head, but it hurts more on the inside. A full brain migraine. Sour taste in my mouth. My arm is asleep beneath me. When I move it comes to life with searing pins and needles, but not enough to distract me from the pain of my cockhead unsticking from my underwear. I’m tempted to lie there and hope death takes me. Instead, I crawl into the bathroom, somehow getting my clothes off and turning on the shower. I sit beneath the scalding water.
I’m morose, but despite the headache, despite my churning stomach, I reach for my cock. Six men, one woman. It is still dark, so they’re surely still there, still taking turns. What else is left to do? I can hardly imagine, but Frank has so much more creativity than I do. Is that part of what appeals to my wife? Or is it just his alpha male persona and big cock?
My cock is so hard it hurts. I can’t remember ever being so aroused. I am sickened too, but somehow my excitement is more powerful than my aching head or broken heart. Frank has brought out something in her that I never imagined existed. Or maybe that I never had the courage to imagine existed.
Her voice… her voice is perhaps what most gets me. When she’s begging for Daddy’s cock, she doesn’t sound like a grizzled, smoky street whore, and she doesn’t sound like a high-pitched, faux baby porn star. It is still her. Through the gasps and the squeals, it is still that sweet, gentle tone, now begging to be fucked in the ass. That’s what keeps Frank coming back, what ensures my employees won’t leave until they have to. They’re not fucking a whore. They’re corrupting innocence. Her pretty face. Her slender body. Her tight, wet, available holes. The polarity is intoxicating, maddening.
I wonder if I’ll ever get her back. Really get her back. And I am not sure I’d believe it if I did. I’ll always know, in the back of my head, that even if I banish Frank from our lives, that he might return, or someone might take his place. For the rest of my life, I will have to live with the fact that any time she’s out of my sight, she might be succumbing. That when I leave her alone, she might be preparing herself to fuck another man. That even when we talk on the phone, she might at the very same time be impaled on some stud’s fat cock.
With my eyes closed, her face appears. She’s smiling and telling me about her day. And then my perspective shifts, and I see that she’s nude, her nipples hard, her chest glazed with sweat. Another shift, and Frank appears, grinning, hands on her hips, ramming her from behind. I come, my jism splashing on my chest, turning to sticky glue as it contacts the water.
When I finally exit the shower, I am drained. I fall onto the bed and feel the iPad beneath me. I know I shouldn’t give in, but I can’t help it. I open it up and go to the app.
Nothing. There is no video in any of the nine windows. I close it down and reopen it. Same. I check the Internet connection. No problem. I try again. Still nothing. I’m puzzled, but too drunk and frazzled to work it out.
I go to sleep disappointed. I know they are still fucking my wife, and I want to see it. To feel that inexplicably addictive mix of anger, misery, and arousal. But I’m too exhausted to do anything about it.




