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“ALL ART IS EROTIC.”

Gustav Klimt, 1862‐1918

*

“EVERYTHING IN THE WORLD IS ABOUT SEX EXCEPT SEX. SEX IS ABOUT POWER.”

Oscar Wilde, 1854‐1900

*



I

ZOLA STOOD BEHIND JAKE, LOOKING over his shoulder at the computer screen. He was busily updating his profile on the hotwifing forum, making it clear that he now had a wife to offer to the other members. As far as Zola could tell, the forum was a place where men could talk about their wives, post photos of them naked, and invite the other men on the forum to come and enjoy them. And not just enjoy the photos, but actually enjoy the wife, in person, with or without her husband present. It seemed to Zola that most of the wives were quite into it too, posing seductively in lingerie and writing messages on their bodies to specific men on the forum they wanted to meet up with.

It had taken Zola quite a few days to get used to the idea of it. She still wasn’t fully comfortable with it, not by a long shot, but she had decided to pretend that she was. She pretended for Jake’s benefit. She wanted him to be interested in her again, she wanted to excite him, and she wanted her relationship with him to work. If this was what it took then she was prepared to go all the way.

“Okay,” Jake said, now it’s time to take the photos.

Zola nodded. He’d explained the procedure to her already and she’d been prepared for this. She’d tied up her hair, put on makeup and gotten dolled up in the kinkiest lingerie she owned. Because it was a website for men to show off their wives, she’d decided to wear white. She wanted to be reminiscent of a bride. White silk stockings went up to her thighs and were connected with garters to her white, satin corset.

Jake handed her a thick, black marker.

“What’s this for?”

“You have to write our username and the date on your body.”

“Why?”

“So that they know we’re for real. Otherwise someone could just post pictures of a naked woman they found on the internet and we wouldn’t be able to tell if she was really his wife or not.”

“Oh,” Zola said.

She’d had no idea how serious they took this. It went far beyond casually sharing pictures of your wife. You had to verify that the pictures were real, and you had to be willing to let the other men on the forum meet up with your wife and fuck her. It still made Zola’s head spin when she thought about it.

“What’s our username again?” she said.

“Jakes_slut_01.”

Zola couldn’t believe what she was doing. She took the marker and wrote Jakes_slut_01 on her stomach, right above her vagina. Underneath, she wrote the date.

“That’s perfect,” Jake said. “Now get up on the sofa.”

Zola did as she was told and sat on the sofa. “You’re going to be hiding my face, right?”

“No way.”

“What? I saw the other wives’ photos. Some of them had blurred their faces.”

“We’re not blurring your face, Zola. You’re my wife and I want all of these guys to know you when they see you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m really committed to this, Zola, and it’s only respectful to let them see your face.”

“But I saw lots of women hide their faces in the pictures.”

“I want to know that if any one of them ever sees you in public, if they see you in the grocery store or wherever, they know that they can have you. They know that you’re their property too.”

“Jake!” Zola said. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “But that’s not what they’ve done with their wives.”

“That’s because they’re doing it wrong. I’m going to show them your face, I’m going to tell them where we live, I’m going to bring this hotwifing to a whole new level.”

“You’re going to tell them where we live?”

“Yes. You’re going to be the wife of every man on the forum. That’s the way I want it.”

“Is that even safe?”

“Jesus, Zola. Just spread your legs and show me your cunt.”

Zola felt as if she’d been slapped in the face. She felt as if Jake was punishing her somehow, deliberately trying to humiliate her and show her how little she meant to him.

She sat there and spread open her vagina with her hands.

“Make sure you don’t block the verification.”

She moved her arm so that the username and date could be seen clearly by the camera.

“Open your mouth a little,” Jake said.

Zola wet her lips and opened her mouth. She tried to look as sexy and alluring as she could. She felt utterly lost. She was doing something that went against every fiber of her being, and she was doing it to please a man she wasn’t even sure loved her.

“Lift your feet. Some of the guys like feet.”

She lifted her feet up onto the sofa in front of her.

“Really nice,” Jake said.

She caught his eye. He seemed to be enjoying this. For once he seemed happy with her. Despite the circumstances, despite what he was doing to her, Zola felt relief at Jake’s response. She was pleasing him.

“Ass too,” Jake said. “They’re going to want to see your ass. Some of these guys are ass crazy.”

“What about the verification?” she said.

Jake nodded. He got up and wrote the username and date on one of her butt cheeks. Zola almost felt as if they were working as a team. She arched her back and stretched out her butt for the camera.

“Spread the cheeks,” Jake said.

“Really?”

“Do it,” Jake said, firmly. “They want to see the asshole.”

Zola had no idea what was going to happen to her. She had no idea what her life was going to become once she allowed Jake to post these photos. She reached back behind her and spread her butt cheeks as widely as she could, letting Jake get nice, clear shots of her pink anus. As the camera clicked she wondered what she was getting herself into. Why wasn’t Jake letting her blur out her face? Why did he want his friends to be able to recognize her at the grocery store? Why did he want them to feel like they all owned her? Shouldn’t he be the one who owned her? He was her husband after all. It was scary to think about it all. Would she be raped? She didn’t know. She didn’t know anything. She didn’t even know how many members there were on the forum.

“That’s beautiful,” Jake said.

And there it was. It was as simple as Jake telling her she was beautiful. That was why she was doing this. That was why she was making herself vulnerable to all these men. She was trying to please Jake. When had she become so weak?


II

ARIEL GOT OUT OF THE car and entered the restaurant. She was a little early. Gabe had said to meet him at seven but she wanted to be there first to gather her thoughts. She really wasn’t sure what she was getting herself into. She wasn’t sure if she was even going to get involved in this project with him. All she knew was that he wanted her to forge a painting. Straight off the bat it sounded like a terrible scheme. People went to prison all the time for trying things like this. She’d heard more than her fair share of stories about greedy art dealers getting caught with fakes. It was a big problem in the art world and everyone was on to it. The chances of getting away with a forgery were slim to none.

Added to that was the fact that she couldn’t trust Gabe. She’d been married to him for her entire adult life and he’d stolen from her, lied to her and cheated on her. How could she even consider getting involved in some harebrained scheme with him? It was bound to end badly.

“Ariel,” Gabe said as he came toward the table, “you look more beautiful every time I see you.”

“Gabe,” Ariel said. She knew he was just flattering her. Gabe was a shameless and incorrigible flirt, he always had been, but it was nice to get a complement. He looked pretty dapper himself in a shirt and business suit, holding an expensive briefcase.

He took a seat close to her. Ariel was already sipping a glass of Chardonnay and he ordered a bottle.

“I mean it, Ariel,” he said. “Every time I see you I think to myself, I can’t believe I was married to that woman. She’s just stunning.”

“You didn’t seem to notice much when we were married.”

“What can I say? After sixteen years of marriage, people sort of become blind to what’s right in front of them. It was like I got so used to looking at you that it was like looking at myself. I couldn’t see your beauty after being together that long.”

“Maybe it’s my new clothes and hair and makeup,” Ariel said. “It’s amazing what you can do when you have a little extra money.”

Gabe nodded. She knew he felt bad about stealing from her and Becky but she couldn’t help bringing it up. The waitress came and took their orders. Gabe ordered steak. Ariel asked for the salmon. They looked at each other across the table. It was strange. Ariel had been married to Gabe for so many years, she’d gone through so much pain and difficulty to get away from him, and now here she was sitting across from him and she felt as if she was on a date. It was as if the entire sixteen years of their marriage had never even happened.

“So tell me about the deal,” she said.

“Okay,” Gabe said, clearing his throat. “Storm on the Sea of Galilee.”

Ariel looked at him. He had to be kidding. He’d finally lost his marbles. “You’re kidding,” she said, flatly.

“Just hear me out,” Gabe said.

Ariel didn’t even want to hear him out. It was a waste of time. There was no way on God’s earth she was going to try and forge a Rembrandt. That painting had to be worth over a hundred-million dollars. Every art expert in the world would be on it.

“So, you remember that painting was stolen?”

“Of course I remember,” Ariel said. It was one of the most famous art thefts in history. “The Isabella Stewart Gardner theft. It was taken along with a Vermeer and eleven other pieces. Total value estimated at what? Three-hundred million?”

“And do you know what the reward is for information leading to their recovery?”

Ariel looked up at him. He was insane. “I don’t have a clue, Gabe. A million dollars?”

“Five million, Ariel. Five million dollars.” He held up his hand, five fingers spread out to illustrate.

“And what do you propose? That I paint the Rembrandt and we just walk into the museum with it? Hey, we’ve got your painting. Now can we have our check?”

Gabe lifted his eyebrows. “Something like that,” he said.

Ariel shook her head. “Gabe, you’re crazier than I thought.”

“You look so sexy when you argue,” Gabe said.

Ariel took a sip of her wine. She rolled her eyes. What did he think? That he could flatter her into going to jail for him? Their food arrived and it looked delicious. Ariel tasted the salmon and it melted like butter in her mouth.

“Fifty-fifty partners after my expenses,” Gabe said. “That’s almost two-and-a-half-million apiece.”

Ariel was still shaking her head. “Let’s just assume for one minute that I actually could forge that painting.”

“I know you can.”

“It’s one of the most complex pieces of art you could have come up with, Gabe. The sky tones in that painting. The detail in the waves.”

“I know you can do it, Ariel.”

“That painting has been archived. They’ve got high resolution imagery of every square inch of the canvas, including what’s behind the frame. There’s no way you could reproduce it. There’s no way of even knowing the hidden markings on the original.”

“What if I told you there was.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve got the archival imagery.”

“Front and back?”

Gabe pulled a laptop from his briefcase and opened it on the table. The restaurant was pretty expensive, not the kind of place you could usually pull out a computer, but Gabe never cared about things like that. He opened an image file. It was a high resolution archival image of the entire canvas of Storm on the Sea of Galilee, including the markings on the edge of the canvas, the part that was usually covered by the frame. Those parts of the canvas were kept secret precisely to prevent forgers from reproducing them.

“Where did you get this?”

“I’ve been working on this for a while,” Gabe said.

“And do you have the back too?”

Gabe opened another file. It was the back of the canvas in the same high resolution format. Ariel could see the place on the back that Rembrandt himself had signed the canvas. She could also see various other markings in Dutch and Italian and French, probably written by the owners and dealers who’d handled the painting during its four-hundred year history.

She was impressed. Getting a file like that was no easy feat. It was almost as difficult as getting the painting itself.

“I’ve also got the authentication reports.” He proceeded to open a forty page text document prepared by the museum’s staff outlining every single identifying feature of the canvas.

“Where did you get all this?”

“I’ve got a contact at the insurance company.”

“They held all of this on file?”

“Yes they did.”

“Are they the ones offering the reward?”

“No. The museum is offering the reward.”

“And are they good for it?”

“They are,” Gabe said. “I checked their corporate filings. They’ve got the five million in a special trust account, earmarked for the very purpose.”

“They’ve had the money in a special account all this time?”

“Yes they have. It’s been sitting in the account for fourteen years.”

“How long are they planning on leaving it there?”

“Fifteen years,” Gabe said. “Which is all the more reason to act quickly.”

Ariel was still shaking her head. She had to admit though, she was intrigued. The information Gabe had given her contained everything she needed to create an exact replica of the original painting, right down to details of the canvas grain, the framing material, the chemical composition of the paint, carbon analysis of the canvas and frame, everything.

“So what do you think?”

“I think you’re a fool, that’s what I think. I think you want to go to jail.”

“Come on,” Gabe said. “Look at this, you’ve got to admit, it’s a good start, isn’t it.”

Ariel had to give him that much. “It’s a start, Gabe. I’ll give you that. But that’s all it is.”

“I’ve got more,” Gabe said.

“What more do you have.”

“I’ve got a canvas.”

Ariel looked up at him. The number one reason forgeries got discovered was because of the canvas. For a talented forger, recreating the artwork wasn’t the hardest part of passing off a forgery. Reproducing an exact painting was what they did and they were very good at it. The hard part was finding a canvas that would pass a chemical analysis. The flax used in creating the canvas was a natural material and had a unique signature that could be detected using laboratory processes.

