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  Chapter one

The morning after Claire's birthday celebration, I found her in the kitchen at 7am. She was up, dressed for work (plain clothes she wore to drive in - her uniform didn't go on until she was on duty). Her hair was styled and she looked well-rested, possibly a little troubled. 
It was strange that she was there at all: she'd gone to bed early the night before, saying she had an early morning. 
"Uh... hey," I said, walking into the kitchen. I gave her a strange look. 
I, myself, was not dressed and ready for work, because I did not have anywhere to go - although I did have some promising leads and a possible interview coming up. I was unemployed at the moment, and Claire was working extra hours in order to make up the slack. "I thought you had an early morning again?"
Claire is a paramedic supervisor, so "early morning" meant something completely different in our house, more on par with a 3am or 4am departure. 
She was looking at me a little strangely. Holding a coffee cup, her whole hand wrapped around it, as Claire tended to do when she had something to talk about. 
"I, um, did..." she responded, about her early morning. "I just decided that I would, you know. Go in a little later." 
"Going in a little later" was not the sort of thing one could do very lightly in Claire's line of work. It needed to be reserved for very serious events only. 
A sensation of danger skittered across my chest: was Claire about to confess to me, about her budding affair? 
But she interrupted herself, her own train of thought, shaking her head abruptly as though ridding herself of a bad thought, and smiled. "Because of last night," she added. With a sexy overtone. 
Last night.
Last night, Claire drank quite a bit of wine at her birthday dinner. And then she became suggestive and sexually playful, and after a really hot scene in our car, we had really hot sex on the counter in the kitchen. There had been a little bit of role-play going on there: Claire, pretending to show me what she would do if one of her students hit on her, me showing Claire what I would do if that were true (which hadn't required much imagination, because it was true, and I knew it).
It had been hot. 
And then Claire had continued her streak of drunken, hot sex - by actually texting with her 28-year-old student. Including sending him a picture of her freshly-fucked, barely washed pussy. And receiving an image of his - very large - cock. And then she had gone to bed early, claiming that she had an early morning. 
I wasn't innocent in all of this. I was spying on Claire and her student, and I had been for a while. Because I got off on it, like I had never gotten off on anything before. 
It was also a violent knife of pain in my heart. Before last night, it had all been fantasy. Now, it seemed very real, and very much like Claire planned to go through with a physical act that she hadn't yet done - but planned to, very seriously. The seriousness of it had hit me in the face last night. 
"How did you sleep?" I said, avoiding all of this. 
I peered at Claire, scrutinizing her facial expressions. It was a small consolation that she did in fact seem troubled by what had happened - she had a line forming in the skin on her forehead. An expression of consternation and troubling thoughts. And her eyes were darting around. She looked nervous. And guilty. 
Good, I thought. It was hard to explain, even to myself, how I felt toward Claire right now. 
I was angry with her, sure - she was cheating on me, planning to cheat on me, and doing it in a professionally dangerous way (and since Claire was the only one making money at the moment, this particular aspect of her liaison hit harder). 
I wanted her to feel guilty and horrible. 
But I also wanted her to keep doing it.
I also, unfortunately for me, was addicted to what she was doing, so much so that I didn't want to risk her stopping what she was doing by telling her I knew about it.
But it seemed my assessment of her behavior was premature. When Claire answered, "Oh, pretty good," and turned away from me, fiddling with the coffee machine, my mind lurched again.
Claire wasn't struggling with any of this. That part was the part I was imagining. 
I reminded myself that I had found Claire blissfully asleep in our bed after all of that: after getting a load of my cum pumped into her, she had gone upstairs and had her sexting fling with Tyler. A series of texts that had convinced me that they hadn't yet fucked - relief - but that they probably would. And soon.
I didn't know for sure. I had started masturbating and missed the last part of the conversation, which the two of them were unfortunately very quick to delete, like all their conversations. The conclusion of their "talk" last night was a mystery to me, one I couldn't keep out of my mind for even half a second. 
"What about you?" she asked, after a long pause that made it seem like this was an afterthought.  