Chapter Thirteen
I wake up late and my head’s pounding. I check the iPad. See no feed from my house. I don’t have time to worry about it. I am already going to be late for my first meeting of the morning. I peek at myself in the mirror. I seem to have aged a decade in the past couple of months. My face has an ashy pallor. My eyes are sunken.
I’m almost useless at the Trenton office. I can’t stop thinking about what might be going on at my house. Power outage? Or maybe the Internet is just disconnected? Or maybe there’s been a fire? Nothing seems implausible any longer. I try to call, but she doesn’t answer. I cut my visit short and head back north.
I expect a driveway full of the cars of the men taking turns with my wife, but nothing is out of the ordinary as I drive up. I enter through the garage. I listen at the door. Nothing. No screams, no moans, no squeals. No cheers. No sounds of bodies coming together. I slip inside cautiously.
“You’re back.”
I startle and see Frank sitting calmly on the sofa in the family room. He gestures me toward the armchair across the coffee table from him. I peer around looking for Mia, but she’s either not there or laying low.
“What are you doing here?” I ask.
He laughs and nods toward the side table. I see now why my video feed went dead. All of my cameras are in a messy pile.
“How long have you been watching me fucking your wife?”
“I… I….”
He looks away from me, and I follow his gaze to Mia, who is standing in the doorway to our bedroom. She’s naked save for a sheer, short, white babydoll. Despite the outfit, she still looks sweet. She looks like she’s just woken up, a pretty, little angel up from a nap.
“Mia…” I say.
“Princess,” he says at the same time, “come here.”
She glances at me. Just for a quick moment, and then looks down as she walks right past me and to him. As she passes me, I catch a glimpse of her cute, little ass cheeks beneath the dress. He pats the sofa beside him. She curls up beside him, on her knees, her head in his lap. Without prompting, she unzips his pants. He has her well trained, and when he and I make eye contact, it feels like he’s thinking the same thing.
Mia pulls out his cock. He’s not fully hard, but already imposing. My wife swallows him to the root. Frank lets out a small gasp signaling that he too is impressed by her rapidly burgeoning sexual skills. As she bobs up and down on his prick, I see her tongue teasing his shaft. Her hands reach into his pants and fondle his heavy balls.
“That’s it Princess, show hubby how much you love my cock. I told you he’d enjoy seeing you get fucked.”
“I don’t,” I snap.
He waits for her to complete a long, slow swallow of his prick before answering, “Then why all the cameras?”
I feel myself flush. “I just wanted to know.”
He laughs. “You had the whole house wired up.”
I don’t have an answer for that. He cups her ass, his fingers dipping inside her.
He continues, “Did you like what I arranged last night?”
“I don’t know --”
Mia cuts me off by glaring at me with Frank’s cock still in her mouth.
“Admit you watched it,” Frank insists.
It isn’t Frank who draws the words from me, but rather my wife. She’s still staring at me as she fucks his fat prick with her mouth.
“Yes,” I say.
“And you jerked off,” he adds.
I shake my head, but I can’t lie to Mia. “Yes.”
“See Princess, Daddy is always right.”
She swallows him whole, her lips pulling at his shaft, trying to get even more inside her. She can’t get enough of his big cock, can’t do enough to try to please him. And I admit, I’m mesmerized. I stare as she rises up, her delicate hand pumping his wet shaft, the wedding ring I placed on her finger coated with her spit and his precome. She licks around the base of his glans and then tenderly kisses his cockhead.
I don’t need subtitles to interpret. She’s thanking him for splitting her open with his great, big cock. For teaching her to deepthroat and how to take it up the ass. For discovering the erotic potential in her submissiveness. Mia slurps him back in her mouth. He moans, and I realize that is probably another thing that gets her off: He can’t get enough of her. He’s hungry for her in a way I’ve never allowed myself to be for fear of being disrespectful. I see now the mistake in that. He made her feel sexier than I ever have.
“She loves my cock,” he says.
I can’t deny it any longer. “Yes,” I admit.
“Do you want to see me fuck her?”
I hesitate, and that pause seems to send a jolt through her. He’s told her that I like seeing her with him. My behavior seems to confirm it. I recorded her rather than put a stop to it. And even now I am sitting, passively, as she services Frank just a few feet from me. But I haven’t admitted to anything, and there remains a small shred of deniability that both Mia and I seem to cling to. But I can’t maintain it. We’re too far gone. She’s staring at me, with wide open, excited eyes as she continues to take his fat prick into her mouth.
He’s focused on me as well with an eager gaze. Despite a beautiful woman enthusiastically working his pole, he seems more interested in me and my reaction.
“Do you want to see my big cock in her tight, little cunt?” he asks.
His fingers are squishing in and out of her. She’s wet and ready. I know she wants it. And… I want it too.
“Yes,” I say under my breath.
“What?”
There is no taking it back.
“Yes,” I say louder. “Fuck her.”
Mia lifts her head off his cock and stares at me in shock. Even at this point, saying it plainly is bracing. She is frozen for a moment.
SLAP!
He spanks her ass hard. She yelps.
“You heard him, Princess, climb aboard.”
Mia hurries to comply. She strips off her baby doll, and completely naked, climbs into his lap. She grabs his cock and runs it along her wet slit. He helpfully pulls her ass cheeks apart to give me a better view. My wife sinks down on his prick with practiced ease and lets out a contented sigh. He leans back and lets her get to work.
It isn’t just her oral skills that have improved. She rides him confidently, her pussy clinging to his thick shaft as she goes up and down. She pauses at the top and then twerks with his cock just barely inside her. Then she drops down and grinds against his pelvis. It is not just her technique that astounds, it is also that she is doing it all, naked, in a well-lit room. I guess that being gangbanged by six men will do a lot to strip away shame and inhibitions.
Mia gasps louder, and I notice that Frank has pressed a finger deep into her ass. As she rocks back and forth, I see her nipples are dark and hard as pencil erasers. Her eyes are closed and she’s licking her lips.
Frank pinches and twists one of her hard, little nubs. She hisses, but just rides him harder.
“Do you like it, Princess?” he asks her.
“I love it Daddy,” she replies enthusiastically.
“Turn around and tell your hubby.”
She swallows hard and nods. Gracefully, she wheels around to face me, and once again settles down on his girthy shaft. She moans and we make eye contact.
He thrusts inside her hard. His hands roam her body. Her cunt is his. Her belly is his. Her tits belong to him. Her throat.
“Tell him,” he repeats.
“I love the way Frank --”
He interrupts her with a vicious thrust and she gasps.
“...the way Daddy fucks me,” she corrects herself.
He chuckles.
“Why?” I ask.
“He fills me,” she answers. “He takes me. I can’t think of anything else when he’s fucking me.”
She is still holding my gaze. Her answer is honest, but I know there is more. Something else she’ll share with me later.
“Should I put it in her ass?” he asks me.
Her eyes are wild, shiny. She wants it.
“Fuck her ass,” I grunt.
He chuckles, and she rises up and leans forward. I can’t see him enter her, but her pained squeak gives it away. She’s still looking at me. Her lips are tight across her teeth and her eyes are narrowed with pain, but she doesn’t stop. She takes him deeper and deeper, until finally she settles back in his lap.
“My ass is so sore,” she explains.
“I bet. You had six dicks in your ass last night,” Frank says.
Mia nods. She’s looking at me as she echos him, “six dicks in my ass.”
It is a test. She wants to see how I will react. Will I explode? Flee? Am I angry? Sad? Aroused?
“You’re amazing,” I say.
Frank lifts himself off the sofa, his cock still embedded in my wife’s anus. She reaches out and braces herself on the coffee table. He stands and grabs a handful of her hair, holding her head so that we are face to face. He pounds into her ass, making her squeal and yelp.
“Do you still love her, even though she’s my whore?” he asks.
I nod. “Yes.”
Tears begin running down her cheek, though I can’t be sure if it is in response to my words or because she’s being roughly sodomized by a fat, ten-inch cock.
“How about you, Princess, do you still love him?”
“Yes,” she gasps.
I feel hot, wet tears on my cheeks as well.
“Kiss then. Kiss your wife while I bone her ass.”
I lean forward, and we’re kissing. It is wet and sloppy, all the more so because his hard pounding has her bouncing back and forth. Both our faces are covered in spit.
“Beg for my come,” he says finally.
She breaks the embrace and looks me in the eyes as she says it. “Please Daddy, fuck me hard and come in my ass.”
He slams her even harder. She’s red-faced and dripping sweat. Spittle flies from her lips. She’s whimpering in pain. He growls.
“Thank you, Daddy. Thank you,” she says as she feels him coming inside her.
He slows his thrusts, and she takes over, slinging her ass back against him, making sure that she gets every last drop of his jism.
He pulls out and she collapses to the floor. He grabs her baby doll from the sofa and tosses it to her.
“Come on, Princess, put this on. We’re going.”
She seems as shocked as I am, but she doesn’t question him, and I don’t stop them as he leads my wife, barefoot and clad in just her baby doll out to his truck. I’m still speechless as I watch them drive off.