“What do you mean, you’ve got a canvas?”

“I’ve got the same canvas as the one used for the original painting. The same exact batch.”

“You’re crazy, Gabe. How could you even know they’re a match?”

Gabe just smiled. “They’re a match,” he said. “The same batch of canvases, imported through the port of Antwerp in 1631 by the Dutch East India Company.”

“You got a hold of a canvas from the same batch?” Ariel couldn’t believe it. That was the holy grail of forgery. Not only was the canvas from the same era, but it was from the same roll, made of the same crop of flax. It would match perfectly.

“So what do you say, sweetheart?” Gabe said. He reached across the table and put his hand on hers. Ariel was flustered. She was used to Gabe’s flirting, she’d been married to him for virtually all of her adult life, but something about the situation was making her heart race. She took a deep breath.

Gabe got up from his seat and came around the table. He took Ariel’s hands in his and looked into her eyes. She didn’t know why but she stood up to meet him.

He put his arms around her and leaned in and kissed her gently on the mouth. She was in a daze. It happened before she could even think clearly. His lips touched hers and pressed against them. She knew he had a girlfriend, that receptionist at the gallery, what had her name been? Lucy. Ariel pictured her. She imagined what Lucy would be feeling if she saw Gabe there, making out with his ex-wife.

“Let me walk you out to your car,” Gabe said.

Ariel hadn’t finished her meal yet but she didn’t care. She was feeling reckless. Something about making out with Gabe now that he was no longer her husband, gave her a thrill. It was weird because there had never been a thrill like this when they were married. She tried to pinpoint exactly what it was that was excited her so much now but hadn’t excited her before.

Gabe threw some cash on the table and gathered up his things and then took Ariel by the hand and led her out of the restaurant. In the parking lot she led him toward her car. She realized what it was that was exciting her. For all the years that she’d been married to Gabe, he’d been the cheater. She’d figured out a way to live with that for a while, she’d told herself whatever she needed to believe to get through each day, but in the end the marriage had fallen apart because of it. Now she was beginning to realize that during those years, she hadn’t just been jealous of Gabe, she’d been jealous of the girls he was cheating with. She’d wondered what it would be like to be one of those women, one of those lucky women who could enjoy Gabe’s company, let him buy them dinner, flirt with him, fuck him, and then go home knowing that they had just fucked some other woman’s husband. They weren’t the victim of his philandering. They could enjoy him, they could enjoy every inch of him, and all the time they would know that he had a wife at home who was paying the price for it.

Well, now she was that woman. She could enjoy Gabe, she could kiss him right in front of everyone in this fancy restaurant, and it was Lucy who had to worry about where he was and what he was up to. Now it was her turn to have all the fun, and Lucy got all the work. It was ideal!


III

ZOLA LOOKED OUT THE WINDOW at the passing city streets. Jake was driving.

“What bar is it?” Zola said. She felt very strange. She wasn’t sure what emotion to feel. She looked at Jake, her husband. He was humming along to the radio. She’d never seen him in such a good mood. He was so excited. He hadn’t even been this happy on their wedding night! He hadn’t been this excited the first time they’d made love. This was what excited him.

“It’s a place on Vine,” he said. “You won’t have heard of it.”

Zola was worried. She’d lived in LA her whole life. She knew what people meant when they said you wouldn’t have heard of a place.

“What style is it?” she said.

“Quit worrying,” Jake said. “It’s Irish.”

She nodded. She knew it was going to be an awful place. She was beginning to feel cheap, dirty. She was allowing her own husband to drive her to a bar to meet another man, a stranger, a pervert from the Internet who liked to fuck other men’s wives. How had she been reduced to this? She was a good woman, a nice person, a loving wife. She knew she deserved more than this.

“Have you been there before?” she said.

Jake nodded.

“To meet women?”

Jake didn’t respond. He kept his eyes on the road. He was driving faster than he should. He could get pulled over. Zola could tell he was excited, impatient to get to the bar.

They pulled up outside the place and Jake parked the car. Zola sat there next to him, waiting. She wasn’t sure what to do?

“What are you waiting for?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “Are you coming in?”

“It’s not my date,” Jake said. “It’s yours.”

Zola didn’t know what to say to that. It was his date. He’d arranged every bit of it. He’d taken her picture, created the profile, made contact with the man. He’d set up the date, the time and place, he’d even supervised her while she got dressed. He’d said his reputation was on the line and he didn’t want her letting him down. It was as if she was a piece of his property, a sports car he owned, and he was letting his buddies take her for a test drive. She felt sick.

“Is it really a date?” she said.

“What else would you call it?”

She didn’t know. She didn’t want to make him mad, she didn’t want to get in a fight, the whole point of this was to try and get closer to him, to get him to love her more.

“You’re right,” she said, trying to smooth things over. She knew she was going too far, no woman should be agreeing to something like this as a way to connect with her husband, but she was desperate. She was afraid he’d get bored of her and kick her out and then where would she be? She knew women from her neck of the woods who’d done a lot worse than this. The man she was meeting might even be nice.

“So what should I do?” she said to Jake.

“Just do whatever he wants. It’s a date. Just go along with it, enjoy it. It’s supposed to be fun.”

“It is fun,” she lied.

“Just make me proud. He’s going to be on the forum tomorrow telling everyone what you’re like. If he says you’re frigid I’ll die.”

“I won’t let you down,” Zola said. She looked up at him. She didn’t know what she was looking for, support, friendship, love? She didn’t get any of those things. “What’s his name again?”

“I told you. Peter. Now go, and don’t let me down.”

“Are you waiting out here?”

“I’m going somewhere else for a drink. I’ll see you later.”

“Okay,” Zola said and she got out of the car. She felt utterly alone on the sidewalk. Jake pulled away immediately and drove off. She felt like she had no husband, like a hooker being dropped off by her pimp. How had her life become this?

*

SHE WENT INTO THE BAR. It was a dingy, dark little place with black, wooden tables and a long bar against the back wall. A few younger guys were playing pool at the front. Jake had said it was an Irish bar but there wasn’t much Irish about it other than the name. Neon beer signs gave the place an eerie, reddish glow.

She took a stool at the bar.

“What can I get you?” the bartender said. He was an overweight, balding man wearing a Dodgers T-shirt.

“How about a beer?” she said.

She felt silly waiting there at the bar. She was dressed in a very skimpy, black dress that hardly covered her thighs. It was cut low at the front, revealing a huge amount of cleavage. She remembered getting her boobs done. She’d done that for Jake too. She’d thought that would make him love her more. Now she could see that it had just made her a more valuable piece of property that he owned, something even more desirable that he could share with his friends.

“Zola Medeiros,” a voice said from behind her.

She was taking a sip of her beer and she swallowed it. She turned and saw the man, Peter. She’d had no idea what he was going to look like. The men posted hundreds of pictures of their wives but never thought to post a picture of themselves. Maybe that was part of it. The men were the owners, it didn’t matter what they looked like. The wives were the property to be shared.

“You must be Peter,” Zola said as he leaned in and kissed her on the cheeks awkwardly.

Peter took the stool next to her. She looked him over. He was wearing plain jeans, the high-waisted kind that looked old-fashioned to Zola. He also had on a pair of generic sneakers and a T-shirt that said Las Vegas on it. He didn’t look rich. For some reason Zola had expected all the men on the forum to be wealthy. This guy looked like he drove a bus for a living. He had a big gut, hairy arms, and a messy mop of light brown hair under his ball cap. He was about forty-five, Jake’s age.

“The one and only,” Peter said as his eyes crawled over her. They lingered on her cleavage for a good fifteen seconds before meeting her eyes.

She had no idea what to say. “This is my first time doing this,” she said.

“So I hear. Don’t worry, Jake told me to go easy on you.” He winked.

Zola smiled. She supposed she should be grateful for that. “Are you married?” she said.

“Happily,” Peter said. “Coming up on twenty-two years this fall.”

“Congratulations,” Zola said.

“My wife is a very big admirer of your husband actually.”

“Oh,” Zola said. Of course it made sense, why wouldn’t Jake have slept with this man’s wife? He was from the same forum. But it caught her off-guard. It was just so strange.

The bartender came over and Peter ordered a pitcher of beer. Zola was still sipping on her bottle of Corona. “Two glasses,” Peter said to the bartender, “and how about a couple of shots? You want a shot?”

“Tequila?” Zola said. Getting drunk sounded like a good idea.

“So, I suppose I should say thank you for meeting me,” Peter said.

“It’s my pleasure,” Zola said.

“Is this all your husband’s idea?”

“I guess so,” Zola said, “but I’m one-hundred percent into it.”

“That’s how it is with my wife. I was the one who wanted to start it, but now it’s something that we both really enjoy.”

“How many times have you shared her?” Zola said.

“Well, over the course of two years, hell, I don’t know. You kind of lose count after a while!” Peter said, laughing a little to himself.

Zola smiled but only out of politeness. She took a long swig of her beer. The bartender brought the pitcher and their shots over. Zola picked up the tequila and downed it in an instant.

“You seem thirsty,” Peter said.

Zola poured herself and Peter some beer. If she was going to have to fuck this man then she might as well be drunk. She still couldn’t believe that her husband had put her in this position but she was determined to overcome it.

Peter wasn’t exactly the kind of man that Zola would have described as attractive. If any of her friends saw her in this dingy bar, sitting with this overweight guy in his dirty T-shirt she would have died of embarrassment. But her friends weren’t here. Her husband wasn’t here. No one was here except for herself and Peter. And if this was what her life demanded, then this was what she was going to do. There was no backing out now.

Peter put a hand on her knee. She looked at him. She had absolutely no idea where she stood in this situation. He squeezed her leg gently, his thick, long fingers on the soft flesh above her knee. She smiled at him. She had to, didn’t she?


IV

ARIEL LEANED AGAINST HER CAR. She felt like a teenager again being walked out to her car by a boy. There was something so delicious about flirting with Gabe, something forbidden and naughty about it. She wondered if the State of California had any view on former spouses getting it on together. The court system had to do a lot of work to divorce people, and here she and Gabe were, right after their divorce, on the edge of falling into bed together.

Gabe came up to her, leaned on her. She felt the weight of his body against hers and it thrilled her. She never in a million years would have thought she could be excited about Gabe like this. When she’d decided to break up with him she would have been happy if someone told her she’d never set eyes on him again. The flame in their relationship had long been extinguished. All those years of marriage had put out the fire of their passion. But now, standing here in the parking lot, the warm night air caressing her, she wanted nothing more than Gabe’s tongue in her mouth.

Gabe put his arms around her. His hands slid down her back and stopped just above her butt. She wanted him to squeeze her butt cheeks but he didn’t. She looked into his eyes. He tried to kiss her but she leaned back. She was playing with him.

“What would Lucy say if she saw us doing this?”

Gabe smiled at her. He seemed a little embarrassed. “She wouldn’t be very pleased.”

“Are you and her still an item?”

He nodded.

“So tell me this, Gabe. Did you ever cheat on me with Lucy when we were still together?”

Gabe said nothing but she could tell from the look on his face that he had.

“And now you want to cheat on her with me?” she said.

Gabe looked across the lot. The lights of cars on the freeway were flashing past in the distance.

“There’s something wrong with me,” he said. “I just can’t help it. I really am an addict.”

“There is something wrong with you,” she said, and she reached down to where his erect cock was pressed up against his jeans and gently squeezed it. “You’ve got to admit this is crazy. You had me, and you cheated on me. Now you have the girl you wanted, and you’re here with me cheating on her.”

Gabe nodded. He leaned in and this time Ariel let him kiss her. His tongue slid into her mouth and she met it with her own. She pressed her tongue against his. It was delicious. It was so deliciously naughty.

“To hell with it,” Ariel said when he finished kissing her. “Consider this my revenge. This is my revenge on Lucy and all the other girls you fucked while you were my husband. Now I’m the one doing the fucking and they’re the ones waiting at home for you, wondering where you are.”

