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Chapter 15


The next morning they were having a
quick breakfast together, the kids already having been sent out the
door to school. They were like a normal couple, doing normal
things.

Roger couldn’t help himself. “I know
someone,” he said. He knew he was treading on dangerous ground, but
he couldn’t stop himself. Alyssa had made herself vulnerable so he
had to take a risk as well.

Marlene gave him the eye. “Know
someone about what?” His non-sequitur caught her
off-guard.

“I know someone who might
indulge in your fantasy.”

She actually blushed. “That was just
dirty talk for last night.”

“It didn’t sound like
dirty talk.” He was relieved that she didn’t accuse him of doing
something untoward with an unknown woman. It occurred to him that
she was hiding as much from him as he was from her.

“It was,” she
insisted.

“Do you want to have a
threesome with another woman?”

“No.”
Her word was weak and didn’t convince either of them.
She blushed a
little.

“Do you
want to fuck another woman while I watch?” he
pressed.

Her face turned
redder. “Sort of,” she allowed. Marlene
knew she shouldn’t have been embarrassed, but she was ashamed for
some reason she couldn’t articulate. “I’m so
sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. That’s
fucking hot.”

Marlene paused. Only at
that moment did she realize that she was giving him the fantasy
that so many men wanted, to be with two women at the same time. But
did she want that or did she want to be alone with another woman,
just once, just to see what it was like, just to get it out of her
system? She had even considered hiring a
sex worker just to see. It was nagging at her. She couldn’t get the
idea out of her head.

“It is?”

“Hell yeah. The most
popular porn category is lesbian. Lesbian for men, of course, not
real lesbian sex, but still.”

“I’m not going to ask how
you know that.”

“I have an intense
curiosity about sex and statistics.”

“Well, it’s a fine fantasy
and all, but it’s not going to happen,” she said, ending the
conversation, ready to move on and pretend it never
happened.

“Why not?”

“Because it’s just…too
complicated. So many reasons.” Something clicked in her mind. “But
you said last night you could make it happen. You weren’t
considering hiring a prostitute?” she asked accusatively even
though she had considered doing the exact same thing, but only in
private, in secret.

“No…like I said, I know
someone.”

Marlene looked askance at him. “How do
you know someone who would do something like that?”

“Bi women
exist.”

“You know a bi woman who
wants to fuck me, the mother of your children?” Doubt dripped from
Marlene’s question. 

“I’d have to ask
her.”

Despite herself, Marlene found herself
intensely curious at that moment. 

“Tell me more.”

 


It had gotten too complicated. Roger
had broken it off with Alyssa, because that was the smart thing to
do. He had been one hundred percent intent on never seeing her
again. There were plenty of women in the world. He was handsome and
charming enough that he never had trouble getting a new woman into
bed. He had even resolved to go to one of those stupid seminars
just to pick up a woman and fuck her to prove to himself (and
Alyssa and Marli, even though they wouldn’t know) that he could do
exactly that.

But it was a much more difficult thing
to talk a woman into a threesome with a woman she barely knew.
Roger considered that Marlene was truly talking about a fantasy and
she never intended to make it real. Unfortunately Roger had too
strong of a sex drive to just ignore an opportunity. It wasn’t like
Marlene wanted to fuck a centaur in outer space—that could never
happen. She just wanted to have a threesome with another woman.
Maybe all Roger would do was watch. But still…

He had had a threesome with Alyssa,
but that was with her sort-of husband. And Alyssa had never
mentioned wanting to have sex with another woman. It was a big
ask.

Especially since he had told her he
never wanted to hear from her again.

Time to eat some crow.

 


Roger: Remember last week
when I said I never wanted to see you again?

 


That was the entire extent of his text
message to her. He was leaving it entirely to Alyssa to respond. He
wasn’t going to apologize. He wasn’t going to make any more big
risks in his life.

If she ignored him, she ignored him.
That was that. There had to be another way to find a woman who
would sleep with Marli. Worst comes to worst, he could always hire
a sex worker and work up a good cover story.

It was a day later when Alyssa finally
responded.

 


Alyssa: This is YOU never
contacting ME again?

 


He could feel the snark in her
letters.

He deserved it. They had ended things
more or less mutually, but he was coming crawling back to
her. 

 


Roger: I’m very bad at
this sort of thing.

 


He replied almost immediately. Her
text came back just as quickly.

 


Alyssa: And just as bad at
being in a monogamous relationship, I bet.

 


Roger: I deserved that.
And yes.

 


Alyssa: So why are you
contacting me?

 


Roger saw that she put
a question
mark at the end of the message and not
a period. He was certain that wasn’t
a mistake.

Before he could send his reply
message, she sent another.

 


Alyssa: You want to fuck
me in the ass, don’t you? And your girlfriend
won’t do
that.

 


Roger considered that. He had fucked
Marli in the ass many, many times. It wasn’t her favorite, but when
they did do anal, he was slow and careful and she always came.
Maybe it wasn’t her favorite, but Marli, in the right mood, would
never say no to being buggered.