Chapter Fourteen
I pad around the empty house. Aside from the pile of disconnected cameras, there is little evidence of the debauchery I know has taken place here over the past two days. There are dirty sheets in the hamper, a few empty bottles of booze in the recycling bin, and a couple of flattened pizza boxes in the trash. Shouldn’t there be more? Shouldn’t such a life-changing set of events leave more signs?
I think about Mia herself. Aside from being a little sore and tired she’s the same. If Frank hadn’t been so keen on tormenting me, he could have been fucking her and I’d never even have known it. It is disconcerting. I guess I had always imagined I could recognize that kind of girl on sight. But Mia has no tattoos or fake tits. She doesn’t wear heavy makeup or smoke. She rarely curses or drinks. She’s a good girl. And she’s also a sucker for Frank’s alpha male bullshit. So much for judging a book by its cover.
My perambulations bring me into her study. Her desk faces an open window, looking out onto our backyard, and her flower garden. Her walls are covered with pictures of the French countryside and old manor houses. She has a pile of books stacked up beside her chair, a mix of romance novels, historical texts, and travel guides. Looking more closely, I see a film of dust on the top volume, and I realize she hasn’t consulted any of these works in a long time.
Her laptop is open on her desk. I sit in her chair and run my fingers over the keyboard. I’ve read her work, but only what she’s offered to me. I’ve never gone beyond that. Never violated her privacy otherwise… until the cameras. But even still, that feels like less of a transgression than what I am considering now. After all, filming the public spaces in my own home is different than exploring her personal space.
It isn’t just prurient curiosity. Or maybe it is. The truth is, seeing Mia in action is brutally exciting. But I’m also concerned. I love her, and I need to understand better what is happening in her life, in our lives.
I hit the spacebar and the screen comes to life. She has no password on her machine. She has very few applications. And I immediately go to the word processor. Her files are organized neatly. I recognize most of the things she’s worked on over the past few years. I check to see if she’s written more in her novel.
Robert had taken her in the woods. She’d never forget the initial stab of pain. The feeling of humiliation as he rutted inside her. And worse, the tinge of disappointment that asserted itself as a counter to her relief when he was done. But that was just his way of marking her. He then dragged her back to his hut, slamming the door behind him with a finality that made her shiver. There was no going back. He’d ordered her to strip, and she knew better than to test his raised palm. Her cheeks burned as he circled her, appraising her like she’d seen Papa do with a piece of livestock, whistling admiringly in the same way as well. Robert’s thick, rough fingers tracing the outlines of her breasts and the valley of her lower back. Then he took a handful of her hair in his fist and forced her to her hands and knees. He moved behind her, and she forced herself to take a slow breath. There was no point in fighting him. He would still take what he wanted. By leaving Papa’s home, she’d surrendered his protection, and now this was her punishment. He sank into her. There was no pain this time, though still a little discomfort. He moved slower, seeming to relish the feel of her, and though she didn’t feel pleasure herself, she was conscious of the pleasure he seemed to be drawing from her. He quickened, and she sensed his urgency, his hunger. She’d never realized before how much of an impression she could make on a man.

Estelle remained huddled in a coarse blanket, in the corner of Robert’s crude shack. She could feel him dripping out of her. He snored loudly from his cot, which he’d placed to block the door, and her escape. The fire had burned down to embers, but they still filled the room with heat, and a dancing reddish glow. A caricature of hell from a religious painting. She observed her dress, dirty and torn on the floor, and was conscious of her own nakedness beneath the scratchy wool.

Robert stirred, and with a grunt rose from his lumpy mattress. He was naked as well. Estelle turned away embarrassed.