*

WHEN THEY GOT TO THE Holiday Inn they practically ran to the check-in counter. Ariel couldn’t wait to get to their room. She wanted Gabe so much it surprised her. She’d slept with this man literally thousands of times before, but this was different. All those other times had been as his wife. He’d had to sleep with her. It was his duty. This was completely different. He didn’t have to sleep with her at all. In fact, he had a perfectly lovely twenty-something-year-old waiting for him at home. And yet, here he was. With her!

In the elevator he grabbed her and kissed her passionately. She reached down to his pants again and opened the button. She slid her hand inside and felt the massive girth of that cock she knew so well. It hadn’t changed one bit. It was the same penis she’d known her entire life as a married woman. But something was different. This felt like an affair. It felt adventurous and exciting. She felt as if she was getting with a man she’d never been with before.

The elevator stopped on the seventh floor and Gabe pulled her out into the corridor. Her hand was still down his pants and she stumbled along with him, his arm around her, her hand holding his cock. If anyone saw them they’d have thought they were drunk.

Gabe opened the room and Ariel didn’t even have time to look around and take it in. Usually when she got to a hotel room she checked everything, looked the place over, made herself feel settled. This time she just let Gabe pull her onto the large bed and slide his tongue deep into her mouth.

She loved making out with him. She loved being the one he cheated with, instead of the one he cheated on.

“Do whatever you want to me, Gabe,” she whispered.

He was licking her neck, his tongue getting lower and lower toward her cleavage. She rose up from the bed and let him unzip her dress. He pulled the bodice off her and then unclasped her bra. Her breasts were right there in front of him. She knew he’d seen them a million times before but she felt as if she was a young girl on display for the very first time.

“You just get more beautiful every time I see you,” Gabe said.

He leaned forward and began sucking her nipples. His mouth felt soft and warm and wet. Ariel arched her back and sighed as the pleasure flowed from her nipples through to the rest of her body. She pressed her pelvis against him.

“Gabe,” she whispered.

“What is it, Ariel?”

“I want you to treat me like one of your young girls. One of the girls you cheated on me with.”

“What?”

“Whatever you used to do to them, when we were married, do that to me. Pretend I’m one of them.”

Gabe said nothing. He pressed his mouth against hers. She stuck her tongue into his mouth and he sucked on it gently.

“Pretend I’m one of your whores,” she said when he stopped.

The way Gabe was looking at her she could tell he was surprised. She didn’t care. She didn’t have to care what he thought of her anymore. She didn’t have to keep up appearances. She wanted to be a slut.

Gabe pulled her up and turned her around so that she had her back to him. She was looking at the wall on her hands and knees.

He pulled her dress off the rest of the way and then her panties. Then he stripped. Ariel felt so exposed, so vulnerable. Gabe was the first man she’d ever slept with and this was her first time sleeping with him since their divorce.

His face was right behind her. She waited. She could feel the heat of his breath on her ass, on her vagina. Then she felt his mouth make contact. His tongue reached into the lips of her pussy and licked her so softly that it almost tickled. He ran his tongue back along the mouth of her vagina toward her anus. She gasped. Before she knew it, his tongue was on her anus, licking it in quick circles. She’d never felt anything like it. It felt so good she wanted to cry out. Why had he never done this to her before? Did men treat their wives differently from other women? She didn’t know the answer to that.

“Oh god, Gabe,” she cried out.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he said from behind her.

“Give it to me.”

He got up and held her ass firmly in his two strong hands.

“I’m all yours,” she said. “Fuck me hard.”

She looked back at him. It was strange. In all the years they’d been together they’d never had sex like this.

“Don’t look at me,” Gabe said.

“What?”

“Look forward.”

Ariel did as she was told. She looked at the wall and felt Gabe’s thick, manly cock press up against the lips of her vagina. It slid into her so deliciously, so smoothly, that she sighed out loud as it entered. Gabe thrust forward and then she gasped as the full length of that cock plowed right into her.

“Oh, Gabe,” she sighed.

And then she was really surprised. He took a finger and gently touched it against her anus. She pressed back against it.

“Do it,” she said.

He pressed his finger deep into her anus. The sensation was overwhelming. He’d never ever done that to her before. She wanted to know why but she couldn’t ask him. She couldn’t speak. She was overpowered with pleasure as his cock slid slowly back and forth inside her pussy while at the same time his finger slid in and out of her asshole.

“Oh God,” she cried.

He thrust into her faster and faster, his cock and his finger driving into her harder and harder, faster and faster. Eventually, when she felt she could no longer stand the orgy of sensation that was welling up in her asshole and pussy she felt the throbbing of Gabe’s cock. He was coming. His semen was squirting into her just as it had when they were married. It was the same man, the same semen, but everything about this orgasm was different. When they’d been married he’d been polite to her, he’d been kind and accommodating and thoughtful. Now he was being fierce and animalistic. She could tell his orgasm was more intense, more lustful and forceful. He cried out louder than she’d ever heard him cry out before. How was she to know that this was what he’d wanted all those years they’d been married? How was any married woman to know that this was what her man really wanted?

As Gabe’s semen flowed from the tip of his cock deep inside her pussy, she was amazed that it didn’t stop. He’d never come so much inside her before. It was as if his cock was gushing in some sort of male multiple orgasm. She’d never heard of anything like it. She could feel it inside her as he squirted again and again and again. The sensation brought her over the edge. She felt a heat build up deep in her vagina and then radiate out from her core to every extremity of her body. It was followed by a wave of pleasure that was so indescribably good. She cried out in ecstasy as the orgasm rushed through her body, over and over. With each squirt of Gabe’s semen she felt a rush of orgasm rippling through her body.

“Oh my God,” she cried.

“Jesus Christ,” Gabe cried.

Her orgasm overwhelmed her so completely that she was afraid she might actually faint from the pleasure of it.

When it was finally over they both collapsed onto the bed. Gabe was on top of her. He was panting vigorously.

“Jesus,” he said when he’d caught his breath.

“Is that what it’s always been like with other women?” Ariel said.

“Ariel, that was the first time I ever felt anything like that in my entire life,” Gabe said.


V

ZOLA FOLLOWED PETER TO HIS CAR.

“Where are we going?” she said. She hated being in this position. She had to do exactly what this man wanted just because it turned Jake on. It wasn’t right. There were limits to how far a woman should be expected to go to please her husband.

“We’re going back to your house.”

“My house? Really?”

“That’s what your husband told me.”

Zola wasn’t sure how she felt about that. What if one of the neighbors saw her?

She should have known not to expect too much from Peter’s car but she was still surprised when she saw it. It was a beat-up old Mazda with worn tires and a broken headlight.

“It’s not what you’re used to but it will get us up the hill,” Peter said.

“You know where we live?”

“Of course. Your husband even put up a map on the forum.”

“What do you mean?”

“So that we’d be able to find you.”

“What do you mean, find me?”

“It’s an open house. Didn’t he tell you any of this?”

“No he didn’t.”

“He’s got this crazy idea of having his house always open to guys from the forum,” Peter said.

“You mean so that they can fuck me whenever they get a hankering for it?”

“Exactly.”

“Whenever they want?”

“That’s the idea.”

“Jesus Christ,” Zola said.

“I know. Even we thought it was extreme. That’s not what hotwifing usually means.”

“Usually it means getting together for a date, like we’ve done tonight, right?”

“Yeah, sure. And giving the wife a choice about it. Like if you didn’t feel like doing this tonight, you wouldn’t have had to come meet me. You’re supposed to have a choice in the matter.”

“But now Jake wants some sort of open door policy so you all can come pay a visit on me whenever you want.”

“There’s a big debate about it on the forum. Some of the guys are afraid they’ll show up and get fired on with a shotgun or something. They say if they’re not invited personally it’s hard to tell if they’re breaking in or if it’s all consensual.”

“I’ll say!” Zola said. “What if I don’t want anyone to visit me? What if I’m tired? What if I’m sad?”

“Well that’s what some of the guys are saying. They’re saying it’s unfair to you. That you can’t expect a wife to be ready, willing and able twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.”

Zola was stunned. What the hell was Jake trying to do to her? What was he punishing her for? She was actually scared of this arrangement that Peter was telling her about.

“Peter,” she said.

“Yes, honey.”

She hated that he called her honey. She hated how familiar he felt he could be with her. She hated that she was basically being shared with all these men and that they were all being invited to be as familiar with her as they wanted. She tried to ignore it.

“Tell me, how many men are on the hotwifing forum?”

Peter was quiet while he counted it out in his head. “I’d say, about, twenty?”

“Twenty?”

“Fifteen or twenty, who are active anyway.”

“All men?”

“All men. Wives are on there sometimes but only to arrange a date.”

Twenty men who had her address, had her picture, and had been invited by Jake to come visit her and fuck her whenever they wanted to! How was she going to live like this?


VI

WHEN THEY GOT TO THE house Zola led the way. She looked around as they walked from the car to the door. None of her neighbors seemed to be nearby. That was good. She also noticed that Jake’s car was in the driveway.

“My husband’s home.”

“Sure,” Peter said. “I think he mentioned he wanted to watch. Doesn’t he tell you any of this stuff?”

“No, not really,” Zola said.

She had a strange feeling as she opened the front door and led Peter into her hallway. “Follow me,” she said.

She led him into the living room and turned on the lights. She was startled to see that Jake was sitting there in the dark, waiting for them. He had his legs crossed and he was leaned back in his easy chair with an unlit cigar in his hand. Every now and then he put it in his mouth. Zola had never seen him with a cigar before.

“Jake,” she said. “You’re here.”

“Of course, baby. I’ve been waiting for you two kids.”

“Hey, Jake,” Peter said. “Great girl you’ve got here.”

“Wait till you see her in action, Pete. You’re going to be hooked.”

“I know it,” Peter said.

Zola stood there listening to them talk about her as if she wasn’t even a person. There was something humiliating about being spoken of like this. She felt completely like Jake’s property. She felt that all the men on his forum thought of their wives as prize possessions. It wasn’t right. It was sick.

“You want something to drink, Pete?” Jake said.

“Sure. Whatever you’re having.”

“Honey,” Jake said. “Get our guest a scotch on the rocks, would you?”

She went over to the bar and made Peter his drink. Peter had taken the chair next to Jake and she handed him his drink and stood in front of the two of them. She felt awkward. She didn’t know what to do. Was she supposed to offer him something to eat? Was he a guest? Was she still on her date? It was so weird.

“The first thing we should do is get the photos for the forum,” Jake said. “I can’t wait to hear what the guys all have to say when they see you with her, Pete.”

“They’ll know you mean business,” Pete said.

“I do mean business,” Jake said. “This open house is for real. I mean it. I want everyone to know that this door is always open. And this slut’s legs are always open, too.”

Zola’s jaw dropped. She’d never heard Jake speak about her like that before. He’d never been overly respectful but this was pushing new limits. She was so shocked she didn’t even say anything. She just stood there feeling like an idiot.

“I told her in the car and she said she didn’t even know about it,” Pete said. He had a grin on his face.

“Oh, she’ll know all about it soon enough,” Jake said. “Believe me. She’s going to be the darling of the entire forum. I’m going to make sure of that.” Zola couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Why was he speaking about her like this? Did he hate her?

“Hey,” Jake said, “honey, be a good girl and strip for us. I want to get these photos taken care of.”

Zola wasn’t sure what sort of photos Jake needed but it didn’t make any difference. She was going to do whatever he told her to do. She began to take off all her clothes while the two men sat back and sipped their drinks. They watched her strip and Peter even rubbed his dick through his jeans, obviously getting an erection as she stripped.

“Okay,” Jake said. “Let me get my tripod.”

He set up a camera on a tripod facing the far wall of the living room. Zola was standing naked in front of Peter who was staring at her breasts and ass and pussy with a hungry look on his face.

“Okay, over here,” Jake said.

Peter took Zola by the hand and led her over to the camera. Jake was looking through the eyepiece. “Get in the middle there,” he said to Zola. She went and stood in front of the wall about twelve feet from the camera. She felt awkward with Peter standing there watching her. “Get on your knees,” Jake said. She did what he said and got down on her knees. “Perfect,” Jake said. “Now, Peter, go over and stand beside her. Open your pants and take your dick out. I want you, Zola, to hold his cock in your left hand.”