My mind had been wandering. She was turned around, peering over the lip of a full coffee mug. 
I looked back at her, in the eyes. She didn't look away. Something was definitely happening between us at this point. She was staring at me. 
She moved the coffee mug to the counter without taking her eyes off me. I was reeling in my mind, trying to read her and unable to do so. 
"That was hot last night," she said. Her voice was suggestive and had the hard edge of a challenge in her tone. I was caught off-guard: she actually seemed to be very aggressively propositioning me. Her hips shifted and she put her hands on the counter, tapping her fingers along the edge individually, in an expectant roll. Her eyebrows seemed to arch ever-so-slightly and she pushed her breasts out, forward, toward me. 
"Really hot," she said, when I didn't react to any of this. Mostly because I had no idea what was going on. Claire's apparent arousal mingled with my confused feelings and made it impossible for me to understand anything.
Even when she pulled on the zipper of her light workout jacket to expose her breasts, even when she smiled and shrugged the jacket over her shoulders so I could get a great view of her tits in their sports bra, and then, even when she tugged on the sports bra to make her tits spill up and out of the fabric while being crushed together on display by the material that framed them - I still didn't know what was going on. 
She stepped toward me and put her hands on my shoulders, blinking at me with an expression of interest and slight confusion. One arm trailed down to the bathrobe belt and tugged at it, only enough to open it. Her hand slid into my bathrobe and her fingers wound around my cock, which was hard and made her eyes light up.
"Claire I thought you had to... get to... work," I began, but I interrupted myself as she played with my cock, her fingertips finding the precum that betrayed my true state of mind. 
She smiled and just continued forward on her path, almost as if I hadn't spoken at all. "It seems to me, that you liked it, too?" 
Her lips moved closer to mine. A light smile was on her lips that made me slightly uncomfortable: I didn't know what to make of it. The contours of this smile were unfamiliar to me. I didn't know what they signaled, what her intentions were. Claire and I had been married a long time, and in that time it had mostly been me initiating sex, chasing after Claire's pussy, aroused first. I wasn't against this new dynamic (at all), but I had no idea what she expected of me. I felt adrift. 
I nodded my head, my mouth open, my breath - coming raggedly - against her smiling, open mouth. She looked down, between us, at my throbbing cock, and watched her own fingers as she spoke. "Which part did you like the best?" She was tracing a slow circle on the bulb of my crown, with a touch so light it was maddening.
Eyes back to mine as I stammered silently, forming the beginnings of things I suppose I meant to say - but my thoughts were perpetually interrupted. 
What had she even asked me?
She was moving on. "Did you like the part in the car?" 
I nodded. I had very much liked the part in the car. 
"Hmm. And did you like the part in the house?" She was now gripping my cock, squeezing it. My mouth fell open a little wider and I inhaled sharply. Which part?! my mind reeled. The part where I fucked you (yes)? Or the part where you sexted with your boy-toy student afterward? (Also yes).
So I nodded again, a mouth breather paralyzed by my wife's wandering fingers. 
"Mm," she intoned, her lips closed to make the sound and then open and wet and grazing my lips. My cock involuntarily flexed in her hand and she squeezed back. Her mouth wandered away from my lips and over my jaw, to my neck, up to my earlobe, her breath moist and hot against my skin and sending a shudder through me. "Which part did you like best?"
She became very demanding, squeezing my dick and gritting her teeth a little, when she said "best."
"I don - I... Claire..." I mumbled helplessly, as she now started to work on my cock with two hands, squeezing my balls after cupping them with her left hand, her right hand stroking me, using my precum as a lubricant. 
"Was it fucking me here on the counter...?" she asked, and her fingers pushed against my flesh a little harder. She waited, and while she did she took on an aura of danger and domination that was erotic but perplexing. It felt almost like a mirage simmered in the air between us, like we were seconds from disaster. 
"Or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?"
My mind went utterly blank for a moment and I reacted to this viscerally, with the hard impact of extreme arousal but the thought failing to really make its way into my head. I froze inside my chest: it felt, suddenly, like a block of ice. 
...or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?
...or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?