He laughed. “By now, Girly, this shouldn’t shock you.” He walked to the chamber pot and begin to piss.

With his back turned, she observed him. He was an ugly man, hairy and greasy and he smelled like a farm animal. He was powerfully built, with thick legs and arms, and a body covered in bumps and scars from a lifetime of physical labor. His business complete, he turned to face Estelle. His thick manhood hung before him, blotchy like a sausage. She knew it got even larger when it stiffened. It demanded her attention. Commanded it. She shifted, preparing to move to her hands and knees, as before, but he stopped her.

“No, Girly, this time in your mouth. And if you use your teeth, I’ll knock them out.”

She shook her head, and prepared to beg, but his raised hand silenced her preemptively. He tasted of salt and sweat, stale and sour. She felt his member grow in her mouth, sliding across her tongue. He moaned in pleasure, and she realized that as much as she was in his power, he was also in hers.

The scene ends there, but I can see how Estelle’s storyline may develop. Thus far, Mia has written about a caged bird, powerless and trapped, dreaming of a different life. But this new Estelle is an actor on her own. Though she’s been raped and is being held captive, something has opened up in her. Not so much a sexual blossoming, though in Mia’s tone, I sense that coming as well, but a paradoxical hopefulness that previously didn’t exist.
When I close out this file, I notice another folder marked “Fragments.” Inside, there are dozens of short pieces. Snippets of dialogue, parts of scenes, even story concepts. Some feature characters I recognize, others I do not. They are all over the map, from languid, poetic discursions on a field of wildflowers to short, rough forays into erotica. I don’t see a pattern, until, I reorder the files by date rather than name. Then as I open up the most recent ones, it becomes clear. At some point over the last two months, from shortly after the happy hour, her thoughts have become more eroticized. The snippets are increasingly in the first person, and although Estelle and others appear on occasion, they feel more like diary entries than workshopping novel ideas.
He’s an animal. His messages vulgar and obscene, full of misspelling and barely literate. I should throw his missives into the fire, but I can’t. Instead, I hide them and horde them, read them eagerly when they first arrive, and re-read them furtively, slowly, intimately.

This seems to be Estelle receiving notes from Robert, but it could as easily be referring to texts from Frank. Then three excerpts that seemed to detail Frank’s ultimate success.
He threatened to come for me. He was shockingly graphic about what he intended to do to me. I was terrified before the appointed hour, and then disappointed after when he failed to arrive.

When he finally did appear, he did not even attempt a seduction. He instead demanded an instant surrender. I was too proud, and I turned him away, but immediately regretted it. He remained with me, under my skin and in my mind. I consecrated my body to him again and again, reliving the scenes and imagining what might have followed.

Even in my most fevered imaginings, I had not begun to understand. The animalistic power of a strong, callous man. Pain and pleasure doled out in precisely calibrated increments. His demands for compliance, and the delicious beauty of surrender.

And then, just this morning, a new snippet of text. More raw and direct.
They used me hard, the six of them. Hard throbbing manhoods insistently exploiting my body. They didn’t give me a choice, but I wouldn’t have denied them in any case. And as they each drifted away, exhausted and spent, I felt a new burst of energy. Not pride, because what kind of pride can one feel for being a harlot? But a sense of accomplishment, of triumph.

I don’t quite know what to make of any of this. And maybe I don’t want to because it would mean acknowledging that I never really knew Mia. That she’d kept all of this hidden… or worse, that I had simply refused to acknowledge she was anything other than what I wanted her to be.
I also know that I won’t find the answers just in my head. That’s not just where I am unsettled. I also need to acknowledge my own kinks. My shame rises as I recall the events of the afternoon. Mia sucking on Frank’s cock, until she, at my behest impaled herself on his cock. I close my eyes and see his fat prick plunging over and over into her tight pussy. And then the coup de grace, seeing her fuck him with her ass. My cock is out, and I stroke myself roughly. I come, but I don’t stop. Instead, I use my own sperm as lube to continue abusing myself as I think about what he’s doing to her now. She’s half-naked, in just a sheer baby doll, with a man who has already passed her around to others. That’s enough to get me off, even if my imagination isn’t rich enough to keep up with Frank.