Zola was on her knees in front of Peter and she reached up and held his cock. Jake rushed over and hurriedly opened his belt and pulled down his pants as a red light on the camera flashed. “Hold mine with your other hand,” he said.

As the camera began flashing and taking pictures, Zola kneeled there with Jake and Peter behind her, holding each of their erect penises like two prizes. She felt like a complete whore. She’d never felt so cheap and slutty. She had no idea what was happening with her life, what sort of a marriage she was going to have when this night was over, and she didn’t even want to think about it. She was starting to think that even if she lost Jake, even if she lost all his money and this beautiful house, it might be worth it to reclaim her dignity.

“I hope you smiled,” Jake said. Zola had no idea if she’d been smiling or not, she couldn’t remember, but somehow she doubted it.

After the photos were taken, Jake took the camera from the tripod and checked to make sure he’d gotten good pictures. “Oh my God,” he said, “the guys on the board are going to fucking love these. Now, follow me you little lovers. We’re going to the bedroom.”

Zola got up from her knees and felt Peter’s cold, sweaty hand on her ass as she followed Jake up the stairs. She hated the situation. She hated every single thing about it. It made her sick to her stomach. As she followed Jake into the bedroom, the bedroom she was supposed to share with him only, she thought back to the very first time she’d seen it. She’d been so overwhelmed by the beauty of the place. She’d been so overcome with admiration for Jake and his wealth that she’d failed to see the warning signs. She should have recognized him for what he was back then. She should have known that he wasn’t fit to be a husband.

“I’m just going to sit over here,” Jake said, more to Peter than to Zola. “You just do what you want to her. I’ll take some photos and some video, I’ll watch, but I won’t say a word.”

“Sounds good to me,” Peter said. Zola could tell he was excited. He could hardly contain his anticipation. He was like a salivating dog that was about to fuck her.

He reached out to Zola and took her by the hand. He came in closer to her. Before Zola even realized what was happening he was kissing her. His wet, slippery tongue was inside her mouth, wriggling around like a horrible worm. She tried to play along. She sucked his tongue while it was inside her mouth and touched it with her own tongue. He seemed to like that because he pushed her down onto the bed. He got down on top of her and began to take off his clothes.

“Dude, you’re wife is smoking hot,” he said to Jake. “I’m going to fuck her so nice.”

Zola looked at her husband. He was recording everything with his camera. She looked up at Peter. His body was awful. He was out of shape, pasty, with a lot of moles on his shoulders.

He pushed her down on her back and then crawled up over her so that his cock was above her face. She opened her mouth and he lowered his hairy scrotum down into her mouth. She sucked on it gently.

“That’s it, slut. Suck on that sack. Make daddy happy.”

Zola sucked on it, running her tongue around the bottom of the sack in perfect little circles. She could see Peter’s cock getting longer and harder in front of her eyes. He pulled away from her and she let his scrotum slip out of her mouth. A second later and the tip of his cock was pressing against her lips. She opened her mouth again and let the enormous length of his shaft slide into her mouth and right to the very back of her throat.

“Oh that feels good, baby. You’re making your daddy very happy.”

Zola felt Peter’s cock hitting the back of her throat. It was so far back that she wanted to gag. She kept her mouth open as he rammed his cock back into her throat again and again, harder and harder with each thrust. Her eyes began to water. She wasn’t able to take it. She wasn’t able to do this. She looked at Jake while Peter’s cock drove into her throat in a relentless rhythm and when she saw that he was stroking his own cock she knew that she wasn’t going to get any help. Not from him and not from anyone. She was alone in this. She was alone in the world.

“Oh, that’s my good bitch,” Peter kept saying as his cock drove so far back into her mouth that she couldn’t even breathe. When he finally stopped pounding into her mouth she had to gasp for breath. Then she heard something that almost made her want to cry. Jake was laughing. How could he be laughing at her at a time like this?

He got up from his chair and came over to her. “Sorry to interrupt,” he said to Peter, “but I just can’t resist a good gagging.”

Zola looked up at him as he lifted his cock to her mouth and drove it into her throat. Again she was gagging on a cock, this time Jake’s. She struggled to breathe as his thick rod of meat blocked her throat and smacked into the back of her mouth. Her head was rocking back and forth from the force of Jake’s thrusting. She was crying from the violence of it but he didn’t care. For him, that was the entire appeal of it. That was what he wanted her to do. Zola was certain that he wanted to hurt her. She was afraid of him, her own husband!

He finally pulled his cock out of her mouth and then pinched her mouth tightly between his fingers.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, harshly.

She tried to look away from him but he kept her face in front of his. Then he spoke again. He was looking right into her eyes but he was talking to Peter.

“Hey man, you want to double team her?”

Peter hesitated before answering. “Has she ever done that before?”

“No,” Jake said, “but she’s a fast learner.”

Peter looked down at her. She wanted to shake her head, to beg him not to do it, but she was too afraid of angering Jake.

“Just let me get this camera set up first,” Jake said. “You loosen up her asshole while I get the tripod.”

Jake left the room. Zola heard his footsteps on the stairs as he ran down to the living room.

“You up for this?” Peter said to her quietly once Jake was gone.

Zola said nothing. She had no idea what to do. If she said she didn’t want to go through with it she would only make Jake mad. She was too afraid to do that. She nodded her head.

“You sure?” Peter said, “Because I don’t want to get in any trouble here. If you’re not up for this just say the word. It’s supposed to be fun.”

Zola smiled thinly and nodded again. She couldn’t bring herself to speak. Her eyes were still watering from the two of them ramming their cocks down her throat. She heard Jake coming up the stairs and turned around and got on her hands and knees.

There was a bottle of lotion by the bed and Peter poured it all over her ass. The coldness of it gave her a tingle down her spine. While Jake set up the camera again, Peter began rubbing the lotion all over her asshole. Zola tried to make her mind go blank. She didn’t want to think of what was happening to her. She didn’t want to remember any of this once it was over. Whatever happened, she wanted it to be locked in a place deep in the recesses of her mind, a place where she never had to look at it again. She closed her eyes and thought about nothing as Peter’s finger slid into her anus. He ran his finger in and out like a carver working a piece of wood, opening up her asshole so that he and Jake would be able to fuck her at the same time.

“You got any vaseline,” Peter said to Jake.

Jake went into the bathroom and brought out a small jar of the jelly. Peter rubbed it into the crack of her ass and then began sliding it deep into her anus with his fingers. Zola was shocked at first from the sensation of Peter’s finger in her ass. When he inserted two fingers deep inside her she gasped.

She looked up at her husband but it was as if she was looking at a man she didn’t even know.

“The camera’s all set,” he said. “Let’s do this.”

Jake came over to the bed. Zola didn’t want to make eye-contact with him. He was a stranger. She felt she knew nothing about him anymore. She didn’t know who she’d married.

“Okay,” Jake said, “line up with the camera.”

He was speaking to Zola. She angled her body on the bed so that she was lined up directly in front of the camera. She lay back and looked up through her legs at the lens. She shuddered to think who would be seeing the footage. She wanted to get out of the room. She wanted to scream and cry and run for help but she was too afraid to move. She wasn’t ready to stand up to Jake. Not now. Not like this.

“You want the front or the back?” Peter said.

Zola looked at him. She looked at Jake. She thought she was going to be sick. The situations she was in was so far beyond anything she’d ever thought she’d experience in her life. There was a red light on the front of the camera showing that it was recording.

“Wave,” Jake said.

“What?” Zola said.

“Wave to the camera.”

Zola closed her eyes. She lay back on the bed. She just wanted this to be over.

“You going on the top or the bottom?” Peter said.

Jake didn’t say anything. Zola opened her eyes. She looked at him. There was a pleading in her eyes. She knew there was. She didn’t mean to beg but she knew that was what she was doing. Her eyes were begging Jake not to do this.

“What’s the matter?” Jake said to her.

She didn’t say anything.

“Zola,” Jake said, his voice a little softer than it had been. He came over to the bed and sat beside her. She almost burst out crying when he did. “Are you alright with this?” he said.

Zola held in her tears. She kept her face strong. She knew how manipulative Jake could be. She didn’t trust him. She didn’t know what to do, what to say. Was this a trick? Did Jake suddenly actually care about her, about what she wanted? She didn’t know what to think. Her mind was racing in a million directions at once.

What was she supposed to do? She could tell Jake she was scared, that she felt alone and helpless and vulnerable. She could tell him that she wasn’t into this sort of thing, this lifestyle. She could tell him that she wanted to feel safe and protected in her life and that he was making her feel that everything about her life was precarious and could disappear at any moment. There were so many things she could tell him, but she wouldn’t. She wouldn’t say anything. She had to keep Jake out. That was the only way she could protect herself from him.

“I’m fine,” she said. She smiled at him. It was a thin smile but it was enough. She looked toward the camera and waved.

Jake looked at Peter. “You ready for this.”

“You sure she’s okay? She seems a little jittery.”

They both looked at her, as if it was her job to set their minds at ease. “I’m fine, Peter,” she said. “Come and have me.”

She made room on the bed so that Peter could lie next to her. He was on his back, lying where she had been directly in front of the camera.

Jake went and looked at the camera screen to see what kind of picture he was getting. “Perfect,” he said. “Now, Zola, start sucking him.”

Zola got over Peter so that her back was to the camera. She was straddling Peter’s legs.

“You’re blocking the picture,” Jake said. “Get to the side.”

“Sorry,” Zola said. She got to Peter’s side and looked at Jake. He nodded. She turned toward Peter. He was looking at her expectantly. His cock was as stiff as a post sticking out of his lap. She lowered herself down toward it, opening her mouth. Her lips formed a perfect circle. She put her mouth down on Peter’s rigid cock and took it into her mouth. She felt it slide into her mouth and reach its full state of erection. She moved her tongue around the tip and then slid her mouth off it.

“Now sit on it,” Jake said.

She looked over at Jake. He was naked too now and his cock was as hard as she’d ever seen it. She put her leg over Peter and then lowered herself down on top of him. She was lying on him, face to face, her back to the camera. His cock slid into her pussy as smoothly as a sword entering a sheath.

She angled her hips and rose up on Peter, sitting on his cock like a girl riding a horse. Despite everything, the strangeness of the situation, the fear she felt at being treated like this, the awkwardness of being recorded on video, Peter’s cock inside her felt terribly good. It was her body’s way of betraying her.

She’d never thought she would be fucked by a stranger like this. She’d thought the only man she’d ever sleep with again was Jake. Now she was beginning to realize that a whole new world was opening up to her. She was still scared, she was confused by the situation, her mind couldn’t grasp what was happening or process how she felt about it, but the physical sensation of having another man’s cock slide deep into her vagina, even while her husband was watching, felt arousing to her. She couldn’t deny that. She sighed as his penis throbbed in her pussy. She moved her hips, grinding herself against Peter’s groin and felt the sensation of rising up and lowering herself back down on the firm penis. She didn’t want it to feel good, she didn’t want to enjoy it, but as her pussy moistened, she couldn’t deny the pleasure of it.

Peter looked up at her and smiled. There was such a look of lust on his face. She looked back over her shoulder at Jake. He was adjusting the camera, making sure he was getting a perfect recording of the encounter so that he could show all his friends on the forum.

Zola smiled at him. “What are you waiting for, husband?” she said.

She was playing a role, she was pretending to be someone she was not, but as the full reality of the situation became more and more clear to her, her body reacted in a way that she never would have imagined. She suddenly wanted this! She wanted both of them inside her at once.

She plunged down onto Peter, her mouth reaching his, her tongue sliding into his mouth and tangling with his. She didn’t love this man, she wasn’t even attracted to him, but she was so turned on by the novelty of the situation, the strangeness of it, that her body was overcome with lust and desire.

As she passionately kissed Peter, Jake brought the camera over to the side of the bed. She looked right at it. She pressed her pussy hard against Peter’s groin and felt the thrill of knowing his hard cock was deep inside her.

“Are you ready for this?” Jake said.

“Fuck me, daddy,” she said.