 


Roger: That’s not it at
all. Marli loves it up the ass.

 


Alyssa: You’re a liar.
When was the last time you fucked her ass? Probably a year ago and
she said she’d never do it again.

 


Roger smiled. It had been two months
ago. He remembered cumming so hard that when he pulled out of her
ass he shot his load not just onto her ass or back, but all the way
up to her hair. Marli had to take a shower in the middle of the
night to get her hair clean.

 


Roger: I’m not going to
argue about what Marli likes in bed. I just want to ask you
something if that’s alright with you.

 


Alyssa: You’re asking my
permission to ask me a question?

 


Roger: Yes

 


Alyssa: Why not just ask
the question?

 


Roger: Because it’s about
sex.

 


Alyssa: I’ll do it. Yes.
But you have to nurse from my tits first. With Ben.

 


Roger looked at her message and
frankly didn’t believe her. She was either winding him up or just
directly lying to him. He decided to play along

 


Roger: You’ll do anything
I ask as long as I nurse from you? What if I want to fuck you in
the ass?

 


Alyssa: It’ll be something
new for me then.

 


Roger smiled. He was in the
semi-privacy of the break room at his office. What better place to
plan an epic sex encounter. He hoped that at least one of the women
wandering around the multi-use room saw the bulge of his erection
in his pants.

 


Roger: I want you to have
sex with Marli. I get to watch. Have you ever had sex with a woman
before?

 


Roger wasn’t expecting an answer right
away. He fully expected her to say no. To block him. To tell him
off in as vulgar terms as possible. However, he found the pause in
her response to be excruciating. 

He waited so long for her answer he
had to go back to his office and get back to work. When his phone
finally chimed with her response it was pretty much what he
expected.

 


Alyssa: You’re fucking
kidding. You said she knows nothing about your cheating and now you
want me to go to bed with her. You’re a fucking lying asshole, you
know that?

 


Roger: I swear it’s the
truth. Here’s a picture of her. What sort of woman do you
like?

 


Roger sent her a picture of Marlene.
It was a selfie of his girlfriend where she was naked but not
showing anything. Marli was in her glory, hinting at her large tits
and showing her curvy hips. It was sexy, not lewd.

Alyssa didn’t reply right
away.

Roger wasn’t sure if he had fucked up
everything. He didn’t know if he had done that intentionally or
not. He had just sent the picture without thinking about it. Maybe
he didn’t want Marlene to realize this little fantasy. Maybe it
disturbed him. Maybe it was okay for him to cheat but not her, but
it wasn’t really cheating if he was there, right?

It was the end of the day before Roger
got a response from Alyssa.

 


Alyssa: She wants to have
sex with me?

 


Roger was quick to reply, ignoring
more important work he was trying to finish before a
deadline.

 


Roger: She wants to play
with a woman, while I’m there.

 


Alyssa: So not
specifically me. Does she know you’re offering a woman you’ve
fucked before? One that’s lactating? One that’s had a threesome
with you?

 


Roger thought quickly and carefully
about his answer. 

 


Roger: No, not
specifically those parameters.

 


Alyssa’s answer was quick.

 


Alyssa: Tell her all of
that first and then I’ll be happy to hop in bed with her. And you.
And maybe Ben too. Don’t call or text me until that
happens.

 


Alyssa was nothing if not proactive.
When she got home she showed Ben her text conversation with
Roger.

“Huh. Well.
That’s…unexpected.” 

“That’s all you have to
say?” she questioned him.

“I mean…do you want to do
this with his wife?”

“Girlfriend.”

“Whatever. You didn’t
answer my question.”

“I don’t think he’s going
to tell her anything.”

“What if he
does?”

“It’s not going to
happen.”

“You’re avoiding my
question. Will you have sex with her? A stranger. A
woman.”

“Why? Do you want to watch?”

“Are you offering?” He
grinned at her.

“Sure. I’ll have sex with
her. You and Roger can both beat off while you watch us. I’ll go
full lesbian.”

 


Marlene slapped Roger across the
face. 

“I deserved that,” he
said. 

She slapped him again. The sound of
both slaps surprised even her. She realized two things after the
slaps. First, her hand hurt. Second, she wasn’t as angry as she
wanted to be.

“I don’t think I deserved
a second slap.”

“How many other women have
you fucked?”

“Since when?” he asked and
immediately regretted it.

She slapped him again. This time with
her other hand. The third thing she realized was that she was glad
their children were already asleep in bed.

“How many?” she
demanded.

“I don’t know,” he
answered honestly. “I try to forget about them
afterwards.”

“Tell me.”

“Maybe twenty.” He winced
in anticipation of another slap.

“I want to fuck her,”
Marlene said with a vehemence that scared Roger.

“You do? Why?”

She didn’t answer him.

“Is this some sort of
twisted revenge?” He was starting to regret showing Marli the
entire text exchange with Alyssa.

“Maybe,” she allowed. “But
how would you
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