Chapter Fifteen
I am surprised to see the troops, except for Frank, in the office when I arrive. I had half expected Frank to have summoned them to take another crack at my wife after he led her away last night.
I’ve tried to brace myself for the worst. All of these men have had my spouse. They’ve all used her in ways that even I have not. I expect smirks and giggles at the very least, direct insults and challenges at the worst. What I don’t expect is what happens… nothing.
There is studious silence as I pass through the bullpen to my office. I am greeted with an impressive stack of orders. When they aren’t all fucking my wife, they are apparently putting in overtime. Most of the deals are a team effort. They are sharing leads, maximizing each other’s skills. My home life may be a catastrophe, but my home office is purring along like a well-tuned engine.
My breath catches though when Sam walks into my office. He’s been with the firm 30 years, and until recently seemed to be using the office largely as a refuge from his wife. I can’t remember the last time he’s come in for a private chat. The fact that the rest of the guys are doing a poor job of pretending not to notice lets me know that this has been scripted.
I force a smile. “How can I help you, Sam?”
He sits and shakes his head and lets out a good-natured chuckle. “Kid, I didn’t know you had it in you.”
“In me?”
“That little wildcat of yours.”
I nod. I’m done pretending. “Mia.”
“Princess,” he says.
I shrug.
He continues. “I don’t know how you keep her satisfied.”
“Apparently I don’t.”
He chuckles. “Listen man, the little honey wore six of us damn near out. Sure, with a sex drive like hers, business travel is gonna be a bitch. But the fact that you can keep up with her when you’re in town is damned impressive.”
I can’t quite tell if he is putting me on. I retreat into my poker face stare. He seems a little taken aback, as if he expects me to, I don’t know, join in some jocular bonhomie about how great a lay my wife is. He shuffles a little awkwardly, and then claps me on the shoulder.
“Keep your head up, man. Truth is, any one of us would love to have that waiting for us when we get home.”
I give him a curt nod, keeping to myself the fact that last time I came home, Frank was sitting on my sofa and my wife was bare-assed, as well as the fact that I have no earthly idea where she is at the moment.
I don’t have to wait for too long for an answer to that. After I clear two sets of orders, Frank saunters into the office and makes a beeline for me. I’m grateful that he doesn’t have a half-naked Mia in tow, but that’s about it. He closes the door and sits across my desk.
“What did you do with Mia?” I ask.
He smirks. I wave my hand to preempt his answer.
“Is she back home?” I prompt instead.
His smirk widens into a grin. “You know what your problem is, Teddy? No fucking imagination.”
“Frank --”
He barrels through me. “You have this hot, juicy piece of ass, and all you can think is how to put her under glass. Well, thank you for that. I’ve had a nice bit of fun out of it.”
“So that’s done now?” I say somewhat hopefully.
“Back to pretending you don’t like it? Naw. As long you aren’t willing to give her what she needs, me and boys are happy to lend a hand… or some dicks. But you’re not thinking big picture.”
“Oh, and what is that?”
He chuckles. “You know how I close deals, Teddy? I figure out how what I’ve got to offer can best tempt a buyer. Sometimes it is pure business. Price. Delivery time. Quality. Sometimes, it’s more. Maybe a nice dinner. Maybe a night at a strip club. Heck, big enough deal, I’ll get a girl to suck a guy off.”
I see where this is going and start to feel queasy.
Frank continues, “Now, here is the thing with Princess. She’s priceless. Cute little thing. No tats. No stupid fucking piercings. Girl next door. Except she’s got a kinky streak. Likes to be fucked like a whore. Genuine three input slut. You know how fucking rare that is? One in a fucking million.”
“Where is Mia?”
“Mulligan Brothers. Got them on the hook for a $12.4 million buy. They signed a letter of intent with Douglas Tools, but your wife’s mouth got them to reconsider that. Her cunt convinced them to reassess our term sheet. And her ass is closing the deal.”
“You whored out my wife?”
“She was giving it away for free. Might as well cash it in.”
I’m speechless, and he’s pleased with himself. His balls are empty, his bank account is about to get full, and he’s gotten his revenge for me spiking his contract.