Jake went behind her. The camera was now perfectly placed to capture everything that the three of them did. Peter was on his back beneath her, his cock pointing straight up like a rocket piercing her pussy. Jake got behind her and began sliding his hard cock against the lubricated crack of her ass. She felt the tip of it press hard against her anus. She closed her eyes and clenched her fist as she felt the tip of Jake’s penis squeeze into her anus. The feeling was overwhelming. As his cock slid deeper and deeper up inside her, she felt an all-encompassing desire to scream. She didn’t know if it was out of tension, fear, relief or pleasure. She didn’t even know how she felt about what she was doing. All she knew was that it had started and she was going to see it through to its conclusion.

Jake began thrusting his cock deep into her anus with a passion she’d never before seen in him. The situation was exciting him so much that she could already feel that he was ready to explode. She wanted both Peter and Jake to orgasm inside her at the same time. She leaned down and licked Peter’s lips with her tongue. The look on his face was of such intense desire. She knew he was going to burst into orgasm soon. She could feel Jake’s hands come around her and hold her two breasts firmly. Peter’s hands were on her hips, pushing her up and pulling her back down on his cock with a rhythm that got faster and faster as he closed in on his climax. Jake kept thrusting into her anus. Zola had never imagined that anything in the world could feel so intense. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the tidal wave of sensation that was rushing through her body.

“Oh God,” Jake cried out from behind her. At that moment, Zola felt the first pulse of semen flowing through his cock and filling up her anus. She cried out. Again and again his cock pulsed and semen surged out of him and into her rectum.

“Jesus,” she cried.

“Jesus,” Peter cried and at the same moment began to climax in her vagina, gushing his sperm into her pussy. Zola looked down at him. The look on his face was of such exquisite pleasure, pleasure that she was giving him. She suddenly felt in control of the situation. In that intense moment when both men were violently climaxing inside her, Jake pulsing his sperm up into her asshole, Peter flowing semen into her pussy like a chef basting the inside of a turkey, she suddenly felt that she was secure. Her life was safe. As long as she could please Jake and his friends, as long as she could make him proud of her and give him everything he desired, she would be safe in this situation.

And with that thought she finally gave in to the sensations that were rushing through her body. A wave of orgasm washed over her, flowing from her vagina and rectum at the same time and rushing through every part of her body like a drug.

“Holy fuck,” she screamed as she rode both of them, her head thrust back in ecstasy. “Holy fucking fuck!”


VII

VERONICA HAD BEEN FEELING OUT of sorts for days. Everything about her life suddenly seemed so difficult. She felt as if she was wading through water. Things were going fine on the surface, Hank seemed to have forgotten about the little incident they’d had when they tried to have anal sex, but underneath, Veronica’s emotions were in turmoil. All she could think about was Matt. Ever since Ariel had told her that Matt was in love with her, she just couldn’t get him out of her mind.

“Could you pass the butter?” she said to Hank.

He was sitting across the dinner table from her enjoying his steak. She hadn’t seen Kyle all day but had tried calling him four times for dinner. Ever since getting a girlfriend he’d definitely become harder to keep track of.

Hank passed her the butter and cleared his throat. “Honey, are you alright?”

“What do you mean?” she said.

“You just seem like you’ve been, I don’t know, distant.”

Veronica looked up at him. “I know, honey. I’m sorry.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t know,” Veronica said. “Do you ever just feel like you need to shake things up a bit?”

“Of course I do,” Hank said.

That was one of the things Veronica really appreciated about Hank. She could always rely on his support. No matter what she brought up, he would always try to help her. She knew she should just get Matt out of her mind and appreciate the life she’d created with Hank.

“I’ve been thinking about opening a restaurant,” she said.

Hank nodded as he chewed on his steak. “You’ve always wanted to do that. Before we got married that was your plan wasn’t it?”

“It was, but it somehow slipped away from me.”

“And you spent all that time traveling and learning all those fancy foreign recipes.”

She thought back to those years, traveling in Spain and France, tasting new foods, experiencing new adventures, living a life that was exciting and fulfilling. She thought that if she put her energy into a new project she might be able to forget about Matt and settle down in her current life again.

“And I think the timing is pretty good, for us I mean. Kyle’s going to be off at college next year.”

“The timing’s great, as far as I’m concerned,” Hank said. “Financially, we’re very secure. We would definitely be in a good position to make an investment. Put some money into the place. Get you a really good start.”

She looked up at him. She was so grateful. He was always so good to her. All she had to say was that she was thinking of opening a restaurant and he was ready to support her a hundred percent. She had to remember to appreciate things like that. Hank didn’t thrill her, he didn’t make her dizzy with desire and lust, but he was a good man and dependable.

“I’ll call Matt,” Hank said.

“What?” Veronica almost fell off her chair. Why was he bringing up Matt? “Why?”

“You’re going to need a contractor. The first job will be finding the perfect location, and you’ll need Matt’s help with that.”

Veronica wanted to walk out the back door, cross the patio, and jump into the pool. The entire point of this project had been to get her mind off Matt. It seemed that wasn’t going to happen no matter what she did!


VIII

TRUDY FELT THE COOL BREEZE of the evening flow through her hair. It was her favorite time of night, just as people were going to bed. Everything was peaceful. Everything was quiet. All of the hustle and bustle of the day was over. Whatever people spent their lives doing would have to wait till the next morning. This was a time for fantasies and desires to take over.

She was on her balcony looking out over her pool. The Roycroft’s house was right beyond the metal railing. She could see the patio behind their kitchen. She knew every room of that house. She’d been a good friend of Veronica’s for so many years that she knew virtually everything about that house. She’d even watched Kyle mature into adulthood. She’d been there the day he started high school. She could still remember reassuring Veronica that he’d do well in school. And now she was preparing to pounce on him again. She was going to have so much pleasure and he was going to give it to her. There was something so perfect about seducing a boy she’d known from such a young age. There was a time when Trudy never would have imagined sleeping with a younger man. She’d liked older, more mature men. But after the marriage she had, that changed. When she got her divorce she’d become the typical, stereotype cougar, making up for lost time by sleeping with as many younger men as she could possibly get her hands on. But now she felt she’d found an even better way to reclaim the lost years of her youth. Her best friend’s child! He was of age. There was nothing illegal about seducing him. But the fact that she was skirting so close to the edge of what was acceptable by society gave her such a thrill that it almost overwhelmed her.

She reached down under her skirt and touched her panties. She was tingling with anticipation.

She picked up her phone and texted Kyle.

—I need your help.

She pressed send and then waited, watching the moon rise over the bluffs at the end of her property. It was a perfect night to seduce a boy, she thought.

—What is it?

She’d been certain he’d reply. What eighteen-year-old boy wouldn’t reply to a woman who was willing to do for him what she wanted to do?

—I need a man. I’m all alone here.

She knew she didn’t need much of a pretext to get Kyle to come over. He’d be able to slip out and meet her without his mother noticing. Her phone beeped.

—Do you need me?

—I’m desperate for you.

She grinned wickedly as she sent the message. She couldn’t wait for him to get there. She was going to make him feel so good that he would worship her for the rest of his life. She wanted to be his first true love. She wanted to own him, heart and body and soul.

—Right now?

—Yes. Hurry.

Trudy went back into the bedroom. She had a costume that she wanted to wear for him. It was a leather Catwoman costume, like the one Halle Berry wore in the movie. She’d paid over eight-hundred dollars for it at a speciality leather store and she was really excited to try it out. She slipped out of her dress and pulled the leather body suit on. The mask attached over her heard, complete with cat ears, and tied at the back with criss-crossed black laces. She only just had it on when she heard the doorbell.

She picked up her phone and texted Kyle.

—The door’s open. I’m in the bedroom.

She got on her bed on all fours and waited. She heard him on the stairs, then in the hall. At last, he opened the bedroom door and stood there, staring at her.

“Meow,” she said, making a clawing motion in the air with her hand.

Kyle’s jaw literally dropped.

“What the hell?” he said.

“Get over here,” Trudy said. “I’m going to do something very special for you.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to make you come, using only my tongue.”

“What?”

“You heard me, now get on the bed.”

Kyle came over and lay back on the bed. Trudy unzipped his pants and pulled them and his boxer shorts down to his ankles. Kyle kicked them off onto the floor.

“You look beautiful,” he said to her.

“Shh,” Trudy said. She was looking at his young, red cock which was throbbing with desire. She hadn’t even touched him yet and it was already pumped so full of anticipation it looked ready to burst. And that was exactly what she wanted it to do. She wanted it to burst into an orgasm of cum, right inside her mouth. And she wanted him to be so in love with her that he couldn’t even think clearly.

“Meow,” she said, quietly, as she crawled over to him.

“Jesus Christ,” Kyle said.

She put her face down to his cock and stuck her tongue out. Very gently she touched it against the tip of his cock. It throbbed the moment her tongue made contact.

“Oh God,” Kyle gasped.

He couldn’t contain himself. Trudy knew it was too much for him. She plunged her mouth down over his cock just in time to feel the first burst of semen from his mouth. She drove her mouth down hard on his cock, sucking on the head of it while his sperm pulsed into her mouth. She sucked and sucked on the tip of his cock until he gasped in satisfaction and pleasure.

“Oh Jesus,” he said.

She looked at him with a vicious smile. He was staring right at her, his eyes as big as globes.

“I can’t believe you just did that,” he said.

She opened her mouth. It was still full of his sticky white sperm.

“Oh God,” he said, shaking his head.

She grinned and then she swallowed. “Delicious,” she said.

Kyle put his arms around her and held her so tight she almost couldn’t breathe. It was working, Trudy thought. It was almost too easy!


IX

ARIEL LOOKED AROUND THE CONVERTED warehouse that Gabe had rented. They were close to the Santa Monica pier. Huge windows opened up giving her a dramatic view over the ocean. It was stunning.

“How much is this place costing you?” she said.

“That’s not important. The important thing is whether or not you’ll do this forgery.”

She walked up to the canvas. It was already mounted on an easel in front of the windows. Gabe had set it up so that she could look out at the ocean while she painted. Next to the easel was a glass desk with a paper-thin computer screen on it. On the screen was the high resolution scan of the original painting. Ariel looked at it, The Storm on the Sea of Galilee. It was a remarkable piece. She’d never really looked closely at that particular painting before, she’d always been more interested in modern work, but now that she had a chance to appreciate it she was dumbfounded. She could see why the museum was offering so much money for information leading to its return. It depicted a scene from the fourth chapter of the Gospel of Mark, Jesus in a boat with the apostles calming the sea during a storm. It was a stunning picture. According to art historians the extra person in the boat was a self-portrait of the artist himself.

She sighed.

“You’re insane, Gabe,” she said. “How do you ever expect to get away with this?”

“You let me worry about that.”

“How can I let you worry about it? If you get caught, I get caught. I’m worried already just from being here.”

She looked at the blank canvas. It was massive. Sixty-four inches high and over fifty inches wide. This was from the almost four-hundred-year-old batch that Gabe had somehow managed to get a hold of. The canvas alone was worth tens of thousands of dollars. It was a forger’s wet dream.

“Will you do it?” Gabe said.

Ariel had to admit, the challenge was tempting. Even working on a canvas like that, it was a thrill just thinking about it. She was terrified at the thought of putting paint on that canvas though.

“I presume you have paint that will match tests too,” she said.

“I’ve got paint.”

She looked at him. She hadn’t painted anything like this in years. She’d been good, she knew she could match Rembrandt’s brush strokes if she wanted to, she just wasn’t sure she had the courage to go through with it.

“Gabe,” she said.

“Ariel.”

She wanted to bring up something that they hadn’t ever spoken of before. She usually wouldn’t have spoken of this to him, she was very private when it came to her art, but they’d just made love the night before and she was feeling close to him, connected in a way that she never really had when they were married. Now that they were divorced, now that he was cheating on another woman, and was cheating with her, she finally felt as if she was on an equal footing with him.

“I never told you the full reason I dropped out of art school.”

“You got pregnant. You married me. We opened the gallery. You did what you had to do. Life took over.”

She looked out the enormous windows at the waves of the ocean.

“But there was more to it than that.”

“What do you mean?”

