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The cart hummed beneath him like a small, obedient animal.

James had his elbow propped on the little vinyl roof support, aviators on, a bottle of water sweating rings into the cup holder. The desert morning was already climbing past eighty and the fairway stretched out ahead in that particular shade of unnatural green that only exists when rich people decide to defy geography. He wasn't playing. He never played. He didn't hate golf exactly—he just had no patience for a sport that rewarded nothing except patience, and that felt like a metaphor he didn't want to sit with on a Saturday.

His wife, on the other hand, had gotten it into her head six months ago that golf was a thing she should learn. Not out of genuine love for the sport. Because their friends Greg and Dana played, they'd been invited to this resort weekend, and Claire had decided—as she decided most things, with a certainty that was both charming and entirely disconnected from her actual capabilities—that she would simply be good at it.

She was not good at it.

"Okay," she said, standing over her ball on the fourth hole tee box, club raised, tongue pressed between her teeth in concentration. She was wearing white shorts that stopped about two inches below where they needed to for anyone in the vicinity to maintain composure—James had clocked this when they left the room and said nothing, because he wasn't an idiot—and a pale pink polo that fit her in ways polo shirts were never designed to fit. Her dark hair was up in a high ponytail, a few strands loose from the heat already. She looked like the kind of woman who played golf in a beer commercial, not like someone who was making any serious attempt at the actual sport.

She swung.

The ball shanked hard right, bounced twice in the rough, and vanished somewhere near a cluster of scrubby desert sage.

"Fuck," she said. Quiet, but with real feeling behind it.

James pressed his lips together. "Beautiful."

"Don't."

"I didn't say anything."

"You were thinking it."

He raised both hands from the cart in innocence. She glared at him—the look that was irritated and fond in roughly equal measure—then went to dig around in her bag for another ball. Greg and Dana had peeled off at the third hole when Claire had sent two shots twenty yards off course in opposite directions and everyone had wordlessly agreed it made more sense for them to play their round while James and Claire played their considerably more interpretive version of the game.

Which was how they ended up alone on the fourth fairway when the other cart came up behind them.

James heard it before he saw it—the soft electric whir coming up the cart path. He glanced back. Single rider. Guy, maybe mid-thirties, built like someone who actually used the gym at places like this rather than just nodding at it as he walked past. Dark blond hair, a couple days of stubble that had clearly been cultivated rather than neglected. Fitted golf shirt, khakis that fit right. He looked like someone with opinions about whiskey and the confidence to hold them.

He pulled his cart alongside James's with an easy nod. "Morning." Then his gaze moved past James to where Claire was crouching in the rough, squinting at something in the grass.

"Morning," James said.

"She lose one?"

"She loses most of them."

The guy laughed, low and easy. "Mind if I play through? Or—" He paused, watching Claire stand up triumphantly with a retrieved ball, examining it like it had personally failed her. "Actually. I'm in no rush. Mind if I join?"

His name was Ryan. They learned that in the next few minutes of effortless small talk. He was there for a conference that had wrapped yesterday, had extended his stay two days because the rate was already paid and he liked the desert in the mornings. Sold medical equipment. He had a way of talking that didn't perform itself—direct, relaxed, like a man who didn't need to announce his confidence because it wasn't going anywhere.

Claire came back to the cart with her ball, dropped it, noticed the new arrival, and pushed her sunglasses up into her hair to get a proper look at him.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi." Ryan smiled—warm, honest, the smile of a man who found a woman attractive and wasn't particularly interested in pretending otherwise. "Ryan."

"Claire." She gestured at James. "That's my husband James. He drives."

"I drive," James confirmed.

"Important job," Ryan said.

"You have no idea," James said.

Ryan climbed out of his cart. Looked at Claire's setup. "You mind if I take a look at your swing?"

She raised an eyebrow. "That obvious?"

"Little bit."

She laughed—the real laugh, unguarded. "Fine. But be gentle. It's been a traumatic morning."



Ryan stood behind her, not touching her yet, watching as she set up over the ball with the focused look of someone who actually understood what he was seeing.

"Your grip is the first problem," he said. "You're strangling it."

"If I hold it looser it'll fly away."

"It won't. Here—" He stepped in close, glanced briefly at James, who caught it and gave a small nod. Ryan put his hands over hers on the club, adjusting her fingers. His chest was near her back without being against it. Technically appropriate. Barely.

James sat in the cart and watched.

This was the thing people didn't understand from the outside. From the outside it looked like nothing—some guy giving a golf lesson. From the inside, James felt the familiar thing begin to uncoil in his stomach. That low, specific pull. Not jealousy exactly. Jealousy's more interesting cousin—the one that sat right next to it and kept reaching across to steal bites off its plate.

He watched Ryan's hands on Claire's. Watched the way she tilted her head to listen to him, the line of her throat in the morning light.

"Relax your shoulders," Ryan said, close enough to be heard easily. "You're holding all your tension right here—" He touched her shoulders briefly and she visibly dropped them. "There. Now the swing comes from your hips. Your arms are just along for the ride."

"That is the most counterintuitive thing I've ever been told."

"I know. Try it anyway."

She swung. The ball went straight—not far, but genuinely, cleanly straight, landing on the fairway maybe ninety yards out.

"Oh my god," she said.

Ryan grinned. "There it is."

She spun to look at James. "Did you see that?"

"I saw it."

"I hit it."

"You've been hitting it. Just in creative directions."

She turned back to Ryan, bright-eyed and a little breathless in the way she got when she figured something out. "Okay. What else am I doing wrong?"



By the sixth hole, Ryan had stopped pretending he was just passing through.

He'd folded himself into their orbit with the easy adaptability of a man good at reading rooms. He walked with Claire between shots. He coached and he joked and he made her laugh—specifically, repeatedly, with observations sharp enough to land but easy enough not to sting. He included James naturally, turned to him, built him into the rhythm of the conversation. But there was a physics to it. Claire and Ryan walked the fairway together. James drove the cart on the path, three yards off, and the gap had its own particular gravity.

He watched how Ryan looked at her. Not predatory. Not performing restraint. Just honest want, barely mediated by manners.

And he watched how Claire responded. She was standing differently than she had at nine AM—her body angled toward Ryan, her posture open, relaxed in the way she got when she felt genuinely comfortable with someone. Her hand went to her own collarbone when she laughed. James knew every one of her tells.

By the seventh hole, calling it flirting was the only honest option.

"You're a very patient teacher," she said, watching her ball land clean in the center of the fairway.

"You're picking it up fast."

"I had a terrible start."

"Everyone does." He handed the iron back to her. Their fingers overlapped on the grip and neither of them rushed to move. "Most people take the bad start personally and quit. You just got irritated and tried to fix it."

"I take everything personally," she said. "I'm just quick about it."

He laughed. "That's actually a good quality."

"My husband would describe it differently."

"Heard that," James said.

"I know," she said, not looking at him, smiling at Ryan.

Ryan glanced at James—and here was the thing that James actually respected about him: the look wasn't guilty. Wasn't careful or calculated. It was just a man acknowledging, with something like straightforward honesty, that he was attracted to a married woman and her husband




























































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Madison DeVile

- v
& P
Used in { Double
front of him Creampie

!

A HOTWIFE CUCKOLD EROTICA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
Madison DeVile

Used in Double
front of him - Creampie

A HOTWIFE CUCKOLD EROTICA






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