Chapter Sixteen
I’m in my living room wondering if Mia will return. She’s out there somewhere, half-naked, no purse, no phone, and I can’t help but wonder what she will need to do to get home. Actually, I could help it if I were less fucked up. I should be worried about her; instead, I’m conjuring up lurid scenarios of her sucking and fucking her way home.
It is just a continuation of what I’ve been doing all day. Danny and Todd Mulligan. I’ve met them a few times. Big, Irish guys. Heavy drinkers, crude, macho jerks. Exactly the sort of man I thought Mia needed protection from, only to learn that she didn’t want to be protected.
The doorbell rings. I am surprised to see Mia when I open the door, but then I remember she doesn’t have her keys with her. She’s barefoot and looks tiny, especially as she’s draped in an oversized, green Mulligan Brother’s tee shirt. A shiny, new Mercedes drives away.
“Can I come in?” she says.
I realize I am blocking the door. I step aside. She squeezes past me.
“Mia….” I start to say, but then fade off.
She looks me in the eyes. She’s serious and determined, and she seems weary, but it isn’t just physical. She’s hardened as well.
“So, are you going to slap me or fuck me?” she says.
“I… no… what… are those the only choices?”
She whips off her tee shirt. She’s naked before me, shameless. Which isn’t really surprising. After the last forty-eight hours, she can’t possibly have any modesty left. I can’t help but look over her body. Despite her debauches, she still looks so innocent. I know that is part of what drives me crazy. Slender, pale skinned, perky, b-cup breasts, flat stomach. Perfectly shaved, she seems even younger than usual.
“Did you notice we were parked out front?” she asks.
I shake my head.
“Danny was finishing up with me in the back seat. I never realized men were so into anal sex.”
I shudder thinking that while I was sitting on my sofa musing about Mia, she was just a few meters away, with that red-haired troglodyte fucking her up the ass.
“Want to see?” she asks.
But she doesn’t wait for an answer. Instead she turns and places her palms against the wall. With her legs slightly spread, she bends at the waist, while looking back over her shoulder at me. It is a lewd, sultry pose, even before I notice that her anus is reddened and glistening. I gasp as a thin stream of jism begins to leak from her ass.
“Who are you?” I ask.
“I don’t know.”
“Who do you want to be?”
“I don’t know,” she says again.
She reaches back and runs a finger down between her butt cheeks, over her battered ass, down between her pussy lips. My cock is hard, straining against my jeans. My heart is pounding in my chest.
“You have to know!” I insisted.
“Do you?”
She wheels and drops to her knees before me. I feel a rush of heat in my brain and I wobble. She reaches out and runs her hand over my erection through my pants.
“Is Frank right that you like to see me like this?”
“No.”
She strokes my cock again and raises an eyebrow. “Then why did you ask him to fuck me the other day?”
“I don’t know. Nothing makes any sense anymore.” I feel myself losing control, and I don’t want that but suddenly the words pour forth. “I hate it. I hate you!” I snarl. The words strike her like a slap. Her mouth becomes a tight, pained line, but I can’t stop. “You disgust me. You and Frank, you’re revolting, filthy pigs.” Her eyes glisten and then tears begin to roll down her cheeks. “Vile whore. Him. You…. Me. I’m even worse. Weak. Stupid. Fucking pathetic loser. What kind of man,” I sneer the word, because I am not one, “sits by while another man turns his wife into his personal fucktoy?” She shakes her head as if to absolve me of blame, but I’m like a runaway train. “What kind of man films it? Jerks off to it? What kind of man fantasizes about his woman getting fucked up the ass?”
She sits back on her ankles and looks up at me. Her voice is thick. “And what kind of woman likes it? Because you’re right. I am a dirty whore!”
I recoil because in a strange, unexplainable way, hearing her speak like this is almost more disturbing than the sex.
Her lips curl into a cold smirk. “Oh, does my language shock you?” She snorts mirthlessly. “I could have stopped it. Frank wouldn’t have forced me. But he knew he didn’t need to. He could see right through my facade. See the dirty, nasty thoughts lurking inside me. Those sweaty, crude fantasies of a strong man, taking me, using me. Finding me so fucking irresistible that he’d break down my door, and tear off my clothes, and not be able to get enough of me. And when he strapped me to the bed, and invited your office to fuck me, do you know what I was thinking? Do you have any idea Teddy?”
I shake my head, but I know. She stands and looks me in the eye, determined.
“I was grateful. Because even after everything he’d done to me and had me do to him, I wouldn’t have had the guts to go through with that. But I wanted it. Wanted to see those men leering at me. Taking turns with me. Using my body to satisfy their disgusting urges. And today was even hotter because I wasn’t just a slut, I was a whore. Closing a deal for Frank. Danny and Todd fucking me as hard as they could. Getting their money’s worth.”
“So that’s what I am,” she concludes. “You wanted to know, and now you know.”
“No, you’re not. That’s not all, that’s just a --”
She slaps me. It stings, but she’s not really strong enough to really hurt me.
“Shut up, Teddy. Stop making excuses for me, and open your eyes. Even if I am other things too, this is part of what I am. Even if I can stop, and even if I never do it again, this happened. These last several weeks happened. You have to get your head out of the sand and acknowledge it. I’ve been a slut and a whore. Every man in your office has had me. Now it is your customers. Even our neighbors, unless they’ve been living under a rock, know something is up. Are you ready to acknowledge it, not just with words but actions?”
“Do you want me to leave?”
“If you’re going to pretend things can go back to normal, or if you’re under the illusion that we can compartmentalize this… then yes. Because even if I stop --”
Now I interrupt her. “Do you want to stop?”
“I don’t know.”
“Do you?” I demand.
She doesn’t immediately answer. She’s thinking, processing. In that time, I watch her closely. I try to see her anew. Not just as I’ve wanted to see her. She feels boxed in. I’ve done that to her, I know. I’ve never even given her a hint that I might be interested in a different Mia. One more free and wild. Less repressed. In fact, quite the opposite. Her conservatism was my protection. It was what allowed me to keep her, rather than lose her to a man like Frank sooner.
“What do you want?” she says again.
That confirms it. We’re stuck in a circular discussion, both of us too afraid to be honest with the other. That’s surely another appeal of being with Frank. There is no artifice there, no pretension. When he wants to fuck, he says so. If he wants to come in her mouth, he does.
“I want you to be happy,” I say. “That’s all I ever wanted. Does Frank make you happy?”
Her expression turns anxious. “What do you mean?”
I get it. I sigh. “I’m not making this a choice. I just want to know if you enjoy your time with him.” She hesitates, and I press, “Do you like fucking him? Does he make you come? Does he make you feel like you want to feel?”
She looks down and blushes a deep red, which I find both oddly charming and reassuring. Despite everything she’s not as hardened as I’d feared.
She nods, almost imperceptibly at first, then faster. A tear runs down each cheek. “I’m sorry, but yes. I can’t explain it. He treats me horribly. But when he’s holding me down or gagging me and just using me, so so hard, its, like, I can’t resist, I can’t control it, and...” she looks up at me, “yes… I climax. I can’t help it. I love the way he makes me feel. Sexy and sassy. Irresistible. Not just him. All of them. They can’t get enough of me. I love that feeling of being desired. Desperately, like they’d walk through glass to get a piece of my ass.”
She stops to take a breath. And when she continues, she’s calmer, more direct.  “I’m… sorry. The sex is amazing. And even… so is the freedom. I’m free from the expectations of me, to be a good girl, a good wife.”
“You just have the expectation of being a good whore,” I snap.
She nods. “Yeah, okay. That’s true. But somehow being Frank’s slut is more like a game. It doesn’t feel like a trap.”
I recoil. That hurts. “Being with me is a trap?”
A pause. Just a moment, but as is often the case, silence speaks louder than words. “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be sorry. It’s not your fault. It’s not anyone’s fault. It’s just life. And anyway….” I pause because I know these are going to be the hardest words I’ve ever had to say. “And anyway,” I repeated, “I like it.”
“You like me being with another man? Men?”
 