“It wasn’t just because of Becky that I dropped out of college. It wasn’t just because of our marriage.”

“What was it then?”

“I dropped out because I felt like a fraud.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m not sure,” she said. “I’ve never really spoken about this to anyone.”

“You were the real deal, Ariel. I remember the fuss they made over you at that school when they first saw your work.”

“I was talented.”

“Yes you were.”

“But I felt like I was just going through the motions. Like I was just echoing the art I’d seen from others. I didn’t feel like I had my own voice.”

Gabe was quiet. For once it seemed he didn’t know what to say.

“I felt like I was too young, like I didn’t know enough about the world, or about life, to offer anything new or unique. I felt that I hadn’t seen enough of life to start mirroring it with my art.”

“You were very young,” Gabe said, “but you were wise too. You knew as much about life as anyone else. You had as much right as anyone else to paint it.”

“I know,” Ariel said. “I know that now. And I’ve seen so much more of life now, too.”

“Enough to have a voice of your own.”

“I think so,” she said. “I think if I wanted, I could create something original now, offer a perspective that hasn’t been seen before.”

“So you’re saying you won’t do the forgery?” Gabe said.

Ariel didn’t answer. She wasn’t sure what she was saying. She hadn’t painted in years, at least nothing more than sketches and concept pieces that kept her skills honed. She hadn’t even seriously considered painting either. She’d long thought that the only place open to her in the art world was as a curator, a gallery buyer, a judge of the work of others.

She looked at Gabe. He was staring at her intently, waiting for her response. She could see that he’d put so much effort into this already. He’d invested so much. He was possibly fifty or a hundred grand into this scheme and they hadn’t even started the forgery yet.

“What’s the plan?” she said.

“For collecting the reward?”

“For getting the money and not going to jail.”

Gabe looked around the room as if making doubly sure no one else was in there. She’d seen the amount of locked doors they’d had to pass through to get in there. She knew they were completely alone.

“I’ve purchased a building on the outskirts of Amsterdam. It was destroyed in a fire in 1991. It’s an apartment building.”

“It wasn’t rebuilt?”

“No. Too many structural issues. The area hasn’t been that hot of a real estate market. It’s just been sitting vacant.”

“How much did you pay for it?”

“Enough,” Gabe said.

“Gabe,” Ariel said. “How much money have you poured into this scheme so far?”

“That’s not important,” Gabe said. “When we collect the five million I’ll be well into the black.”

She raised her eyebrows questioningly. One thing about Gabe, he’d always been a gambler at heart.

“Tell me about the building.”

“It turns out that the previous owners were involved in organized crime, one of the biggest drug rings in Holland. The four men who died in the fire were wanted drug dealers at the time.”

“I see,” Ariel said.

“They imported massive quantities of cocaine. They also imported a variety of other things for the black market. And that’s not all.”

“What else?”

“The insurance reports from the fire detailed a massive safe that was discovered in the wreckage.”

“What happened to the safe?”

“Nothing. It’s still in the wreckage. The door melted to the body of the safe. They couldn’t open it.”

“They didn’t try?”

“It appears they didn’t. They just left it. The insurance company wouldn’t have been entitled to the contents even if they got it open. The owners never came to claim it. It’s all documented in the public reports.”

“Wasn’t anyone curious to see inside the safe?”

“I guess not. They probably didn’t think there was anything valuable in it.”

“So you’re going to open it?”

“I’m going to get plans drawn up to develop the building, turn it into condos. I’m going to get a team to remove the safe and bring it to a welding facility to dismantle it. And I’m going to say I found the canvas inside, completely by chance.”

“They’re going to be all over it,” she said.

“Yes they are.”

“They’re going to have every art expert in the world examine it.”

“And what they’re going to find is a four-hundred year old Dutch canvas, with four-hundred year old Dutch paint, perfectly matching Rembrandt’s painting right down to the marks on the back of the canvas and behind the frame.”

Ariel shook her head. It was a crazy plan. She had no idea if it would succeed or not.

“You’re just going to call up the museum and tell them you have their painting?”

“I’m going to call a reporter. Pretend I have no idea what I just found.”

“You’re insane, Gabe.”

“So what do you say?” he said. “Are you going to be crazy with me?”

Ariel couldn’t believe she was allowing herself to get sucked into this scheme. She knew it was crazy to even hope they would get away with it. But she found herself nodding her head. “Let’s do it,” she said.


X

BECKY WAS CERTAIN SOMETHING WAS going on between Kyle and Trudy. On her way home from a movie with her dad she noticed him on the street. She’d thought he was on the way to her house but before the car caught up to him he turned the corner to go down Trudy’s driveway. It was after ten at night. What the hell was he doing at Trudy Luxton’s after ten at night? There was only one thing she could think of.

Trudy Luxton was trying to steal her boyfriend. How was that even possible? Trudy was her mother’s age. She could imagine having to fend off girls from her high school, especially seniors, but having to fight to keep her boyfriend away from a middle-aged woman who was old enough to be his mother? That was too much!

As soon as she got home she ran up the stairs to her bedroom and tried to call him. There was no answer. Of course there was no answer. Why the hell would there be an answer? She was only his girlfriend. He was only her first real love, the first boy she’d ever been intimate with in her life, and now he was cheating on her! She couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t believe she’d been so stupid. She’d spent her entire childhood vowing never to become her mother, now here she was, just sixteen years old, and the boy she’d chosen to go out with was already trying to get one over on her. How did women ever tolerate men?

One thing was for certain, he wasn’t going to get away with this. Not on her watch!


XI

WHEN BECKY WOKE UP THE next morning she was determined to do something. She wasn’t going to be like her mother who had spent years letting the man she loved get away with infidelity. She took a quick shower, got dressed, grabbed an apple from the kitchen counter and went straight over to Kyle’s house. It was still an hour before they needed to leave for school and she knew she’d catch him getting ready. She wasn’t taking any risks that he’d try to avoid her.

“Oh, Becky!” Veronica said when she answered the door.

“Good morning Mrs. Roycroft. Is Kyle here?”

Veronica looked a little confused that she was there so early but she let her in and told her Kyle was still in his room. Becky didn’t even knock when she got upstairs. She just walked straight into Kyle’s room and announced her presence.

“Becky!” Kyle said, a little startled. He was still in his boxers and was standing at the door to his bathroom with a toothbrush in his mouth. He finished brushing and rinsed his mouth and then came back out.

“You’re here early,” he said. He came over to kiss her but she stopped him.

“What’s going on?” she said. She wasn’t going to get sidetracked.

“What do you mean?”

“Something’s going on between you and Trudy Luxton. I know it. I saw you going over to her place last night. You’ve been going over there every chance you get.”

“No I haven’t.”

“Don’t lie to me Kyle. I’m not your wife. I’m your friend. We shouldn’t be keeping things from each other. Not yet. Not at this stage of our relationship.”

Kyle sighed. He sat down on the bed. Becky looked at him. He looked troubled, like he had something difficult to tell her. She knew then that she was right. The pain of it was outweighed by the satisfaction she got from having discovered the truth. Even more important than having a boyfriend was her ability to maintain her self-respect, and for Becky that meant not letting any man, no matter how perfect, cheat on her. She went over and sat down next to him.

“Just tell me everything,” she said. “It’s not the end of the world. We’re just kids.”

He looked up at her, into her eyes. “You’re so smart,” he said.

She nodded. She was still waiting for him to spill the beans.

“I’ve been a complete jerk,” Kyle said. “I cheated on you with Trudy. You’re right.”

Becky said nothing. Even if she’d wanted to hear the truth, it still hurt.

“I didn’t want to cheat on you,” Kyle said. “I didn’t have any intention of doing anything with any other girl in the world. I really didn’t.”

“But it happened anyway.”

“Becky. When you and I got intimate, when we did the things we did together, I was so happy I felt like I could have floated away into the clouds.”

“Then why did you cheat?”

“I don’t know, Becky. I honestly don’t. I have such strong feelings for you. I’m so attracted to you. There isn’t a girl in our school I’d rather date than you. I really wanted a future with you. I swear it.”

“But how can you say that now?”

“The thing with Trudy, I don’t want to make excuses, but it really did just happen before I even knew it. You remember that day I went over there to take her photo?”

“Of course I do. I hated that you were going over there.”

“Well, I got there, and she was dressed all sexy.”

“I knew it,” Becky said.

“And she just knew exactly what to do to me, Becky. It was almost like she hypnotized me. All I had in mind was taking photos, and the next thing I knew I’d had sex with her. It was unreal.”

“I bet it was,” Becky said. She wasn’t impressed with Kyle’s explanation but she knew it was probably the truth. She saw Trudy coming at him a mile away and she knew enough about boys to know that they didn’t have much resistance when a woman came on to them like that.

“I know this sounds like a cliché,” Kyle said, “but it basically was over before I even knew it had begun.”

“And then you went back for more last night,” Becky said.

Kyle looked at her and she knew he didn’t have any explanation for that. “Yes, I did. And I admit it, I pretty much knew what was going to happen last night and I went over anyway. I wanted it.”

Becky nodded and listened. She was quiet. She wasn’t sure what to say.

“The thing is,” Kyle said, “you want to know what I was thinking as I did those things with Trudy?”

“What?”

“I was thinking that I could use everything I learned with Trudy on you.”

“That’s weird.”

“No, listen,” Kyle continued. “She’s experienced. She knows about sex. I don’t know anything. I was thinking, whatever she told me to do, whatever she really liked, I could then do it to you, and you’d love it.”

Becky listened. It was actually a pretty smart idea. “Well,” she said, “it did feel really good when you went down on me.”

“Right,” Kyle said, “it was amazing.”

“It was amazing,” Becky said.

“So I was thinking,” Kyle continued, “that we could take everything I learn from Trudy, and we could use that to pleasure each other.”

Becky looked at him. She knew it was a crazy idea, she knew that wasn’t how monogamous relationships worked, but something about the idea thrilled her. It was the fact that she and Kyle together would be using Trudy. They’d be the ones getting all the benefit, taking all her knowledge and then using it to make their own sex life better. It would be something that she and Kyle could have, that they could share, that would be all theirs.

And it would be kinky as hell!

“Show me what she taught you last night,” Becky said.

Kyle looked at her. “Right now? My mom’s downstairs!”

“Okay,” Becky said, “but tonight, you’re going to take me up to our spot in your truck, and you’re going to show me everything.”


XII

ARIEL STOOD IN FRONT OF the enormous, four-hundred-year-old canvas and took a deep breath. She was really doing it, she was going ahead with Gabe’s plan and getting herself involved in what could possibly be the most dangerous and foolhardy project of her life. And the thing was, despite all the risk, all of the danger of their project, she was thrilled. She couldn’t wait to test herself, test her skill against this canvas.

She picked up the brush and examined it. Gabe had thought of everything. Even the brushes were ancient, made of the same hog-bristles that Rembrandt had used. The handles had been sharpened with a paring knife. It was another unusual technique that Rembrandt had pioneered, using the sharpened end of the brush to scratch into the primer or make markings in the paint. Gabe had thought of everything, right down to the tiniest detail.

She opened the pot of glue-chalk gesso and began putting down the first layer of primer. It was essential to prepare the canvas properly. When she’d layered on the primer she went over to the window and waited for it to dry. She watched the waves of the Pacific rolling in onto the beach. It was an overcast day and there weren’t many people outside.

As she was sanding and smoothing the first primer layer Gabe came in.

“Hard at it?” he said.

“You’ve really gone all out,” Ariel said. “You’ve thought of everything.”

“This is going to work,” he said.

“You’ve even sharpened the brush handles.”

“Hey, I can do my homework as well as the best of them.”

It was true. He’d really impressed her with the quality of the preparations. This was what it took to defraud an art museum out of five million dollars.

“So what have you done so far?” Gabe said.

Ariel smiled. She knew he was eager. He was expecting to see an outline of the boat or something. To recreate this painting it was going to take a lot of time. There wouldn’t be much to see for a while.

“Well,” she said, “I put on the first layer of primer.”

“Oh yeah, the primer,” he said. He must have known about all that as he’d sourced the correct compounds for priming the canvas himself.

