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Swapping
Spouses: One Year Later

 


Swapping
spouses with our next-door neighbours was the best and worst thing
that ever happened to me. My wife, Stephanie, spent a couple hours
with Bobby and Bobby’s wife, Carrie, and I shared two hours
together that I will never forget.

One week later,
the four of us got together for what I can only call an orgy. I was
in sexual heaven as we played until none of us had a drop of energy
left.

It has been 351
days since my solo time with Carrie. I know because I have counted
every one of them. I have fought each day not to give in to my
desire to contact Carrie and see if she wants to get together
again. But I never ended up reaching out to her as I’m not that
kind of guy. The swap worked because Stephanie knew about it and
sanctioned the infidelity. Taking it to the next level and seeing
Carrie on the sly was a whole other level of adultery.

I rationalize
this issue with myself multiple times a day. I’ve already been with
Carrie so it’s not as bad as sleeping with someone new, I tell
myself. But that logic is flawed, I know that. But it’s what I tell
myself so I feel okay with what I’m doing as I’m typing a text to
Carrie. A text I never send.

Day 173 after
the swap was especially challenging. All morning I’d pictured how
Carrie looked under my body as she lay beneath me on Peter’s bed.
I’d placed her hands above her head and kept them there with a
spreader bar. I had my way with her as she lay there, completely at
my mercy. She’d loved every moment of it, relished every touch I
gave her. Of that I had no doubt – the look on her face was one of
pure bliss and her moans made it clear she was surrendering to
every touch. I was inside her when she came and I can still
remember the feeling of her pussy squeezing my cock, the walls of
her insides hugging me so tight that I almost burst right then.

All through day
173, thoughts of that moment would not leave me alone. I ended up
driving to the still-empty warehouse where Carrie and I had met up
the day before the swap, the place where we first got it on. I
stood in the middle of the abandoned office and masturbated as I
let thoughts of Carrie in the spreader bar overtake me. As I shot
my load all over the wall, I had almost managed to convince myself
that my hand wrapped around my cock was Carrie’s wet and clenching
pussy.

I was back in
the same spot two days later, again haunted by memories of Carrie.
My dream the night before had been a replay of my meeting with her
in the warehouse. As soon as I’d seen her that morning, I knew I
would have exploded when I first slid my aching hard-on inside her
so I’d stalled by eating her out, ensuring she had an orgasm before
I started fucking her. But Carrie had had other plans – she fucked
me as I lay on the dirty floor, riding me like she hadn’t been
thoroughly screwed in years. Her enthusiasm had spurred me on and
although I didn’t last nearly as long as I would have liked, I
lasted long enough to get her off again. When I shot what felt like
a bucket load of steaming jism into her core, I knew I would
remember that moment forever. That was what I thought of when I
found myself in the warehouse on day 175 – the musky and
surprisingly floral taste of Carrie’s pussy juice, her moans as
they echoed around the room as she rode my hardness, and the weight
of her heavy breasts in my hands as I helped her ride me. I was
picturing her on top of me, her face contorted in ecstasy, when I
blew my load onto the dusty floor.

The woman
haunted my nights and my waking hours. The more I tried not to
think of her, the more I thought of her. I was stuck in a catch-22.
The only thing that stopped me from contacting Carrie at least once
during each of my waking hours was a pact I’d made with myself the
morning I married Stephanie. I promised myself that for my sake as
much as hers, if I ever wanted to cheat on Stephanie, I would leave
her first. I wouldn’t be like my buddies who thought nothing of
hooking up with a random stranger for a couple of hours and then
going home to their unsuspecting wives. Call me old fashioned but I
wasn’t going to be one of those guys. I wouldn’t be able to look at
myself with respect, never mind face Stephanie.