“No. I like you being you. Not feeling like you have to hide your passion. And I like… watching you….”
“Fuck?” she suggests.
I nod. “It’s like watching porn, but like, a million, billion times more intense. It hurts. It hurts so fucking much. A knife to the gut, and I can’t breathe, and my head feels like it is going to explode. And I get so hard, it feels like I am going to burst. I can’t unpack my emotions. They are too intense, too raw.”
“Oh God, that’s how I feel too. Shame, desire, rage, but worse because my body is betraying me.”
We stare at each other, and I realize we’re both gasping as if we’ve run a sprint. I get what she was asking me when she first walked through the door. I need to react. I can’t remain passive. Slap or fuck?
I don’t know what comes over me. I reach out and grasp the back of her head and pull her into an embrace. I kiss her roughly, and she responds. Her tongue battles mine. I wonder how many loads of come she’s had in her mouth since we last kissed. I feel that mix of fury and lust I never knew existed. She strokes my cock through my pants. I reach down and squeeze her butt cheeks. My fingers dip into her crack and come in contact with the come leaking from her ass, hot, viscous, and sticky.
“Whore,” I hiss, enraged.
She breaks free and slaps me hard. Then she turns and places her palms against the wall. She wiggles her bottom at me.
“Fuck me,” she gasps.
I’m acting on instinct. My consciousness a strobe light, coming in and out of focus. My cock is out. I slap her ass and thrust hard, and I’m not even sure what hole I’m in until she sneers, “How does it feel to use another man’s come to fuck your wife in the ass?”
I grab her hips and fuck her as hard as I can. I want her to feel it. I want it to hurt. She squeals satisfyingly, and then without warning, her body shudders and I feel her pussy spasming through the thin gap between ass and cunt. I come as well, and it is almost as if she were too full already because I feel it, hot and wet, squishing out onto my prick.
I pull out, but we’re not done. I spin her around and we kiss again. I fondle her pussy. Two fingers, then three, then four inside her. She growls lustily and grabs at my wrist, though we’re so crazed that I can’t tell if she’s trying to push me away or pull me closer.
“I’m not done fucking Frank,” she gasps.
“You’ll fuck whoever he… whoever Daddy tells you to,” I reply.
“Yes!” she gasps and then she comes, her snatch pulsing on my fingers. I’m hard again. She shoves me onto the sofa and climbs aboard. As she rides me with her sticky cunt, I suck on her titties until they are swollen and an angry, dark red. I press a finger into her ass.
“But from now on, when you come home, you do the same to me.”
“Mmmm, I’d love to,” she replies as she fondles my balls.
“Everything you do for them, you do for me.”
“Yes… Baby.”
We work into a rhythm. It’s good, intimate. For maybe the first time ever, we’re exposed emotionally, unconstrained. She groans deliciously. I explore her body unashamedly. She’s grinning happily. We climax simultaneously.
She nuzzles into my neck.
“You smell like a locker room,” I tease.
“And you love it, kinky Hubby.”