“It’s going to take a while to do this right,” she said.

“I know,” Gabe said. “I know how long it will take.”

“And then to let it all cure, it’s not going to be fast.”

Gabe nodded. “It’s going to be worth it though,” he said. “When it’s done.”

Ariel walked over to him. “If you don’t mind my asking,” she said, “what possessed you to go to all this trouble, to take this massive risk? You’re making a small fortune at the gallery right now, aren’t you?”

“It’s not really about the money.” Gabe said, “It’s about the challenge. The thrill of the chase, you know what I mean? I just want to get one over on the establishment.”

Ariel smiled. Gabe had always been a gambler. “You never were one to play it safe, were you.”

Gabe watched as Ariel put another few layers of primer on the canvas, each one progressively smoother and finer than the last.

“So how’s it going with your new girlfriend?” Ariel said at last.

She knew she was being nosy but she wanted to hear what he thought of it. After all, Lucy and girls like her were the reason her own marriage had broken down.

“I don’t know,” Gabe said. “To be honest, it’s just a fling. It’s gone on longer than I think it needs to.”

“I was surprised that you were still going out with her. What’s it been, like six months?”

“Longer. I’m just afraid to break up with her now because I’m her employer!”

Ariel shook her head. “You always knew how to make things complicated.”

Gabe looked sad then. “I should have just appreciated what I had,” he said, “and enjoyed it.”

“Yes, you should have,” Ariel said.

Gabe came up to her and kissed her on the forehead. Then he left.

Ariel watched him leave. It seemed he’d really changed in the past year. He never used to talk to her like that. He’d never been so vulnerable or emotional. She layered on some more primer and then looked at the computer screen image of the original painting. She was trying to work out what colors of paint lay beneath the surface. Often, the paint you covered up was as important, or even more important, than the final layers that were visible on the surface.


XIII

LATER THAT EVENING WHILE ARIEL was finishing up at the warehouse Gabe called her.

“What’s up?” she said.

“I was wondering if you wanted to go out for a drink tonight?”

“Oh,” Ariel said. She was surprised. “I don’t know, Gabe.” She paused for a moment, uncertain what to say. She’d enjoyed screwing his brains out, but she still wanted to keep things slow.

Gabe spoke, just to fill the awkward silence. “I was just close by and I thought maybe you wanted to get a bite to eat,” he said.

“I don’t know,” she said again. “Can I take a rain check, Gabe?”

“Sure,” Gabe said. She could tell he felt embarrassed for calling but she didn’t know what else to say. She didn’t want to rush into anything with him. They’d been married a long time and it really had been a difficult process getting divorced. For the first time in her adult life she felt she could enjoy her freedom and make real plans for her future.

She put her phone in her purse and gathered up the rest of her stuff. The canvas could sit like that for a day or two for the layers of primer harden. She turned on a fan to keep air in the room circulating and then left. She had four steel doors to lock on her way from the studio to the parking lot. Gabe was taking security very seriously.

She got into her car and turned the ignition. She’d been intending on going straight home, Becky was there watching a movie and she felt a little bad that she hadn’t prepared any dinner. Becky had had a frozen pizza. But as she drove down Santa Monica Boulevard past Third Street she had a sudden urge to go to a bar. Gabe had put the idea in her mind and while she didn’t want to meet up with him for a drink she did feel like meeting someone.

She was a single woman now, she was a grown adult, she could go to a bar and meet someone if she wanted. Why couldn’t she? It wasn’t something she’d ever done before but as she found a parking spot she began to feel very excited about going to a bar by herself for what was probably the first time in over twenty years.

She found a really nice looking wine bar called Bodega. It seemed pretty busy with people sipping expensive wines and enjoying fancy appetizers. She looked at her reflection in the glass door. She thought she looked fine. She felt a flutter of nerves as she stepped inside. What was she doing? She felt like a teenager again. She was trying to pick up!

She stepped inside and immediately felt overcome with self-consciousness. Everyone in there seemed to be with friends. They were all laughing and talking and drinking. She felt conspicuous having no date and no friends to sit with. She walked straight through the main area of the bar and into the women’s washroom. There were a few women inside touching up their makeup. Ariel joined them and made sure she looked presentable. Then she went back out to the bar feeling a little more confident.

There was an opening at the bar and she went over and took a seat.

“What can I get you?” the bartender said.

Ariel looked up at him. The place really was cool. Exposed brick walls gave it a hip, industrial feel. The wine on the shelves around the bar looked very impressive. She’d never seen so many options.

“I don’t know,” she said. “What red wine do you recommend?”

The bartender smiled and held up the bottle that was already in his hand. “Do you like dry?”

“Love it.”

“Then you’re going to love this,” he said and poured her a glass.

Ariel had no idea what the wine was but she didn’t really care. It all tasted the same in the end.

“Put that on my tab,” a man sitting close to Ariel at the bar said.

Was it really as easy as that to get picked up? Ariel thought. She looked over at the man who’d bought her the drink. She almost fell off her seat. It was Jake Medeiros.

Ariel hadn’t seen Jake since that awful pool party where he’d practically drowned Zola. She’d stormed out after making a big scene in front of all his friends and she’d been carefully avoiding him ever since. She didn’t like him one bit and she had no interest in talking to him now.

“Ariel,” Jake said.

He was leaning back on his bar stool looking like he owned the place. Ariel had to admit he was pretty dashing in a navy suit that looked like it came from Tom Ford or somewhere equally expensive. The top few buttons of his shirt were open and she could see his tanned, well-built chest and collar bones.

“Jake,” she said and lifted her glass to him.

He nodded and took a sip of the whiskey he was drinking.

“Well,” she said, “I think I’ll leave.”

Jake got up from his seat immediately and came over to her.

“Please,” he said, “don’t rush off just because of me. I know I owe you an apology.”

Ariel was surprised. She hadn’t expected him to be polite, or to offer an apology of any kind.

“It’s not me you owe an apology to. It’s your wife.”

“I know,” he said. “And believe me, Zola and I are working on our issues. And boy do we have issues.”

“I’ll say.”

Jake looked saddened, as if the thought of his marriage made him unhappy.

“Anyway, I wanted to clear the air and tell you that I’m very sorry for my behavior the other week. It really wasn’t acceptable and I regret that it happened.”

“Alright,” Ariel said.

“And you were absolutely right to call me on it. I’d had too much to drink and I was making a fool of myself.”

Ariel nodded. “Well,” she said. “I guess I should say, apology accepted.” She raised her glass to him and they clinked a little toast.

“I’ll leave you to your drink,” Jake said.

Jake beckoned the waiter over to settle his bill but Ariel, for reasons entirely surprising to herself, stopped him. “Don’t leave,” she said. “Join me for a drink.”

She didn’t want to be left there alone. The place was bustling with people and now that Jake was standing next to her she didn’t want him to disappear. He took the seat next to her and ordered another whiskey.

“Marriages can be difficult,” Ariel said to break the silence.

“You’re telling me,” Jake said. “Never in a million years would I have predicted how difficult it could get. Zola and I hardly even speak to each other most of the time.”

“Really?”

“It’s like communication completely breaks down sometimes. And then there’s all this anger I have.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know if I should talk about it,” Jake said. “It’s just, let’s say that I have some personal issues I’m trying to resolve.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re Zola’s friend. I shouldn’t say anything. I’ll let her tell you.”

Ariel finished her glass of wine and Jake ordered her another straight away. She sat quietly as it arrived and sipped from it. It really was delicious wine and she was drinking it too quickly. If she kept up like this she’d have to get a cab home. She wasn’t going to let Jake drive her home, that was for sure. She couldn’t let herself get a reputation on the Row.

“Just spill the beans,” she said to Jake. “It’s no big deal. Everyone’s got marital problems. Believe me. Everyone. My own ex-husband, a man who made a habit of cheating on me for sixteen years, just called an hour ago to ask me out for a drink.”

“At least he knows what he wants,” Jake said.

“He’s never had a problem with that,” Ariel said. “So come on, what’s your issue? Maybe all you need is a little female advice.”

Jake looked troubled. He looked like he was about to make a confession. “Well,” he said, “I shouldn’t even be saying this, it’s embarrassing to be honest, but Zola slept with a friend of mine.”

Ariel almost choked on her wine. “What?” she said, a little louder than she should have. A few of the other people at the bar turned to look at her. “How do you know that?” Ariel said.

“I know it. His name is Peter. He showed me the video of it.”

“He got video?”

“I guess they recorded themselves.” Jake took out his cellphone and began opening a file.

“Jesus, Jake. I don’t need to see that.” Even still, Ariel watched intently as he opened a small video clip. There was no denying it. It clearly showed Zola sucking off a fairly out of shape guy. Then she got up and mounted his cock by sitting on his lap.

“Holy shit,” Ariel said.

“I know.”

“And I stood up for her,” Ariel said. She felt somehow responsible to Jake. She’d stood up for Zola in front of everyone, and now she was finding out that this was what Zola was up to. “It’s none of my business,” she said.

“I’ll tell you, when the message came in I thought it was a joke. I’ll be the first to admit my marriage isn’t perfect but I never expected this.”

“I never would have believed it either,” Ariel said. “To be blunt, if I’d had to guess who was the cheater in your marriage, I would have guessed it was you.”

Jake shrugged. He looked sympathetic to Ariel. “That’s what people always think. I guess I can come across badly sometimes.”

“I’ll say,” Ariel said, sipping her wine.

“You want another glass?” Jake said.

Ariel looked up at him. She felt so bad for judging him. She’d thought he was the biggest asshole in the world and now she was seeing a whole other side to him.

“Sure,” she said. “What the hell. We only live once.”


XIV

OVER THE COURSE OF THE next two hours Ariel lost track of the number of glasses of wine Jake bought her. She felt a bit strange sitting there with him getting progressively drunker. Just a few hours earlier she’d thought Jake was one of the biggest assholes she’d ever met in her life. Now here she was, letting him flirt shamelessly with her. She began to think that maybe she wasn’t quite as good a judge of character as she’d thought. She’d thought Jake was a jerk and it turned out he was actually a pretty nice guy. He had his issues just like everyone else did. And besides, what did Ariel know? She’d just slept with her own ex-husband, a man she knew had cheated on her literally hundreds of times. She’d also taken Zola’s side at the pool party only to learn that Zola was the one having the wild affairs, letting people videotape her while she was fucking her husband’s friends! That was crazy.

“I can’t believe my ex asked me out tonight,” Ariel said.

“I can,” Jake said. “Look at you!”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ariel said.

“I don’t know,” Jake said. “It’s just, let’s just say, when I saw you and your daughter come over to our pool party that day, I couldn’t believe my eyes.”

“Come on!”

“Really,” he said. “I’m not kidding. I think that’s the whole reason I acted weird that day.”

“You’re so full of it.”

“Really, Ariel. I was like, damn! I don’t think I’d ever seen a woman as hot as you in my entire life.”

“Oh God, Gabe. You’re just flirting with me now.”

“I’m not,” he said. He leaned forward and put his hand on her knee. Ariel looked down at his hand. She knew exactly where this was leading. It wasn’t going to go anywhere good. How the hell could she even think about sleeping with her friend’s husband? It was insane. She lived on Beverly Row. She had to maintain good relationships with the other women who lived there. If she slept with Jake, how the hell was she ever going to be able to look Zola in the eye again? She wasn’t the kind of person who could live dishonestly. She wouldn’t be able to do this.

But Jake’s hand moved slowly up from her knee along her thigh. It felt so good to have his big, strong hand on her leg. She felt sexy and desirable. He wanted her. All she had to do was take a glance at his lap to see that his penis was erect inside his slacks. He wanted her so badly that he was coming on to her right here in the bar.

She wondered how he felt, finding out that his wife was cheating on him. She knew how she’d felt the first time she’d realized for certain that Gabe was cheating on her. It had been devastating. She’d have done anything at that moment. There was no way she could have controlled her emotions at that point. That was what Jake was going through right now. He was emotionally devastated. He’d wake up in the morning and begin to put the pieces of his life together, try and figure out how he was going to go on in a marriage that obviously wasn’t what he thought it was. But right now everything was different. He was in free fall and anything was possible.