So I continued
to live with my fixation for Carrie, hoping that one day it would
lose its grip on me. I didn’t want to obsess over her. I wanted to
fully enjoy my life with Stephanie and be the husband she
deserved.
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Day 211 had
been another challenging one. I hadn’t been able to get Carrie out
of my mind for more than a minute or two. Sure, that was a daily
problem but it seemed worse than usual on that day. Led by a hunch,
I snuck to Peter’s house once Stephanie was asleep; Peter was a
night owl so I knew I wouldn’t catch him in bed. As I expected, he
was on his porch, hidden in the deepest shadows. “Peter,” I said,
barely loud enough for him to hear.

Peter didn’t
say anything in response, just patted the empty spot beside
him.

I sat down in
the second of two chairs on his porch. Peter pulled a pocket
humidor out of his shirt and handed it to me. I chose a cigar and
lit it with the lighter Peter handed me. I mumbled thanks and we
sat in silence for a number of minutes. I’d always respected Peter
and liked that we could spend time in each other’s company without
a ridiculous need to fill silences with useless words. That night I
felt something different though – jealousy that he knew how amazing
Carrie’s pussy had felt when he’d slid into her during our night at
Peter’s house. I brushed that thought aside, focusing on what
brought me to this porch in the first place.

When my cigar
was down to a nub, I said, “I’m floundering, Peter, and I’m hoping
you can help me.”

Ten seconds
later, he said, “Go on.”

Everything
poured out of me: my obsession with Carrie since the swap, the way
I couldn’t get her off my mind, how I was craving having her again
but my sense of propriety wouldn’t let me reach out to her. Once I
started talking about it, I couldn’t stop. Everything had been pent
up for so many months that I couldn’t halt the flow. Peter let me
ramble without interrupting, only speaking when I was clearly done
and exhausted by my tirade. “You’ve got yourself in quite the
conundrum there,” he said.

I laughed, a
tinge of bitterness shining through. “I know. Right.”

“Do you want to leave your wife for her?”

“That’s just it. No, not for a second have I ever thought that.
I just want to stop being obsessed with Carrie.”

“How can I help?”

Before I lost
my nerve, as all I had to go on was a hunch, I said, “I would like
a copy of that night.”

Peter didn’t
speak for a long time. As the minutes ticked on, I started doubting
myself. Had I been totally off base? Was my hunch just wishful
thinking? Why wasn’t he saying anything?

I made a move
to stand up and leave, intending to express my apologies for
crossing the line as I stepped off the porch, when Peter put his
hand on my arm. I sat back down. “Recording people without their
knowledge is illegal.”

I didn’t say
anything.

“If such a recording existed and made its way into your inbox,
you would have to take precautions to make sure it was never
discovered.”

“That’s a given.”

Peter pulled a
notepad and pen from his shirt pocket and handed both to me. “Write
down a confidential email address for yourself that your wife
doesn’t know about.”

How did he know
I had one? As if I’d asked the question aloud, Peter said, “We all
have an email address our significant others don’t know about.”

I didn’t say
anything, just wrote down my Hotmail address on a blank page and
passed the pad and pen back to Peter.

“I’ll see what I can find,” Peter said, pocketing the items and
lighting another cigar.

We sat in
amicable silence for a few more minutes before I said, “Thanks for
listening to me. I’m going to call it a night.”

“Anytime. And I’ll see what I can come up with regarding your
request.”

“I appreciate it, Peter.”

We shook hands
and I made my way off his porch and up the sidewalk to my house. I
slipped in the back door without making a sound and crawled into
bed beside Stephanie. I pulled her into my arms and fell into a
fitful sleep, haunting images of Carrie never surrendering their
grip on me.
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Two days later,
the morning of day 213, I felt like I hit the jackpot. I checked my
Hotmail for the fifth time that day and found an email sent from an
address comprised of all numbers. My initial thought was that it
was spam and I was about to delete it until I saw that it had an
attachment with a date that was seven months ago. My blood started
to race when I clicked on it, the seconds it took to load feeling
more like minutes. When I was finally able to hit the play button,
I was relieved no one was near me in the office. The video started
with Carrie taking a glove off the wall and sliding it on her hand.
As she started to rub me with it on the recording, I knew I needed
to go somewhere private to watch the 102-minute video.
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