...or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?
Her voice, her fingers, her breath all played on repeat in my mind, that same question, over and over again. 
I still could not will myself to understand, only to want her more. 
So I nodded. Sort of. My mouth open like a mouth-breathing barbarian. 
"Or was it... the conversation?"
"...the conver...sation...?" I managed to say. It was a question, but I hadn't meant it as such (I hadn't meant to say it at all). 
"I thought so," Claire said, her eyes flipping back up to meet mine just as she grinned and squeezed my cock hard. Lips grazed my neck as I stare straight ahead in front me, unable to process. Down to my shoulder, along my clavicle. Fingers in my hair, pulling it tight. "The thing is, that wasn't my favorite part."
I was now completely frozen in place. My mind was working, trying to sort all of this out, and my cock was actively pulsing, getting hard enough to hurt, but the rest of me was paralyzed.
"James," she whispered. "Do you want to know what my favorite part was?" 
"I..." I looked down as she started to slide down my torso, kissing my chest, holding my cock, falling to her knees. "What... part...?" I murmured, still in shock. 
Her tongue against the tip of my cock, swirling around in a circle, precum spreading on the blade of it, her mouth open to show it to me - or so it seemed. Her eyes looking up at me, meeting my gaze. A smile at the corners of her mouth. 
Pursed lips, blowing gently on the wet slick left by her saliva. A squeeze from her fingers to make another bead of precum appear. "My favorite part," she said, and then licked at the new bead of precum before continuing, "was when I got what I wanted."
I made a noise, and she pulled my cock into her mouth fully in response, sucking on my dick, going deep. Looking up at me. Then letting my cock slide out of her mouth and turning her head slightly to run her tongue along the underside of it. "Don't you want to know what that was?" 
She was blinking up at me from the underside of my cock, head twisted, eyes bright and visibly aroused - interest, of a lurid, sexual kind in them. Fingers wrapping around my cock, mouth open but teasing me. I needed to answer, her face said, if I wanted something wet on my cock again. 
"I... yes," I sputtered.
"Do you think it was Tyler's cock?" She smiled, taking the tip of her tongue and running it along the underside of my cock to the oozing tip, scooping up the precum and letting me watch it enter her mouth as a spreading glob on her tongue, that she swallowed before smiling again. "It's very big. I liked that a lot. But that wasn't what I liked the best."
"Claire..."
She was sucking my cock again, and I began to boil. One hand moved to my abdomen and sensed that I was getting close, so she popped my cock out of her mouth and stared at it as she admired her work: it was pulsing and bobbing, turgid and painful, and she knew that she was torturing me. She sank onto her buttocks, spreading her knees apart, and stroked my cock slowly as she looked up at me. Not enough to get me there, to an orgasm, just enough to make me rabid, for my balls to begin to ache. "I got the confirmation that I wanted. That you really, actually want me to fuck some other guy." 
Her hand moved slower, and slower. She blinked up at me, grinning. "Isn't that what you want?" 
"Claire... please..." 
Slowly stroking me. Precum oozing out, Claire looking up at me, amused. 
Her hand moved even slower. She blinked. Answer the question, her face said. 
"Is it what you want, James?" 
I had to bend slightly, the pain was mounting so rapidly in my groin and my lower abdomen. "I... oh god. Claire..."
She rubbed her hand over the end of my cock to lubricate her palm and started to rub faster - but only for a moment. "I need you to say it," she said, a combination of cheer and cruelty in her features that made her seem like another woman, so much so that I felt temporarily lost. Then I considered that this was all just a dream, a dream where I was never going to actually be able to come, only be teased endlessly with it, the goalposts always moving away. 
"Just say it," she said, softly. Her hand moved even slower. "I don't have much time..." 
"I... Claire what the...? I... yes. Yes. It was hot Claire, I want you to fuck him. That's what I want."
She smiled. She was lazily stroking my cock now, and did not increase the speed or the pressure of her grip. "Good," she said, after doing this for a while. "Because I'm going to." I was inside her mouth again, briefly, her tongue and lips hot and full of saliva. Then released, and another wave of pain washing over me. 
Claire rolled onto one hip and stood up before I could even process that she was doing so. She was standing





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
BCONTINUING
EDUCATION

PART Il: PRIVATE LESSO






OEBPS/images/962a6e7d-0d2c-4429-b682-a5cc4fc70446.jpeg
BCONTINUING
EDUCATION

PART Il: PRIVATE LESSO