Ariel looked at him. She didn’t think about what she was doing. She didn’t make a conscious decision about whether or not she was going to sleep with Jake. She didn’t think about how she was going to go on living on the Row with the other wives. All she did was open her legs a little, allowing Jake’s cool, firm hand to slide even farther up the inside of her thigh.

She sighed. Jake noticed. He let his hand slide up under the skirt of her dress. Ariel was surprised at how bold he was. She looked around. The bar was still busy and no one was paying them any attention as far as she could tell. She opened her legs just the tiniest little bit more and looked into Jake’s eyes.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Touch it.”

“Right now?”

“You know you want to,” she said seductively.

Gabe’s hand moved slowly, inching its way up her leg. Ariel closed her eyes and focused on the smooth sensation of his finger tips running over her skin. Eventually he reached the edge of her panty. He looked at her. She looked right back at him. She gave a very small nod.

His fingers went in under the elasticated edge of her panty. Ariel held her breath. A moment later she felt him on the very edge of her pussy. She was so wet and she hoped he didn’t care. He didn’t seem to. His finger kept moving until it actually slid inside the lips of her vagina and went right inside her.

“Oh God,” she whispered.

Jake leaned forward and began kissing her passionately. She wasn’t thinking of anything now. Her body was working on autopilot. She opened her mouth and gladly accepted his tongue. It moved inside her, sliding against her own tongue. Her lips pressed against his. His mouth was surprisingly soft.

This is Zola’s husband, she thought. The idea of it scared her and thrilled her at the same time. Sleeping with another woman’s husband! It wasn’t anything she’d ever thought she would do. Maybe sleeping with Gabe again had changed her. She’d gone from being the victim, the woman who waited at home while her husband fooled around behind her back, to the aggressor, the woman outside stealing other women’s men.

“Where are you going to take me?” she whispered.

A minute later and they were making their way out of the bar. There was an old hotel on the corner and they stumbled toward it.

“Won’t Zola be wondering where you are?” Ariel said as they walked into the lobby of the hotel.

It was a traditional looking place, a hotel that must have been there for decades.

“I’m the last thing on her mind,” Jake said. “Trust me.”

“She’s going to hate me,” Ariel said.

“She can’t hate you if she never finds out,” he said as they reached the checkin counter.

Jake put the room on his credit card and then pulled Ariel after him into the elevator. They were headed for the third floor. Once they were inside the elevator Ariel had a moment of clarity. She’d had a lot of wine, things had moved very quickly, and without thinking she’d allowed herself to get into this position with the husband of a friend. It was a recipe for disaster and she knew it. She also knew that she’d have to live with the guilt of this night for a very long time.

Should she call it off?

She looked at Gabe. He was leaning against the wall of the elevator looking at her as if he was about to jump her. Had he really been telling the truth? He’d showed her the video of Zola with another man but something about it didn’t seem to make sense. She knew Zola. At least she thought she did. It didn’t seem like her style. How old was that video? That could have happened years ago. As she looked at Jake leaning against the wall, measuring her up like a piece of dessert he’d just ordered, she suddenly felt like she’d fallen into a terrible trap. He’d lied to her. He was the cheater. It wasn’t Zola. She knew that. She’d believed what she wanted to believe and now she was about to sleep with her friend’s husband.

She felt that Jake had played her. And she’d fallen for it.

He came over and put his arm around her. She suddenly felt awful. She’d allowed this guy to pick her up at a bar for the simple reason that she was horny and she knew he was willing and able to do the deed.

He reached with his hands down behind her and pulled up her dress, planting his hands on her bare butt cheeks. The elevator dinged and he let go. She pulled down her dress and followed him down the corridor toward their room. She could tell by the way he was walking that he was quite drunk. She was too, but not so much that she didn’t know what she was doing.

Jake opened the door. This was Ariel’s absolute last chance to turn this thing around. She knew she’d regret it if she went through with this. She knew she’d never be able to look Zola in the eye again. She knew she’d feel like a complete and utter slut if she did it.

He took her hand and pulled her into the room.

“Wait,” she said, resisting him.

“What is it?”

“It’s just, Jake, to be honest.”

“Oh no,” he said, reading the look on her face. “You’re having second thoughts. I can tell.”

“Well, the thing is, Zola’s my friend.”

“Yeah, but she’s a total slut. I already showed you what she did.”

“I know,” Ariel said. “But it’s not just that.”

“What is it?”

“It’s just, I don’t want to be the girl who goes around fucking other girl’s husbands.”

“Sure you do,” Jake said.

“I don’t know,” Ariel said. It was true there was a thrill in the idea of it, but the reality was different. It was dirty.

“Okay,” Jake said. “Let me show you something that will really blow your socks off.”

Ariel rolled her eyes. She’d decided that she didn’t want to do this. She didn’t want to go through with it. She’d feel too bad in the morning when she had to look at herself in the mirror in the full light of day. Jake pulled up the video file on his phone again and played it from the beginning. He handed it to Ariel this time.

“I’ve already seen this,” Ariel said.

“Just watch it to the end.”

Ariel didn’t know why she was watching the video. It was dirty. It was seedy. It didn’t matter what Zola had done, this was about Ariel and the person she wanted to be. But then something strange happened in the video. Something so unusual and shocking that Ariel almost dropped the phone. As she continued to watch the action, her jaw opened wider and wider.

Zola was in the footage, fucking that guy she’d seen earlier, but then Jake himself entered the scene. And then the two of them were fucking Zola at the same time, and Zola appeared to be enjoying it.

“Jesus,” Ariel said.

“Right?” Jake said.

“I had no idea you guys were into that.”

“Yes we are.”

“But you told me she cheated on you.”

“I just thought that was an easier way to get you to let me in,” Jake said.

“So you admit you’ve been trying to pick me up right from the get go.”

“I just thought that was a better way than telling you that Zola and I have a completely open relationship.”

“So if I ask Zola about this she’ll agree?”

“Yes, of course. But please don’t bring this up with Zola. She really doesn’t want any of our neighbors to know that she’s involved in this sort of thing.”

“But you promise that Zola wouldn’t mind if I slept with you.”

“Yes I do,” Jake said. He took her hand again and this time pulled her into the room and over to the bed.

“What do you call that?” Ariel said as she lay back on the bed.

Jake was standing over her. He looked down at her like he was starving for her body. “Call what?”

“What you and Zola were doing.”

“You mean a threesome?”

“Yeah, but was it swinging, or wife-swapping or what? I’m not up to date on the lingo.”

“It was hotwifing. It’s where you get other guys to sleep with your wife.”

“Why?”

“Why? Because it’s hot as hell,” he said.

“And Zola agrees with it? She’s into it too?”

“Oh my God,” Jake said. “She’s the instigator. She loves doing it.”

“I never even knew it was a thing,” Ariel said.

“Would you be interested in trying it?” Jake said.

“I don’t know,” Ariel said. She laughed. “Right now, Jake, I’m drunk. And you know I’m drunk. I’d agree to all sorts of things right now that I’d never even consider doing in the morning.”

“But if the idea appeals to you,” Jake said, “then you should roll with it.”

Ariel smiled. Jake’s hand was up under her skirt again and this time he was a lot less shy about slipping his finger into her pussy.

“Oh, that feels good,” she said.

“Imagine doing this with all the men you want.”

“You mean as a hotwife?”

“Yes.”

His finger was inserted all the way into her pussy and the way he was wriggling it felt so good that she had to grind against his hand like a cat rubbing against someone’s leg.

“I don’t see how I could be a hotwife if I don’t have a husband,” Ariel said.

“I could get you into it,” Jake said. “I could take care of everything. Organize the dates. Get the guys to show up for you. Get your picture up on the site.”

“I don’t know,” Ariel said. “It’s pretty slutty.”

“Hey, Zola does it and she doesn’t think of herself as a slut. It’s just a way to explore your sexuality in a new way. Lots of people are into it, and they’re perfectly normal people. Perfectly healthy.”

“And what would Zola say if you suddenly showed up on your site with two wives?”

“She won’t know until I tell her about it,” Jake said. “And I won’t tell her about it until I know she’s ready to hear it.”

Ariel got up on her knees and pulled her dress off. She was in her underwear in front of him. She reached behind her and unclasped her bra. Then she slipped out of her panties.

“Do you like what you see?” she said as she unzipped Jake’s slacks.

“You know I do. I love it.”

“And would your friends love it too?” she said.

“They’d go nuts for some of this.”

“And you’d be my husband?” she said, playfully. “You’d be the one who chose who got to fuck me, who got to see me?”

“Yes I would. I’d be in charge of everything.”

“And you’d be at the dates too?”

“Sometimes.”

“And you and your friends would double penetrate me like you did to Zola in that video?”

“Oh God,” Jake said. “We’d do things to you you’ve never even imagined.”

Ariel bent down over him and let his erect cock slide into her mouth. She closed her lips around it and began caressing it with her tongue.

“So are you in?”

“Well,” she said as she came up off his pulsing, throbbing cock. “Show me what you’ve got.”


XV

AS ARIEL WAS FEELING THE powerful, electrifying sensation of Jake’s cock exploding semen deep insider her vagina, the same moon that shone down on the hotel in Santa Monica was shining down on the serene houses of Beverly Row.

*

BECKY WAS ONLY JUST COMING to terms with the arrangement she’d made with Kyle. He was her first love, the first boy she’d ever fallen for, and now she’d just made the kinkiest, sluttiest deal she could imagine. He was going to continue fucking Trudy, just so that he could learn sexual moves and bring them back to try on her.

She wasn’t a hundred percent certain how she felt about the idea, it was pretty far outside her comfort zone. But then she thought about the orgasm Kyle had given her and she couldn’t help hope for even greater pleasures. She wanted it. She wanted it all. So what if Kyle was seeing another woman? He wasn’t going to be the love of her life. He was just her high school boyfriend. She could use this time to get as much experience, knowledge, and sexual pleasure as possible.

*

TRUDY WAS LYING BY HER pool with a margarita in her hand. She felt like she was on top of the world. Not only was she rich and single but she was seducing an eighteen-year-old who seemed as eager as a puppy to please her. She was already trying to hatch new schemes for the things she could get him to do for her. So many ideas were flying through her head. All she had to do was pick one and Kyle would be her slave, doing everything she demanded to pleasure her.

Life was good!

*

VERONICA LAY BACK ON THE sofa and put her feet on Hank’s lap. He rubbed them tenderly as he watched his show. She was flicking through magazines about restaurant design. She was trying to look for ideas for her new restaurant, she hadn’t even come up with a name yet, or a location, but all she could think about was Matt Harkness. She knew there was something real between the two of them. She knew that there was a chance at something serious there. The only problem was Hank. Apart from the fact that Veronica wasn’t in love with him, he was the absolute perfect life-partner.

As Hank rubbed her feet she wondered, what does Matt’s cock look like?

*

ZOLA SAT IN FRONT OF the mirror and let the tears roll down her cheeks and drip from her face down onto the vanity. Where was he? She’d let herself be used like a whore to win him over. She’d allowed him to present her to his friends like a piece of meat that they could fuck whenever they wanted. She’d allowed herself to set aside everything she held dear, every idea she held about her life and the person she’d believed she was. She’d allowed Jake and Peter to gangbang her like a complete slut and videotape it.

And now, where the hell was he?

He was supposed to come back to her. It was supposed to bring them closer. It was supposed to save the relationship. And now it was four in the morning and he wasn’t home. She was still all alone. Maybe she should look to the women in her life for more support.

She pulled up Ariel on her phone and typed in a text message.

—What’s up?

It was stupid. She couldn’t strike up conversations with her neighbors in the middle of the night. She deleted it without pressing send.

*

ARIEL LAY IN THE BED next to Jake. She’d just had a massive, mind-blowing orgasm, she was still sweating and panting from the exertion of the sex, and as she’d fully known, all she could feel was guilt. What had she done? Zola was her friend. She’d done it twice in a matter of days. First with Gabe, now with Jake, she was doing to other women what had been done to her for so many years.

And she felt terrible.
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