Chapter Seventeen
I’m sitting on my sofa in exactly the same spot Frank sat when he summoned my wife to him. I think of her in her baby doll sucking him off. And I remember asking him to fuck her. First in the pussy and then in the ass.
The doorbell rings.
“Come in,” I shout.
Frank enters. He seems just a little unsure. So far in this game, he’s been the initiator of things, but this time I’ve summoned him. When he sees me sitting, he doesn’t seem to know quite what I expect of him.
“What? No drinks?” I asked as I gesture toward the armchair opposite me.
He chuckles as he sits down, noting the reverse symmetry since our last meeting here. “I’m not sure you fucking your wife will make the same impression.”
“How about if I fuck your mom?” I ask.
“That’d be a heck of a trick. She’s dead.”
I shrug. “Sorry.” But I’m not really sorry.
He decides to cut to the chase. “You going to order me not to see your wife anymore?” he says.
“Would you agree if I did?”
He smirks. “Not a chance. And I’m not going to stop whoring her out either.”
“Frank, you’re actually a heck of a salesman. But you think small.”
He puffs out his chest. “I’m making almost a million a year and fucking your wife in the ass whenever I want.”
I nod. “Sure. But what is that in the grand scheme of things? You’re still living in Hartford and hustling every day to close deals.”
“That’s more than –“
“Shut up, Frank,” I growl. He opens his mouth to protest, but I raise my hand to quiet him. “What comes next?”
“I got everything I want, a –“
“Nice car and my wife’s ass. Got it. But what if I decide I don’t want it to continue.”
“Too bad.”
“What if I decided to put a fucking bullet in your thick skull?”
He hesitates, but then replies. “You don’t have the stones.”
“Oh, Frank, that’s what I mean about thinking small. If I was thinking as small as you, I’d totally kill you. See, what have you left me? You’ve taken my pride. My wife. The respect of my colleagues. What remains?”
He’s mute, not sure where I am going. I enjoy the moment.
“Or maybe I decide not to kill you. Instead, I decide to ruin you.”
He smirks. “Yeah?”
“Yeah. See, you know all those contracts I’ve saved you from? All those cut corners and double counting?”
“Honest mistakes,” he replies. “And anyway, you spiked those.”
“Yeah, but then I figured, maybe Lance,” my predecessor in the job, “wasn’t as diligent. Especially in those last few years, when he was getting close to retirement.”
I notice a bead of sweat on his forehead. I reach behind the sofa cushion and pull out a file folder filled with old deals.
“At least twenty by my count,” I say. “Enough to get you fired.”
“I have plenty to live on.”
“But there’s more, right, Frank? I mean, you’re not just willing to whore out a woman to cut a deal. You told me yourself.”
“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
I pull out another stack of papers. Bank statements showing money transfers. Mismatches between shipping orders and delivery acknowledgments. Evidence of overpayments and diverted funds.
“Bribery, fraud, money laundering, embezzlement…. Now, I’m not a lawyer, but –“
He throws up his hands. “Fine, I won’t bother her anymore.” He rises from his seat.
“Sit down.”
He hesitates, but finally, he does.
“Actually, Frank, you will. You’re going to nut in her mouth. You’re going to stretch her cunt and pound her ass. You’re going to do that and more, because she likes it, and I like it. And you’re going to help her explore and break her boundaries.”
He shakes his head like I’m crazy. “Dude… what the fuck do you want?”
“I just told you.”
“Fine. Whatever, I’ll fuck –“
“Well, there will be some changes.”
He sighs and nods. “Finally. What?”
“You work for me. Don’t forget that. And from now on, you work the deals I tell you to.”
“And you get a cut, huh?”
“Small thinking,” I say again. “No, I am shooting higher than just a kickback. But don’t you worry your pretty little head about it yet. We have something else to discuss.”
He’s annoyed but knows he’s trapped. He’s exasperated as he says, “What now?”
“Baby?” I call out.
Frank’s head turns toward the bedroom when he sees Mia emerge. She’s naked, hair pulled back into a severe bun, hands behind her. She slowly approaches us. Frank’s gaze shifts back and forth between us.
“You ready?” I ask my wife.
“Yes.”
“Show him.”
She brings her hands forward. His eyes go wide as Mia slots a huge dildo through a leather belt and then tightens the strap-on around her waist. She looks vaguely ridiculous with a thick phallus jutting out from her slender, almost girlish figure.
“What’s that for?” he asks.
I smirk. “Princess is going to fuck Daddy in the ass.”
He shakes his head. “No way.”
I wave the documents at him. “It’s either her or some guy named Brutus at the NCI.”
“Teddy, please….”
I laugh. “Just remember to relax, Frank. I’d hate for her to hurt you… much.”




Epilogue
My new office has a spectacular view. There is something magical about looking out to the west, across the Hudson, at the sunset. It is less the landscape itself than what it represents. If you can make it there, you can make it anywhere.
I haven’t actually made it, but I’m getting there. Frank’s contacts and my wife’s ass are a winning team. The Hartford office leapt from fifteenth to first in the nation, and with the sales spread out among all the salesman, most of the credit went to me. I’ll take it. I paid for it with a big chunk of my pride. It was enough to let me jump from Regional Sales Director to national Vice President for Sales. Comes with a secretary, a company car, an expense account and a subsidized apartment in Manhattan. With bonuses I should make seven figures.
There is a knock on my door.
“Come in,” I say.
Mia waltzes in. She’s wearing a sexy, little black dress, with stiletto heels. Her nails are bright red, and her hair is longer and blown out in a way that makes her seem both sophisticated and a little loose.
I kiss her cheek. “How’s my favorite best-selling author?” I ask.
La Vie Decouverte, Estelle’s journey of discovery and romance made it onto the New York Times Bestseller list. She’s working on a sequel, where Estelle, married now finds herself torn between her commitment to the poor and her husband’s ambition.
“Wrote two thousand words today. But had to cut it short. Big date tonight.”
I nod. Heinrich Mueller is in town from Munich to negotiate a billion dollar deal. Needless to say, Mia is going to play a big part in landing the contract.
“Frank is driving you over?”
She smirks. “Well he does need to coach me on the plan.”
“And by coach, you mean?”
She runs a finger over my lapel. “Use his big cock to get me ready for whatever Herr Mueller might have in mind. Shall we make a video record for your review?”
I adjust my pants. “Erm, yeah,” I say, though somehow I don’t think this story is going to make for a Harvard Business School case study.
She kisses my cheek. “Don’t wait up. I hear Mueller has his big, strapping sons with him. So I think this is going to be a long night.”
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